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theatre-play, &c..The same endless thread of tangled and superlative love-
story, -inherited, apparently from the Amadises and Palmering’ of the 13th
14th, and 15th centuries over there in Europe. The costumes and association;
are brought down to.date, the seasoning is hotter and more varied, the dragons
and ogres are left out—but the thing, 1 should say, has not advanced—is just
as sensational, just as strain'd—remains about the same, nor more, nor less.”
What is the reason our time, our lands, that we see no fresh local courage

sanity, of our own—the Mississippi, stalwart Western men, real mental an(i
physical facts, Southerners, &c., in the body of our literature? especially the
poctic part of it. But always, instead, a parcel of dandies and ennuyees, dapper
little gentlemen from abroad, who Aood us with their thin sentiment of par-
lors, parasols, piano-songs, tinkling thymes, the five-hundredth importation—
or whimpering and crying about something, chasing onc aborted conceit after
another, and forever occupied in dyspeptic ameurs with dyspeptic wornen.

While, current and novel, the grandest events and revolutions, and stormi-

est passions of history, are crossing to-day with -unparallel'd rapidity and mag-
.mﬁcepcc over the stages of our own.and all the continents, offering new
materials, opening new vistas, with largest needs, inviting the daring launch-
ing. forth of conceptions.in literature, inspired by them, soaring in" highest
regions, serving art in its highest, (which is only the other name for serving
God, and serving humanity,) where is the man of letters, where is the book
with any nobler aim than to follow in the old track, repeat what has been -saié
before-—and, - as its utmost triumph, sell well, and be erudite or elegant?
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Herman Melvi]le began life with everything in his favor: hefedity: first of all, with
twa genuine Revolutionary heroes for graridfathers. The Melvill family (the,e was
a.ddcd in the 1830s) was solidly established 'in Boston and the Gansevoorts were
linked to the greatest Duteh patioon families of New York. Melville’s much-trav-
eled father; Allan Melvill, a dry-goods merchant in New York Gity, took inordinate
pride-in the genealogy of the Melvills, tracing the line past Scottish Renaissance
courtiers to a queen of Hungary and tracing his mother's family, the Scollays, 4o
the kings of Norway: “& so it appears we ate of a royal line in both sides of the
House—after all, it is not anly an amusing hut a just cause of pride, to resort back
through the ages to such ancestry, & should produce a correspondent spirit of
emulation in their descendants to the remotest posterity.” As the third oldest of
cight children hom between 1815 and 1830, Herman Melville spent his early
childhood in luxury. But Allan Melvill began borrowing from relatives in the
1820s, alternating between overenthusiasm about the future of business in America
anc! @read of an inevitable recession. In 1832 he suddenly fell ill and died in a
delirium that some in the family thought of as madress. He was many thousands
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of dollars in debt, and his family, then living in Albany, became dependent on the
conscientious. but finely calculated carc of the Gansevoorts, especially Melville's
uncle Peter. - ‘

Biographers justifiably hold that Melville’s mature psychology is best understood
as that of the decayed patrician. During his teens, he was distinctly a poor relation.
The Princeton-educated Peter Gansevoort hobnobbed with the leading politicians
of the day, entertaining President Van Buren at dinner during the years in which
his widowed sister, Maria Melville, saw her brilliant oldest son Gansevoort and her
more plodding second son Herman make do with what self-improvement they
could derive from the Albany debating societies. Taken out of school when he was
twelve, a few months after his father’s death, Melville clerked for two years at a
bank. Starting early in 1834 he worked two and a half years at his brother Gansev-
oort’s fur-cap store in Albany. In 1837 he spent several months in nearby Pittsheld,
Massachusetis, Tunning his uncle Thomas Melvill's farm after his uncle left for
Winois. Just after he turned eighteen, he taught in a country school near Pittsheld,
where he boarded with Yankee backwoods families. The next spring he took 2
course in surveying and engineering at the Lansingburgh Academy, near Albany,
but in the aftermath of the Panic.of 1837 found no work. He signed on a voyage
to and from Liverpool in 1839, the summer he tumed twenty, then the next year
job-hunted fruitlessly around the Midwest. At twenty-one, in January 1841, he
took the desperate measure of sailing on a whaler for the South Seas. His crucial
experience had begun.

+ From Peru he wrote, in Gansevoort's pataphrase, that he was “not dissatisfied
with his lot"—The fact of his being one of a crew so much superior in morale
and early advantages to the ordinary run of whaling crews affords him constant
gratification.” Nevertheless, in the summer of 1842 Melville and a shipmate, Toby
Greene, jumped ship at Nukahiva, in the Marguesas, and for a few weeks Mélville
lived with a tribe quite untainted by Western civilization; late in life he felt he bad
lived in the world's last Eden. Picked up by an Australian whaler less than a month
after he deserted, he took part in a comic opera mutiny and was imprisoned by the
British consul in Tahiti, along with a learned friend (the “Dr. Long Ghost” of
Omoo) who became his companion in exploring the flora and, especially, the fauna
of Tahiti and Eimeo. Shipping on a Nantucket whaler at Eimeo, Melville: was
discharged in Lahaina, then knocked about Honolulu for a few months before
signing on the frigate United States as an ordinary seaman. After a Jeisurely cruise
in the Pacific, including a revisit to the Marquesas, the United States sailed for
home, arriving at Boston in October 1844. On this-ship Melville again encoun-
tered some remarkably literate, and even literary, sailors. No newspapers welcomed
the young sailor home, but that month Democratic papers in New York were
hailing the triumphant return of his brother Gansevoort from a splendidly histsis
onic stump-speaking tour in the West on behalf of Polk's campaign for the presi-
dency. Herman Melville was twenty-five; he ‘ater said that from that year,
beginning August 1, 1844, he dated his life. He apparently-did not look for a-job
after his discharge from the navy in Boston on October 14; withintwo or three
months he had begun writing T'ypee while staying with his lawyer brothers in New
York City. )

Circumstances were propitious. In- the summer of 1845 Gansevoort was
rewarded for his services to the Democrats with the secretaryship to the American
Legation in London. When he sailed, he had with him the chaotic manuscript
that Herman had just completed in Lansingburgh. It purported to be a straight
autobiographical account of his detainment “in an indulgent captivity for about
the space of four months” by an appealingly hedonistic, if also cannibalistic, tribe,
but in fact Melville had quadrupled the time he had spent in the valley of the
Typees. Gansevoort interested John Murray (the son of Lord Byron’s friend and
publisher) in the book for his Home and Colonial Library, and after it was eked
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out by new anthropological observations from Melville (many of which came from
earlier books by sea captains and missionaries) and tidied up by a professional
“reader,” Typee was published early in 1846. As the earliest personal account of
the South Seas to have the readability and suspense of adventure fiction, it made a
great sensation, capturing the imagination of both the literary reviewers and the
reading public with the surefire combination of anthropological novelty and what
reviewers regularly tagged (remembering Othello) as “hair-breadth ‘scapes.” It was
attended by vigorous, sales-stimulating controversy over its authenticity, capped by
the emergence of Toby, the long-lost fellow runaway, in the person of Richard
Tobias Greene, a house painter near Buffalo. G. P. Putnam.of Wiley & Putnam
(he was a cousin of Sophia Hawthomne's) had bought Typee in England at the
urging of Washington Irving, but his partner, John Wiley, was appatled once he
read closely the attacks on missionary operations in the South Seas. Although the
American edition was already printed, Wiley demanded expurgations of sexual and

political passages as well. as of the attacks on the missionaries, and Melville agreed.

to excise a total of some thirty pages, contenting himself with exclaiming to the
New York editor Evert Duyckinck that expurgation was an “odions” word. Melville
followed the fortunes of Typee with zest and even wanted to manipulate the contro-
versy through a planted newspaper review of his own. In the middle of the publicity
over Typee, Gansevoort died suddenly at the age of thirty. In less than a year
the unknown sailor, the unappreciated second son, had become.a sensationally
newsworthy writer and the head of his family.

Melville immediately turned to the composition of a sequel Omoo, the
account—more. strictly autobiographical than Typee—of his: beachcombing in
Tahiti and Eimeo. Yet even as he was busily at work on:Omoo at the'end of 1846
he was trying to get a job in the Custom House in New York City—his notion-of
the' ideal local job to provide a regular income and keep him' among ships and
sailors (as; well as the necessary evil of bureauciats) while, he must have hoped,
giving him sufhcient leisure for literary pursuits. When he offered Omoo to Mur-
ray, Melville wrote exuberantly:that a “little experience in this art of book-craft has
done wonders.” He had in mind the condition of his-manuscript, but he might
well have said the same of his ability to manage a narrative. Omoo lacked the
suspense of Typee, but it was a more polished performance of a writer far surer of
himself. It is a fine;: humorous production, full of vivid character sketches and
memorable documentation of the evils wrought by the Christianizers. It delighted
readers in 1847 and gave great pleasure to later South Sea wanderers like Robert
Louis Stevenson and Henry Adams. :

In the fiush of his success with Omoo, Melville marncd Elizabeth Knapp Shaw
on August 4, 1847, three days afier his twenty-eighth birthday: Her father, Lemuel
Shaw, the chief justice of Massachusetts, had been a school friend of Al]an Melvill
at the turn of the century #d had been engaged to one of Allan's sisters who died
early of tuberculosis, Allan had taken advantage of Shaw's friendship to borrow
from him in the 1820s; Herman's uncle, Thomas Melvill, and Thomas's son Rob-
crt had further abused that friendship in the 1830s; then in the early 1840s Gansev-
oort Melville: had sought Shaw out as patron. Melville dedicated Typee-to Shaw,
although it is not clear what their personal acquaintance had been; after tic mar-
riage Shaw provided several advances against his daughter’s inheritance, the first
being $2,000 toward the purchase of a house in New York, where Melville estab-
lished himself with his bride, his younger brother Allan, Allan's own bride; his
mother, four sisters, and his new manuscript. Melville was well on his way to
becoming a literary hxture of New York City, a participant in projects of the
Duyckinck literary clique such as the short-lived satirical Yankee Doodle, and for
the longer-lived enterprise’ of the Duyckincks, The Literary- World, a resident
authority and reviewer of books on nautical matters and inland exploration, and a
reliable dispenser of vigorous, humorous, authentic tales of exotic adventure.:
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Instead, the Polynesian adventurer discovcred the world of the mind and the
aesthetic range of the English language as he worked his way into his third book;
Mardi, which was published in April 1849, just short of two years after he began
it. His friends had some baffled inklings at the changes in Melville that could make
him call the seventeenth-century writer Sir Thomas Browne a “cracked archangel”
because of the speculations in the Religio Medici {Melville’s new friend Evert
Duyckinck wrote his brother, “Was ever any thing of this sort said before by a
sailor?”), but for the most part the evidence of the transformation went into the
manuscript of Mardi. It had begun as a South Sea adventure story like Typee and
Omoo, or as they would have been if they had been written by a man intoxicated
with his discovery of his powers. In the spring of 1848, after Melville thought he
was through with Mardi, news of the new European revolutions led him to interpo-
late a long section of allegorical satire on European and American politics. Some-
time in the last year of composition, he bade farewell to the New York literary
cliques with another allegorical section on the great poet Lombardo's crcahon ofa
masterpiece that puzzled his small-minded contemporaries.

In his solitary expansion of mind Melville had become reckless, admitting in hls
hook that he had “voyaged chartless,” and he ultimately foundered in an attempt'to
persuade Murray that the work, though professedly fiction, would not retroactively
impugn the much-challenged authenticity of the first two books. Another London
publisher, Richard Bentley, promptly enough tock the book, but Murray had been
prescient. Many of the reviewers were appalled at the betrayal of their expectations
of another Typee or Omoo, though a discriminating minority recognized what a
valuable book they had in-hand. It sold poorly, especially in the overpriced three-
volume English edition, and deeply damaged Melville’s growing reputation except
with a few readers. Mardi is, in fact, almost unreadable, except for a rarely dedi-
cated- lover of .antiquarian- literary, philosophical, metaphysical, and -political
hodgepodge—the sort of eccentric scholar who loves Burton's Anatomy of Melan-
choly and Browne’s Vulgar ‘Errors. Melvilleans find it inexhaustibly fascinating,
recognizing in it Melville’s exuberant response to his realization that he was—
or could become—a great literary -genius. Mardi was his declaration .of literary
independence, though he did not fully. achieve that independence until Moby-
Dick, two books and two years later.

Ear]y in 1849, during the interval between completing Mardi and its publica-
tion, Melville's ﬁrst son, Malcolm, was born at the ‘Shaw house in Boston, and
Melville rested, went to the theater, heard Emerson lecture, and read Shakespeare
with full attentiveness for the first time. He spoke hopefully of undertaking a work
that would carry him beyond Mardi, but the Rrst reviews of that book showed that
he could not afford another such luxury. Aecepting the responsibilities of ainew
father, he wrote Redburn (1849) and White-Jacket (1850) as acts of contrition, hoth
ground out during one four-month period in the 1849 summer swelter of a cholera-
ridden New York City. As he promised Richard Bentley, Redburn would contain
no métaphysics, only cakes.and ale. Written in the first person by the middle-aged;
sentimental Wellingborough Redburn, it is the story of the narrator’s first voyage,
which like Melville’s own was a summer voyage to-and from Liverpool, though
Redburn is hardly more than a boy while Melville was twenty. Often as good as
Huckleberry Finn, better than such a twentieth-century rival as Catcher in the Rye,
Redburn could have been a minor classic if Melville had sustained the point of
view he had established—lovingly satiric toward the boy Redburn, more pointedly
satiric toward the convention-bound narrator. But interest in his experiment with
a limited character’s first-person narrative flagged, and the second half of the book
is only intermittently as compelling as -the first. ‘The reviewers and the readers
liked it, especially the air of documentary convincingness that reminded them of
Robinson Crusoe and other works by Daniel Defoe.

Long before Redburn was published, Melville had completed Whlte-facket
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which was based on his experiences on the man-of-war United States'in 1843 and
1844, supplemented by lavish borrowings from earlier nautical literature. In
White-Jacket Melville came into somcthing like creative equilibrium, for his frst-
person narrator was once again, as in Typee and Omoo, at the same stage of devel-
opment as the writer, capable of saying precisely what Melville might at that given
moment be capable of saying. Overshadowed by Moby-Dick, slighted by most
modermn readers because of its unpromising—“unliterary”—subject matter, White-
Jacket has been adequately praised only by its first readers. Melville himself never
could.quite regard it as much more than a product of forced labor, like Redbum
(that “little nursery tale”) the literary equivalent of “sawing wood.”

Rather than bargaining with Bentley by mail (as he had just done for Redburn)
and having the publisher again cite the new British ruling on copyright (which
now was denicd to books by American authors even if first printed in Great Britain),
Melville sailed for London in October 1849, carrying with him proofs of the
Haiper edition of White-Jacket. An observer described him as wearily hawking his
book “from Picadilly to Whitechapel, calling upon every publisher in his way,”
and in fact Melville repeatedly met refusal because of the copyright problem. e
ultimately settled with Bentley on good terms—but not good encugh to allow him
to make his hoped-for tour of Europe and the Holy Land. He passed weeks in
antiquarian book buying, sightseeing, library- and museum-going, and literary
socializing, by his responses to these experiences confirming his sense of himself
as a “pondering man.” He made a brief excursion into France and Germany, then,
homesick and guilty about his holiday, he cut short-his trip. Leaving early meant
refusing the duke of Rutland’s “cordial invitation te visit him at his Castle,” Mel-
ville’s one chance to learn “what the highest English aristocracy really & practically
is.” Soon after his return to New York on February 1, 1850, enthusiastic reviews
of White-Jacket began arriving from England, and in March the American edition
was published to similar acclaim. In a buoyant moad, sure of his powers and sure
of his ability to keep an audience, Melville began his whaling book. (By mid-1851
its working title was The Whale, which remained: the title for the English edition;
Moby-Dick was a last-minute substitute for the American edition.) o

Like Mardi, Moby-Dick was luxury for Melville, an enormous, slowly written
book. Slowly deserves qualification: Melville lived with the book some seventeen
months, often writing very steadily for many weeks on end; but allowing several
lengthy interruptions. By May 1, 1850, Melville was telling Richard Henry Dana,
his well-known fellow sea writer, that he was “half way in the work.” Critics have
speculated that the book began as a matter-of-fact sea narrative, but Melville's letter
makes it clear that from the start the challenge to his art lay in getting poetry from
blubber and managing to “throw in a little fancy” without, as he said, resulting in
gambols as ungainly as those of the whaies. Furthermore, he meant “to give the
truth of the thing.” None ofdhese intentions clashes with the book he finally com.-
pleted, though whatever plans he had were later altered to accommodate new liter-
ary sources as well as his maturing philosophical and theological preoccupations.

One crucial event during the composition of Moby-Diick was Melville’s vacation
at his uncle Thomas’s old place in the Berkshizes (now occupied by his cousin
Robert as a select boardinghouse where former President Tyler and the poet Long-
fellow had stayed). He had left the tegion as a-teenage master-of a backwoods
school, and Pittsheld residents remembered him, if at all, as that lad or, from a
few years before, as the orphan nephew of Thomas Melvill, a pretentious farmer
in and out of debtor’s prison until he moved to IMinois in 1837. Now this nephew
was an author of international repute, and the collision of times and circumnstances
released a near-manic state in Melville. He was in this exalted mood when he met
Nathaniel Hawthorne. Reading Hawthormne's Masses from an Old Manse just after
their meeting may have had some minor stylistic. influence on a few passages in
Moby-Dick; mote important, Melville undertook for the Duyckinck brothers’ Liter-
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ary World a review of Mosses in which he articulated many of his deepest attitudes
toward the problems and opportunities of American writers. Infusing the whole
review is Melville’s exultant sense that the day had come when American writers
could rival Shakespeare; in praising Hawthorne’s achievements, he was honoring
what he knew lay in his own manuscript. Furthermore, Melville gave clearer hints
at what sort of “truth” he might be trying to give in Moby-Dick-—dark, “Shake-
speatean” truths about human nature and the universe that “in this world of lies”
can be told only “covertly, and by snatches.” Qut of his failures with Mardi and
the slave labor of the next two books, Melville had built a literary theory in which
a writer writes simultaneously for two audiences, one composed of the mob, the
other of “eagle-eyed” readers who perceive the true meaning of those passages that
the author has “directly calculated to deceive—egregiously deceive—the su;.vfrﬁcna]
skimmer of pages.” Moby-Dick, now reported by Evert Duyckinck to be “a new
book mostly done—a romantic, fanciful & literal & most enjoyable presentment
of the Whale Fishery—something quite new”—was to be such a book. It was the
culmination of Melville’s reading in great literature from the Bible through Rabe-
lais, Burton, John Milton, Sterne, Lord Byron, Thomas De Quincey and Thomas
Carlyle, yet anchored also in the nautical world of Baron Cuvier, Frederick Debell
Bennett, Willtam Scoresby, and Obed Macy, a fusion of aspects of Sir Thomas
Browne and the American travel writer J. Ross Browne, with incidental hints from
a multitude of quaint old encyclopedic volumes. o

. Still exultantly feeling his new powers, Melville moved his family to a farm near
Pittsfield late in 1850. By December he had settled again into intense work on his
book until the spring chores took him away from it. During 1851 the-most stimulat-
ing fact of Melville's existence, other than the book he brought to completion and
saw through the press, was Hawthorne's presence at Lenox, near enough for a few
visits to be exchanged except during the warst of the Berkshire winter. On some of
his visits he took the Old Lenox Road, passing by a rocky outcropping where years
hefore, a futureless orphan, he had brooded on the natural landscape and the spires
of Pittsheld. Small wonder if the collision of past and present heightened and
perturbed his moods. Meiville's intense friendship provided him with a desperately
needed sense of literary community as well as a confidant for his metaphysic.a]
and philosophical speculations. His letters to Hawthorne, preserved now most]y in
nineteenth-century transcripts and printings by Hawtheme's descendants, are
among the glories of American literature and a priceless record of Melville's state
of mind during his last months with Moby-Dick. Uppermost in them is his sense
of kinship with the great writers and thinkers of the world—a sense that would seem
megalomanic if his manuscript had not vindicated him. The recurrent thcl_nes‘.ipf
the letters—democracy and aristocracy, the ironic failure of Christians to bé Chris-
tian, fame and immortality, the brotherhdod of great-souled mortals, and in partics
ular the Miltonic themes of “Providence, Foreknowledge, Will, and Fate, / Fixt
Fate, free will, foreknowledge absolute”—were all recurrent themes of Moby-Dick.
From his perception of himself as a descendant of kings abandoned to the qnivcrge, :
yet struggling back to reclaim his rightful majesty (a perception revealed in. mdny
of his scorings and underlinings in his two-volume set of Milton’s poetry that sur-
faced in 1983 and was auctioned early in 1984 for $100,000), Melville created a
hero who dared to turn God's lightning back against him and whose nature cop]d
only be explained by venturing deep. below the antiquities of the earth to questioh
a titanic captive god. For all Ahab’s insanity, which was recognized by the narrator,
Ishmael, Melville’s emotional sympathies were with the defiant Ahab who rejected
the slavish values of the shore to defy the malignancy in the universe. That was
the world of the mind. But as he finished Moby-Dick, Melville was a family man
whose household included his mother.and sisters as well as a small chi_ld and a
pregnant wife. He owed the Harpers $700 because they had advanced him more
than his earlier books had earned, and in April 1851 they refused him an advance
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on his whaling book. On May |, Melville borrowed $2,050 from T. D. Stewart,
an old Lansingburgh acquaintance, and a few weeks later he painfully defined his
literary-economic dilemma to Hawthorne: “What I feel most moved to write, that
is banned.—it will not pay. Yet, altogether, write the other way I cannot. So the
product is a final hash, and all my-books are botches.”

Late in 1851, ahout the time Moby-Dick was published, Melville tried once
again to find a form in which he could write as profoundly as he could while
retaining the popularity he had so easily won with his first two books. Settling on
the gothic novel in its midcentury transmogrification as the sentimental psycholog:
ical novel favored by women book buyers, he began Pierre, thinking he could
express the agonies of the growth of a human psyche even while enthralling readers
with the romantic and ethical perplexities attending on young Pierre Glendinning’s
discovery of a dark maiden who might be his unacknowledged half-sister. Melville
was relentlessly analyzing both the tragic and the satiric implications of the imprac-
ticability of Christianity, for Pierre’s calamitous decision was to obey his heart’s
idealism and attempt a life in imitation of the “divine unidentifiableness” of Jesus,
who required of his followers the rejection of all worldly kith and kin. Melville
took his manuscript'to New York City around New Year's Day 1852, hoping to
publish it as a taut 360-page book, little more than half the size of Moby-Dick. But
despite the early sales of the whaling book, Melville was still in debt to the Harpers,
who offered him a punitive contract for Prerre—twenty cents on the dollar after
expenses rather than the old rate of hifty cents. Stung, Melville accepted, but his
rage and shame over'the contract mingled with pain from the reviews of Moby-
Dick in the January periodicals: the Southern Quarterly Review, for instance, said
a “writ de lunatico” was justified against.Melville and his characters. Within days
of coming to terms with Harpers, Melville began working into Pierre a sometimes
wry, sometimes recklessly bitter account of his own literary career, ultimately
enlarging the work by 150 printed pages and wrecking whatever chance he had of
making the work what he had hoped—as much more pmfound than Moby-Dxck
as the legendary Krakens are larger than whales.

Pierre would probably have failed with its first readers even-if it had been com-
pleted and published in its projected shorter form, for the subject matter even in
the first half included atheism and incest and. the language Melville created as a
tool for psychological probing seemed hysterical and artificial to the reviewers, In
any case, the Plerre that Harpers finally published late in July 1852 (giving Melville
time for: a-fruitlessi negotiation with ‘Bentley, who refused to publish it without
expurgation} all but ended Melville’s career. [t was widely denounced as immoral,
and one Pierre-inspiréd news account was captioned “HERMAN MELVILLE
CRAZY." In-panic the family made efforts to gain Melville some government post,
preferably:foreign, but nathing came oftheir attempts to.call in old favors. Melville
stayed on the:farm with his expanding household {two daughters, Elizabeth and
Frances, were born-in 1853 and 185%): After: Pierre Melville’s career faltered. In
May 1853 he completed The Isie of the Cross, a book about a patient Nantucket
wife,  but he:was.somehow “prevented” from -publishing it, and he probably
destrayed-it. In 1853 and- 1854 he wrote partiof a book about tortoise hunting in
the Galapagos Islands, then apparently diverted:some of it inte The Encantadas
and destroyed the rest. Melville was-undergoing:a profound psychological erisis
that left him more resigned to fate than dehant, and in addition to his older ailment
of weak eyes he developed a new set of cnpp]mg afﬂlchons diagnosed as sciatica
and rheumatism..
© Late in 1853 -Melville-began a new, low-keyed career as writer of short stories
for the two major American monthlies, Harper's and Putnam’s. All stories were
anonymous, by magazine policy (though authorship was often leaked to editors of
newspapers and other magazines), so what Melville published in the next years did
not add greatly to-his fame. One serial, the story of a Revolutionary exile named
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Israel Potter, stretched out to book length. Offering it to the publisher, Melville
promised that it would contain nothing “to shock the fastidious,” and in fact he
restrained his imagination and his metaphysical and theological compulsions.
Straightforward novel that it is, Israel Potter contains passages of great historical
interest, especially the complex portraits of Benjamin Franklin, John Paul jones,
and Ethan Allen. In 1856 Melville collected the Putnam's stories as The Piazza
Tales, supplying a new prefatory sketch, “The Piazza,” which marked his develop-
ment past his earlier simple admiration for Hawthorne's subjects and techniques.
Clear in all of Melville’s writings in the mid-fifties is his growing tendency to brood
less over his own career and his own relationship with cosmic forces and mare over
the American national character and the conditions in American life that would
allow honest craftsmen like himself to be rejected. Self-pity tinges some of these
writings, but more often a wry jocularity, an almost comfortable self-mockery. In
them Melville achieved a new sureness of artistic control, even though the power
of Moby-Dick and parts of Pierre was never regained. From this period of physical
and. psychic suffering and of financial distress emerged a new masterpiece; The
Confidence-Man;, a devastating indictment of national confidence in the form of
mingled metaphysical satire and low comedy. It went almost unread in the United
States; in England the reviews were more intelligent but the sales were also disap-
pointing, and Melville did not earn a cent from either edition.

By the spring of 1856 Melville may have recovered from most of his mental,
spiritual, and physical agonies, but his economic distress was greater than ever and
he had composed -The Confidence-Man (including a chapter on the catastrophic
consequences of “a friendly loan”) to the ticking of an economic time bomb.: He
was a year late in payment on the mortgage on the farm held by the previous
owner; worse, he still owed the principal and the accumulating mterest on the
$2,050 he had borrowed in 1851, and the lender was pressing for full repayment.
Melville was forced to sell part of the farm, but Judge Shaw met the family's anxie-
tieg- about Herman's state of mind by providing funds for an extended trip to Europe
and the Levant, from October 1856 to May 1857. In England Melville told Haw-
thorne, who had become consul at Liverpool, that he did net anticipate much
pleasure in his rambles, since “the spirit of adventure” had gone out of him. For
upwards of a decade, Melville’s adventuring had been inward—philosophical,
metaphysical, psychological, and artistic. As Hawthorne hoped, Melville bright- -
ened as he went-onward, and after a few days he began takeep a journal. Melville's
sightseeing and gallery-going were as compulsively American as Hawthorne's,own,
Many of Melville’s ebservations were predictable responses to the places, palaces;:
and paintings given largest space in the guidebooks, but what he saw gradually led:
him to energetically original responses, as in his then unfashionable response to
classical statuary, earlier Italian painters like Giotto, and the realistic Duich and:
Flemish genre painters. As Howard Horsford, the editor of this journal, says, the'
entries show Melville's taste in the process of being formed. - Horsford points out:
“the peculiar urgency, the sharpness,- vividness, and freshness” of those entries
where Melville was most deeply moved: “Many passages, such as those on the
Pyrarnids, or the descriptions of the Jerusalem scene and the Palestinian landscape,
are in his finest rhetorical style; many of his comments on people, places, and
things display the most cutting edge of his irony and satire, as in his accounts of
the Church -of the Holy Sepulchre and of the missionaries in the Near East.”
Horsford also draws a precise contrast between the Melville of the late 18405 and
the one of the mid-fifties. When Melville “had embarked on metaphysical specula-
tion at the time of Mardi,” it had been “a welcome release, an escape into a new
freedom from orthedoxy and dogmatism, a mental emancipation.” Now Melville’s
metaphysical speculations had ended in “joyless skepticism.” When he returned
home, Melville was more than ever “a pondering man,” but he told a young
Gansevoort cousin that he was “not going to write any more at present.”



1030 HERMAN MELVILLE

That moment stretched on. Melville lectured in the East and Midwest for three
seasons (1857-60) without much profit, speaking in successive vears on “Statues jn
Rome,” “The South Seas,” and “Traveling.” He prepared a volume of poems in
1860 but instead of trying to place it, he sailed on a voyage to San Francisco as
passenger on a ship captained by his youngest brother, Thomas, leaving his wife
and his brother ‘Allan to seck fruitléssly for a publisher. Early in 1861, Melville
attempted, once again, to “procure some foreign appointment under the new
Administration—the consulship at Florence, for example”; onee again, he failed
to recognize that his refusal to take part in local: politics would dvein his chances,
whatever. famous statesmen spoke out for him. In Washington he. attended- Lin.
coln’s second levee and “Old Abe,” as he wrote home, shaok his hand “like a good
fellow.” An urgent letter recalled him te Pittsficld, and he and his wife reached
Boston too late to-sée Judge Shaw alive. The estate was slow in being settled, but
promptly encugh' some stocks were-in Mrs. Melville's possession, and their eco-
nomic pressures began to case. The Melvilles spent the winter of 1861—62 in Man-
hattan, then in April Melville returned to Arrowhead (which his brother Allan
later bought} and moved. the family into Pittsheld.- A driver who on mountain
excursions had been: “daring to the point of recklessness” and who had derived
some pleasure from terrifying his passengers while confident he would deliver them
to “a safe landing place,” Melville, while “driving at.a moderate pace over a per-
fectly smooth and level 1oad” at Pittsfield in Novemnber 1862, had a freak accident
that left his right arm useless till the next spring and affected him emotionally, so
that for a-time he “shrank from entering a carriage” and perhips never completely
récovéred from “the shock which his system had received,” No longer a young
man,-Melville-moved his family to New York in October 1863 and waited out the
war, making a trip to the Viginia battiefields with Allan in 1864 to get sight of a
Gansevaort cousin and (as Allan put it), like all Jiterary men, to “have opportunities
to see that they may describe”; Battle-Pieces (1866), a volume of Civil War poems,
was casually or disdainfully reviewed and quickly forgotten; now it.ranks with Whit-
man’s Drum-Taps as:the best of hundreds of volumes of poetry to come out of the
war. For all his front .of nonchalance, Melville was devastated by the loss of his
career and further rebuffs when he sought a government job in Washington in
1861. As the unemployed do, Melville took out his frustrations on his family, so
much. 50 ‘that for years his wife's half-brothers considered him insane as well as
financially incompetent, :and-by-early 1867 Melville's wife was also convinced of
his. insanity. Her sense of loyalty to him and her horror of gossip, however, were
strong enough to make her reject her minister’s suggestion that she pretend to make
a-routine visit to Boston' and then barricade-herself in the Shaw house, but as her
family realized, the law.was on Melville's side, whatever ynrecorded abuses he was
guilty of.-In 1866 Melville had at last obtained a political job—not as consul in
some_exotic capital but a5 a deputy inspector of customs in New York City; itoni-
cally; -his:beat.during some years took him frequently to the pier on Gansevoort
Street, named for his mother's heroic father. After Malcolm killed himself late in
1867 at the age of eighteen the Melvilles closed ranks. ‘ a '

. As Melville had .predicted:to Hawthorne, . he became known as the “man who
lived among the cannibals,” holding his place in encyclopedias and literary histor-
ies primarily as the author of Fypee and Omoo, all but forgotten by the postbellum
literary world. But for years through the early. 1870s Melville worked on a poem
about-a motley grovp of American European pilgrims—and tourists—who talked
their way through some of the same Palestinian scenes he had visited a decade and
more earlier; apparently he carried about pocket-size slips of paper for wiiting in
odd moments at work as well-as during his cvenings. This poem, Clarel, grew to
18,000  lines and lay unpublished for many -months ér perhaps even two years
before it appeared in 1§76, paid for by a specific bequest from the dying Peter
Gansevoort. It is Amierica’s most thoughtful contribution to the conflict of religious
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faith and Darwinian skepticism that obsessed English contemporaries such as Mat-
thew Amold and Thomas Hardy. Like Mardi it is inexhaustible for what it reveals
of Melville’s mind and art, but unlike Mard; it is plotted with the surety of artistic
control that he had learned in the 1850s: however, Mardi had been read and
argued about, and Clarel was ignored.

Stanwix, the second Melville son, drifted away without a career, beachcombing
for a time in Central America, finally dying in San Francisco in 1886, The first
daughter, called Bessie, developed severe arthritis and never married, and died in
1908. Only Frances married, and she lived until 1934, unable to recognize her
father in the words of twenticth-century admirers and flatly refusing to talk about
him, But through the 18805 Melville and his wife drew closer together. An cxiraor-
dinary series of legacies came to them in Melville’s last years; ironically the wealth
was too late to make much change in their lives, but it allowed him to retire from
the Custom House at the beginning of 1886 and devote himself to his writing,
From time to time after Clare! he had writteri poems that ultimately went into two
volumes, which he printed privately shortly before his death, except for some thit
remained unpublished until the 1920s and later. Melville developed the habit of
writing prose headnotes to poems, notably some dealing with an imaginary Bur-
gundy Club in which he found consolation for his loneliness. He could relax with
the intelligent good fellows of his imagination as he could never relax among the
popular literary men of the 18705 and 18805 who now and then tried to patronize
him. In the mid-1880s gne poem about a British sailor evoked a headnote that,
expanded and reexpanded, was left nearly finished at Melville's death as Billy
Budd, Sailor, his final study of the ambigucus claims of authority and individuality,

Before Melville's death in 1891, something like a revival of his fame was in
progress, especially in England. American newspapers became accustomned to
reprinting and briefly commenting on extraordinary itemns in British periodicals,
such as Robert Buchanan’s footnote to Melville's name in a poetic tribute to Whit:
man (1885): “I sought everywhere for this Triton, who is still living somewhere in
New York.. No one seemed to know anything of the one great imaginative writer
fit to stand shoulder to shoulder with Whitman on that continent.” The recurrent
imagery—used by Melville as well as journalists—was of burial and possible resur-
rection. o v T

When he died, Melvilie had reason to think his reputation would ultimately, be
established. Just after his death, new editions of Typee, Omoo, White-Jacket, and
Moby-Dick were published both in the United States and in England, and M.
Melville ‘Temained a'loyal and alert custodian of his memory until her death'in
1906, but interest sputtered away except for small cults of Melville lovers whe, as
an-anofiymous British writer said in 1922, came to use Moby-Dick {or The Wh‘cfle)
as the test of a worthy reader and friend, proffering it without special commigiitard
staking all on the response of the reader. The true Melville revival begani with
articles on Melville's centennial in 1919, That revival, one of the most .curious
phenomena of American literary history, swept Melville from the ranks of -the
lesser American writers—lesser. than James Fenimore Cooper and William Gil-
mere Simms—into the rarefied company of Shakespeare and a few fellow immor-
tals of world literature so that only Whitman, James, and Faulkner are seen as his
American equals. Many of the materials for a biography had by then been lost
(Melville burned his letters from Hawthorne, family members censored their files
from dangerous years like the 1860s), but scholars have found the study of Mel-
ville's life and works inexhaustible. Even during the mass consumption of Melville
in the classroom and the spawning of the White Whale in comic books, cartoons,
and seafood restaurants, even during Melville's inflated glory at the Postal Service
(a stamped 6-cent envelope in 1970, with a white whale in a blue oval; a 20-cent
stammp, no envelope, in 1984 with Melville's portrait), a few lonely cultists are still
to be found, tracing his journeys in the South Seas and Manhattan Island, and
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such a strong positive illustration of that blackness in Hawthome, which I had
assumed.-from the mere aceasional shadows of it, as revealed in several of the
other sketches. But had I previously. perused “Young Goodman Brown,”
-should have been-at no pains to draw the conclusion, which 1 came to, ata
time, when | was ignorant. that the book contained one such direct and
unqualified manifestation of it. :

The other piece of the two referred to, is entitled “A Select Party,” which,
“in my first simplicity upon originally taking hold of the book, I-fancied must
treat of some pumpkin-pie-party in Old Salem, or some Chowder Party on
Cape Cod. Whereas, by all the gods of Peedee!? it is the sweetest and sublimest
thing that has been written since Spenser wrote. Nay, there is nothing in
Spenser that surpasses it, perhaps, nothing that equals it. And the testis this:
read any canto in “The Faery Queen,” and then read “A Select Party,” and
decide which pleases you the most,—that is, if you are qualified to judge. Do
not be frightened at this; for when Spenser was alive,: he was thought of very
much as Hawthorne is now,—was generally accounted just such a “gentle”
harmless man. It may be; that to common eyes, the sublimity of Hawthorne
seems-lost in his sweetness,~as perhaps in this same “Select Party” of his; for
whom, he has-builded so august a dome of sunset clouds, and served them on
richer plate, than Belshazzar's when he banquetted his lords in Babylon.* -

But my chief business now, is to point out a particular page in this piece,
having reference to an honored guest, who.under the name of “The Master
Genius” but in the guise “of a-young man of poor attire, with no insignia of
rank or acknowledged eminence,” is introduced: to the Man of Fancy, who is
the giver of the feast. Now. the page having reference to this “Master Genius”,
so happily expresses much of what [ yesterday wrote, touching the coming of
the literary Shiloh ‘of America; that I cannot but be charmed by the coinci-
denice; especially, when it shows such a parity of ideas; at least, in this one
point, between a man like Hawthorne and a man like.me. i
- ‘And here, let me throw out another coneeit of mine touching this American
Shiloh, or “Master Genius,” as. Hawthomne calls him. May it not be; that
this.commanding mind has not been; is not, and never will be, individually
developed in any one-man? And would it, ‘indeed, appear so unreasonable to
suppose, that this great fullness and overflowing may be, or may be destined
to be, shared by a plurality.of men of genius? Sutely, to take the very greatest
example an tecord, Shakespeare cannot be regarded as in himself the concre-
tion of all the: genius of his time; nor as so immeasurably. beyond Marlowe,
Webster, Ford, Beaumont, Jonson, that those great men can be said to share
none of his power? For one, I conceive that there were dramatists in Eliza-
beth’s day, between whom and Shakespeare the distance was by no means

great. Let anyone, hitherto little acquainted with those neglected old authors,

for the first time read them thoroughly, or-even read Charles Lamb's Speci-
meus of them, and he will be amazed at the wondrous ahility of those Anaks*
of men, and shocked at this renewed example of the fact, that Fortune has
more to do with fame than merit,—though, without merit, lasting fame there
cari be none, ‘ ' R ’ o
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Nevertheless, it would argue too illy of my country were this maxim to hold
good concerning Nathaniel Hawthorne, a man, who already, in some few
minds, has shed: “such a light, as never illuminates the earth, save when a
great heart burns as.the household fire of a grand intellect.”

“The words are his,—in the “Select Party”; dnd they are a magnificent setting
to a coincident sentiment of my own, but ramblingly expressed yesterday, in
reference to himself. Gainsay it who will, as I now write, I am Posterity speak-
ing by proxy—and after times will make it more than good, when I declare—
that the American, who up to'the present day, has evinced, in Literature, the
largest brain with the largest heart, that man is Nathaniel Hawthorne. More-
over, that whatever Nathaniel Hawthorne may hereafter write, “The Masses
from an Old Manse” will be ultimately accounted his masterpiece. For therc
is a sure, .though a secret sign in some works which proves the culmination of
the powers {only the developable ones, however) that produced them. But |
am by no means desirous of the glory of a prophet. 1 pray Heaven that Haw-
thorne may yet prove me an impostor in this prediction. Especially, as I some-
how cling to the strange fancy, that, in all men, hiddenly reside certain
wondrous, occult properties—as in some plants and minerals—which by some
happy. but very rare.accident (as bronze was discovered by the melting of the
iron and brass in the burning of Corinth) may. chance to"be cailed forth here
on earth; not entirely waiting for their better discovery in the more congenial,
blessed atmosphere of heaven. . v :

Once more—for it is hard to be finite upon an. infmite subject, and all
Subjects are infinite. By some people, this entire scrawl of mine may be
esteemned altogether unnecessary, inasmuch, “as years:ago” (they may say) “we
found out the rich and rare stuff in this Hawthorne, whom you now parade
forth, as if only yourself were the discoverer of this Portuguese diamond® in
.our Literature.”—But even granting all this; and adding to it, the assumption
that the books of Hawthorne have sold by the five-thousand,—what does that
signify?—They should be sold by the hundred-thousand; and read by the mil-
lion; and admired by every one who is capable of Admiration. o

| 1Bgo

Barﬂeby, the‘Scri\'?éne-rl o
A Story of Wall-Street

I am a rather elderly man. The nature of my avocaticns for the last thirty
years has broisght me into more than ordinary contact with what would 'seem
an interesting and somewhat singular set of men, of whom as yet nothing that
I know of has ever been writteni—I mean the law-copyists or scriveners. I have
known very many of them, professionally and privately, and if I pleased, could

2. River in the Carolinas.’ .

3. Danie] 5.1: "Belshazzar the king made a great feast
to a thousand of his fords, and drank wine before the
thousand.” Co . .o

4. Giants (Joshua 11.21. Charles Lamb (1775-1834),
editor of Specimens of the English Dramatic Poets Who
Lived about the Time of Shakespeare {1808),

5. A diamond cut according to an claborate system—
two rows of rhombeidal and three rows of triangular
facets above and below the girdle (the widest part).

1. ‘The text is from the first printing in the November
and December 1853 issues of Putnam's Monthly Mag-
azine, the Grst work by Melville's to be printed after the

disastrous reception of Pierre during the summer and
fall of 1852. One-work (The Isie of the Cross), probably
the story of Agatha Robinson, a Nuntucket wotman whu
displayed patience; endurance, and resignedncss, was
apparently destroyed after being refected by the
Harpers.
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relate divers histories, at which good-natured gentlemen might smile, and sen-
timental souls might weep. But I waive the biographies of all other scriveners
for a few passages in the life of Bartleby, who was a scrivener the strangest 1
ever saw or heard of. While of other law-copyists [ might write the complete
life, of Bartleby nothing of that sort can be done. 1 believe that no materials
exist for a full and satisfactory biography of this man. It is an irreparable loss
to literature. Bartleby was one of those beings of whom nothing is ascertain-
able, except from the original sources, and in his case those are very small.
What my own. astonished eyes saw of Bartleby, that is all | know of him,
except, indeed, one vague report which will appear in the sequel.

Ere introducing the scrivener, as he first appeared to me, it is fit | make
some mention of myself, my employées, my business, my chambers, and gen-
eral surroundings; because some such description is indispensable to an ade-
quate understanding of the chief character about to be presented.

Imprimis: I am a man who, from his youth upwards, has been filled with a
profound conviction that the easiest way of life is the best. Hence, though 1
belong to a profession preverbtally energetic and nervous, even to turbulence,
at times, yet nothing of that sort have [ ever suffered to invade my peace. [ am
one of thyse unambitious lawyers who never addresses a jury, or in any way
draws dowir public applause; but in the cool tranquillity of a snug retreat, do
a snug business among rich men’s bonds and mortgages and title-deeds. All
who know me, consider me an eminently safe man. The late John Jacob
Astor, a personage little given to poetic enthusiasm, had no hesitation in pro-
nouncing my first grand point to be prudence; my next, method. I do not
speak it in vanity, but simply record the fact, that | was not unemployed in my
profession by the late John Jacob Astor; a'name which, 1 admit, I love to
repeat, for it hath a rounded and orbicular sound to it, and rings like unto
bullion. I will freely add, that | was not insensible to the late John Jacob Astor’s
good opinion. -

-Some time prior to the period at Whlch this little history begins, my avoca-
tions had been largely increased. The good old office, now extinct in the State
of New-York, of a Master in Chancery,? had been conferred upon me. It was
not a very arduous office, but very pleasantly remunerative. [ seldom lose my
temper; much more seldom indulge in dangerons indignation at wrongs and
outrages; but I must be permitted to be rash here and declare, that I consider
the sudden and violent abrogation of the office of Master in Chancery, by the
new Constitution,’ as a--,—premature act; inasmuch as I had counted upoi'a
life-lcasc of the profits, whereas I only received those of a few short years. But
this is by the way.

My chambers were up- stairs at No.—Wall-street. At one end they looked
upon the white wall of the interior. of a spacious sky-light shaft, penetrating
the building from top to bottom. This view might have been considered rather
tame than otherwise, deficient in what landscape painters call “life.” But if so,
the view from the. other end of my chambers offered, at least, a contrast, if
nothing more. In that direction my windows commanded an unobstructed
view of a lofty brick wall, black by age and everlasting shade; which wall
2. 'Fhe narrator is understandably concerned about the  lysed, by cowly misguided,” was “Locked as in Chan-
abolition of a sinecure, but heirs had cause to rejoice,  cery's numbing hand.”
for chancery had kept estates tied up in prolonged lii- 3. New Yook had adopted a “new Constitution” in

gation. [n a poem writien around the 1870s, Al the 1846,
Hostelry, Melville says that divided Italy, “Nigh para-
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required no spy-glass to bring out its lurking beauties, but for the benefit of all
near-sighted spectators, was pushed up to within ten feet of my window panes.
Owing to the great height of the surrounding buildings, and my. chambers
being on the second floor, the interval between th]s wall and ‘mine not a htt]e.
resembled a huge square cistern,

At the period just preceding the advent of Bartleby, I had two persons as
copyists in my employment, and a promising lad as an office-boy. First, Tur-
key; second, Nippers; third,:Ginger Nut. These may seem names, the like of
which are not usually found in the Directory. In truth they were nicknames,
mutually conferred upon each other by my three clerks, and were deemed
expressive of their respective persons or characters. Turkey was a short, pursy?
Englishman of about my own age,. that is, somewhere not far from sixty. In
the morning, one might say, his face was of a fine florid hue, but after twelve
o'clock, meridian—his dinner -hour—it blazed like a grate full of Christmas
coals; and continued blazing—but, as it were, with a gradual wane—iill 6
o'clock, p.m. or thereabouts, after which I saw. no more of the proprietor of
the face, which gaining its meridian with the sun, seemed to set with it; to
rise, culminate, and decline the following day, with the like regularity and
undiminished glory. There are many singular coincidences I have known in
the course of my life, not the least among which was the fact, that exactly
when Turkey displayed his fullest beams from his red and radiant counte-
nance, just then, teo, at that critical moment, began the daily period when 1
considered his business capacities as seriously disturbed for the remainder of
the twenty-four hours. Not that he was absolutely idle; or averse to business
then; far from it. The difficulty was,. he was'apt to be altogéther too energetic.
There was a strange, inflamed, flurried, flighty recklessness of activity about
him.  He would be incautious in dipping his pen-into his inkstand. All- his
blots upon my documents, were dropped there after twelve o'clock, meridian:
Indeed, not enly would he be reckless and sadly given to making blots in the
afternoon, butsome days he went further, and was rather noisy. At such-times;
too, his face lamed with augmented blazonry, as if cannel coal had’ been
heaped on anthracite. He made an unpleasant racket with his chair; spilled:his
sand-box; in mending his pens, impatiently split them al! to pieces, and threw
them on the floor in a sudden passion; stood up and leaned over hisitable;
boxing his papers about in 2. most indecorous manner, very sad to behold:in
an elderly man like him. Nevertheless; ashe was in many ways a most valuable
person to me, and all the time before twelve o’clock, meridian, was the.quick-
est, steadiest creature too, accomplishing a. great deal of work in a style:not
easy to be matched-—for these reasons, [ was willing to-overlook his eccentrici=
ties, though indeed, occasionally, I remonstrated with him. [ did. this very
gently, however, beéause, though the civilest, nay, the blandest and most
reverential of men in the moming, yet in the afternoon he was disposed, upon
provocation, to be'slightly rash with his tongue; in fact, insolent. Now, valuing
his morning services as I did, and resolved not to lose them; vet, at the same
time made uncomfortable by his inflamed ways after twelve o'clock; and being
a man of peace, unwilling by my admonitions to call forth unseemly retorts
from him; [ took upon me, one Saturday noon (he was always worse on Satur-
days}, to hint to him, very kindly, that perhaps now that he was growing old,

4. Shortwinded from obesity.
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it might be well to abridge his labors; in short, he need not come to my cham-
bers after twelve o'clock, but, dinner aver, had best go home to his lodgings
and rest himself till tea-time. But no; he insisted upon his afternoon devotions,
His countenance became intolerably fervid, as he oratorically assured me—
gesticulating with a long ruler at the other end of the room—that if his services
in the morning were useful, how indispensable, then, in the afternoon? -

“With $ubmission, sir,” said Turkey on this occasion, “I consider myself
your right-hand man. In the morning I but marshal and deploy my columns;
but in the afternoon I put myself at their head, and gallantly charge the foe,
thus!”"—and he made a violent thrust with the ruler

“But the blots, Turkey,” intimated I. .

“T'rue,—but, with submission, sir, behold these hairs! [ am getting old.
Surely, sir, a blot or two of a warm-afternoon is not to be severely urged against
gray hairs. Old age—even if it blot’ the page—is honorable. With submission,
sir, we both are getting old.”

This appeal to my fcllow-fcelmg was hardly to be resisted. At all events, 1
saw that go he would not. So 1. made up:my mind to let him stay, resolving,
nevertheless; to see to it, that during the afternoon he had to do with my less
important papers.

Nippers, the second on my list, was a whlskcred, sallow, and, upon the
whole, rathet piratical-looking young man of about five and twenty. 1 always
deemed him the victim of two evil powers—ambition and indigestion. The
ambition was evinced by a certain impatience of the duties.of a mere copyist,
anr unwarrantable usurpation of strictly professional affairs, such as the original
drawing up of legal documents. The indigestion seemed betokened in an occa-
sional nervous testiness and grinning irritability, causing the teeth to audibly
grind together over mistakes committed in copying; unnecessary maledictions,
hissed, rather than spoken, in the heat of business; and especially by a contin-
ual discontent with the height of the table where he worked. Though of a very
ingenious mechanical turn, Nippers could never get this table to suit him. He
put chips under it, blocks of various sorts, bits of pasteboard, and at last went
so far as to attempt an exquisite adjustment by final pieces of folded blotting
paper. But no invention would answer. If, for the sake of zasing his back, he
brought the table lid at a'sharp angle well up towards his chin, and wrote there
like a man using the steep roof of a Datch house for his desk—then he
declared that it stopped the circulation in his arms. If now he lowered the table
to his waistbands, and.stoaped over it in writing, then there was a sore aching
in his back. In short, the truth of the matter was, Nippers knew not what he
wanted.. Or, if he wanted any thing, it was to be rid of a scrivener's table
altogether. Among the manifestations of his diseased ambition was a fondness
he had for receiving visits-from certain ambiguous-looking fellows in seedy
coats, whom he called his clients. Indeed I was aware that not only was he, at
times, considerable of a-ward-politician, but he accasionally did a little busi-
ness at the Justices’ courts; and was not unknowr on the steps of the Tombs.
I have good reason to believe, however, that one individual whe called upon
him at my chambers, and who, with a grand air, he insisted was his client,
was no other than a dun,® and the alleged title-deed, a bill. But with all his

unscemly if not nefarions,
6. Bill gollector.

5, l.e., Nippers is suspected of atranging bail for pris-
oners or other such activities that strike the narrator as
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failings, and the annoyances he caused me, Nippers, like his compatriot Tut-
key, was a very useful man to me; wrote a neat, swift hand; and, when he
chose, was not deficient in a gentlemanly sort of deportment. Added to this,
he always dressed in a gentlemanly sort of way; and so, incidentally, reflected
credit upon my chambers. Whereas with respect to Turkey, | had much ado
to keep him from being a reproach to me. His clothes were apt to look oily
and smell of eating-houses. He wore his pantaloons very loose and baggy in
summer. His coats were execrable; his hat not to be handled. But while the
hat was a thing of indifference to me, inasmuch as his natural civility and
deferenice, as a dependent Englishman, always led him to doff it the moment
he entered the room, yet his coat was another matter. Concerning his coats, |
reasoned with-him; but with no effect. The truth was, I suppose, that a man
with so small an income, could not afford to sport such a lustrous face and a
lustrous coat at one and the same time. As Nippers once observed, Turkey's
money went chiefly for red ink. One winter day I presented Turkey with-a
highly-respectable looking coat of my own, a padded gray coat, of a most
comfortable warmth, and which biittoned straight up from the knee to the
neck. I thought Turkey would appreciate the favor, and abate his rashness and
obstreperousness of aternoons. But no. 1 verily believe that buttoning himself
up int so downy and blanket-like a coat had a pernicious effect upon him; upon
the same principle that too much oats are bad for horses. In fact, precisely as
a-tash, restive horse is said to feel his oats, so Turkey felt his coat. It madc him
msolent He was a man whom prosperity harmed. -

Though concerning the self-indulgent habits of Turkey I had my owh pri-
vate surmises, yet touching Nippers [ was well persuaded that whatever might
be his faults in other respects, he was, at least, a temperate young man, But
indeed, nature herself seemned to have been his vintner, and at his birth
charged him so thoroughly with an irritable, brandy-like disposition, that all
subsequent potations were needless. When I-consider how, amid the stillness
of my chambers, Nippers would sometimes impatiently tise from his seat, and
stooping over his table, spread his arms wide aparf, seize the whole desk, and
move it, and jerk it, with a grim, grinding motion on the floor, as if the table
were a perverse voluntary agent, intent on thwarting and vexing him; I plainly
perceive that for Nippers, brandy and water were altogether superfluous.

It was fortunate for me that, owing to its peculiar cause—indigestion—the
irritability and consequent nervousness of Nippets, were mainly observable in
the morning, while in the afternoon he was comparatively mild. So that Tur-
key’s paroxysms only comting on about twelva o'clock, I never had to do with
their eccentricities at one time. Their fits relieved each other like guards.
When Nippers’ was on, Turkey’s was off; and vice versa. This was a good
natural arrangement under the circumstances.

Ginger Nut, the third on my list, was a lad some twelve years old. His father
was & carman,7 ambitious of seeing his son on the bench instead of a cart,
before he died.- So he sent him to my office as student at law, errand boy, and
cleaner and sweeper, at the rate of one dollar a week. He had a little desk to
himself, but he did not use it much. Upon inspection, the drawer exhibited a
great array of the shells of various sorts of nuts. Indeed, to this quick-witted
youth the whole noble science of the law was contained in a nut-shell. Not

7, Driver, teamnster.
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the least among the employments of Ginger Nut, as well as one which he
discharged with the most alacrity, was his duty as cake and apple purveyor for
Turkey and Nippers. Copying law papers being proverbially a dry, husky sort
of business, my two scriveners were fain to moisten their mouths very often
with Spitzenbergs® to be had at the numerousi stalls nigh the Custom House
and Post Office. Also, they sent Ginger Nut very frequently for that peculiar
cake—small, flat, round, and very spicy—after which he had been named by
them. Of a cold morning when business was. but dull, Turkey would gobble
up scores of these cakes, as if they were mere wafers—indeed they sell them at
the rate of six or eight for a penny—the scrape of his ‘pen blending with the
crunching of the crisp particles in his mouth. Of all the fery afternoon blun-
ders and flurried rashnesses of Turkey, was his once moistening a ginger-cake
between his lips, and clapping it on to a mortgage for a seal.” I came within
an ace of dismissing him then. But he mollified me by making an oriental
bow, and saying—"With submission, sir, it was gcncrous of me to find you in
stationery on my own account,”

Now my original. business—that of a conveyancer and title hunter and
drawer-up of recondite documents of all sorts—was.considerably increased by
receiving the master’s office. There was now great work for scriveners,- Not
only must I push the elerks already with me, but [.must have additional help.
In answer to-my advertisement; a motionless young man one moming; stood
upon ‘my office- threshold, the door being open, for it-was summer. [ can
see that figure now—pal]:dly neat, pitiably respectable, incurably forlom‘ It
was Bartleby.’

After a few words touchmg ]'IlS qualifications, [ engaged him, glad to have
among my corps of copyists a man of so singularly sedate an aspect, which 1
thought:might operate beneficially upon the nghty temper of Turkey, and the
fiery one-of Nippers.

I should have stated before that ground glass foldmg-doors divided my prem-
ises into- two parts, one of which was occupied by my scriveners, the other by
myself. According to my humor [ threw open these doors;: or closed them. 1
resolved to assign®Bartleby a comer by the folding-doors, but on my side of
them, so as to have this quiet man within easy call, in case any trifling thing
was to be done; I placed his desk close up to a small side-window in that part
of the room, a window which -originally had afforded a lateral view of certain
grimy back-yards and bricks, but which, owing to subsequent erections, com-
manded at present no view,at all; though it gave some light. Within three feet
of the panes was a wall, and the light came down from far above, between two
lofty buildings, as from a very small opening in a dome. Still further to a
satisfactory. arrangement, I procured a high green folding screen, which might
entirely isolate Bartleby from my sight, though not remove him from my
voice. And thus, in a manner,. privacy and society were conjoined.

. At hrst Bartleby did an extraordinary quantity of writing. As if long fam-
ishing for something to copy, he seemed to gorge himself on my decuments.
There was no pause for digestion.- He ran a day and night line, copying by
sun-light and by candle-light. I should have been quite delighted with his

1. Somecne who checks records to be sure there are
9, The narrator is playing on the rasemblance betweer  no encumbrances on the title of property to be teans-
thin cookics and wax wafers used for sealing docu-  ferred. “Conveyancer”; someone who draws up deeds
ments, for transferring title to proparty.

8. Bed-and-yellow New York apples.
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application, had he been cheerfully industrious. But he wrote on silently,
palely, mechanieally.

It 15, of course, an indispensable part of a scrivener’s business to verify the
accuracy of his copy, word by word. Where there are two or more scriveners
in an office, they assist each other in this examination, one reading from the
copy, the other holding the original. It is a very dull, wearisome, and lethargic
affair. I can readily imagine that to same sanguine temperaments it would be
altogether intolerable. For example, [ cannot credit that the mettlesome poet
Byron would have contentedly sat down with Bartleby to examine a law docu-
ment of, say five hundred pages, closely written in a crimpy hand.

Now and then, in the haste of business, it had been my habit to assist in
comparing. some brief document myself, calling Turkey or Nippers for this
purpose. One object I had in placing Bartleby so handy to me behind the
screen, was to avail myself of his services en such trivial occasions. [t was on
the third day, I think, of his being with me, and before any necessity had arisen
for having his own writing examined, that, being much hurried to complete a
small affair { had in hand, I abruptly called to Bartleby: In my haste and
natural expectancy of instant compliance; I sat with my head bent over the
original on my desk, and my right hand. sideways, and somewhat nervously
extended with the copy, so that immediately upon emerging from his retreat,
Bartleby might snatch it and proceed to business without the least delay.

In this very attitude did I sit when I called to him, rapidly stating what it
was |- wanted him to do—namely, to examine a small paper with me. Imagine
my.surprise, nay; my consternation, when without moving from his privacy,
Bartleby in a singularly mild, firm voice, replied, “I would prefer not to.”"

I sat awhile in perfect silence, rallying my stunned faculties. Immediately it
occurred to me that my ears had deceived me, or Bartleby had entirely mis-
understood my meaning. | repeated my request in the clearest tone [ could as-
sume. in quite as clear a one came the previous reply, “I would prefer not t0.”

“Prefer not to,” echoed'l, rising in high excitement, and crossing the:room
with a stride. “What do you mean? Are you moon-struck? I want yoi to help
me compare this sheet here—take it,” and I thrust it towards him. £

“1 would prefer not to,” said he.

T looked at-him steadfastly. His face was leanly composed; his gray eye dlmly
calm. Not a wrinkle of agitation rippled him. Had there been the least uneasi-
ness, anger, impatience or impertinence in his manner; in other words, had
there been-any. thing ordinarily human about him, doubtless I should. have
violently dismissed him from the premises. But as it was, I should have as soon
thought of turning my pale plaster-of-paris bust of Cicero® out of doors. 1 stood
gazing at him awhile, as he went on with his own writing, and then reseated
myself at my desk. This is very strange, thought 1. What had one best do? But
my business hurried me. I concluded to forget the matter for the present,
resetving it for my future leisure. So calling Nippers from the other room, the
paper was speedily examined.

A few days after this, Bartleby concluded four lengthy documents, being
quadruplicates of a wccks testimony taken before me in -my High Court of
Chancery. It became necessary to examine them. It was an important suit,
and great accuracy was imperative. Having all things arranged I called Turkey,

2. Roman orator and statesman (10642 8.c.).
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Nippers and Ginger Nut from the next room, meaning to place the four copies
in the hands of my four clerks, while I should read from the original. Accord-
ingly Turkey, Nippers and Ginger Nut had taken their seats in a row, each
with his document in hand, when [ called to Bartleby to join this interesting
group.

“Bartleby! quick, [ am waiting.”

I heard a slow scrape of his chair legs on the uncarpeled floor, and soon hc
appeared standing at the entrance of his-hermitage.

“What is wanted?” said he mildly.

“The copies, the copies” said [ hurriedly. “We are going to examine them.
There”"—and I held towards him the fourth quadruplicate.

“I would prefer not to,” he said, and gently dnsappeared behind the screen.

For.a few moments | was turned into a pillar of salt,? standing at the head
of my seated column of clerks. Recovering myself, I advanced towards the
screen, and demanded the reason for such extraordinary conduct. -

“Why do you refuse?” . :

“l would prefer not to.”

With any other man 1 should have flown outright into a dreadful passion,
scorned all further words, and thrust him ignominiously from my presence.
But there was something about Bartleby that not only strangely disarmed me,
but in a wonderful manner touched and disconcerted me. 1 began to reason
with him. ;

“These are your own coples we are about to examnine. It is labor saving to
you, because one examination will answer for your four papers. It is common
usage. Every copyist is bound to help examine his copy Is it not so? Will you
not speak? Answer!”

-1 prefer not to,” he replied in a Bute-like tone. It seemed to me that while
I had been addressing him, he.carefully revolved every statement that I made;
fully comprehended the meaning; could not gainsay the irresistible conclusion;
but, at.the same time, some paramount consideration prevailed with hlm to
reply as.he did.

“You are decided, then, not to comply w:th my request—a request made
according to common usage and common sense?”

He briefly gave me to understand that on that pomt my ]udgment was
sound. Yes: his decision was irreversible. )

It is not seldom the case that when a man is browbeaten in some unprece-
dented and violently unreasonable way, he begins to stagger in his own plainest
faith. He begins, as it were, vaguely to surmise that, wonderful as it may be,
all the justice and all the reason is on the other side. Accordingly, if any
disinterested persons are present, he turns to them for some reinforcement for
his own faltermg mind.

“Turkey,” said I, “what do you think of this? Am 1 not right?”

“W;th submzssmn str,” said Turkey, with his blandest tone, “I think that
you are.”

“Nippers,” said |, “what do you think of it?”

“T think | should kick him out of the office.”

(The reader of nice perceptions will here perceive that, it belng mormng,
Turkey's answer is couched in polite and tranquil terms, but Nippers replies

3. The prnishment of Lot's disobedient wife (Genesis 19,26).
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in ill-tempered ones. Or, to repeat a previous sentence, Nippers's ugly mood
was on duty, and Turkey's off.)

“Ginger Nut,” said I, willing to enlist the smallest suffrage in my behalf,
“what do you think of it?”

“T think, sir, he's a little luny, replied Ginger Nut, with & grm

“You hear what they say,” said |, turning towards the screen, “come forth
and do your duty.”

But he vouchsafed no reply. I pondered a moment in sore perplexity. But
once more business hurried me. 1 determined again to postpone the consider-
ation of this dilemma to my future leisure. With a little trouble we made out
to examine the papers without Bartleby, though at every page or two, Turkey
defercntially dropped his opinion that this proceeding was quite out of the
common; while Nippers, twitching in his chair with a dyspeptic nervousness,
ground out between his set teeth occasional hissing maledictions against the
stubborn oaf behind the screen. And for his (Nippers's) part, this was the ﬁrst
and the last time he would do another man's' business without pay.

Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermitage, oblivious to every thmg but hls
own peculiar business there.

Some days passed, the scrivener being employed upon another lengthy
work. His late remarkable conduct led me to regard his ways narrowly: 1
observed that he never went to dinner; indeed that he never went any where.
As vet I had never of my personal knowledge known him to be outside of my
office. He was a perpetual sentry in the corner. At about eleven o'clock
though, in the moming, I noticed that Ginger Nut would advance toward the
opening in Bartleby's screen, as if silently beckoned thither by a gesture invisi-
ble to me where | sat. The boy would then leave ‘the office jingling a few
pence, and reappear with a handful of ginger-nuts which he delivered in the
hermitage, receiving two of the cakes for his trouble.

He lives, then, on ginger-nuts, thought L; never eats a dinner, properly
speaking; he must be a vegetarian then; but no; he never eats even vegetables,
he eats nothing but ginger-nuts. My mind then ran on in reveries concerming
the probable effects upon the human constitution of living entirely on ginger-
nuts. Ginger-nuts are:so called because they contain ;ginger as one of their
peculiar constituents, and the final flavaring one. Now what was ginger? A
hot, spicy thing. Was Bartleby hot and spicy? Not atall. Ginger, then, had'no
effect upon Bartleby. Probably he preferred it should have none. .

Nothing so aggravates an earnest person as a passive resistance. I the mdn-
vidual so resisted be of a not inhumane temper, and the resisting one perfectly
harmless. in his passivity; then, in the better moods of the former, ‘he will
endeavor charitably to construe to his imagination what proves impassible: to
be solved by his judgment. Even so, for the most part, | regarded Bartleby-and
his ways. Poor fellow! thought I, he means no mischief; it is plain he intends
no insolence; his aspect sufficiently evinces that his eccentricities are invelun-
tary. He is-useful to me.-1 can get along with him. If I turn him away, the
chances are he will fall in with some less indulgent employer, and then he
will be rudely treated, and perhaps. driven forth miserably to starve. Yes. Here
I can' cheaply purchase a delicious self-approval. To befriend Bartleby; to
humor him in his strange wilfulness, will cost me little or nothing, while ! lay
up in my soul what will eventually prove a sweet morsel for my conscience.
But this mood was not invariable with me. The passiveness of Bartleby some-
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times irritated me. | felt-strangely goaded on to encounter him in IEW Opposi-
tion, to elicit some angry spark from him answerable to'my own. But indeed |
might as well have essayed to strike fire with my knuckles against .a bit of
Windsor soap. But one afternoon the evil impulse in me mastered me, and
the following little scene ensued: -

“Bartleby,” said I, “when those papers are ail copied, T will compare them
with you.” ‘ :

I would prefer not to.” s

“How? Surely you do not mean to petsist in that mulish vagary?”

No answer, : : SR

I threw open the folding-doors near by, and turning upon Turkey and Nip-
pers, exclaimed in an excited mannér— L :

“He says, a second time, he won't examine his papers: What do you think
of it, Turkey?” : ce '

It was afternoon, be it remembered. Turkey sat glowing like.a ‘brass boiler,
his bald head steaming, his hands reeling among his blotted papers.

“Think of it?” roared Turkey; “I think Ill just step behind. his screen, and
black his eyes for him!” e

‘So saying, Turkey rose to his feet and threw his arms into a pugilistic posi-
tion. He was hurrying away to make good his. promise, when ! detained him,
alarmed at the effect. of incautiously rousing Turkey's combativeness after
dinner, T e I
“Sit down, Turkey,” said I,-“and: hear what Nippers has to say. What do
you think of it, Nippers? Would I not be justified in‘immediately dismissing
Bartleby?” S C IR T

“Excuse me, that is for you to decide, sir. T think kis éonduct quite unusual,
and indeed unjust, as regards Turkey dnd-mysclf. But it 'may only be a pass-
ing whim.” T g e e

“Ah,” exclaimed 1, -“you- have strangely changeds your mind then—you
speak very gently of him now:” . .. .~ . S
- “All beer,” oried Tirrkey; “gentleness is effccts of beer-—Nippers and I dined
together to-day. You see how gentle Fam, sir. Shall | go and black his eyes?”

“You refer to Bartleby, [ suppose. No, not to-day, Turkey,” I replied; “pray,
put up.your fists.” . - S e . R

I closed the doots, and again advanced towards Bartleby. I felt additional
incentives tempting me ta'my fate: I burned to be rebelled against again. |
remembered that Bartieby. never left-the office, :

" “Bartleby,” said I, “Girger Nut is away; just step zound to the Post Office,
won't you? ( it was but a three minutes’ walk,)-and sec if there is any thing
for me.” . : ot P i T

“Lwould prefer not to.”

* You will not?” .- -

-1 prefernot.” . R K =

I staggered to my desk, and sat-there in a-deep study. My blind inveteracy
returned. Was there any other thing in which | could procure myself to be
ignominiously repulsed by. this lean, penniless wight’—my hired clerk? What
added thing is there, perfectly reasonable, that he will be sure to refuse to do?

“Bartleby!™ ' o : :

4. Brown hand soap,
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No answer.

“Bartleby,” in 2 louder tone.

No answer, -

“Bartleby,” I roared. -

Like a very ghost, agreeably to the laws of magical invocation, at the third
summons, he appeared at the entrance of his hermitage,

“Go to the next room,.and tell Nippers to come to me.”

“I prefer not to,” he respectfully and slowly said, and mildly disappeared,

“Very good, Bartleby,” said I, in a quiet sort of serenely severe self-possessed
tone, intimating the unalterable purpose of some terrible retribution very close
at hand. At the moment [ half intended something of the kind. But upon the
whole, as it was drawing towards my dinner-hour, [ thought it best to put on
my hat and walk home for the day, suffering much from perplexity and distress
of mind. S ‘ : o

Shall I acknowledge it? The conclusion of this whole business was, that it
soon became a fixed fact of my chambers, that a pale young scrivener, by the
name of Bartleby, had a desk there; that he copied for me at the usual rate of
four cents a folio (one hundred words); but he was permanently exernpt from
examining the work done by him, that duty being transferred to Turkey and
Nippers, out of compliment doubtless to their supertior acuteness; moreover,
said Bartleby was never on any account to be dispatched on the most trivial
crrand of any sort; and that even if cntreated to take upon him such a matter,
it was generally understood that he would prefer not to—in other words, that
he would refuse point-blank. .

As days passed on, | became cansiderably reconciled to Bartleby. His steadi-
ness, his freedom from all dissipation, his incessant industry (except when he
chose to.throw himself into a standing revery behind his screen), his great
stillness, his unalterableness of deineanor under ali circumstances, made him
a valuable acquisition. One prime thing was this,—_he was always there,—frst
in the morning, continually through the day, ‘and the last at-night. [:had+a
singular confidence in his honesty. I felt my most precious papers petfectly
safe in his hands.-Sometimes to be sure. [ could not, for the very soul ofme,
avoid falling into sudden. spasmodic passions with hirn. For it was exceeding

Adifficult to bear in mind 2l the time those strange peculiarities, privileges, and:

unheard of exemptions, forming the tacit stipulations on.Bartleby's part-under
which he remained in my office. Now ‘and then, in the eagemess of dis-
patching pressing business, 1 'would inadvertently.-summon Bartleby, irica
short, rapid tone, to put his finger, say, on the incipient tic of a bit of red tape
with which I was about compressing some papers. Of course, from behind the
screen the usual answer, “I prefer not to,” was sure to come; and then, how
could a human creature with common infirmities of ‘aur-natyre, refrain from
bitterly exclaiming upon such perverseness—such unreasonableness. How-
ever, every added repulse of this sort-which I received only tended to lessen
the probability of my repeating the inadvertence. :

Here it:must be said, that according to the custorns of most legal gentlemen
occupying chambers:in densely-populated law buildings, there were several
keys to my doar. One was kept by a woman residing in the attic, which person
weekly scrubbed and daily swept and dusted my apartments. Another was kept
by Turkey for convenience sake. The third I sometimes carried in my own
pocket. The fourth I knew not who had.
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~ Now, one Sunday morning I happened to go to Trinity Church, to hear a
celebrated preacher, and finding myself rather early on the ground, I thought
I would walk round to my chambers for a while. Luckily I had my key with
me; but upon applying it to the tock, [ found it resisted by something inserted
from the inside. Quite surprised, I called out; when to my consternation a key
was turned from within; and thrusting his lean visage at me, and holding the
doeor ajar, the apparition of Bartleby appeared; in his shirt sleeves, and other-
wise in a strangely tattered dishabille, saying quietly that he was sorry, but he
was deeply engaged just then, and—preferred not admitting me at present. In
a brief word or two, he moreover added, that perhaps I had better walk round
the block twa or three times, and by that time he would probably have con-
cluded his affairs.

Now, the utterly unsurmised appearance of Bartleby, tenanting my law-
chambers of a Sunday morning, with his cadaverously gentlemanly noncha.
lance, yet withal firm and self-possessed, had such a strange effect upon me,
that incontinently I slunk away from my own door, and did as desired. But
not without sundry twinges of impotent rebellion against the mild effrontery
of this unaccountable scrivener. Indeed, it was his wonderful mildness chiefly,
which not only disarmed me, but unmanned me, as it were.-For I consider
that one,. for the time, is a sort of unmanned when he tranquilly permits his
hired clerk to dictate to him, and order him away from his own premises.
Furthermore, I was full of uneasiness as to what Bartleby could possibly be
doing in my office in his shirt sleeves, and in an otherwise dismantled condi-
tion of a Sunday morning. Was any thing amiss going on? Nay, that was out
of the question. It was not to be thought of for a moment that Bartleby was an
immeral person. But what could he' be doing there?—copying? :Nay again,
whatcver might be his eccentricities, Bartleby was an eminently decorous per-
son. He would be the last man to sit down to his desk in any state approaching
to nudity. Besides, it was Sunday; and there was something about Bartleby that
forbade the supposition that he would by any secu]ar occupation v10|ate the
proprieties of the day.

Nevertheless, my mind-was not pacified; and fu]l of a:vestless curiosity, at
Iast I returned to the door. Without hindrance I inserted my key, opened it,
and entered. Bartleby was not to be seen. 1 looked round anxiously, peeped
behind his sereen; but it was vety plain that he was gone. Upon more closely
examining the, place, | surmised that for an indefinite period Bartleby must
have ate, dressed, andwslept in my office, and that too without plate, mirror,
or bed. The cushioned seat of a ricketty old sofa in one corner bore the faint
impress of a-lean, reclining form. Rolled away under his desk, [ found a blan-
ket; under the empty. grate, a blacking hox and brush; on-a chair, a tin basin,
with soap and a ragged towel; in a newspaper a few crumbs of ginger-nuts and
a morsel of cheese. Yes, thought 1, it.is evident encugh that Bartleby has been
making his home here, keeping bachelor’s hall all by himself. Immediately
then the thought came sweeping across me, What miserable friendiessness and
loneliness are here revealed! His poverty is great; but his solitude, how horri-
ble! Think of it. Of a Sunday, Wall-street is deserted as Petra;’ and every night
of every day it is an emptiness. This building too, which of week-days hums
with industry and life, at nightfall echoes with sheer vacancy, and all through

5. Ancient city whose ruins are in Jordan, on a slope of Mount Hor.
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Sunday is forlorn. And here Bartleby makes his home; sole spectator of a soli-

-tude which he has seen all populous—a sort of innocent and transformed

Marius® brooding among the ruins of Carthage!

For the first time in my life a feeling of overpowering stinging melancholy
seized me. Before, | had never experienced zught but a not-unpleasing sad-
ness. The bond of a common humanity now drew me irresistibly to gloom. A
fraternal melancholy! For both 1 and Bartleby were sens of Adam. [ remem-
bered the bright silks and sparkling faces | had seen that day, in gala trim,
swan-like sailing down the Mississippi of Broadway; and I contrasted them
with the pallid copyist, and thought to myself, Ah, happiness courts the light,
so we deem the world is gay; but misery hides aloof, so we deem that misery
there is none. These sad fancyings—chimeras, doubtless, of a sick and silly
rain—led on to other and more special thoughts, concerning the eccentric-
ities of Bartleby Presentiments of strange discoveries hovered round me. The
serivener’s pale form appeared to me laid out, among uncaring strangers in its
shivering winding sheet.

Suddenly I was attracted by Bartleby's closed desk, the key in open SIght left
in the lock.

I mean no mischicf, seek the gratification of no heartless curiosity, thought

L besides, the desk is mine, and its contents too, so I will make bold to look

within. Every thing was methodically arranged, the papers smoothly placed.
The pigeon holes were deep, and removing the files of documents, I groped
into their recesses. Presently I felt something there, and dragged it out. [t was
an old bandanna handkerchief, heavy and knotted: [ opened it, and saw it was
a saving’s bank.

I now recalled all the quiet mysteries whlch I had noted in the man. I
remembered that he never spoke but to answer; that though at intervals he had
considerable time to himself, yet I had never seen him reading—no, not even
a newspaper; that for long periods he would stand looking out, at his pale
window behind the sereen, upon the dead brick wall; I was guite sure he never
visited any refectory or eating house; while his pale face clearly indicated that
he never drank beer like Turkey, or tea and coflee even, like other men; that
he never went any where in particular that 1 could learn; never went out for a
walk, unless indeed that was the case at present; that he had declined telling

who he was, or whence he came, or whether he had any relatives in the world;

that though so thin and pale, he never complained of ill health. And mare
than all, [ remembered a certain unconscious air of pallid—how -shall [ call
it?—of pallid haughtiness, say, or rather an austere reserve about him, which
had positively awed me into my tame compliance with his eccentricities, when
I had feared to ask him to do the slightest incidental thing for me, even though
I might know, from his long-continued motionlessness, that behind his screen
he must be standing in one of those dead-wall reveries of his. -

Revolving all these things, and coupling them with the recently discovered
fact that he made my office his constant abiding place and home, and not
forgetful of his morbid moodiness; revolving all these things, a prudential feel-
ing began to steal over me. My first emotions had been those of pure melan-
choly and sincerest pity; but just in proportion as the forlornness of Bartleby
grew and grew to my imagination, did that same melancholy merge into fear,

6. Caius Marius (157-86 p.c.), Roman general who returned to power after exile.
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that pity into repulsion. So true it is, and so terrible too, that up to a certaip
point the thought or sight of misery enlists our best affections; but, in certaji,
special cases, beyond that point it does not. They err who would assert thit
invariably this is owing to the inherent selfishness of the human heart. Tt rather
proceeds from a-certain hopelessness of remedying excessive and organic il].
To a sensitive being, pity is'not seldom pain. And when at last it is perceived
that such pity cannot Iead to effectual succor, common sense:bids the soul be
rid of it. What I saw that morning persuaded me that the scrivener was the
victim of innate and incurable disorder. I might give alms to his body; but his
body did- not pain him; it was his soul that suffered, and his soul I could
not reach. - : ‘

I did not accomplish the purpose of going to Trinity Church that morning,
Somehow, the things I had seen disqualified me for the time from church.
going. | walked homeward, thinking what [ would do with Bartleby. Finally,
I'resolved upon this;—I wold put certain calm questions to him the next morn.
ing, touching his history, &c., and if he declined to answer them openly and
unreservedly {and I supposed he would prefet not), then to give'him a twenty
dollar bill over and above whatever I might owe him, and tell him his services
were no longer required; but that if in:any other way [ could assist him, I
would be happy to do so, especially if he desired to return to his native place
wherever that. might be, T would willingly help to defray the expenses. More-
over, if, after reaching home, he found himself at any time in want of aid, a
letter from him would be sure of a reply. - ‘ ,

The next morning came. :

“Bartleby,” said 1, gently calling to him behind his screen.

Noreply. .. ' . ‘ S .

- “Bartleby,” said I, in a still gentler tone, “come here; [ amn not going to
ask you to do any thing you would. prefer not to do—I simply wish to speak
to you.” S ‘ ST : oo -

Upon this he noiselessly slid into view.. = -

““Will you tell me, Bartleby, where you were born?”

“I would prefer not to.” e

“Will you tell me.any thing about yourself?”

“I would prefer not to.” R .

“But what reasonable objection can you have to speak to me? I feel friendly
towards you.” . S o

He did not look at me while I spoke, but kept his glance fixed upon my bust
of Cicero, which as I then sat, was directly behind me, some six inches above
my head. . : et : s

“What is your answer, Bartleby?” said 1, after waiting 2 considerable

time for a reply, :during which his countenance remained ‘immovable,

only there was the faintest conceivable -tremor of the white attenuated
mouth. - = Co

“At present [ prefer to give no answer,” he said, and retired into his her-
mitage. : - S : _— -

It was rather weak in me [ confess, but his manner on this occasion nettled
me. Not only did there'seem to lurk in it a certain calm disdain, but. his
perverseness scemed ungrateful, considering the undeniable good usage and
indulgence he had received from me.

Again I sat ruminating what [ should do. Mortified as | was at his behavior,
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and resolved as [ had been to dismiss him when 1 entered my office, neverthe-
less 1 strangely felt something superstitious knocking at my heart, and forbid-
ding me to carry out my purpose, and denouncing me for a villain if [ dared
to breathe one bitter word against this forlornest of mankind. At last, familiarly
drawing my chair behind his screen, I sat down and said: “Bartleby, never
mind then about revealing your history; but let me entreat you, as a friend, to
comply as far as may be with the usages of this office. Say now you will help
to examine papers to-morrow or next-day: in short, say now that in a day or
two you will begin to be a little reasonable:—say so, Bartleby.”

“At present I would prefer not to be a little reasonable,” was his mildly
cadaverous reply. - ‘ -

Just then the folding-doors opened, and Nippers approached.: He seemed
suffering from. an unusually bad night's rest, induced by severer indigestion
than common. He overheard those final words of Bartleby. = - .

“Prefer not, eh?” gritted Nippers—"1'd prefer him, if I were you, sir,”
addressing me—"1'd prefer him; I'd give him preferences, the stubborn mule!
What is it, sir; pray, that he prefers not to do now?” : e

Bartleby moved not a limb. ‘

“Mr, Nippers,” said I, “I'd prefer that you would withdraw for the present.”

Somehow, of latc'| had. got into the way of involuntarily using this word
“prefer” upon all sorts of not exactly suitable occasions. And I trembled to
think that my contact with the scrivener had already and seriously affected me
in a mental way. And what further and deeper aberration might it-not yet
produce? This apprehension had not been without efficacy in determining me
to summary means. - o

As Nippers, looking very sour and sulky, was departing, Turkey blandly and
deferentially approached. : . B

“With submission; sir,” said he, “vesterday 1 was thinking about Bartleby
here, and 1 think that.if he would but prefer to take a quart of good.ale every
day, it would do:much:towards mending him, and enabling him to assist in
examining his papers.” - . ‘ ‘ -

“So you have got the word too,” said I, slightly excited. ' C
.- “With submission, what word, sir,”: asked Turkey, respectfully crowding
himself into-the contracted: space behind the screen, and by so doing, making
me jostle the scrivener. “What word, sir?” L ;

“I would prefer to be left alone here,"” said Bartieby, as if offended at being
mobbed in his privacy. SR . S b

. “That's the word, Turkey,” said I—"that's it.” :

“Oh; prefer? oh yes—queer word: | never use it myself. But, sit, as | was
saying, if he would but prefer—" . : ‘ R

“Turkey,” interrupted I, “you will please withdraw.”

“Oh certainly, sir, if you prefer that I should.” . :

As he opened the folding-daor to retire, Nippers at his desk caught a glimpse
of me, and asked whether 1 would prefer to have a certain paper copied on
blue paper or white. He did not in the least roguishly accent the word prefer.
It was plain that it involuntarily rolled from’ his tongue. I thought to myself,
surely I must get rid of a demented man, who already has in some degree
turned the tongues, if not the heads of myself and clerks. But I thought it
prudent not to break the dismission at once. .

The next day I noticed that Bartleby did nothing but stand at his window in
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his dead-wall revery. Upon asking him why he did not write, he said that he
had decided upon doing no more writing.

“Why, how now? what next?” exclaimed I, “do no more writing?”

“No-more.” :

“And what is the reason?” :

“Do you not see the reason for yourself,” he indifferently replied.

I looked steadfastly at him, and perceived that his eyes looked duil and
glazed. Instantly it occurred to me, that his unexampled diligence in copying
by his dim window for the first few weeks of his stay with me might have
temporarily impaired his vision.

I was touched. I said something in condolence w1th him. 1 hinted that of
course he did wisely in abstaining from writing for a-while; and urged him to
embrace that opportunity of taking wholesome exercise in the open air. This,
however, he did not do. A few days after this, my other cletks being absent,
and being in a great hurry to dispatch certain letters by the mail, I thought
that, having nothing else eatthly to do, Bartleby would surely be less inflexible
than usual; and carry these letters to the post-office. But he blankly declined.
So, much to my inconvenience, 1 went myself.

Still added days went by. Whether Bartleby’s eyes improved or not, 1 could
not say. To all appearance, I thought they did. But when I asked him if they
did, he vouchsafed no answer: At all events, he would do no copying. At
last in reply to my urgings, he informed me that he had pcrmanent]y given
up copying.

“What!” exclaimed I; “suppose your eyes should get entirely well—better
than ever before—would you not copy then?”

“I have given. up copying,” he answered, and slid aside.

He remained as ever, a fixture in my chamber. Nay-—if that were possible-—
he became still more of a fixture than before. What was to be-done? He would
do nothing in the office: why should he stay there? In plain fact, he had now
become a millstone to me, not only useless as a necklace, but afflictive to bear.
Yet I was sorry for him. I speak less than truth when I say that, on his own
account, he occasioned me uneasiness. If he would but have named a single
relative or friend, [ would instantly have written, and urged their taking the
poor fellow away to some convenient retreat. But he seemed alone, absolutely
alone in the universe. A bit of wreck in the mid Atlantic. At length, necessities
connected with my business tyrannized over all other considerations, Decently
as I could, 1 told Bartleby that in six days” time he must unconditionally leave
the office. | wamned him to take measures, in the interval, for procuring sorne
other abode. 1 offered to assist him.in this endeavor, if he himself would but
take the frst step towards a removal. “And when you finally quit me, Bar-
tleby,” added I, “I shall see that you go not away entirely unprowded Six days
from this hour, remember.”

At the expiration of that period, T peeped behind the screen, and lo! Bartleby
was there.

T buttoned up my coat, balanced myself advanced slowly towards him,
touched his shoulder, and sald “The time has come; you must quit this p]ace,
[ am sorry for you; hcrc is money; but you must go.” ‘

“I would prefer not,” he replied, with his back still towards me.

“You must.”

He remained silent.
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Now I had an unbounded confidence in this man's common honesty. He
had frequently restored to me sixpences and shillings carelessly dropped upon
the floor, for I am apt.to be very reckless in such shirt-button affairs. The
proceeding then which followed will not be deemed extraordinary,

“Bartleby,” said 1, “I owe you twelve dollars on account; here are thirty-
two; the odd twenty are yours.—Will you take it?” and I handed the bills
towards him. - -

But he made no motion.

1 will leave them here then,” putting them under a weight on the table
Then taking my hat and cane and going to the door I tranquilly turned and
added—"After you have removed your things from these offices, Bartleby, you
will of course lock the door—since every one is now gone for the day but
you—and if you please, slip your key underneath the mat, so that | may have
it in the morning. I shall not see you again; so good-bye to you, If hereafter in
your new place of abode I can be of any service to you, do not fail to advnsc
me by letter. Good-bye, Bartleby, and fare you well.”

But he answered not a word; like the [ast column of some ruined temple,
he remained standing mute and solitary in the middle of the otherwise
deserted room.

As I walked home in a pensive mood, my vamty got the better of my pity. [
eould not but highly plume myself on my masterly management in getting rid
of Bartleby. Masterly I call it, and such it must appear to any dispassionate
thinker. The beauty of my procedure seemed to consist in its perfect quietness.
There was no vulgar bullying, no hravado of any sort, no choleric hectoring,
and striding to and fro across the apartment, jerking out vehement commands
for Bartleby to bundle himself off with his beggarly traps. Nothing of the kind.
Without loudly bidding Bartleby depart—as an inferior genius might have
done—I assumed the ground that depart he must; and upon that assumption
built all I had to say. The more I thought over my procedure, the more I
was charmed with it. Nevertheless, next morning, upon awakening, | had my
doubts,—I had somehow slept off the fumes of vanity. One of the coolest and
wisest hours a man has, is just after he awakes in the moming. My procedure
seemed as sagacious as ever,-—but only in theory. How it would prove in
practice—there was the tub. it was truly a beautiful thought to have assumed
Bartleby’s departure; but, after all, that assumption was simply my own, and
none of Bartleby’s. The great point was; not whether | had assumed that he

would quit me, but whether he would prefer so to do.. He was more a man of

preferences than assumptions.

After breakfast,. I walked down tawn, arguing the probablllhes pro and con.
One moment { thought it would prove a miserable failure, and Bartleby would
be found all alive at my office as usual; the next moment it seenied certain
that I should see his chair empty. And so I kept veering about. At the corner
of Broadway and Canal-street, ! saw quite an excited group of people standing
in earnest conversation. .

“T'll take odds he doesn t,” said a voice as [ passed.

“Daoesn't gor—done!” said [, “put up your money.”

I was instinctively putting my hand in my pocket to produce my own, when
I remembered that this was an election day. The words { had overheard bore
no reference to Bartleby, but to the success or non-success of some candidate

for the mayozalty. In my intent frame of mind, ! had, -as it were, imagined
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that all Broadway shared in my excitement, and were debating the same ques-
tion with:me. | passed on, very thankful that the. uproar of the street sereened
my momentary. absent-mindedness. A R

As I had intended, 1 was earlier than usual at my office door. [ stood lis-
tening for a moment. All was still. He must be gone. I tried the knob. The
door was locked. Yes, my procedure had worked to a-charm; he indeed must
be vanished. Yet a certain melancholy mixed with this: I was almost sorry for
my brilliant success. [ was fumbling under the door mat for the key, which
Bartleby was to have left there for me, when accidentally my knee knocked
against a panel, producing a summoning sound, and in response a voice carrie
to. me from within—"Not yet; [ am occupied.” - ' : ‘

It was Bartleby. . . o :

I .was thunderstruck. For an instant.I stood like the man who, pipe in
mouth, was killed one cloudless afternoon long ago in Virginia, by summer
lightning; at his own warm open window he was killed,:and remained leaning
tqlillt there upon the dreamy afternoon, till some one touched him, when he
ell. L ‘ : .

“Not gone!” I murmured at last But again obeying that wondrous ascen-
dancy which the inscrutable scrivener had over me, and from which ascen-
dancy, for all my.chafing, I could not completely escape, 1 slowly went down
stairs and out into the street, and while walking round the block, considered
what I should next.do in this unheard-of perplexity. Tum the man out by an
actual thrusting'I could not; to drive him away by calling him hard names
would not do; calling in the police was an unpleasant idea; and yet, permit
him to enjoy his cadaverous triummph over me,—this too I could not think of
What was to be done? or, if nothing could be done, was there any thing further
that I could assume in the matter? Yes, as before.[ had prospectively assumed
that. Bartleby ‘would: depart, so now 1. might retrospectively assume that
departed he was. In the legitimate carrying out of this assumption, 1 might
enter my office in a great hurry, and pretending not to see Bartleby at all, walk
straight against'him as if he were air. Such-a proceeding would in a singular
degree have the appearance of a home-thrust. It was hardly possible that Bar-

“tleby could withstand siich an application of the doctrine of assumptions. But

upon sccond thoughts: the success of the. plan seemed rather dubious. 1
resolved to argue the matter over with him again, Co
- “Bartleby,” said I, entering the office, with a-quietly severe expression, “l
am seriously displeased..J-am pained, Bartleby. I had thought better of you. I
had imagined you of such a gentlemanly organization; that in.any delicate
dilemma a slight hint would suffice-—in-short, an assumption. But it appears
1 am deceived. Why," I added, unaffectedly starting, “you have not even
touchcd that money yet,” pointing to it, just where I had left it the evening
previous. - S : ' S

He answered nothing. .. : : :

“Will you, or will you not, qiit me?” [ now demanded in a sudden passion,
advancing close to him. ‘ '

“I would prefer not to quit you,” he replied, gently emphasizing the not.

“What earthly right have you to stay here? Do you pay any rent? Do you
pay my taxes? Or is this property yours?”’ o .
. He answered nothing.. -

“Are you ready to go on and write now? Are your eyes recovered? Could
you copy a small paper for me this moming? or help examine a few lines? or

BARTLEBY, THE SCRIVENER 106l

step round to the post-office? In a word, will you do any thing at all, to give a
coloring to your refusal to depart the premises?”

He silently retired into his hermitage.

I was now in such a state of nervous resentment that I thought it but prudent
to check myself at present from further demeonstrations. Bartleby and [ were
alone. | remembered the tragedy of the unfortunate Adams and the still more
unfortunate Colt in the solitary office of the latter; and how peor Colt, being
dreadfully incensed by Adams,” and imprudently permitting himself to get
wildly excited, was at unawares hurried into his fatal act—an act which cer-
tainly no man could possibly deplore more than the actor himself. Often it
had occurred to me in my ponderings upon the subject, that had that alterca-
tion taken place in the public street, or at a private residence, it would not
have terminated as it did. It was the circumstance of being alone in a solitary
office, .up stairs, of a building entirely unhallowed by humanizing domestic
associations—an uncarpeted office, doubtless, of a dusty, haggard sort of
appearance;—this it must have been, which greatly helped to enhance the
irritable desperation of the hapless Colt. -

But when this ofd Adam of reséntment rose in me and tempted me concem-
ing Bartleby, I grappled him and threw him. How? Why, simply by recalling
the divine injunction: “A new commandment give | unto you, that ye love
one another.” Yes, this it was that saved me. Aside from higher cansiderations,
charity often operates as a vastly wise and prudent principle—a great safeguard
to its possessor. Men have committed murder for jealousy’s sake, and anger’s
sake, and hatred’s sake, and selfishness’ sake, and spiritual pride’s sake; but no
man that ever | heard of, ever committed a diabolical murder for sweet char-
ity’s sake.-Mere self-interest, then, if no better motive can be enlisted, should,
especially with high-tempered men, prompt all beings to charity and philan-
thropy. At any rate, upon the occasion in question, 1 strove to- drown my
exasperated feelings towards the scrivener by benevolently constructing his
conduct. Poor fellow, poor fellow! thought I, he don’t mean any.thing; and
besides, he has seen hard times, and ought to be indulged.

I endéavored also immediately to occupy myself, and at the same time to
comfort my despondency. T tried to fancy that in the course of the morning,
at such time as might prove agreeable to him, Bartleby, of his own free accord,
would emerge from his hermitage, and take up some decided line of march in
the direction of the door. But no. Half-past twelve o'clock came; Turkey began
to glow in the face, overturn his inkstand, and become generally obstreperous;
Nippers abated down into quietude and coustesy; Ginger Nut munched his
noon apple; and Bartleby remained standing at his window in one of his pro-
foundest dead-wall reveries. Will it be credited? Qught 1 to acknowledge it?
That afternoon I left the office without saying one further word to him.

Some days now passed, during which, at leisure intervals I looked a little
into “Edwards on the Will,” and “Priestley on Necessity.”® Under the circum-
stances, those hooks induced a salutary feeling. Gradually 1 slid into. the per-

7. Notorious murder case that occuréd while Melville  convicted the next year, amid continuing newspaper
was in the South Seas. In 184] Samucl Adams, a  publicity, ardl stabbed himself to death just before he
printer, called on John C. Colt (brother of the inventos was Lo be hanged. The setting of Bartleby is not far
of the revolver) at Broadway and Chambers Street in from the scene of the murder.

lower Mazhattan fo collect a debt. Colt murdered Ad- 8. Jonathan Edwards’s Freedom of the Will (1754) and
ams with a halchet and crated the corpse for shipment  Juseph Priestley's Doctrine of Philosophical Necessity )-
to New Orlcans, The body was found, and Colt was  lustrated (1777). The colonial minister and the English
soon artested. Despite his pleas of self-defense Cult was ientist agree that the will is not free.
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suaston that these troubles of mine touching the scrivener, had been ail
predestinated from eternity, and Bartleby was billeted upon me for some miys-
terious purpese of an all-wise Providence, which it was not for a mere mortal
like me to fathom. Yes;- Bartleby, stay there behind your screen, thought [;
shall persecute you no more; you are harmless and noiseless as any of these
old chairs; in short, I never feel so private as when I know you are here. At
least I see it, 1 feel it; I penetrate to the predestinated purpose of my life. T am
content. Others may have loftier parts to enact; but my mission in this world,
Bartleby, is to furnish you with office-room for such period as you may see fit
to remain. - :

I believe that this wise and blessed frame of mind would have continued
with me, had it not been for the unsolicited and uncharitable remarks
obtruded upon me by my professional friends who visited the raoms. But thus
it often is, that the constant friction of illiberal minds wears out at last the best
resolves of the more generous. Though to be sure, when I reflected upon it, it
was not strange that people entering my office should be struck by the peculiar
aspect of the unaccountable Bartleby, and so be tempted to throw out some
stniister observations concerning him. Sometimes an attorney having business
with me, and calling at my office, and finding'no one but the scrivener there,
would undertake to obtain some sort of precise infarmation from him touching
my whereabonts; but without heeding his idle talk, Bartleby would remain
standing immovable in the middle of the room. So after contemplating him
in that position for a time, the attorney would-depart, no wiser than he came.

Alsb, when a Reference” was going on, and the room full of Jawyers and
witnesses and business was driving fast; some deeply occupied legal gentleman
present, seeing Bartleby wholly unemployed, would request him to run round
to his (the legal gentleman’s) office and fetch sonie papers for him, Thereupon,
Bartleby would tranquiily decline, and yet remain idle as before. ‘Then the
lawyer. would give a great stare, dnd turn to me. And what could [ say? At last
I was.made aware that all through the circle of my professional acquaintance,
a whisper of wonder was running round, having reference to the strange crea-
ture ['kept.at my office. This worried me very much. And as the idea- came
upen me of his possibly turning out aleng-lived man; and keep occupying my
chambers, and denying my authority; and perplexing my visitors: and scan-
dalizing my professional- reputation;: and casting a general gloom over the
premises; keeping soul -and body together to: the last upon his savings (for
doubtless he spent but half a dirhe a day), and in the end perhaps outlive me,
and claim possession.of my office by right of ‘his perpetual occupancy: as all
these dark anticipations crowded upon me more and more, and my friends
continually intruded their relentless remarksupon the apparition in my room;
a great change was wrought in me. I resolved-to gather all my facuities
together, and for ever rid me of this intolerable incubus. -

Ere revolving any camplicated project, however, adapted to this end, I first
simply suggested to Bartleby the propriety of his permanént departure. In a
calm and serious tone, I commended the idea to his careful and mature con-
sideration. But having taken three days to meditate upon it, he apprised me
that his original determination remained the same; in short, that he still pre-
ferred to abide with me.

9. The act of referring a disputed matter to referees.

T
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What shall | do? | now said to myself, buttoning up my coat to the last

button. What shall I do? what ought 1 to do? what does conscience say 1 should
do with this man, or rather ghost. ‘Rid myself of him, 1 must; go, he shall. But
how? You will not thrust him, the poor, pale, passive mortal,—you will not
thrust such a helpless creature out of your door? you will not dishonor y.ourslelf
by such cruelty? No, 1will not, I cannot do that. Rather would I let him live
and die here, and then mason up his remains in the wall. What then will you
do? For all your coaxing, he will not budge. Bribes he leaves under your own
paper-weight on your table; in short, it is quite plain that he prefers to cling
to you.
Elahen- somnething severe, something unusual must be done. What! surely
you will not have him collared by a constable, and commit his innocent pal.lor
to the common jail? And upon whit ground could you procure such a thing
to be done?—a vagrant, is he? What! he a vagrant, a wanderer, who refuses‘to
budge? It is because he will not be a vagrant, then, that you scck to count him
as a vagrant. That is too absurd. No visible means of support: there l_have
him. Wrong again: for indubitably he does support himself, a-nd that is the
only unanswerable proof that any man can show of his possessing tbe means
s0 to do. No more then. Since he will not quit me, I must quit him. [ will
change my offices; I will move elsewhere; and give him faif notice, that if |
find him on my new premises | will then proceed against him as a common
trespasset. — : g :

Acting accordingly, next day I thus addressed him: “1 find these chambers
too far from the City Hall; the air is unwholesome. In a.word, Ipmpose to
remove my offices next week, and shall no longer require your services. [ tell
you this now, in order that you may seek another place.” -~ S

He made no reply, and nothing more was said. : .

On the appointed day [ engaged carts and men, proceeded to my chambers,
and having but little furniture, every thing was removed in a few =119urs.
Throughout, the scrivener remained: standing behind the. screen, which 1
directed to be-removed the last thing. It was withdrawn; and being folded:up
like a huge folio, left him the motionless becupant of a naked room. l. st’oqc_‘l
in the entry watching him a moment, while something from within mc
upbraided me. - ‘ SR U

- I re-entered, with my hand in my pocket—and—and my heart in:my
mouth. :

“Good-bye, Bartleby; I am going—good-bye, and God some way bless you,
and take that,” slipping something in his hand. But it dropped upon the floor,
and then,—strange to say—1 tore myself from him whom 1 had so longed to
be rid of. '

Established in my new quarters, for a day or two [ kept the doer locked, and
started at every footfall in‘the passages, When I returned to my rooms after..any
little absence, 1 would pause at the threshold for an instant, and attentively
listen, ere applying my key. But thes fears were needless. Bartleby never came
nigh me. . -

 thought all was going well, when a perturbed looking stranger visited me,
inquiring whether I was the person who had recently oceupied rooms at No.-.—
Wall-street, : .

Full of forebodings, I replied that | was. .

“Then sir,” said the stranger, who proved a lawyer, “you are responsible for



1064' HERMaAN MELVILLE

the man you left there. He refuses to do any copying; he refuses to do any
thing; he says he prefers not to; and he refuses to quit the premises.”

“I am very sorry, sir,” said I, with assumed tranquillity, but an.inward
tremor, “but, teally, the man you allude to is nothing to me—he is no relation
or apprentice of mine, that you should hold me responsible for him.”

“In mercy’s name, who is he?” .

“l certainly cannot inform you. I know nothing about him. Formerly I
employed him as a copyist; but he has done nothing for me now for some
time past.” ‘

“] shall settle him then,—good morning, sir.”

Several days passed, and I heard nothing more; and though I often felt a
charitable prompting to call at the place and see poor Bartleby, yet a certain
squeamishness of I know not what withheld me. :

All is over with him, by this time, thought I at last, when through another
week no further intelligence reached me. But coming to my room the day
after, | found several persons waiting at my door in a high state of nervous
excitement. : ‘

“That's the man—here he comes,” cried the foremost ane, whom 1 recog-
nized as the:lawyer who had previously called upon 'me alone.

“You must take him away, sir, at once,” cried a portly person among them,
advancing upon me, and whom 1 knew to be the landlord of No.—Wall-
street. “These gentlemen, my tenants, cannot stand it any longer; Mr. B——
» pointing to the lawyer, “has turned him out of his room, and he now persists
in haunting the building generally, sitting upon the banisters of the stairs by
day, and sleeping in the entry by night. Every body is concemmned; clients are
leaving the offices; some fears are entertained of a mob; something you must
do, and that without delay.” .

_Aghast at this torrent, I fell back before it, and would fain -have locked
myself in my new quarters. In vain I persisted that Bartleby was nothing to
me—no more than to any one else. In vain=—1I was the last person known to
have any thing te do with him, and they held me to the terrible account.
Fearful then of being exposed in the papets {as one person present. obscurely
threatened) 1 considered the matter, and at length said, that if the lawyer would
give me a confidential interview with the scrivener, in his (the lawyer's) own
room, I would that afternoon strive my best to 1id them of the nuisance they
complained of,

Going up stairs to my#old haunt, there'was Bartleby silently sitting upon the
banister.at the landing.

“What are you doing here, Bartleby?” said 1.

“Sitting upon the banister,” he mildly replied.

[ motioned him into the lawyer’s room, who then left us. .

“Bartleby, ” said I, “are you aware that you are the cause of great tribulation
to me, by persisting in occupying the entry after being dismissed from the
office?”

No answer.

“Now one of two things must take place. Either you must do something, or
something must be done ta you. Now what sort of business would you like to
engage in? Would you like to re-engage in copying for some one?”

“No; I would prefer not to make any change.”

“Would you like a clerkship in a dry-goods storc?”
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“There is too much confinement about that. No, I would not like a clerk-
ship; but [ am not particular.”

“Too much confinement,” | ericd, “why you keep yourself conhned all
the time!” :

“I would prefer not to take a clerkship,” he rejoined, as if to settle that little
itern at once.

“How would a bar-tender’s business suit you? There is no trying of the
eyesight in that.”

“T would nat like it at all; though, as I said before, I am not particular.”

His unwonted wordiness inspirited me. I returned to the charge.

“Well then, would you like to travel through the country collecting bills for
the merchants? That would improve your health.”

“No, I would prefer to be doing something else.”

“How then would going as a companion to Europe, to entertain some young
gentleman with your conversation,-——how would that suit you?” o

“Not at all. It daes not strike me that there is any thing definite about that.
I like to be stationary. But I am not particular,”

“Stationary you shall be then,” 1 cried, now losing all patience, and for the
first time in all my exasperating connection with him fairly flying into a pas-
sion. “If you do not go away from these premises before night, 1 shall feel
bound—indeed I am bound—to—to—to quit the premises myself!” I rather
absurdly conciuded, knowing not with what possible threat to try to frighten
his immobility into compliance. Despairing of all further efforts, 1 was precipi-
tately leaving him, when a final thought-occurred to me—one which had not
been wholly unindulged before. :

“Bartleby,” said 1, in the kindest tone I could assume under such exciting
circumnstances, “will you go home with me now—not to my office, but my
dwelling—and remain there till we can conclude upon some convenient
arrangement for you at our leisure? Come, let us start now, right away.”

“No: at present I would prefer not to make any change at all.” -

I answered nothing; but effectually dodging every one by the suddenness
and rapidity of my flight, rushed from the building, ran up Wall-street towards
Broadway, and jumiping into the first emnibus was soon removed from pursuit.
As soon as tranquillity returned 1 distinctly perceived that I had now. dene.all
that I possibly could, both in respect to the demands of the landlord-and his
tenants, and with regard to my own desire and sense of duty, to benehit Bar-
tleby, and shield him from rude persecution. [ now strove to be entirely care-
free and quiescent; and my conscience justified me in the attempt; though
indeed it was not so successful as I could have wished, So fearful was [ of being
again hunted out by the incensed landlord and his exasperated tenants, - that;
surrendering my business to Nippers, for a few days [ drove about the upper
part of the town and through the suburbs, in my rockaway, crossed over to
Jersey City and Hoboken, and paid fugitive visits to Manhattanville and Ast-
oria.! In fact I almast lived in my rockaway for the time,

When again [ entered my office, lo, a note from the landlord lay upon the
desk. I opened it with trembling hands. It informed me that the writer had
sent to the police, and had Bartleby removed to the Tombs as a vagrant. More-

1. The narrator crossed the Hudson River to Jersey  (Grant’s Tomb is in what was Manhattanville), and fi-
City and Hoboken, then drove far up unsettled Man- rally esossed the East River o Astoria, an Long Island.
hattan Island to the community of Manhattanville  “Rockaway”: light open-sided carriage,
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over, since 1 knew.more about him than any one else, he wished me to appear
at that place, and make a suitable statement of the facts. These tidings had a
conflicting effect upon me. At first [ was indignant; but at last almost approved.
The landlord’s energetic, summary disposition, had led him to adapt a proce-
dure which I do not think I would have decided upon myself; and yet as a last
resort, under such peculiar circumstances, it seemed the only plan.

As | afterwards learned, the poor scrivener, when told that he must be con-
ducted to the Tombs, offered not the slightest obstacle, but in his pale unmav-
ing way, silently acquiesced. o

Some of the compassionate and curious bystanders joined the party; and
headed by one of the constables arm in arm with Bartleby, the silent procession
filed its way through all the noise, and heat, and joy of the roaring thorough-
fares at noon. .

The same day. | received the note. I went to the Tombs, or to speak moie
properly, the Halls of Justice. Seeking the right officer, [ stated the purpose of
my call, and was informed that the individual I described was indeed within.
I then assured the functionary that Bartleby was a perfectly honest man, and
greatly to be.compassionated, however unaccountably eccentric.. I narrated all
1 knew, and closed by suggesting the idea of letting him remain in as indulgent
confinement as: possible till something less harsh might be done—though
indeed I hardly knew what: At all events, if nothing else could be decided
upon, the alms-house must receive him. I then begged to have an interview.

Being under no disgraceful charge, and quite serene and harmless in all his
ways, they had permitted him freely to wander about the prison, and especially
in the inclosed grass-platted yards thereof. And so [ found him there, standing
all alone in the quietest of the yards, his face towards a high wall, while all
around, from the narrow slits of the jail windows, 1 thought I saw peering out
upon-him the eyes. of murderers and thieves. Come :

“Bartieby!” T : o

“I know you,” he said, without looking round,—"and 1 want nothing to say
toyou.”. - L R . e I T
- “Ht was not 1 that brought you here; Bartleby,” said I, keenly pained at his
implied suspicion. ‘And to you, this should not be so vile a place. ‘Nothing
reproachful attaches to: you by being here. And see, it is niot so-sad a place as

.one might think. Look, there is the sky, and here is the grass.” ;

“! know ‘where I .am,” he replied, but would say nething more, and so I
left him. " . ‘ L .
. As I entered the corridor again, a broad meat-like man, in an apron,
accosted me, and jerking his thumb over his shoulder said—"1s that your
friend?” ... - ‘ . .
“_YES-” ‘ . ) . ‘
““Does he want to starve? If he does, let him live on the prison fare; that's
all.”. B ‘ oo . o
“Who are you?” asked 1, not knowing what to make of such an unofficially
speaking person in such a place. co

. “I am the grub-man. Such gentlemen as have friends here, hire me to

provide them with something good to eat.”
“Is this so?" said I, turning to the turnkey.
He said it was. _ .
“Well then,” said 1, slipping some silver into the grub-man’s hands (for so
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they called him). “I want you to give particular attention to my friend there;
let him have the best dinner you can get. And you must be as pelite to him

~ as possible.” . :

“Introduce me, will you?” said the grub-man, locking at me with an expres-
sion which seemed to say he was all impatience for an opportunity to give a
specimen of his breeding.

Thinking it would prove of benefit to the scrivener, 1 acquiesced; and asking
the grub-man his name, went up with him to Bartleby.

“Bartleby, this is Mr. Cutlets; you will find him very useful to you.”

“Your sarvant, sit, your sarvant,” said the grub-man, making a low saluta-
tion behind . his apron. “Hope you find it pleasant here, sir—spacious
grounds—cool apartments, sit—hope you'll stay with us some time—try to
make it agreeable. May Mrs. Cutlets and I have the pleasure of your company
to dinner, sir; in-Mrs. Cutlets’ private room?” - :

“] prefer not to dine to-day,” said Bartleby, turning away. “It would disagree
with me; I am unused to dinners.” So saying he slowly. moved to the other
side of the inclosure, and took up a position fronting the dead-wall. ;

“How's this?” said the grub-man, addressing me with a starc of astonish-
ment. “He's odd, aint he?” ‘ C

“] think he is a little deranged,” said 1, sadly.

“Deranged? deranged is it? Well now, upon my word; 1 thought that friend
of yourn was a gentleman forger; they are always pale and genteel-like;, them
forgers. ‘T can't help pity 'em—can't help it, sir. Did you know Monroe
Fdwards?"”? he added touchingly, and paused. Then, laying his hand pityingly
on my shoulder, sighed, “he-died of consumption at Sing-Sing.* So you
weren't acquainted with Monroe?” - S : et
.. “No, | was never socially acquainted with any forgers. But I cannot stop
longer. Look to my friend yonder: You will not lose by it. T will see you again.”

. Some few days after this, 1 again obtained admission. to the Tombs, and
went through the corridors in quest of Bartleby; but without finding him.

“I saw him coming from his cell not long ago,” said a turnkey, “may be he’s
gone to lpiter in the yards.” . C CeT

So L'went in that direction. - .. o : . .

“Are. you looking for the silent man?” said another tirnkey passing me:
“Yonder he lics—sleeping in the yard there. *Tis not twenty minutes since:|
saw him lie down.” R

The yard was entirely quiet. It was not accessible to the common prisoners.
The surrounding walls, of amazing thickness, kept off all sounds behind them.
The Egyptian character of the masonry weighed upon me with its gloom. But
a soft imprisoned turf grew under foot. The heart of the eternal pyramids, it
seemed, wherein, by some strange magic, through the clefts, grass-seed,
dropped by birds, had sprung.

Strangely huddled at the base of the wall, his knees drawn up, and lying on
his side, his head touching the cold stones, I saw the wasted Bartleby. But

2. Horace Greeley's Tribune called Col. Monroe Ed-  letiers of credit, sending tremors through the “ex-
wards (1808-1847) “the most distinguished financier  change banking and commission business"==like un-
since e days of Judas Iscariot™; his trial in New York  dermining our Security Exchange. Melville was then
City (lasting all the second week of June 1842) caused iy the South Scas, but the case was scusational, and
the greatest public excitement since the trial “of the  his brothers were in New York.

muderer, Colt” {sce n, 7, p. 1061). He was convicted 3. Prison at Ossining, New York, not far up the

of swindling two firms of 525,000 each through forged ~ Hudsan.
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nothing stirred. I paused; then went close up to him; stooped over, and saw that
his dim eyes were open; otherwise he seemed profoundly sleeping. Something
prompted me to touch him. I felt his hand, when a tingling shiver ran up my
arm and down my spine to my feet. .

The round face of the grub-man peered upon me now. “His dinner is ready.
Won't he dine to-day, either? Or does he live without dining?”

“Lives without dining,” said I, and closed the eyes.

“Ehl—He's asleep, aint he?” :

“With kings and counsellors,” murmured I.

There would seem little need for proceeding further in this history. Imagina-
tion will readily supply the meagre recital of poor Bartleby's interment. But
ere parting with the reader, let me say, that if this little narrative has suffi-

ciently interested him, to awaken curiosity as to who Bartleby was, and what

manner of life he led prior to the present narrator’s making his acquaintance,
I can only reply, that in such curiosity I fully share, but am wholly unable to
gratify it. Yet here I hardly know whether [ should divulge one little item of
rumor, which came to my ear a few months after the scrivener’s decease.
Upon what basis it rested, I could never ascertain; and hence, how true it is |
cannot now tell. But inasmuch as this vague report has not been without a
certain strange suggestive interest to me, however sad, it may prove the same
with. some others; and so I will briefly mention it. The report was this: that
Bartleby had been a subordinate cletk in the Dead Letter Office at Washing-
ton, from which he had been suddenly removed by a change in the administra-
tion. When [ think over this rumor, [ cannot adequately express the emotions
which seize me. Dead letters! does it not sound like dead men? Conceive a
man by nature and misfortune prone to a pallid hopelessness, can any business
seem more fitted to heighten it than that of continually handling these dead
letters, and assorting them for the Aames? For by the cart-load they are annu-
ally burned.- Sometimes from out the folded paper the pale clerk takes a ring—
the finger it was meant for, pethaps, moulders in the grave; a bank-note sent
in swiftest charity—he whom it would relieve, nor eats nor hungers any more;
pardon for those who died despairing; hope for those who died unhoping; good
tidings for-those who died stifled by unrelicved calamities. On errands of life,
these letters speed to death. : : .
Ah Bartleby! Ah humanity!

L

1853

4. Job 3,14

1069

Billy Budd, Sailor!
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In the time before steamnships, or then more frequently than now, a
stroller along the docks of any considerable seaport would occasionally have
his attention arrested by a group of bronzed mariners, man-of-war's men or
merchant sailors in holiday attire, ashore on liberty. In certain instances they
would flank, or like a bodyguard quite surround, some superior figure of their
own class, moving along with them like Aldebaran? among the lesser lights of
his constellation. That signal object was the “Handsame Sailor” of the less
prosaic time alike of the military and merchant navies. With no perceptible
trace of the vainglorious about him, rather with the offhand unaffectedness of
natural regality, he seemed to accept the spontaneous homage of his ship--
mates. - ’ .

A somewhat remarkable instance recurs to me. In Liverpoal, now half a
century ago, 1 saw under the shadow of the great dingy street-wall of Prince’s
Dock (an obstruction long since removed) a common sailor so intensely black
that he must necds have been a native African of the unadulterate blood of
Ham®—a symmetric figure much above the average height. The two ends of
a gay silk handkerchief thrown Joose about the neck danced upon the displayed
ebony of his chest, in his ears were big hoops of gold, and a Highland bonnet
with a tartan band set off his shapely head. It was a hot noon in July;.and-his
face, lustrous with perspiration, beamed with barbaric good humor. In jovial
sallies right and left, his white teeth flashing into view; he rollicked along, the
center of a company of his shipmates. These were made up of such an assort-
ment of tribes and complexions as would have well fitted them to be marched
up by Anachatsis Cloots® before the bar of the first French Assembly as Repre-

1. Melville may have begun Biﬂ'} Budd while be was M. Sealts, Jr,, first published in 1962, The Hayford-
still at the New York Custom House, but serious work  Sealts text is reprinted here, and the editors’ explana-

on it began eaily in 1886, just after his retirement, and

mained unpublished until 1924, when Raymond
Weaver transcribed the manuscript for the Constable
edition of Melville's works. The manuscript presented
many difficulties, and Weaver did not surmount all of
them; notably, he printed a discarded passage from a
late chapter as a preface, having misread a query of
Elizabeth Melvilles, The best edition of the story,
based on a carefu] study and fresh transcription of the
manuseript, is that of Harrison Hayford and Merion

" tory notes have often been drawn on in the footnotes to
continued until his death in September 1891 It re- ..

this reprinting.

2. [n the semiautobiographical White-Jacket Melville
makes his actual shipmate a major character,

3, Brightest star in the constellation: Taurus, the Bull,
where it forms the anjmal'’s eye.

4. L., black, from the belief that God's curse in Gen-
csis 9.25 made Ham and his descendants black. -

%, Melvitle knew of the Prussian-born Baron de Cloots
(1755-1794) from Thomas Carlyle's The French Revo-
fution, part 2, book 1, chap. 10.



