THE WORKS OF
THOMAS
BAILEY ALDRICH



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649256495

The works of Thomas Bailey Aldrich by Thomas Bailey Aldrich

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH

THE WORKS OF
THOMAS
BAILEY ALDRICH

ﬁTrieste






ACE ¥ OSY (FAIT HITHATY HMAHM "HLOACKSIMOS 1V 35000 H3LLAN THL




THE WORKS
OF

THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH

FROM PONEAFPOG TO FPESTH
AN OLD TOWN BY THE SEA

PRINTEDBY W)
ARRANGEMENT 4\
f wWITH

HOUGHTON
MIFFLIN

THE JEFFERSON PRESS
BOSTON NEW YORK



corvRIGeT, 1581 AnD 1853, W THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH

TCOFTYRIGHT,; 1Q1L; BV MAKY ELIZALETH ALDRICH

ALL RIGHTE RESERYRED



CONTENTS

PAGE

FROM FONEAFOG TO PESTH
I PROLOODE 1 i . : . : L 3
if. DAYS WITH THE DEAD i 5 i i i (3]

Il BEGOARS. PROFESSIONAL AKD AMATECR . . |
IV. WAYS AND MANNEES . . . . . . 3t

¥. A VISIT TO A CEATAIN OLD GENTLEMAK . ¢ 42
VI. DN A BALCONY . £ . g i . . 73
Vil SMITIT . 5 5 i i i g : . 104
VIIL A DAY [¥ AERICA - : i ‘ ; . 135
1%, O GETTING HACK AGAIN . J : : i 1T
AN OLD TOWXN BY THE STA

T CAPTAIN POMN EMITI i E 5 2 Pl
IT, ALONG THE WATERSIDE . i . . . 183
I A STROLL ARDET TOWN = i . P T
IV, A STROLL ARGUT TOWN {sonfirned) 2 . 204
V. OLD STRAWBEKRY BANK . . S ]

¥i. SOME OLD PORTEMOUTH PROFILES . . - 240
VIL FERSONAL REMINISCENCES . - - N 5 259



As for thefe Obferuations which T now exhibite vnto thy
gentle cenfure, take them I pray thee in good part Gl 1 pre-

fent better vnto thee after my next tranels.
Corrar's CROpTTIES. rhri.



FROM PONKAPOG TO PESTH

I
PROLOGUE

Tue reader will probably not find Ponkapog
set down in any but the very latest gazetteer.
It is the Indian pame of a little New England
village, from which the writer sallied forth,
a while ago, on a pilgrimage beyond the sea.
Ponkapog scarcely merits a description, and
Pesth — the farthest point east to which his
wanderings led him — has been too often de-
scribed. He is thus happily relieved of the
onus of making strictly good the title of these
chapters, whose chief merit, indeed, is that
they treat of neither Pesth nor Ponkapog.

It was a roundabout road the writer took to
reach the Hungarian capital —a road that car-
ried him as far north as Inverness, as far south
as Naples, and left him free to saunter leisurely
through Spain and spend a day in Africa.
But the ground he passed over had been worn
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smooth by the feet of millions of tourists and
paved three deep with books of travel He
was too wise to let anything creep into his
note-book beyond a strip of landscape here
and there, a street scene in sepia, or an outline
sketch of some custom or peculiarity that
chanced to strike his fancy—and these he
offers modestly to the reader.

What is newest to one in foreign countries
is not always the people, but their surround-
ings, and those same little details of life and
circumstance which make no impression on a
man in his own land until he returns to it
after a prolonged absence, and then they stand
out very sharply for a while. Neither an Ital-
ian, nor a Frenchman, nor a2 Saxon 15 worth
travelling three thousand miles by sea to look
upon. It is Naples, and not the Neapolitan,
that lingers in your memory. If your memory
accepts the Neapolitan, it is always with a bit
of Renaissance architecture adhering to him,
with a stretch of background that shall include
his pathetic donkey, the blue bay, the sullen
peak of Vesuvius, and gray Capri in the dis-
tance. If you could transport the man bodily
to New York, the only thing left to do would
be to drop him into the Hudson. He would
be like Emerson's sparrow, that no longer
pleased when he was removed from the con-



