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The frost covers the windows, the wheels creak, the boys run, winter
rules, and $50,000 worth of ice floats for me upon Fresh Pond.
—Frederic Tudor, “Ice House Diary”

But in this country, avarice and ambition are more nearly identified
than in any other.
—William Tudor, “Discourse before Phi Beta Kappa”

Ice is an interesting subject for contemplation. They told me they
had some in the ice-house at Fresh Pond five years old which was as good
as ever. Why is it that a bucket of water soon becomes putrid, but frozen
remains sweet forever? It is commonly said that this is the difference be-
tween the affections and the intellect.

—Henry David Thoreau, Walden

In the sixteenth chapter of Walden, called ‘“The Pond in Winter,”
Thoreau transforms the carrying of Walden water to India by the world-
wide New England ice trade from a commercial fact into a symbol, in
Whitman’s famous phrase, of a “passage to more than India.” In the
1840’s, as Thoreau observes, ice from the winter-frozen ponds of New Eng-
land—from Fresh Pond at Cambridge, a major source, from Walden
Pond, and many others—was being consumed in quantity by “the swelter-
ing inhabitants of Charleston and New Orleans, of Madras and Bombay
and Calcutta.” Invoking the Hindu scriptures (“In the morning I bathe
my intellect in the stupendous and cosmogonal philosophy of the Bhagvat
Geeta . . .”), Thoreau in a transcendent vision sees “the pure Walden
water” mingling “with the sacred water of the Ganges,” and then in its
mystical voyage being wafted beyond all reckoning, to “ports of which
Alexander heard only the names.”?

This transcendent culmination of the description of Walden Pond in
winter contrasts with the dramatic depiction of the rape of the Walden ice
right before it. In the winter of 1846-1847, Thoreau says, an ice crew, one
hundred men strong, arrived one day at Walden Pond on the Fitchburg
Railroad. Efficiently equipped for their work of destruction, commonly
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called an “ice harvest,” the men labored for sixteen days, returning to Bos-
ton late each afternoon in the cars and coming back promptly in them
early each morning. They systematically ravaged Walden Pond’s blue
ice, stacked ten thousand tons of ice in cakes on the shore, and covered
the great stack with hay and boards, leaving their harvest to be trans-
ported to its far-flung destinations. It was a ruthless business operation
conducted, Thoreau says he learned, by “a gentleman farmer, who was
behind the scenes, wanted to double his money, which as I understood,
amounted to half a million already; but in order to cover each one of his
dollars with another, he took off the only coat, ay the skin itself, of Wal-
den Pond in the midst of a hard winter.”2

In view of the mercenary actualities of the ice trade, Thoreau’s trans-
formation of the literal voyage to Bombay and Calcutta into an ideal
literary voyage may well seem to be a somewhat contrived symbolism. But
his conjunction of the economic and literary history of mid-nineteenth-
century New England rests in a logic that, if Thoreau was not fully aware
of it in historical detail, was part of his integral consciousness of his cul-
tural situation. This situation emerges when his treatment of the ice
trade is seen in the light of the relationship of ice and letters in the his-
tory of Boston—that is, of the Boston community, including Cambridge
and Concord—during the Age of Jefferson, and the years immediately fol-
lowing. Because Philadelphia was the intellectual capital of Jeffersonian
America and, in a negative sense, because the Federalist-dominated poli-
tics of Boston has not been congenial to our cultural historians, the im-
portance of Boston in the early nineteenth century to the history of the
American literary mind has been underestimated. And yet during the
first two or three decades of this century, significant preparations were
made in the commercial and literary capital of New England for both
her actual and her literary voyages in the great mid-century period, the
time of Emerson, Thoreau and Hawthorne and of Boston’s strongest na-
tional influence on our culture.

Among the many interesting ways to estimate the significance of the
Boston of Jeffersonian times is to study the lives and adventures of two
largely forgotten brothers of a once prominent Boston family. One of
them, Frederic Tudor (1783-1864) was the “gentleman farmer” whose ice
crew took the skin off Walden Pond while Thoreau looked out from the
window of his hut at the depredation. Thoreau states that Tudor was
worth half a million dollars at the time. Likely he was closer to being a
millionaire, but his place as the “Ice King,” the leading entrepreneur in
the ice industry, had been hard won. For years his chief resource was
mostly a desperate confidence in his dream of wealth. Frederic Tudor’s
older brother, William, is not mentioned by Thoreau in Walden (nor
elsewhere, it would seem), but his presence, as will be seen, was also felt at
Walden Pond in the winter of 1846-1847—not so much because he was the
one who had the idea of the ice trade in the first place as because he
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was an inept merchant of literary inclinations. Frederic called William
“worthless,” an opinion confirmed over and over again in Frederic’s view
by his brother’s literary projects, for example, founding and editing the
North American Review.

|
In the Age of Jefferson, Boston associated its destiny not primarily with
the vast American continental frontier but with the new Republic’s great
seafaring frontier. Freed from its long deference to British colonialism,
the merchantile imagination of the port city, in spite of the Napoleonic

world war and Jefferson’s despised neutral trade policies, prepared the
way for a golden seafaring period following the Treaty of Ghent.

As early as 1790, the Columbia, captained by Robert Gray, had an-
nounced the opening of Boston’s Pacific trade, when she sailed into her
home harbor after a three-year voyage loaded with Chinese teas, textiles
and porcelain. Her cargo had been purchased in Canton with furs pro-
cured in Oregon in exchange for Boston copper, iron and cloth. In 1810,
Captain William Sturgis, a twenty-eight-year-old Bostonian, organized the
firm of Bryant and Sturgis; for more than thirty years this firm, specializ-
ing in the Northwest fur trade, controlled over half of the Pacific trade of
the United States. “Next to a beautiful woman and a lovely infant,” Stux-
gis said, “a prime sea-otter is the finest natural object in the world.” It
was more a financial than an aesthetic judgment, and few disagreed. Not
Yankee lads from the lonely farms of the interior seeking berths on ships
engaged in the fur trade providing they survived the long voyage to Can-
ton and back, they could make five to six hundred dollars in wages, plus
an additional sum from the sale of all the Chinese articles they could pack
in their sea chests. A New England farm boy might become compara-
tively well off on his earnings from one or two Pacific voyages. Not the
successful investors and ship masters who were certain to make real
money. For example, Captain John Suter, a ship master in the best Bible-
reading tradition of New England seafaring, sailed for Canton with an in-
vestment in cargo and equipment representing not over $40,000. In spite
of difficulties trading with the Indians, the nineteen-year-old captain ac-
cumulated enough furs and sandalwood to trade for $156,743 worth of
chinaware, Souchong and Hyson tea, oriental silk and other treasures in
Canton. When he returned to Boston in 1810, the net profit from his ad-
venture was $205,650.47.3

Such enormous profits encouraged the speculative spirit in Boston
commerce and lay behind the development of the ice trade, a more ven-
turesome and precarious, if less spectacular, innovation than the China
trade.

The historic possibility of the ice trade was created when Frederic
Tudor left Boston Latin school at the age of thirteen to become the
youngest apprentice to Ducosten and Marshall, a firm on State Street.
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This was an act of rebellion. He was about the right age, in his day, to
enter Harvard, as his three brothers dutifully did. Frederic refused to be
a Harvard man and scornfully denounced Harvard as a place for loafers.
“To aman who is to be a gentleman in the world,” William Tudor vainly
told his errant brother, “nothing can compensate for the want of a college
education.”’*

Frederic Tudor, however, had not yet found true independence; in
setting himself against Harvard he may have been primarily expressing his
resentment of his older brother, who was doing all of the right things.
Frederic soon left State Street for the Tudor family home at Rockwood,
where he hunted, read a great deal and interested himself in agricultural
experiments. He also speculated modestly in Cuban molasses and cigars;
and when he was seventeen, in the company of a younger brother on a
voyage for his health, he visited Cuba. Eventually Colonel Tudor set
Frederic up in the commodity market in Boston. Speculator and man
about town, Frederic Tudor at the age of twenty-two seemed to be on the
way to becoming merely another State Street operator, when William sug-
gested at a fashionable party that ice from the Tudor’s pond in Rockwood
would be a profitable commodity in Caribbean ports. The time was the
summer of 1805; very likely the Bostonians at the party were enjoying
iced drinks and iced confections made with ice taken from nearby ponds
and preserved through the hot months in a family ice house. William, it
would seem, did not make his suggestion seriously. He was more inter-
ested in helping the newly formed Anthology Society edit the Monthly
Anthology and Boston Review (1803-1811) and establish its reading room,
soon to become the Boston Atheneaum, than he was in business. Besides,
in 1805 the Tudor family fortunes had never been higher, and William,
the eldest son, could afford to practice the cavalier philosophy he had set
down in a letter written from Europe to his mother in 1799: “I am afraid
I shall be full of plans when I return; but then you know it is not neces-
sary to execute them; and there is a pleasure in talking.”s

But the notion of trading ice in the West Indies caught Frederic up in
a vision of instant fame and fortune. On the leather-bound cover of a
journal he started at this point, which he came to call his “Ice House
Diary,” he boldly printed a motto: “He who gives back at the first re-
pulse and without striking the second blow despairs of success has never
been, is not, and never will be a hero in war, love, or business.”¢ These
words proved to be a prophecy of a strenuous and hazardous and ulti-
mately highly successful commercial career.

With an impulsive rashness characteristic of his whole career, Frederic
Tudor borrowed money, secured a brig—with a name of good omen, the
Favorite—and took his first cargo of ice into the Caribbean. The citizens
of his port of destination, St. Pierre, Martinique, were eager for ice, espe-
cially after Tudor showed them how it might be used, but by then it had
mostly melted away; and the initial ice venture came up $3000 to $4000
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short on the $10,000 put into it. Arrangements for storing Tudor’s highly
perishable cargo were to have been made by his advance agents, his
brother William and a cousin, another young Bostonian, James Savage.
Savage was later to become the successful treasurer of the Provident Insti-
tution for Savings in Boston, but he was no more provident at this time
than the cavalier William Tudor. Consequently, although both agents
found the voyage in West Indian waters exotic, they had nothing to pre-
pare for Frederic’s arrival with his boat load of New England ice, except
to create in Martinique a state of incredulous anticipation.

Next year Frederic Tudor did better, this time shipping to Havana,
while he sent William faraway to England and France to secure permis-
sion to sell ice in their colonies. In December, 1807, however, came Jef-
ferson’s embargo proclamation. Stymied by this, Frederic began what he
should have undertaken before, experiments at Rockwood in model ice-
houses designed to keep ice in tropical heat. Just as he entered into this
period of his novel enterprise, he was suddenly confronted with a major
family catastrophe, the substantial loss of the family fortune. This oc-
curred when Colonel William Tudor, the father, a well-known lawyer
who had been judge advocate-general in Washington’s army, suffered the
complete loss of his investment in a Boston land development scheme.
Harassed by debtors and threatened with imprisonment, the family head
lived the remaining years of his life on his small salary as clerk of the
Massachusetts Supreme Court; while Frederic Tudor, more and more
resentful of his literary brother, deeming him to be an extra burden rather
than a help, imposed upon the almost still-born ice trade not only the
hope of his personal financial success but his family’s economic salvation.

At the same time money became harder and harder for him to get;
thus he could not operate, as some Boston merchants did, in defiance of
the Jeffersonian trade restrictions. At length in 1810, even though he
lacked passage money, and was “‘so poor, so discouraged I felt indifferent
about life,” he made his way to Havana. Once there he managed to
raise enough money to set up a storage house, one that would keep ice all
through the hottest months from April to September. From the Cuban
authorities, moreover, he secured the exclusive privilege of selling ice in
Havana for the next six years. At once he decided to cover one risk with
a greater one by extending the ice trade to Jamaica. This venture went so
poorly he was lucky when his second cargo to Port Royal was lost at sea.
He was saved a freight bill. Tudor was not so lucky when a “villainous”
agent cheated him out of most of his Havana profits. As debts piled on
debts, Tudor was hounded by creditors. When the War of 1812 began,
bringing additional vexations, he thought he saw an opportunity in pri-
vateering and designed, patented, and built the Black Swan, a ship with a
new type of hull. On the day she was launched, a sheriff boarded her and
took Frederic off to the Cambridge jail for nonpayment of a $300 note. A
few weeks before he had been in the Boston jail, and he would be in
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prison again. At the end of the war with England, Tudor raised the bare
sum necessary to make another shipment of ice to Havana, where his ex-
clusive right of sale had one year longer to run. ‘“Pursued by sheriffs to
the very wharf,” he reached Havana, only to find that the support of the
ice trade he had won from the Cubans had been undermined by a confi-
dence man who had convinced the Cuban authorities he could manufac-
ture ice.” Tudor re-established faith in his business and at last built what
proved to be a genuinely efficient icehouse for the Cuban climate. Al-
though he had to hide from his creditors each time he came back to the
United States, his business slowly improved. It was to improve more rap-
idly when Tudor began to carry ice to Charleston and New Orleans, cities
that he learned offered more lucrative markets for ice than ports in the
West Indies.

At this juncture in his hectic career what he always needed most, the
help of the “ready money race,” ironically came to him through the inter-
cession of his useless literary brother William. When William showed up
in Frederic’s counting room in October, 1820, Frederic thought he had
come to borrow money. Instead William had come to offer to obtain a
loan for his brother if Frederic would become his patron in the literary
project he was then working on, a life of James Otis. In effect William’s
scheme amounted to using his influence to persuade two or three wealthy
Bostonians of literary inclinations to loan Frederic $3000. The interest
on the loan would go to William, rather to Frederic’s creditors; thus en-
dowed he could work on his book. The scheme worked; William wrote
his biography, and Frederic built an icehouse in New Orleans.

After this Frederic was frequently in financial trouble, but the ice
trade grew steadily. Always a risky enterprise, it at length became one of
reasonably calculable risks. In 1834, Frederic Tudor achieved his long
dreamed of passage to India and set up his Calcutta “plantation,” his
term for one of his ice houses. The ice trade with Calcutta, according to
Samuel Eliot Morison, was the salvation of New England’s East India
trade and a vital factor in the flowering of New England commerce in the
mid-nineteenth century. Although the voyage, which crossed the equator
twice, required four months, it sold ice. Between 1836 and 1846, the year
he harvested the ice on Walden Pond, Tudor increased his overall sales
from 12,000 to 65,000 tons. Ten years later Tudor shipped 146,000 tons
of ice from Yankee ponds in 363 cargoes to fifty-three different ports. Be-
sides his domestic markets, he reached markets in the West Indies, the
East Indies, China, the Philippines and Australia. Until the manufac-
ture and marketing of ice became common a generation after the Civil
War, ice from the ponds of New England remained an important com-
modity in world trade.

What sustained Frederic Tudor in his lengthy and lonely struggle for
success in the ice trade? The fundamental answer: his conviction, at first
simply entertained but rapidly developed into an absolute in his mind,
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that money is worth everything. How this conviction motivated Tudor
can be studied in his diaries and letters—especially in Tudor’s “Ice House
Diary.” Among the unusual documents in the annals of American busi-
ness, Tudor’s diary and other writings reveal the inner as well as the outer
history of how the Ice King won his crown in Boston’s economy of
speculation.

Here is Tudor on March 4, 1812 “locked-up as a debtor in Boston
jail” for the first time: “On this memorable day in my little annals March
9th 1812 I am 28 years 6 months and 5 days old. It is an event which I
think I could not have avoided; but it is a climax which I did hope to
have escaped, as my affairs are looking well at last after a fearful struggle
with adverse circumstances for seven years—but it has taken place and I
have endeavoured to meet it as I would the tempest of heaven which
should serve to strengthen rather than reduce the spirit of a true man.”8
Here is Tudor about two years later, his head bloodier but still unbowed,
talking about a creditor. He “has driven me to immense sacrifices and
great exertions,” Tudor says, “and when neither could obtain I have
given him the body.” He continues:

One instance of getting the amount of the bond and the
pound of the flesh also I must forever remember. He had
obtained judgement and ex[ecution] on me and my Father.
On the day before the return day I went into the limits. In
the evening and withtout previous notice my Father was ar-
rested also, and was about giving bonds for limits also when
. .. [his] attorney offered to release my Father provided I
would give up my watch, a very favorite one, and agree to
have it sold at auction unless redeemed in 60 days. This I
did, handing my watch warm from my pocket to the sheriff
and remaining myself imprisoned. I did it, I thank God,
with indignation!?

And here is Tudor in seven more years:

January 7th 182]. The commencement of a new year, as
all new years have for the last 15, finds me How I need not
say—this book [his diary] will tell. Look back, Mr. Frederic,
and wonder how so sick and weakly constituted a man as
you could have sustained what is written down. In the very
onsett, the result of the first year, you were ruined; the sil-
ver spoon with which you were born was torn from your
mouth; and you were at once put upon your sole and un-
aided ability to fight your way through the world. You have
fought, but are yet in the midst of the war. You have been
rather of the complaining sort, if this book records your
feelings; but I must admit that you have had difficulty; and
although you have seen hardship and have sorrowed in the
midst of it, I will admit you have manfully followed up your
early determination. Well, heaven will prosper you at last;
but you have yet to see much of difficulty. More than you
have, you cannot; your gray locks forbid. I pray for you.
Last night in a state of hallucination I asked of God his

64



kindness. I solicited some relief from this continuation of
excessive anxieties which harass your very soul. Exert your-
self a little longer, cherish hope, and spare no cost of care or
time or thought, and the victory shall be yours.10

In 1822, it is not surprising to learn, Tudor had a nervous collapse.
He soon recovered; with the success of his trade in New Orleans, he was
beginning to smell the “delicious essence” of victory and wealth. The
pattern of all his striving was to be fulfilled: he was to be “inevitably
and unavoidably rich.”

Eventually Tudor had a town house on Beacon Street and an estate
at Nahant. He indulged himself in benevolences, such as building tree-
shaded roads and draining marshes; on Sundays he went to church in a
blue frock coat, and everybody looked at him. When he died at the age
of eighty, his life was already a legend of the “rugged individualist.” In
truth he had lived the legend. Ruthless, irresponsible, grasping, and
self-righteous, he regarded a competitor as the enemy who must be elimi-
nated. “All opposition,” he exults in one entry in his diary “has been
met and overthrown—the field is won and now very little more than the
shew of weapons and readiness for defense, I trust will be necessary. It
has cost some wear and tear of muscle and nerves besides . . . $12,000 in
money. A dear victory: but probably thorough. If there are any unslain
enemies, let them come out. . . .”1* Tudor subscribed wholly to the profit
motive. A commodity he traded in might bring advantage to someone
besides the money it brought to him—a chunk of New England ice might
relieve a fevered throat in Calcutta—but this incidental benefit had noth-
ing to do with his intention in selling ice. Except out of economic neces-
sity, Tudor took no interest in scientific improvements in the techniques
of cutting and storing ice. And he showed little concern for the incipient
science of refrigeration. When he learned from experiments that oranges
could be kept in ice, he hastily packed a shipment of fruit in ice and hay
and sent it to the United States. But in his desire for a quick profit, he
had failed to confirm by experiment his method of packing fruit for ship-
ment, and the cargo was destroyed when the hay caught fire. “When will
you learn to lay the foundations before raising the roof?” his cousin
James Savage asked him.!? Indignant when he was called by someone “a
wild projector without stability of calculation or correctness of judg-
ment,” Tudor’s resentment was hardly justified.!3 An incarnation of the
nineteenth-century speculative spirit, he lived far outside the world of the
proverbially shrewd and cautious Yankee. Once he accepted a bet that he
could not sell warming pans in the Caribbean and won it by filling the
pans with ice and selling them as “cooling pans.”

Tudor developed unshakeable arrogance of will. Whatever he did was
right. “Success,” he said, “is virtue.” Whatever he did, furthermore, be-
came his idea, even if, as in the case of the ice trade, it had not been. He
broke off completely with the R. H. Gardiners, his sister and brother-in-
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law, after Emma Gardiner mentioned—and this in the privacy of a family
correspondence—that William Tudor had first proposed the ice trade.
Gardiner, who had been Tudor’s close friend and financial angel for
over thirty years, told the Ice King that the execution of the idea, not the
idea itself, had counted. This was to no avail. A forbidden subject had
been brought up; Tudor could not forgive the threat, slight although it
was, to his crown. Years later when Edward Everett observed in a public
address that William Tudor “was one of the first who went largely into
this (the Ice) business,” Frederic replied that “the Ice trade was origi-
nated by and solely by me” and that Everett “spoils the whole thing.”14
This statement is found in Tudor’s own handwriting on the copy of his
pamphlet entitled Frederic Tudor’s Letter on the Ice Trade and Payment
of Great Losses (1849) in the library of the Massachusetts Historical So-
ciety. The letter is also printed in the Proceedings of the Society, which
elected Frederic Tudor to membership in January, 1858, when he was
seventy-four years old. Thereupon Tudor promptly invited the Society
to hold a meeting at his home in Nahant, where a group photograph was
taken and his colleagues were shown the wonders of his estate.

Forty-two years before, in 1816, his brother William had been elected
to membership. In the sense in which the term “literary” was still under-
stood, the Massachusetts Historical Society was a literary society and one
of its meetings a literary occasion. Like his brother William, Frederic
Tudor now played the double role of man of commerce and man of let-
ters. Unlike William, he had waited until he could afford to. If William
had waited, the literary history of New England and that of the nation
might be different.

i

In his History of the Boston Athenaeum, Josiah Quincy characterizes
the career of William Tudor as one in which “the qualities of the gentle-
man and the man of business, of the scholar and the man of the world,
were . . . manifestly and happily blended. . . .”15 This is not a lie. It is a
genteel misstatement of fact. Tudor failed to achieve the image of him-
self he obviously attempted to realize—that of the eighteenth-century
“commercial cosmopolite,” the “trafficker in trade and letters,” whose
supreme American example is Benjamin Franklin and whose most suc-
cessful representative in Tudor’s day was Joel Barlow. (In general, one
can easily see, Tudor’s career resembles Barlow’s: he combined business
speculation, politics, diplomacy and letters; he traveled widely and died
in a foreign land on a mission for his government; a citizen of the cosmo-
politan literary world, he endeavored to promote the interests of litera-
ture in his own country.16) Following a period of early schooling at Phil-
lip’s Academy at Andover, William Tudor went to Harvard, where he was
graduated in 1796. Destined for a merchantile career by his father, he
entered the counting room of John Codman, who sent him to Paris as his
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confidential agent. He was not especially successful in his post, but he
made a firsthand acquaintance with the world of European art and let-
ters. When he returned to Boston, Colonel Tudor furnished him the
capital to undertake a trading adventure in Europe. He sailed to Leg-
horn and thereafter made the Grand Tour, once again paying more atten-
tion to letters than to commerce. This continued to be the pattern he
followed. Although, as has been made clear, he rather than Frederic con-
ceived the ice trade, this failed to divert him from the projects then up-
permost in his mind, the conduct of the always insolvent Monthly An-
thology and the founding—with only minimum financial support— of the
Boston Athenaeum. These interests he combined to some extent with
politics, winning a term in the legislature of Massachusetts. In 1809 he
was invited to deliver the annual Fourth of July oration in the Old South
Church. Before a distinguished audience, including John Quincy Adams,
he was so successful that his oration was printed and reprinted. On at
least three other occasions Tudor was chosen to deliver public orations:
twice, in 1810 and 1815, before the Phi Beta Kappa Society of Harvard,
and once, in 1817, before the Massachusetts Humane Society. The first
Phi Beta Kappa oration reached its audience only in print, for Tudor
sailed for England before the yearly Phi Beta Kappa festival as an agent
for the wealthy Boston merchant, Stephen Higginson, who was trying to
ship products manufactured in England into France under the nose of
Napoleon. When Tudor was unsuccessful, he made an effort to salvage
his fortunes by entering into an arrangement with some other Americans
in London to set up a nail factory in Birmingham. This enterprise failed.
Back in Boston, Tudor was confronted with the news of his father’s finan-
cial disaster. He apparently kept out of debtor’s prison by practicing law
and serving as clerk of the Suffolk County Court. Throughout his hap-
less business career his love of letters remained the one constant inspira-
tion of his life. This is why in 1815, virtually as alone as Frederic was in
his commercial ventures, William Tudor began a new literary venture,
the North American Review. Somehow he managed to issue it once every
two months (writing most of the contents of early numbers himself) until
1818, when it was acquired by a group of Bostonians and made into a
quarterly.

During the year 1818 William Tudor wrote the valuable Letters from
the Eastern States, a book of essays on varied aspects of New England life
during the first years of the last century presented in epistolary form.
This book was published in 1819 and reached a second edition in 1821.
In 1821 he published his M iscellanies, a book of selections drawn mostly
from the Monthly Anthology and the North American Review. Turning
to the field of American biography he wrote his Life of James Otis, which
came out in 1823, his best book. While he was working on the biography
of Otis, Tudor formed the plan of erecting a monument on Bunker Hill
to the memory of the Revolutionary heroes and inaugurated a drive to
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secure support for the project. Before much had been accomplished, he
was appointed by President Monroe, upon the recommendation of John
Quincy Adams, to be consul of the United States for Lima and other
ports of Peru and left Boston for the last time.

President Adams made him Charge d’Affaires of the United States at
Rio de Janeiro in 1827, and the Jackson administration continued him in
this position. His services in settling American financial claims against
Brazil were gratifying to Adams, not an easy man to please. Having be-
come engrossed in matters of foreign policy and international poltics, Tu-
dor spent a part of his time at Rio de Janeiro writing an allegorical poem
dealing with the United States and the European powers. This work,
called Gebel Teir, was published anonymously in 1829. One year after
the publication of Gebel Teir, William Tudor contracted a fever and
died from its effects at the age of fifty-one.

William Tudor left no literary diary comparable to his brother’s
business diary, but the motives that sustained his literary career are mani-
fest in the pages of the Monthly Anthology and other documents of Fed-
eralist Boston. Generally speaking, these express the struggle of William
Tudor and his friends for literary values in two ways: through direct at-
tacks on the obsession with money; and in a search to bring the patron-
age of wealth to the cause of letters.

In their attacks on the love of money the writers for the Anthology
were severe. James Savage, himself a youthful speculator, comments on
the character of American merchants: “The English have been con-
temptuously denominated by their old enemies a nation of shopkeepers;
and, as we are descended from them, and are thought to have degenerated
the French will soon call us a community of hucksters. The notion often
entertained of us is, that, when incited by prospect of gain, nothing is too
dangerous for us to attempt, nothing too infamous for us to perform.”17
The passion for money, like the passion for democracy, the Federalist
literati argued, was creating a cultural waste land. One poet in the An-
thology says of Boston’s huckstery:

"Tis Merchant land! Here genius never sprung,
Nor flourish’d friendship, nor the sons of song;
For such vile weeds, why turn the wealthy soil?
When golden apples grow with half the toil.18

Reviewing Hugh Henry Brackenridge’s Modern Chivalry, Alexander H.
Everett calls his country a “land of cent, per cent.”’® Another Antholo-
gist, Winthrop Sargent, playing the role of a wanderer from the mythical
land of Latinguin in the East, remarks that the Americans “have a na-
tional maxim which the infant is taught to lisp in its nurse’s arms; it is
very long, and I do not recollect it; but I know it is equivalent to ‘get
money;” and I believe this useful lesson is never taught in vain.” He ob-
serves, “In such a country, genius is like the mistletoe on the rock; it
seems to exist upon the barren and unyielding surface only by its own

68



resources, and the nourishment it receives from the dews of heaven. The
progress of literature has therefore been very slow. . . .”20 Still another
Anthologist, Arthur Maynard Walter, sketches a picture of the literary
waste land:

We may say, that we have spice ships at the Phillipines, and
that our cannon has echoed among ice islands, at either
pole. This is honourable and tells our enterprise; but here
the story ends, nor will I busily ask, if there are no spots and
stains on our flag, which the waters of the oceans we tra-
verse, could not efface. For myself, I think we ought to have
produced a few scholars; in this opinion, however, all are
not unanimous, but if they agree that poetry is natural to
any country, we must be ashamed of our own. We boast of
no epick, tragedy, comedy, elegies, poems, pastoral or ama-
tory . .. [sic] but this field is all desart, a wide African sand
garden, showing brambles, and rushes, and reeds.21

The compulsion to avarice in America, William Tudor asserts, is a
consequence of the leveling of society. The increasing importance of
wealth, he points out, has been evident in the modern histories of all
nations.

Wealth is a power. Do not let me be misunderstood. I am
not degrading my country. Mere wealth has a very power-
ful influence. But the absence of all political distinction, of
all privileged orders gives wealth, in the hands of talent,
accumulated weight. Hence the desire of distinction, in
many minds capable of feeling it, is enticed into this as a
primary pursuit, and commonly persisted in, till the taste or
the capacity for other employments is weakened or extin-
guished.??

As a result of this situation, John Sylvester John Gardiner, the president
of the Anthology Society, says: “Everything smells of the shop. ... We
seldom meet here with an accomplished character, a young man of fine
genius and very general knowledge, the scholar and the gentleman
united.”23

The Boston literati continued to hold to the ideal of the gentleman-
scholar—one who would maintain “that the little volume of Collin’s
poetry is worth all the ‘negotiations of Walshingham’ "—but they felt the
suspicion of the ideal in their society.>* The attitude John Quincy
Adams, the first Boylston Professor of Rhetoric and Oratory at Harvard,
took toward the necessity of protecting his anonymity as a contributor to
Joseph Dennie’s Port Folio is illuminating. He is not, he observes,
“ashamed of the occupation.” Yet he says that “there is no small num-
ber of very worthy citizens among us irrevocably convinced that it is
impossible to be at once a man of business and man of rhyme, and who,
if they knew me for instance to be the author of the two pieces inclosed
would need no other proof that I ought immediately to be impeached for
incapacity as a public servant.” Significantly, Adams granted the worthy
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citizens their prejudice toward the literary vocation. If it exhibited
“some Cherokee contempt of literature, some envious malignity toward
mental accomplishments,” it nevertheless had “much foundation . . .
from experience.”?5

Adams’ uncertain compromise between money and letters seems to
document more ominously than the uninhibited strictures of Sargent,
Walter, and other youthful literati, the precarious hold the life of letters
had on Bostonians in the early nineteenth century. Business, Adams says
in effect, is first.

There was, however, another, more positive and more important, side
to the struggle by the Bostonians to assert literary values. Regardless of
what they said in protest against commerce from time to time, they were
not alienated from it. In their imagination the waste land was the cor-
ruption of an ideal commercial civilization, which they loudly proclaimed
in the midst of the Age of Jefferson and John Taylor of Caroline. Thus
James Savage who condemned the huckstery of American merchants also
saw foreign trade as the best hope of his country. Commerce is the
world’s great civilizing agency, greater than the printing press. “To the
invention of printing has often been ascribed the transformation of soci-
ety, but to another art we think may be attributed most of the change in
the moral habitudes of man. . .. The experience and reflection of all pre-
ceding ages had never supplied such improvement to political science, as
it gained in the fifteenth century from the enterprises of commerce. With
implied opposition to Jeffersonian agrarian insularity, Savage contends
that America’s mixing with the world is decreed by nature. To thwart
this decree would directly result in her cultural decline.

Some have seriously regretted that America has inter-
fered in foreign trade, but we believe that nature intended
the inhabitants of our sea coast for the merchants of the
world; and that every navigable river, every bay, and every
indentation in our shore, confirms her intention. In a coun-
try fertile as ours, only one third of the population need be
employed in agriculture to raise sufficient for the sustenance
of the whole. If foreign commerce were interdicted, we
should have an immense surplus of useless commodities,
and most of the incitements of industry would be lost. The
whole time of half our citizens might then be wasted in the
indolence of independence, or all of them might waste half
of it. But if all are constrained to daily labour with their
hands, there can be no cultivation of mind: and without in-
telligence there will be few delights of society and little in-
terchange of benevolence. Man in such a state ceases to be
sociable, and becomes only gregarious. So that from grad-
ual degeneration to barbarism we shall best be preserved by
commerce.28

Commerce is the gateway to a rich and polished civilization compara-
ble to that of Athens. Savage calls on the authority of the ancients:
“Cicero informs us, it was a maxim of Themistocles, one the most pro-
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found statesman of antiquity, that the nation, which possesses the sea,
must enjoy everything.” Lest anyone fear that the enjoyment brought by
commerce needs be evil, Joseph Stevens Buckminster, brilliant young
minister of the Brattle Street Church in Boston and a leading Antholo-
gist, was concerned to show how Christianity had refined trade: “Tell
me not of Tyre, and Sidon, and Corinth, and Carthage. I know they were
commercial and corrupt. But let it be remembered that they flourished
long before the true principles of honorable trade were understood, be-
fore the introduction of Christianity had given any stability to those vir-
tues of conscientious integrity, and strict fidelity in trusts, which are not
indispensable to commercial prosperity.”?? A commercial economy,
Buckminster contends, will steadily increase virtue. Quite illogically, in
view of the desperate fear of the spread of Jacobin philosophy in Boston,
he argues that the “state of a people cannot be unfavorable to virtue,
which provides such facilities of intellectual communication between re-
motest regions, so that not a bright idea can spring up in the brain of a
foreign philosopher, but it darts like lightning across the Atlantic. . . .28
The Boston men of letters held to the faith that commerce makes man-
kind an intellectual and spiritual community. This was a powerful ideal
in Western civilization, the fundamental basis of all the coming Ameri-
can literary voyages to India.

Seeking to realize their vision of a unity of commerce and letters,
William Tudor and his friends explored the possibilities in their world
of the patronage of letters. Some of the Boston literati were skeptical
that the possibilities existed. Though none of them seems to have
felt as bitterly despondent over the lack of patronage in America as
Joseph Dennie, most of the Anthologists would have sympathized with
him when he complained to his mother: “In my Editorial capacity, I am
obliged to the nauseous task of flattering republicans; but, at bottom, I
am a malcontent, and consider it a serious evil to have been born among
the Indians and Yankees of New England. Had it not been for the selfish
patriotism of that hoary traitor, Adams, [Samuel Adams] and the bellow-
ing of Molineux . . . I might now, perhaps, in a Literary Diplomatic, or
lucrative Situation [have] been in the service of my rightful King and in-
stead of shivering in the bleakness of the United States, felt the genial
sunshine of a Court.”?® Even William Tudor, less narrow in his polit-
ical and social instincts than some of his friends, qualified his hope for the
effective patronage of literature in a country which, following the lead of
Jeffersonian liberalism, had done away with the right of primogeniture:

The equal division of property among children is a consid-
erable disadvantage [to the progress of letters], though of a
negative kind. Whatever value it may possess in perpetuat-
ing republican forms of government, or claim upon the feel-
ings as doing justice towards offspring, for whom equal af-
fection is felt, it has doubtless a pernicious effect in regard
to literature and the arts. . . . It is seldom that any family
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retains affluence through four generations. No family is per-
petuated, no man comes into life free from the solicitude at-
tending the acquisition of property. No one inherits inde-
pendence in this respect, and with it, that species of fame, of
taste, and inclination, for which many families in Europe
have been celebrated age after age. A splendid gallery of
paintings, a magnificent library, descend to the inheritor,
with virtual obligation to cheer genius, to support science,
to protect art. The lot is enviable to an elevated mind, but
obnoxious to our institutions; yet, looking at the succession
of ages, such establishments are the property of the publick,
of which the apparent possessor, is only the hereditary
keeper.30

In some remarks on patronage by the Boston literati we encounter an
unsentimental approach to the problem. Sidney Willard, who seems to
have had a penchant for pricking myths, was of the opinion that alto-
gether too much was being made of the lack of patronage of genius in
America. The universal complaint that genius in this country has been
killed by “the coldness of neglect,” he observes, is disgraceful if true.
“But,” he continues, “admitting it to be well supported, it is still a ques-
tion, whether neglect has that deletereous [sic] influence on the progress
of genius, which it has been so fashionable to believe.” First genius must
actually appear if it is to be patronized. “Without Virgil and Horace
what occasion for Maecenas?” Willard argues that genius will make its
way against all obstacles, converting “indifference into favor, and oppo-
sition into patronage.” No amount of encouragement, on the contrary,
can make a mediocre man into a genius. True genius, he contends, will
sooner or later “discover itself, without being drawn into light by the
force of patronage.” “Genius is independent, and active, and persever-
ing; neither perishing with indigence, not decaying by neglect, not yield-
ing to opposition.”3t According to the implications of Willard’s concept,
the literary genius in America would force his way into prominence with
the indomitable perseverance of a Frederic Tudor. This was a refresh-
ing, if naive, idea in the welter of pessimism about patronage.

Yet it was an extreme view and served no direct purpose in finding the
answer to the genuine problem of how to divert a portion of the increas-
ing wealth of the country to literary ends. What could be done to create
in the rich the desire to participate in cultural improvements? We find
in the Anthology and elsewhere evidence that a strategy of securing pa-
tronage was being worked out in the Boston community.

The central tactic was the appeal to social pride. This argument
could be stated in many ways, so that it would play upon more than the
simple emotion of pride alone. The encouragement of letters and the
arts, one writer in the Anthology argues, is essential to the protection of
the wealthy class from barbarity. This is only one aspect of his argument.
More important, he contends, is the necessity of cultivating taste and fos-
tering genius as a means of maintaining social order. If the affluent
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would do this, “they would be looked up to with that veneration, which
is due to accomplished minds, superior talents, and legitimate grandeur:
the genial rays of polished life would be reflected and diffused through
every subordinate class of society; the mechanick, the labourer, the hind
that clears the forest and first opens the bosom of the earth, would catch
the softening gleam of humanity, and when the hours of toil were over,
would learn to be satisfied with innocent recreations, rather than seek the
inebriety of taverns, or the tumultuous discord of popular meetings.”3

Variations of this general argument are numerous. One instance of its
employment in a specific cause should be cited, this in the promotion of
the Boston Athenaeum, the largest cultural project begun in the Boston
community during the Federalist era. In part the plea is to pride, social
and intellectual:

The history of learned libraries is the history of power con-
secrated to learning. It celebrates the patronage of mon-
archs, the munificence of a splendid nobility, the support of
a lettered clergy, and the liberality of cultivated gentlemen.
The generous aid of rank, opulence, and influence, proceeds
from the instrinsick excellence of the subject. Whatever is
intellectual is a portion of the supreme reason, and propor-
tionally as it is free from corruption, approaches nearer to
the fountain. The operations of this principle are recorded
in volumes. The earliest of these is almost coeval with the
primary institutions of society, and from that period to the
present the mass of human knowledge, notwithstanding the
diminutions it has suffered, and the obstructions it has en-
countered, has accumulated from age to age, and has de-
scended from generation to generation, till its present pos-
sessors are captivated in admiring the variety of its parts,
the beauty of its materials, or are lost in contemplating its
extensive magnitude, its diversified splendour, and its irre-
sistible power.33

Thus when a patron handed over to the Athenaeum a sum of sound
Boston money, he was by this simple act making himself both intellectual
and immortal. At the same time, however, he was protecting his fortune
by helping to insure social order. The argument goes on: “In propor-
tion as we increase in wealth, our obligations increase to guard against
the pernicious effects of luxury, by stimulating to a taste for intellectual
enjoyment; the more we ought to perceive and urge the importance of
maintaining the laws by manners, manners by opinion, and opinion by
works, in which genius and taste unite to embellish the truth.”

In sum, whether they condemned the money economy or sought to
woo its resources for literary uses, Boston men of letters like William
Tudor, uncertain and confused as they often were, brought the literary
resources of their community into action against the raw economics of a
Frederic Tudor.
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Underlying this anti-mercenary impulse was nothing less than what
Emerson termed “the interior and spiritual history of New England”—
the formidable culture of Puritan unworldliness. The transformation of
this historical culture into the primary literary resource of nineteenth-
century New England was, however, not an axiomatic process. It was a
process shaped by the conflict in values which has been described.

The result was the development of a literary situation of critical im-
portance in American cultural history: the representation of the literary
life became more definite and more coherent in Boston than in any other
American community. It was as though Frederic Tudor had deliberately
dedicated himself to creating in the Boston of Jeffersonian America an
economy of speculation, while William Tudor had given himself to cre-
ating a counter economy of profitless literary pursuits. By the end of the
Jeffersonian age, an economy of money and a humanistic economy of
letters were separate and distinct powers in the Boston community. This
distinction hardly obtained elsewhere in America. Not in Philadelphia,
declining in its role as a literary center, and certainly not in New York.
There a rising literary market tended more strongly than in Boston to
make literature a commodity in a trade, bustling and inhumane, like
business in Wall Street, or on the Boston Exchange. In Boston there was
effected a kind of balance of power—a conciliation partly owing to the
strategy of patronage—between the community’s dynamic commercial
ambitions and its literary aspirations. This conciliation, to be sure, did
not provide a sure flow of “ready money” in the form of patronage from
the money to the literary economy. The most original literary ideas—
those comparable in audacity to the China trade or the ice trade—repelled
rather than attracted patronage. When William Tudor’s wealthy friends
made a deal to loan Frederic Tudor money if he would pay the interest
on the principal to William in support of a literary project, they were
subsidizing a thoroughly “respectable” venture, a biography of James
Otis, not a Walden. Boston wealth paid tribute to letters as an institu-
tion of social order. The Boston conciliation between money and letters,
nonetheless, was broad and deep enough to provide a world in which the
literary vocation, even in its singularities, enjoyed a patronage of respect.
William Dean Howells, having transferred his own literary life from
Boston to that “great mart” New York City, doubted if there was ever in
the world “so much taste and feeling for literature” as in the Boston he
had left. In the New England capital the circulation of books and maga-
zines and the interplay of ideas assumed a marked degree of independence
from money negotiations. The Boston-Cambridge-Concord community
—and the union of pastoral and city life in the Boston community must
be emphasized in any accounting of its literary character—had a literary
economy in which a writer could claim an exemption from incessant com-
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mercial busyness and, what is more important, from the equation of book
sales and “success.”

He could speculate in the Emersonian realm of “the leisures of the
spirit.” Of the mid-nineteenth-century Boston community, T. S. Eliot
said: “One distinguishing mark of this distinguished world was very cer-
tainly leisure; and importantly not in all cases a leisure given by money,
but insisted upon. There seems to be no reason why Emerson or Thoreau
or Hawthorne should have been men of leisure; it seems odd that the
New England conscience should have allowed them leisure; yet they
would have it sooner or later.”3¢ Literary leisure, Eliot failed to realize,
imposed itself with the authority of a duty upon New Englanders who
felt a vocation to letters. Thoreau going to Walden Pond to conduct his
experiment in living—“to front only the essential facts of life”—seized
on his obligation to leisure in a more stringent manner than most of his
contemporaries. No doubt he acted in a way that would have been re-
garded as socially irresponsible by William Tudor, or any of the Anthol-
ogy circle, who would likely have agreed with James Russell Lowell’s
charge of misanthropy against Thoreau. But according to the logic of
New England’s literary history, Thoreau fulfilled the ideal of literary
leisure the generation before him had established in the Boston commu-
nity in their opposition to the goal of sheer money making. The economy
Thoreau had set up in the Walden woods when Frederic Tudor’s ice
crew intruded upon it represented a romantic extension of the Boston
economy of letters, which may more aptly be called an economy of
leisure. Thoreau’s economy, in other words, was a radical version of an
existing economy.

Thoreau was far bolder in adventuring in the possibilities of literary
leisure than William Tudor; indeed in the ruthless emphasis he placed
on individualism more like Frederic Tudor. In fulfilling their “passages
to India,” both may be said to have been heroic voyagers, one exemplify-
ing the heroic in letters and the other heroic in commerce. It is a fine
historical irony that Frederic Tudor’s voyage to India is now remembered
mostly because Thoreau made it into a symbol of a great voyage of the
literary imagination—Thoreau who capitalized transcendentally upon
what Frederic Tudor regarded as the literary improvidence of his “worth-
less” brother William.

Louisiana State University
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