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like Tyndall, and Huxley, and Herbert Spencer, all of whom it was
an honor to know, and all of whom carried back to their homes
a larger notion, not merely of American hospitality, but of Amer-
ican culture.

It was, of course, in that old building that we held those
monthly meetings which one of our members, Mr. Macdonough
(would he were with us to-night !) has thought of distinction
enough to be celebrated in the pages of a popular magazine (the
Century). Mr. Macdonough contends that those meetings were
a perfect exemplification of cultivated democracy, where the very
atmosphere excluded pretension and sham, and the variety of tastes
invited and furnished the most liberal interchanges of thought.

The talk always ranged, he says, over the broadest fields, from
Hindoo codes to the latest cases in courts; from Michael Angelo
to Punch ; from the Decalogue to the newest guesses of science;
from Gladstone's politics to the morning editorials; from Calvinism
to Darwinism, and from cosmogonies to conundrums. Hardly a
question that human reason could solve which did not get its
answer, or at least a keen surmise, from some one there. Was
some apt quotation or curious literary fact needed, Bayard Taylor,
or Colonel Porter, or Charles Astor Bristed was on hand to give
it. Verplanck and Slosson were there as the critics of new and
old plays or of new and old authors. [If you wanted light on a
scientific theory, there were Renwick, and Craven, and Yeomans
to supply the want. Cross the room, and Samuel ]. Tilden or
John Van Buren would inform you as to the oldest political
secrets, and Clarkson Potter or Chester A. Arthur as to the new-
est. That spirited talk going on yonder as to the deepest phil-
osophical problems is between Francis Lieber and Roelker,
steeped in German metaphysics.* Mr. Macdonough might have
added that there too, hid away in a corner, whither his own
shyness had driven him, was one who nightly encountered the
plaudits of thousands, Edwin Booth, telling Barrett, or Hack-
ett, or Lester Wallack of the early days when he carried Shake-
speare to the Antipodes or to the mining camps of California,
where the audience was in the habit of emphasizing its conflict-

* | cite Mr. Macdonough's article from memory, not having it before me
as | write.
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ing opinions of the play or the players by the discharge of
pistols.

It was in those old rooms that we continued the hilarious
observances of Twelfth Night which have left such agreeable im-
pressions on our memories. Following out a Middle Age prec-
edent which had converted a solemn religious observance into a
popular festival, we decorated our walls with holly and green
moss; we hung them with antlers and armor and the skins of
beasts: we chose our King, the lineal descendant of the legend-
ary three Kings of the East; we chose our Queen, who, being an
American woman, possessed by nature every right and title to
sovereignty, and needed no crown but her own loveliness. Our
pompous herald, with tabard and trumpet, proclaimed the as-
cendency of our monarchs over all the monarchs of the earth; and
then, preceded by the Court jesters and fools and the boar’s
head, made their stately way to the supper-table. How finely
we caricatured each other in ways that made it seem as if the
almshouses and the prisons had emptied themselves of their
contents. And had we not our gladiatorial combats, between
little men and big ones, the former hoisted up on a table in order
to reach their opponents, which, like many more recent pugil-
istic rivalries, had more of vociferous talk in them than of real
pummelling ?

All this, you will say, was nonsense, arrant nonsense, and so
it was; it was none the less salutary. ** And because thou art
virtuous shall there be no more cakes and ale " It relieved men
of the burden of business, shook off the cares of commercial
crises, and, for a night at least, rendered those who were despond-
ent and overladen buoyant with happiness. Nonsense, we should
always remember, is a sort of sparkling salt which freshens and
preserves the life which too much monotony would corrupt.  In
a world where the dark night always follows day, in which black
thunder-clouds often blot the sunshine, where we walk not
always on the velvet turf, but on prickles and thorns, where so
many sorrows and disappointments and pains lie in ambush,
where so much of the music, and the poetry even, is written in
the sad minor key, and our religious beliefs open the future, like
the ** Divine Comedy " of Dante, into vast and endlesscircles of hell-
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torment; the sense of the ludicrous is the most beneficent of prov-
idential gifts. It is true that La Rochefoucauld says that we cherish
a secret contempt for those who make us laugh, and that may
be so of certain sorts of French wit, which produce the crackle
of thorns under a pot. But, nevertheless, the instincts of our |
race have regarded the jokers as benefactors.  Aristophanes, who
tickled the ribs of all Greece, survives as freshly as the tragic
ZEschylus; Lucan and Horace, of Roman literature, are more often
read than Virgil; Pulei, Berni, Goldoni, and Boccaccio have come
down to us in the train of the more solemn Dante. The one
book that overtops all Spanish literature is that which tells of the
amiable Don and his stupid Sancho; the coarse gibes of Rabe-
lais smote the fabric of monkish superstition with as strong a
blow as that of the iron-handed Luther; Molitre has a hokd on the
vitality of France far beyond that of any of his graver contempora-
ries, and our own Shakespeare, whom we worship with all our
minds for his Lears, Othellos, and Hamlets, we yet love to the
bottom of our souls for his Beatrices and Rosalinds. Their
flashes of merriment, like flashes of lightning, supposed to burn
up the mephitic gases of the air, destroy the germs not only
of intellectual but of moral and social disease; for, as modern
science teaches us, the nerves, which are the seat of all feeling,
grow and strengthen under the incitement of what is pleasant to
them, while they wither, stagnate, and die at the touch of pain,
even though it be the pain of mere dejection and hope deferred.

But those moments when we gave our hearts a holiday of
wild and tumultuous merriment did not deaden them to the more
serious aspects of life. How could they, when the grim monster
of the scythe was so often tapping at our portals? Ah, yes! for
us, as Wordsworth writes,

**Like clouds that rule the mountain summit,
Or waves that own no curling hand,
How fast has brother followed brother,
From sunshine to the sunless land!"

Therefore | have always thought it a useful custom of ours
to keep the worthy members in remembrance, by the eulo-
gies of friends, which are marked by all the sincerity of truth
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and all the eloquence of sorrow. The best of us, | fear, are soon
forgotten by the world at large. Ina year, a month, a week per-
haps, our names are no more heard amid the din of traffic and pleas-
ure. Beyond our immediate families, no one cares for us more
than he cares for ** the wind that blew a hundred years ago.” s it
not well then that here, as in a sanctuary, we should endeavor to
perpetuate whatever in the lives of our departed brothers justifies
commendation ? Weare all made better, | think, when we learn,
as we do through these memorials, of the disinterested and lofty
virtues of many who have gone before us. It is edifying to be
told of the universal learning, the genial temperament, the broad
public usefulness of our first secretary, Daniel Seymour. It is
pleasant to be told of one of our founders, Robert Kelly, that he
took an active part in nearly every great public movement
which was undertaken in order to lift our city into the higher
realms of municipal life; that he was among the founders of the
Free Academy, of the New York University, of the Society
Library, of the Commission of Emigration, of the Board of Edu-
cation, and of those houses of refuge, on the Island, which, to
use his own figure, have surrounded the city with a beautiful
girdle of beneficence. It is pleasant still to read in the charming
memorial of Thomas Hicks, of that early master among our sculpt-
ors, Thomas Crawford, who in penury and exile made himself
first the pupil and then the companion and peer of Thorwald-
sen; who excited the admiration of Europe by the exquisite pro-
ductions of his chisel; who, at a later day, wrought the colossal
statue of Washington, at Richmond, which is among the best
representations we have of the Father of his Country; and who,
at a later day still, put up on the dome of the Capitol that figure
of America which holds out the emblems of peace to forty-six
industrial States, and yet, with the helmet on her head and the
spear in her hand, shows that she is ever ready to meet the
world in arms. Is not our patriotism kindled anew when we
read of the devotion of our noble Wadsworth, the child and the
master of opulence, who could resist its seductions and the whis-
pers of political ambition to take on him an onerous military
burden, and, in the end, to leave his body on the battle-field,
pierced by many deadly wounds, but whence it was dragged,
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amid thunder and smoke, by the five brave men to whom we have
voted our medals and honors?  Again, in the same line, is it not
edifying to read of the young Colonel Porter, the favorite of culti-
vated society, the admired wit, scholar, and poet of the clubs, the
ornament of every circle in which he moved, eagerly surrendering
all successes and honors that he might defend the integrity of his
country, and lay down his life on the desolate and bloody plain of
Cold Arbor? Does it not raise our estimate of common humanity
when Weir and Whitridge and McEntee tell us of the early strug-
gles of Gifford and Kensett and others; of the triumphs achieved,
and of the chivalric nobleness of all their after-lives. Nor is it to be
forgotten how on these occasions of commemoration the voices
of the speakers mingled with the laments of the singers—Taylor,
Stoddard, Stedman—and recalled to us the strains of Bion and
Moschus, and of Milton in his ** Lycidas,” and of Shelley in the
“ Adonais,"”

[ do not dwell upon these memories in order to revive the
attachment of our old Centurions to their Club; there is no need
of that; it is everalive, ever glowing, ever warm. Look into your
catalogue and see how it has pervaded the hearts of your mem-
bers, and been broken only by the cold touch of death. Among
those who are gone you will see that there are some, like William
J. Hoppin, who had been with us 49 years, when they were
summoned away; some, like our dear Frank Marburg, 48; some,
like Henry L. Pierson, 46; others again, like John W. Gourlie,
Gilbert Spier, and William S. Mayo, 45; others like Louis Lang,
44; Daniel S. Appleton, 42; like Thomas Hicks, John MacMullen,
and A.]. Bininger, 41; and like Richard M. Hunt, John Jay, and
Smith Clift, 40. So, again, among the living you will see one
who, like Daniel Huntington, has been with us for 51 years, that
is, even before we had a corporate being ; others, like John
Durand, Charles E. Strong, and Henry E. Dow, have been with
us 50 years; others, like Charles E. Butler and William M.
Evarts, 49 years; others, like Frederick E. Church, 47; others,
like Chief-Justice Daly, Stephen P. Nash, Jasper F. Cropsey,
Frederick 3. Tallmadge, Eliphalet Terry, 46 years; like Wolcott
Gibbs and Henry Oakley, 45; Charles F. Southmayd and Dor-
man B. Eaton, 43; George B. Satterlee, 41; William Allen Butler,
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James C. Carter, Edward Cooper, William E. Dodge, George
Fuller, Abram S. Hewitt, Morris K. Jesup, and Frederick Sturgis,
40 years; and Joseph W. Choate, James W. Pinchot, Henry
Pellew, 39 years. Ifl should come down to shorter periods—to
38, 35, and 33 years—though they are more than an ordinary
human generation, it would take me more than the night to run
over the names.

It is not for those who have been with us so long that |
advert to the past, but for those who are recent accessions. In
a literary society to which | belonged in college every new-
comer was solemnly addressed by the president, who, in the
end told him, “*Sir, you are now joined in fellowship with a
large and respectable body of American citizens.” These are the
words | should like to repeat to every one of our monthly acces-
sions, ** Sir, you are now admitted to a large and respectable
body of your fellow-citizens,” How numerous they are our cat-
alogues tell; how respectable, the records of city, state, and nation.
In looking over the former they will find the names of more than
one hundred and fifty artists, painters, sculptors, and architects,
the most of them known to fame, and many of them emi-
nent; they will find the names of more than a hundred authors,
poets, historians, and novelists, who have more or less illumi-
nated our literary annals; they will find the names of nearly all
our most learned judges, not only of our local courts, but of
the Court of Appeals and of the Supreme Court of the United
States; and they will find the names there of our leading lawyers,
and to be a leading lawyer of New York is to be a leading law-
ver of the nation.* The shining lights of the pulpit are there;
the foremost editors of the newspapers whose names are worthy
of mention are there; the more distinguished presidents and
faculties of our colleges are there; governors and other officers
of our state are there; and the master spirits of several contem-
porary clubs. Of our many merchant princes who seem to be-
lieve in the apparent paradox of Mr. Carnegie, that a man who
dies rich dies discredited, the majority belong to our fraternity.
We have the honor of numbering on our lists no fewer than three

* At the last election of the Bar Association every officer chosen but one
was a CENTURION.
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Presidents—Samuel ). Tilden, who was elected by the people
but defeated by the politicians; Chester A. Arthur, the constitu-
tional successor of the martyred Garfield; and Grover Cleveland,
whose name will go down in history side by side with the
most illustrious of his predecessors.

There is, however, one class of men to whom, though prom-
inent, potent prestidigitators, wielding legislation and courts and
great parties—the monstrous outgrowth of political degener-
acy, the party Boss—our precincts have never been opened. They
have been frightened away, doubtless, by the general character
of our association, and by the eloquence of those watch-dogs of
reform, Curtis, Schurz, Eaton, and others, whose words have so
broadly revolutionized, if they have not yet entirely regenerated,
the methods of the Civil Service.

Indeed, on looking over our little annual volume, | have been
mysell surprised at the many ways in which, by means of our
membership, we have been connected with the great material
and moral advances of human civilization. It was one of us, or
of our fathers, S. F. B. Morse, who “tapped the lightning of the
skies, and sent it with the swiftness of the swallow’s wing over
the face of the land, to carry everywhere our messages of inter-
course and love. It was another of us, Cyrus W. Field, who
made more than a hundred voyages across the Atlantic, to deposit
his wires amid the weeds and broken wrecks at the bottom of
the sea, that we might talk with each other, from continent to
continent, as we talk from room to room. It was the same one
of us who made travel, on our narrow strip of island, not only
possible but comfortable to the multitudes by those elevated
roads in which we traverse the air. [t was another of us, the
brother of the last, David Dudley Field, to whom we owe the
civil codes which control the judiciary, and which a learned
judge mentioned to me, before they were meddled with by leg-
islation, as masterpieces of comprehensive, condensed, and per-
vasive wisdom,

It was one of us, Engineer E. S. Brown, who first sent the
iron horse careering from the Atlantic to the Lakes, in supplement
of the canal, which has opened the vast resources of the West
to our trade, and made New York the metropaolis of the continent.



55

It was one of us (A. W. Craven) who built the superstructure
that brought the waters of the Croton to the city, and another
of us (George E. Waring, Jr.), who, believing with the apostle
that cleanliness stands next to godliness in the order of the
graces, has won for his sweepers and dustmen the honorable
soubriquet of *“ Angels in White.” It was one of us (Mr. Bryant)
who first suggested that the old goose pastures of our northern
suburbs should be turned into a Central Park, which suggestion
others of us (Olmstead and Vaux), availing themselves of a pre-
vious plan of General Viele, have carried out with such magnif-
icence and beauty. It was one of us (C. Vanderbilt) who bore
the expense, and another (H. H. Gorringe) who managed the
difficult labor, of bringing across the sea, as an ornament to the
Park, the obelisk which connects the oldest civilization of the
world with the newest. It was one of us (Dr. Bellows) who,
during the war, stood at the head, and, with the co-operation of
others (G. T. Strong, P. Agnew, A. ). Bloor, and many artists),
carried on the work of that Sanitary Commission which, in ad-
dition to material comforts, sent to the brave boys in the field,
as they paced their solitary rounds in the outposts or lay dream-
ing of home in the bivouac, an assurance that the hearts of the
multitudes behind them beat in unison with their own.*

It was one of us (Charles Brace) who gathered together the
abandoned and wretched waifs of the town to be transplanted
to the rich fields of the West, where they might find, and so
many of them have found, the opportunities of education and
useful labor which have made them respectable citizens, and in
not a few instances legislators and statesmen. It was one of us,
if we may believe the testimony of Mr. Gourlie, who gave the first
hint for those twin monuments of our glory—the Metropolitan
Museums of Art and of Natural History—which have been so
grandly maintained by the liberal hands of John Wolfe, Adrian
Iselin, Wm. T. Blodgett, Jonathan Sturges, John Taylor Johnston,
and others; and especially by the intelligent care, the indefati-
gable zeal, and the flowing purses of Morris K. Jesup and Henry
G. Marquand, all CENTURIONS.

* Mr. Bloor informs me that the Sanitary Commission was afterwards
continued as the Society of the Red Cross Knights.
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It was exclusively due to the enterprise of the CENTURY, and
to the active ten years' exertions of several of its members—]. W.
Drexel, Ex-Governor Potts, ]. W. Pinchot, Richard Butler, H.
F. Spaulding, and one other—that the pedestal was raised for the
statue of *‘Liberty "—the generous gift of the French people to
the people of the United States—which now rises as a pharos at
the entrance to our harbor, proclaiming to all the world that
““here the free spirit of mankind at length throws its last
fetters off.”

I might go on in this way all the rest of the evening, telling
of the good deeds in which we have participated; butl muststop,
though you know, and will forgive me consequently, that as we
grow older our interests go back to the former days. The Ger-
man poet Goethe, when he had reached his eightieth year, and
finished the immortal work of his life, dedicates it not to his
living companions, but to the friends who had seen its beginning.
“ Again ye come,” he says, “*again ye gather round me, dim
shadowy visions of my boyish days.” So I, while | have been
listening to the words of others, and uttering my own poor val-
edictory words, haveseen not you who now occupy theseseats, but
those who occupied them before. ~ As in those medizval pictures
of the saints where the whole background is made up of angel
faces, the whole air around me has been filled with the spirits
of the departed. A hundred warm hands have grasped my own
with the old familiar greetings, a hundred fair faces have turned
upon me their genial smiles, and a hundred friendly voices have
spoken to me in eeolion tones out of the depths. Thave stood once
more beside the easel of Cole, as he poured his ideal visions of
the Voyage of Life and the Course of Empire in gorgeous colors
upon the canvas. | have seen the boyish Kensett trying to in-
fuse his own refinement and sweetness into the wild woods of
the wold. 1 have watched the stately Gifford as he brought the
City of the Sea out of its waters, in a style that Canaletto and Ziem
would envy, and with a brilliancy of color that outshone even
its native Italian skies. I have stood beside the burly Leutze as
he portrayed our Washington among the ice of the Delaware,
or depicted the multitudinous tramp of immigrants making their
Western way through the wilderness to the shores of the Oregon,
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that *“ hears no sound save its own dashings.” All have come
back for a moment, but now they are gone. Oh, whither?
Into the silent land, says Von Salis ; yet how silent it is! We
speak to them, but they answer us not again. No one of them
returns—no one has ever returned—to tell us of its conditions.
The popular creeds, which are apt to raise their pretensions to
knowledge highest where their ignorance is deepest, give out
their noble hopes, their glorious guesses, but they impart noth-
ing that they know or can know. Yet those hopes and guesses
are the brightest when, as now, we indulge in reminiscences of
the past and commune once more with vanished friends. It
is then we feel them most strongly, while the phenomena of
external nature come and go and disappear forever; while
the imposing orbs and systems of orbs, wheeling unshaken in
the void immense, are suddenly blotted and disappear from the
skies, like the baseless fabric of a vision, leaving no track be-
hind. Well, let them go! Who cares for stars or systems?
They are but shows and symbols. But the human spirit, which
has reason, which has affection, which has freedom to choose
its way to infinite ends of good or bad, we cannot let that go.
Oh, that must be ours forever! Do not we feel, too, in these
higher moments, that there must be as the centre of all these
appearances a Power that sustains them, a Wisdom that guides
them, a Love that determines their ultimate issues. Do we not
feel then more deeply than ever that all seeming death is but a
transitional change? And do we not approach its grim portals,
not without awe, but without fear? We go to it, as our poet
says, ‘‘ not like the quarry-slave scourged to his dungeon, but sus-
tained and soothed by an unfaltering trust, like one who wraps the
drapery of his couch about him, and lies down to pleasantdreams.”
To pleasant dreams, O venerable poet? Noj; but to pleasant
realities, realities more firm and consistent, more vivid and
enduring, than any that eye hath seen, or ear heard, or the
tongue of man can describe; to realities, where as the ideal
spaces expand, new and magnificent structures roll into view,
and where, as the ideal times fly by, new visions of immortal
beauty awaken reverence and kindle the joy of the hearts.



POEM

BY
WILLIAM ALLEN BUTLER

OLD AND NEW-—1847-1897

Is THAT oft-uttered adage true—

““The OId is better than the New "—

Old ways, old wines, old friends, old books,
The ancient haunts, the time-worn nooks
With Memory’s twilight overcast,

Where visions of a vanished Past

Bring back, in all its mellow glow,

The Golden Age of long ago?

Or is it wiser to be told—

“The New is better than the Old "—

New schemes, new arts, new creeds, new men,
New themes for pencil, tongue, and pen,

Mew depths, new heights, where Thought explores,
Or Science delves, or Genius soars,

While the New Woman leads the van,

New crowned with all the rights of Man?

To-night our golden milestone stands

A mark between two border lands ;

A point where parting ways divide,

With “0Old” and “*New" on either side ;
The New with eager hope we grasp,

Yet keep the Old with tender clasp ;

As some worn pilgrim in his quest

Stops by a way-side shrine to rest,
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Before the sacred symbols bows,

And tells his beads and breathes his vows,
We pause to-night and linger here

To count our decades, year by year,

Till as the lengthened lines unfold

A full half-century is told.

One longing, backward glance we cast,
A search-light through the midnight Past,
Revealing in its quickening rays

The friendships of departed days,

While Fancy's gleam and Memory's grace
Restore each once familiar face;

A silent multitude—and thus

Mo message comes from them to us,
Yet, like a tuneful requiem,

A greeting goes from us to them—

* Hail, Comrades all!" from lip to lip,
This pledge of old companionship,

From heart to heart, this whisper low,
Forth through the wintry night shall flow,
From star to star, from space to space,
To some diviner dwelling-place.

Foremost before my mental sight
Three noble forms appear to-night ;
Chieftains of our CenTURION band,

Like David's mightiest three they stand
{Those heroes without spot or stain
To whom the rest could not attain),
And of what time they ruled of old
QOur Book of Chronicles has told.

And first, the grave and genial Sage
Whose judgments on the stately page
Of sovereign Law still rule to-day
And all unchallenged hold their sway ;
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Fit with the worthiest to stand

Of his ancestral Fatherland,

He loved with ours his life to blend,

In evening hours a fireside friend,

And gave the world, with patient toil,
Fresh flowers of thought from ancient soil,
Fair garlands which entwine his name,

In lasting bands, with Shakespeare’s fame.

And next, with aspect calm, severe,

Cur Poet, Oracle and Seer,

Of whom to sing, my faltering lines
Should catch the breath of forest pines,
The music of the mountain rills,

And strength of the eternal hills ;

Who taught, in loftiest speech and song,
The love of Right, the hate of Wrong,
Who stood, in all the storm and stress
Of evil days, for Righteousness ;

Whose hand upheld the hand that gave
The gift of Freedom to the Slave ;

Mor lost in his declining days

The Minstrel's skill, the Prophet's gaze,
And tuned to breathe our Mother tongue
The sounding harp that Homer strung.

Last of the three, and latest spared

In the long life which once he shared
With us, in manhood's fullest prime,
Undimmed by age, untouched by Time,
With insight keen and courage bold
The truth to seek and sift and hold,
The kindling eye, the thrilling tone,
The cordial grasp, were all his own ;
Scholar and Statesman, on whose brow
A world-wide homage hovers now ;
To him the Muse of History brought
With brightening face, the task he wrought
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To trace, beneath her guiding hand,
The annals of his native land,

And in majestic outlines draw

The forms of Liberty and Law.

Mor shall these honored memories die

As days glide on and years go by;

As once from Athens' lofty crown

The sculptured gods of Greece looked down
To guard the mariners who gave

Their barks to the /Egean wave,

They watch us still as sailing on

We leave behind onr Parthenon.

To-night we shape our course once maore
Where Life's broad ocean spreads before ;
Some with stanch keels for storms and blasts,
Some with rent sails and shattered masts ;
Some with full-freighted argosies

And canvas spread for Fortune's breeze ;
Some strained and bent and worn away
By Time's invisible decay ;

Yet may it be for every one

As to that brave CENTURION,

When to his wind-swept deck he clung
And to the waves the tackling flung,

In the wild hour of wreck to hear,

Above the storm, this word of cheer

From Faith's inspired, prophetic lip,

“No loss but only of the ship !”



