MEMOIR OF ANNA CORA MOWATT.
By Mary Howitt. 

      Her dawn 

Was bright with sunbeams whence is drawn 

A sure prognostic, that the day 

Will not unclouded pass away. 

                             Philip van Arterelde. 

It has been my happy lot to introduce many noble and distinguished Americans to our readers. Again another American worthy of our warmest regard is amongst us, let us hasten to show this regard in the best manner we are capable of, let us hold forth a hand of fellowship, and speak those kind words of welcome which are always so cheering to the heart of the stranger. 

Our readers need not be told that we consider the stage as capable of becoming one of the great means of human advance and improvement; and for this reason it is that we especially rejoice to see amongst us ornaments men and women, not only of surpassing talent and genius, but which is far higher and much rarer, of high moral character and even deep religious feeling. Let not the so-called religious world start at this assertion; we know what we say, and we fearlessly assert that there is many a poor despised player, whose Christian graces of faith, patience, charity, and self-denial, put to shame the vaunted virtues of the proud Pharisee; nor Are they always the purest who talk most about purity. 

Welcome then, and doubly welcome be all such reformers as come amongst us, not only with the high argument of their own pure and blameless lives, but who having passed through suffering and trial know experimentally how to teach, and who teach through the persuasive power of genius and the benign influence of a noble, womanly spirit! 

Anna Cora Mowatt was born in Bordeaux. Mr. Ogden, her father was a man of large fortune, the capitalist in the well-known Miranda expedition into South America, which ultimately involved him in ruin. He then embarked in mercantile business, which connecting him with Europe, caused him to remove from the United States with his family to Bordeaux, where he resided some years. The wife of this gentleman belonged to a family of high standing in America. She was the granddaughter of that Francis Lewis, whose signature, with those of so many other noble republicans, is affixed to the Declaration of Independence; and whose brother, General Morgan Lewis, distinguished himself greatly in the revolutionary war.

Mr. Ogden had a large family; of seventeen children living, by his first wife he had fourteen children, the tenth of whom is Mrs. Mowatt. The years spent in France were delightful, and Anna's recollections of her childhood are of the most pleasing kind. Her father's mercantile transactions being very successful, enabled him to live in a magnificent old chateau, in the immediate neighborhood of the town to which— as is often the case in these old French houses — a theatre was attached. Little Anna, as well as such other of the children as were born at this place, became French citizens, it being the law of Bordeaux that all children born there should be so registered, within four and twenty hours of their birth. She was then according to legal registration, presented to the needful authorities, within the specified time, and made a citizen of France. 
It is a singular fact that although neither of the parents had a more decided taste for the stage than people of cultivated minds have commonly, yet that all the young members of this numerous family had more or less a degree of histrionic talent, which this domestic theatre enabled them to indulge. Amongst Anna's earliest recollections is one particular occasion on which "Othello" was performed. The elder brothers and sisters furnished sufficient persons for almost all the characters of the play, whilst the younger ones, Anna amongst them, were dressed up in wigs and gowns, and served to personate the judges in the first act.

One little domestic custom is worthy of mention, as being not only interesting in itself, but as calling forth the poetical tastes and feelings of the children. On the birthdays of the parents, the children entered the breakfast room in procession, walking two and two, beginning with the eldest and going down to the youngest, to offer congratulations to the parents, and to present a bouquet and poem, which they had either composed themselves or had carefully copied out. These poems were often the labour of weeks and even months, and all the little talent that the children possessed was exhibited in them, not only in their literary composition but in their embellishment; for as some of them had considerable talent for drawing this was an opportunity for its exhibition which was not to be missed. Speaking of this talent, we may as wall mention here that as they grew up, soma of them cultivated it to a great extent, and Charlotte, the eldest, in after years, having married unfortunately, and having five children to maintain, became a professional artist, and succeeded so well as to provide a handsome maintenance for herself and family. Wishing to perfect herself still more she left America for Paris, where she studied with unexampled industry, and having exhibited pictures at the Academy of Drawing and although her name was unknown there, and amid thousands of native competitors, the carried off the highest prize. Her devotion to her art and her anxiety for her children, however, were more than her strength could sustain, and at an early age she died. Several others of this remarkably endowed family have tamed their attention to literature, and one of the sisters has distinguished herself by her theological works which take a high rank. These works have all a Swedenborgian tendency.

But now to revert to Anna. At about six years of age she returned with her family to America. They embarked at Havre, and on reaching the gulf-stream were wrecked. During the first commotion end dismay of the tempest in which they suffered, two of the brothers, one nine the other eleven, were swept overboard. The distress and agony of the mother were indescribable — as yet there had been no deaths among her children; the youngest only was recovered, and to the end of her days she continued to bewail the one thus lost, who to her yearning and bereaved heart seemed the most beautiful and bright of all her children. The crew and passengers remained for many days on the wreck suffering extremely, and at length when nearly perishing of cold and hunger, they were rescued by a vessel and taken back to Havre, whence they again embarked and reached their native land in safety.

Mr. Ogden settled in New York in his old family residence, and where the children still pursued their theatrical amusements, at the same time that no pains nor expense were spared in perfecting their education. As Anna grew older she became remarkable for her exquisite talent in reading aloud. It is customary in American schools to cultivate this faculty much more than with us, and in this respect they are wiser than we; whether they are so in some other particulars which we will mention seems to us doubtful. It is customary even in ladies schools of the highest reputation and fashion in the United States as it was in this country half a century ago, to have public examinations and public distributions of prizes. The manner of the thing is this; the day before the school vacation commences, a numerous company assembles according to invitations sent out; the young ladies are publicly examined, and prizes awarded according to the degree of proficiency displayed; a play, generally a French one is performed by the children, and if the school be large, two and even three are exhibited that all the school may have a chance of distinguishing themselves in some way; to this succeeds performances in instrumental music and singing, and the whole concludes with a ball in which all unite. It was on these occasions as a school-girl that Anna obtained her first triumphs — the prizes for reading and recitation was always hers, while her skill as a juvenile actress drew the attention of every one.

At thirteen she was a literal devourer of books; she read immensely, and among other works great numbers of French plays, altering several of Voltaire's for private theatricals, in which she took part. One of these, "Alzire," which was represented on her mother's birthday, and in which she performed the heroine, led to an important event in her life; but, before we speak of this, we must turn back a year or two. Mr. Mowatt, a lawyer of wealth in New York, having become acquainted with the elder sister Charlotte, the artist, was introduced by her to her family. At this time Anna ranked among tie younger branches of the family, and belonged rather to the school-room and nursery, according to the arrangements of American domestic life, than to the drawing-room and its visitors. But though she was not permitted to take her place there, her curiosity being much excited by all she had heard about this new acquaintance of her sister's, she resolved, at all events, to get sight of him and judge for herself. Coming in, therefore, one day from school, and hearing that he was there, she rushed into the drawing-room where other- wise she had no business, with her satchel of books on her arm, her straw hat carelessly thrown on her head, and her beautiful hair flying wildly upon her shoulders, and having given a sly glance at the much-talked of visitor, departed abruptly.

"Who is that?" asked he, no little astonished at the sudden appearance and departure of the little girl. 
"It is only one of the children," returned the sister; "she has no business here."

"Do send for her again!" begged he with a sentiment very unexpected even to himself. The child was recalled but would not come.

On leaving the house he met her, however, in the hall, and then the thought again passed through his mind, "If ever I marry woman I have now seen my wife."

From this day he became a constant visitor in the family, and whilst his feelings were still unknown to all, took upon himself the pleasant and grateful task of cultivating the taste of the young girl, and of directing her mind, which had hitherto been almost entirely devoted to light literature, to more important and beneficial study. This continued for nearly two years, at which time the play of "Alzire" was got up in the family, the character of Alzire being performed by Anna. She was then but fourteen. The following day Mr. Mowatt declared his passion, and made a formal proposal to her parents, which was accepted by all parties, with but one restriction, namely, that they should not be united until she had attained her seventeenth year, her extreme youth being the only objection to the marriage.

This new state of affairs made no difference in her life; she still went to school as formerly, and still found her best and most efficient instructor in her affianced husband, who took the utmost pride and delight in his intelligent and accomplished pupil.

We do not like hackneyed phrases, even though they be Shakspere's, but in this case we must make use of one, because none better can be found, "the course of this true love did not run smooth." In spite of the good will and countenance of both father and mother there was some danger of the match being broken off. A divided household rendered the visits of the lover so unpleasant, that at length, as the father was inexorable with regard to time, an elopement seemed the only way of ending all dispute. A sister but two years older was admitted into the confidence of the young bride elect, but they two soon discovered a difficulty which, however, was not altogether insurmountable. Anna's wardrobe as yet had been that of a child, but as she was now about to be married, some alterations, and considerable preparation was needed, and, for this, funds were indispensible. The mother must not be taken into the secret, else all would be put a stop to; but what will not the wit of woman accomplish? Anna was possessed, young as she was, of some jewelry of considerable value, and by the sale of this the two young girls determined to purchase the wedding gear. The purchases were made, not without some strange adventures, and the two sisters, who fortunately, were clever needlewomen, spent night after night in making preparation for the important occasion. Needlewomen they did not venture to employ, for fear of detection.

The 17th of October was the father's birthday, and this occasion, as usual, was to be celebrated by the performance of a play. The piece selected was the "Mourning Bride," the part of Almira being, as a matter of course, given to Anna. For weeks beforehand had the play been in preparation; new dresses were made, parts studied and rehearsals had. Anna perhaps entered with all the more zest into her part because, about two months before she had, for the first time in her life, been within the walls of a regular theatre. Nothing was talked of, or apparently thought of among the young people, but this celebration of the father's birthday, which was intended to be more than ordinarily splendid. A very unexpected termination, however, was put to all these theatrical doings — unexpected, at least, to all but two members of the family, who knew that the 6th was fixed for Anna's wedding-day. As her notions were very proper and aristocratic, she resolved to be married by no less a personage than the bishop, and the lover accordingly waited upon this dignitary of the church to announce his intentions and engage his services. The bishop, to whom all parties were known, refused to perform the ceremony, stating that he had daughters of his own, and the example which he should thus sanction would be bad for them. From the bishop he went to another noted clergyman, but he again refused on the plea that Anna's family attended his church. A third was applied to, but he also had some reason for declining. It seemed quite a hopeless affair. At length, hearing of a French clergyman who had eloped with his wife, Mr. Mowatt applied to him, for he certainly could have no objection, and with him the whole business was satisfactorily arranged. Before we get them married, however, we must be allowed to remark that it was a singular fact that, though three of the most respectable clergymen in the city knew that such a marriage was clandestinely to take place, not one betrayed them, so great was the confidence that all had in the parties themselves. Some months after the marriage, the bishop meeting Mrs. Mowatt, voluntarily gave to her his blessing, which he had refused to her on a former occasion.

The 6th of October came, as beautiful a morning as ever dawned upon earth; and Anna having put on her. new embroidered cambric muslin dress with white roses and a sprig of geranium in her hair, went into the parlour where both father and mother were sitting, kissed them both, and then left the house, neither of them taking the slightest notice of her dress or appearance. Her sister accompanied her; the bridegroom and his friends met them on their way to the French clergyman's, where the service was performed in the French language. On their return they were unexpectedly met by Anna's father, who was then struck by her appearance, and, joining the party, walked on with them joking his daughter on her bridal appearance, and remarking to the real bridegroom, " She looks quite like a bride this morning; why, when she grows up, she will be quite handsome!"

From church they returned home, and at dinner the sister-bridesmaid said, as if in joke, " Let us all drink Mrs. Mowatt's health!" and this the unsuspecting family did, which affected the young wife almost to tears. 
The next day was to be the grand elopement; and Anna, who had risen early, went to her father's bedside before he had risen to take her leave of him; she kissed him and bade him farewell; her mother, who was arranging the breakfast table, was greatly struck by her daughter's manner, and inquired where she was " going and what she meant. "Do not be angry with me, mother," was all the daughter could say.
"Why, my child ?" asked the mother, " why should I be angry with you?"

The mother was a woman of a beautiful spirit and almost angelic character; her children never remember to have heard her voice raised in anger, and their love to her was unbounded.

" Do not be displeased with me, dearest mother," was all that Anna could say.

The mother stood with the door in her hand, and watched her daughter as long as she was in sight. The faithful sister, who had been her confidant throughout, accompanied her to the steam -boat, where her husband was impatiently awaiting her. When they had embarked, she returned home, bearing with her a letter to her father, from Anna, confessing all. The news excited the utmost astonishment in the family; there was a long consultation as to the best method of communicating this intelligence to the mother. After some prelude and circumlocution, she was informed that Anna was married, and was now gone up the North River!

"What in this cold weather, and without her flannel petticoats!" exclaimed the mother. "Poor child! she will catch her death of cold!" added she, her tender anxiety for this delicate daughter roused at once, and stifling all displeasure, had any existed. It was a sort of anti-climax for which no one was prepared, and which made every one ready to laugh. The mother's heart, however, was deeply touched; and going directly into her daughter's chamber, she found the little sprig of geranium which she had worn the day before in her hair. This she immediately planted and tended with the greatest care. It grew and flourished, and was through the two remaining years of her life her favourite plant, being always called by her "the bride's flower."

The father was by no means so easy to manage as the mother. He refused to read his daughter's letter, lest he should be melted by it. She was his favourite child, and he made many angry vows of never seeing her more. The vows, however, were broken within eight and forty hours, and the following day he wrote, desiring her to return, when all should be forgiven.

The re-union with the beloved parents was very affecting. All was now reconciliation and peace, and as a seal to this the father resolved that the festivities of the long-talked of 17th should be held even more joy- fully than ever, but as the performance of the Mourning Bride was no longer to be thought of, a splendid ball was given by him, on which occasion, instead of Anna personating a "Mourning Bride" she was presented as a Happy Bride by her father to all his friends.

After her marriage, Mrs. Mowatt resided at a fine estate of her husband's, about four miles from New York, which had formerly been the residence of the Revolutionary General Giles. This place had very much the style of an old English aristocratic mansion, with its varied and beautiful grounds. The hospitality of its master, and the attractive manners and social accomplishments of its young mistress, failed not to gather about them the first people of the city. Yet although much time was devoted to society, Mrs. Mowatt continued her studies with renewed energy, her husband being now more than ever her intellectual companion and guide. French, Spanish, and music were her principal studies at this period. During the first two years of her marriage, she published her first works, two volumes of poems, which, however, do not possess more merit than the ordinary run of such juvenile productions. Her seventeenth birthday was celebrated in a most poetical and picturesque style; verses were presented to her, and she was crowned with flowers, and as it so happened that intelligence of this intention had been conveyed to her beforehand, she also prepared for the occasion a number of poems and jeu d’ésprits, which being appropriately spoken by herself, gave to her for the time the character of an improvisatrice. Her life at this period seemed to embrace every element of human happiness; love, talent, beauty, wealth, and all those numerous amenities which gather about worldly prosperity.

To add brilliancy to the approaching nuptials of a younger sister, she wrote her first operetta called " The Gipsey Wanderer," in which she took the opportunity of bringing out the talents of her sister Julia, now only eight years old, who had already displayed an extraordinary turn for music and comedy. This operetta was written purposely for the child, Mrs. Mowatt herself taking a secondary character in the piece.

But this bright and splendid life was not without its deep and for the time overwhelming grief. That beloved and affectionate mother, whose angelic character had taken strong hold on the hearts of all her children was removed by death from among them. It was a somewhat singular circumstance, that she had throughout her whole life expressed a wish to die at the age of fifty, and as this time approached she made preparations for the awful event, even before it was anticipated by others. How can such prepossessions be accounted for, or do they bring about their own fulfilment? For some months she appeared to be, as it were, slowly dying. At the tidings of her illness her children gathered around her from their various residences and wanderings, all except one son who was at sea. These to the number of twelve with their children also were around her at the moment of her death; she expired in the arms of her daughters Anna and Charlotte.

Mrs. Mowatt's health began to decline — great fears of consumption being entertained, a residence in Europe was recommended. At that moment her husband's professional engagements prevented his leaving New York; she therefore accompanied her lately married sister and her brother who were about to make a bridal trip thither. The voyage apparently restored her health, and hastily passing through England she and her maiden-aunt to whom she was greatly attached, and who accompanied her, settled themselves down at Bremen, while the young married couple made their tour; it being Mrs. Mowatt's wish to devote herself to the study of the language, as well as to await there the arrival of her husband, who after three months joined them. They remained upwards of six months in Germany, when they removed to Paris where they had an opportunity of mingling in the first and most influential society of that gay and intelligent capital. Amid all this gaiety, however, she found time for study, and devoted herself to the Italian language in which she took great delight. 
After an absence of a year and half they returned to their own land, but while yet in Paris and in contemplation of this return, she wrote " Gulzare, the Persian Slave," a five act play, by the performance of which, at their own house, she determined to celebrate their return among their New York friends. Dresses and scenery for this play were prepared in Paris by the best artists, for at this time expenditure was no object. A principal character in this play was again designed for that young sister Julia of whom we have already spoken, and in whose talents Mrs. Mowatt took the utmost pride.

Their return to New York was as brilliant as wealth could make it. A month was devoted to prepare the play, during which time the corps dramatique took up their residence with Mrs. Mowatt, that they might study and perfect themselves in their parts under her own eye. Many an amusing scene occurred during this time, among others, as it was necessary for the heroine to scream and faint, this had necessarily to be rehearsed over and over again, and in order that the household might not be disturbed by their exhibitions, the actors retired to a large barn on the premises where they imagined themselves to be secure from intrusion; nothing therefore could equal their astonishment during one of these rehearsals, when they found themselves interrupted by peals of the most vehement peasant- laughter, and looking up to the quarter from whence it proceeded, they beheld in a hay-loft an assemblage of labourers, who being aware of these theatrical doings, had come to enjoy what was to them the fun of the scene.

The return of the Mowatts was intended to have been celebrated on the 17th of October, which was the father's birthday, but as they had to wait for moonlight, which was necessary for many of their visitors who had to come from a great distance in the country a later day was selected. All that money and taste could do was done on this occasion; forest-trees were cut down to form bowers; a long avenue was illuminated, and the whole place was like a palace in a fairy tale.

The little sister Julia performed to the admiration of all; the father was the happiest of the whole party; he sate in the front seat with his majestic form, venerable white hair, and his children all around him, and received with pride the congratulations of the whole company. A ball closed the festivity of the night.

The play was afterwards published.

This however was the last ball; the last fete. All as yet had been success and triumph; the splendour of a cloudless summer day; but storms were gathering below the horizon which were ere long to burst above the heads of our friends, and to overturn all the goodly fabric of their worldly prosperity. 

Partly in consequence of Mr. Mowatt's residence in Europe, and partly from an affection of the eyes, he gave up his profession of barrister, and was subsequently induced to embark to a large extent in commercial speculations, when unfortunately one of those terrible crises occurring which convulse the whole mercantile world, he, together with thousands of others, found himself on the brink of ruin.

A time of dreadful anxiety succeeded: sleepless nights and days of uncertainty and apprehension. In a few weeks the worst, as they believed, was known, immense loss must be sustained, but still there was a chance of something being saved. Mrs. Mowatt who was extremely attached to their residence, where the brightest and happiest portion of her life had been spent, was willing to make any present sacrifice for the hope of returning in better days to this favourite place.

Misfortunes, however, never come alone; and now, as if to prove the truth of the adage, scarcely had they summoned a cheerful courage to look the future in the face, when a new sorrow, and one more appalling than all the rest, befel them. The affection of the eyes, which had first made its appearance in Germany, again severely attacked Mr. Mowatt. It was impossible for him now to re-commence his professional duties; his sufferings were of the most excruciating character, and for a long period from this time, he was unable to fix his eyes upon a book for above five minutes together.

Here, indeed, was deep cause of anxiety and distress. It was a dark and a melancholy season; yet still out of darkness comes light, and now the young wife, not yet twenty, determined to use some of those splendid gifts which God had given her to retrieve their shipwrecked fortunes, and to lighten, if possible, the load of misfortune which pressed so heavily on her husband. Hitherto her talents had been employed only to embellish life; now they must be used to produce the very means of life; hitherto she had unconsciously been exercising and perfecting her powers amid the toy of youth and the ease of affluence, now their nobler uses must be tried amid the trials of adversity. God truly gives us no powers in vain! 
Some time before these domestic events occurred, Mr. Vandenhoff had been giving dramatic readings in various cities of the Union, which had been extremely successful; Mrs. Mowatt had herself attended those which he had given in New York. We know already that she excelled in reading aloud, and in private she had been accustomed to read and recite for the amusement of her friends, and sometimes in large assemblies. Her first idea therefore was to give publicly a course of readings of this class, the taste for them being very great in America.

She had, however, one difficulty to overcome in the very outset, and this was to induce her husband to enter into her plans, for without his full consent she could do nothing. At length this being obtained, she opened her views to a young sister, Mary, who had resided with her since her marriage, but so entirely did this sister, who was of a gentle and shrinking nature, disapprove, so violent was her grief and so earnest her efforts to dissuade, that Mrs. Mowatt determined thenceforth to take counsel of no one, lest thereby her own resolution might be shaken. Silently and sedulously she set about preparing herself for the undertaking, and with the blessing of Heaven she hoped for success. She carefully, therefore, made her selections of poetry from Scott, Byron, Milton, etc, to all of which she wrote appropriate introductions, making at the same time such other preparation as she considered needful. Her resolution and courage never failed her as long as she worked in secret; out so much had she been affected by her much loved sister's grief, that even when all her preparations were finished, and she ready to commence, she thought it best not to consult with her family— her father's disapprobation especially she could not brave. For reasons which every reader will perfectly appreciate, she felt that she could not commence this new and public life in New York, where she had been known under circumstances so totally different: she, therefore, selected Boston, the most intellectual city of the Union, as the place of her debût. We have said already that in part she was induced to make these extraordinary efforts that she might keep the delightful home where she had enjoyed so much happiness. She still resided there — its furniture — its library — its beautiful grounds — its stables with her own and her young sisters' horses — its well-filled green-house — all remained untouched.

Many incidents in the life of this interesting woman are like a page out of a romantic story rather than a passage from real life; this is one of them. From room to room she went gazing fondly on beloved and familiar objects, with a prayer in her heart that God would so bless her as to enable her once more to return to that dear home and to enjoy within its walls something of her former happiness. She walked through garden and grounds; sate in her favourite seats; caressed her animals, and while her sister wept passionately, she herself did not shed one tear. This was the very morning that she set out for Boston. 
That same morning she wrote a letter to her father, revealing to him her plans, with all her reasons in favour of them, and earnestly beseeching him not to distress her or to weaken her efforts by his disapproval. She begged of him to write immediately to her in Boston, that she might receive his letter before she made her first appearance in public, and thus, as it were, feel strengthened by his blessing. The dear sister, who was alone the depository of her secret, and who conveyed this letter to her father, parted with her at his very door, which she passed, without taking leave of her family, on her way to the railroad which conveyed her to Boston.

Mrs. Mowatt's name was already favourably known to the press in this city by a number of fugitive poems; and from the first, friends immediately gathered round her, cheering her by the assurance of unquestionable success. According to her earnest wish she received the day before her appearance the much-desired letter from her father; as well as letters from other members of her family; the surprise of all, as might be expected, was great, but as regarded her father, from whom she had inherited her great energy and perseverance, he gave his unqualified consent, approving of her plans and encouraging her to the utmost.

She had to make her debût in one of the largest public buildings in Boston; and such was the excitement and interest already created in her behalf, that when she stepped upon the rostrum, she found herself standing before a brilliant assembly, which completely filled the whole building. Her heart almost died within her; all at once she seemed to become aware of the momentous step she had taken; everything was at stake. Had she not over-calculated her powers? She had risked all to save her beloved husband and the remnants of his fortune, and if she had deceived herself, and should now fail, it was a double ruin and disgrace. She had no one to aid her! she stood there a stranger and alone, without even the aid of music to fill up any pause or allow her an interval of rest. These, however, were but the natural doubts of a moment.

The audience, as we have been told, were intensely interested in her appearance, she looked younger, even than she was, and pale as a marble statue— the intensity of her feelings made her cold as death,— she was dressed in plain clear white muslin, with a natural white rose, her favourite flower, in her hair and her bosom. She put up a secret prayer to Heaven for success, and the next moment calmly commenced her reading. How she performed she herself had not the slightest idea, and when the audience applauded she was too much absorbed by her own deep feeling to notice it. It is said that she did not even tremble, and her lips, though colourless as her dress, never quivered. On coming out the people thronged about her; they overwhelmed her with their enthusiastic approval; they congratulated her on her entire success— told her she would go through the whole Union with triumph, and would in the end make a large fortune. 
She had not shed a tear through the whole of their misfortunes, nor even on that sad morning when with her sister she took a last farewell of her beautiful home, now, however, the flood-gates of her feelings seemed opened. She rushed alone into her chamber, and throwing herself on her knees, thanked Heaven from the depths of her soul and wept abundantly ‘

The sympathy of the whole city was with her. She repeated her readings night after night with increased success. Her heart was cheered and assured, and now she was naturally impatient to return to New York, that she might afford her father an opportunity of hearing her and witnessing her success. Her fame had already gone before her; and on her way thither she gave her readings at the city of Providence. The Americans have a much greater taste for and enjoyment in entertainments of this kind than we have, and the idea of realizing a considerable fortune by means of them appeared anything but chimerical.

Her return to New York afforded the greatest pleasure to her immediate connections and to the public in general: her father, too liberal and high-minded to entertain any petty pride, openly gave her efforts his sanction — her numerous sisters did the same — but she had here to see a new phasis of human nature.

Public applause and sympathy were with her; new friends and admirers gathered around her; she was likely to become an object of universal love and admiration; but many an old and beloved friend, who had flattered her in prosperity, now was ashamed of and coldly deserted her; the dearest friend she had, excepting her sisters, in her own family, one to whom she had looked up as almost to a mother, now totally dissevered herself from her; according to her conventional notions she had lost caste and was degraded. Oh, pride! how cruel and one-sided thou art. She was cut to the heart, she who had bravely faced misfortune, and had shewn a courage through severe trial which surpassed that of a man, was disarmed and enfeebled by the unkindness of those she loved. Her health gave way; she fell dangerously ill, and appeared to all to stand on the brink of the grave. Her medical men gave it as their opinion, that the shock which her feelings had sustained, and not her physical and mental exertions, was killing her. A severe illness succeeded, which confined her to her bed for many months, and which consequently prevented her pursuing her public avocations. For two years she was a confirmed invalid. 
A great work, however, was wrought within her soul, which taught her submission and patience, and which shewed her that every trial, however severe, is permitted by the Divine Father as a means of purification and of attracting his creatures still nearer to himself. Under this influence she wrote the following little poem, which we select from a great number of others written at this time, and which all breathe the spirit of the humble and trusting Christian. 
THY WILL BE DONE.

Thy will be done! O heavenly King,
I bow my head to thy decree;
Albeit my soul not yet may wing
Its upward flight, great God, to thee!

Though I must still on earth abide,
To toil and groan and suffer here,
To seek for peace on sorrow's tide.
And meet the world's unfeeling jeer.

When heaven seemed dawning on my view.
And I rejoiced my race was run,
Thy righteous hand the bliss withdrew;
And still I say " Thy will be done!"

And though the world can never more
A world of sunshine be to me,
Though all my fairy dreams are o'er,
And care pursues where'er I flee.

Though friends I loved — the dearest — best,
Were scattered by the storm away,
And scarce a hand I warmly pressed
As fondly presses mine to day.

Yet must I live — must live for those
Who mourn the shadow on my brow,

"Who feel my hand can soothe their woes,
Whose faithful hearts I gladden now.

Yes, I will live-— live to fulfil
The noble mission scarce begun,
And pressed with grief to murmur still,
All Wise! All Just! "Thy will be done!"

During this long and severe illness the beautiful home which Mrs. Mowatt had made such extraordinary efforts to save, was sold, and though it had passed away from her for ever, so fondly did her affections still cling to it, that one of the first drives she took during her convalescence was to visit it. The stripped and deserted rooms had a melancholy aspect; the gardens were neglected and overgrown with weeds; it furnished the most complete contrast that could be conceived, to its former state. A pang went to the heart of its young mistress, and yet she returned to her less ostentatious home in the city, though sorrowful, yet submissive to the will of God, let it be whatever it might. 
About this time, her husband became the principal partner in a publishing business, and weak as she was, the whole force of her mind was turned to aid him in this undertaking. Wives like this, are truly what wives were meant to be, help-mates in the truest sense of the word. For some time she had written both in her own and under an assumed name in various newspapers and magazines. Under the name of Mrs. Helen Berkley, she wrote a series of articles which were popular from one end of the Union to the other; which were translated into German, and reprinted in London; the titles of some of these are "Inconvenient Acquaintance," " Practitioners and Patients;" " Sketches of Celebrated Persons," and the longest a one volume novel was entitled " The Fortune Hunter." It may perhaps be as well to remark here that a keen satirical vein runs through most of these works which may be ascribed to the wounds which she had received from her worldly friends and which, while they had tended to open her eyes to the falsehood of the world, had made her clairvoyant as it were, to its faults and follies.

The success of these works induced Mrs. Mowatt to write in her own name, and then curious enough, an attack was made upon her by some of the sapient critics for imitating what they called "The witty Helen Berkley." Besides these works we must mention another class which she prepared for her husband's publishing concern, many of them while she was lying upon her bed of sickness, the titles and numbers of which will astonish every one " On the management of the Sick," " Cookery for the Sick," "Cookery and General House-keeping," Etiquette for Gentlemen," "Etiquette for Ladies," "Etiquette of Matrimony," "On Knitting, Netting, and Crochet," "On Embroidery," "A Book of the Toilette," this last little book, singular to say, became very popular from its containing some wonderful cosmetics the receipts for which were furnished to her by a relative, to whom they had descended as an heirloom, and which set the ladies, far and wide, to stew and boil the specified roots and ingredients for such cosmetics as had probably belonged to the class which Mrs. Primrose and her daughters prepared. Besides these, she abridged the Life of Goethe and Madame D'Arblay's Life and Letters. All the above and compilations with the exception of the two last, were extremely successful, edition after edition was sold, and much money was made by them.

We must now relate a little circumstance which appears to us as remarkable as any which have gone before, and which proves that the conscientious discharge of duty, together with a spirit of self-sacrifice and devotion, form the basis of Mrs. Mowatt's character. A singular chance brought her acquainted with a family of British emigrants of the name of Grey, who, after having gone through a series of the most grievous sufferings, were then literally perishing with hunger in that land of plenty. The father was blind, and the mother, in an advanced stage of a mortal malady, was unable to support her family, which consisted of several children, the youngest about two years old. Mrs. Mowatt did not shrink from the picture of abject, hopeless misery before her; on the contrary, all that we have heard of Sisters of Charity doing, was done in this case by this angelic woman; she clothed, she fed, she comforted them; she diffused light amid darkness, hope amid despair. Within a month of each other the parents died, and Mrs. Mowatt found three young orphans upon her hands, but she neither relaxed in her charity nor was dismayed by the weight or the responsibility of the charge.

With the consent of her husband, who had nobly cooperated in her works of Christian love, they adopted the children to whom, having no family of their own, they had become greatly attached. To do all this however much self-sacrifice and self-denial was needed; but they had fortitude enough for this which is the severest trial of the sincerity of charity as well as of any other virtue. For the sake of these otherwise, friendless children, she was willing to bear and to exert herself, often beyond her strength. Among other things, we may mention that she made the clothes even of the boys herself and gave them all daily instruction. How noble is such a woman! Far more admirable was she making, with her own hands, clothes for her orphans, than if she had remained the brightest ornament merely of wealth and fashion. Three years have passed since these excellent people have become responsible to God and man for these orphan children, and so far, this deed of Christianity has brought, and promises yet to bring, abundant blessings. The children are lovely in person and disposition, and devotedly attached to their benefactors.

It was at this time that the works of Miss Bremer, through my translations, made their way into America, and afforded as much pleasure, and created as great a sensation as they have done elsewhere, and must of necessity do, on their first introduction wherever sound moral sentiment forms the foundation of social life. In Mrs. Mowatt's heart they met with the sincerest response; for her mode of action had long been framed instinctively upon the principles advocated and inculcated by Miss Bremer. No wonder therefore, that she seized upon them with the utmost avidity, and hence it is that her longest work, "Evelyn," written soon after this period, is formed so entirely upon the Bremer model. In this work as well as in the "Fortune Hunter." the intelligent reader will also become aware of the infusion of another and a nobler spirit, even than that of Miss Bremer — the spirit of Swedenborgian theology which had now been for some time embraced by both Mr. and Mrs. Mowatt. 

The history of this conversion, if so it may be called, is not less extraordinary than interesting, but we will hardly venture to communicate all we know, because the world is not yet prepared for the truths of spiritual life. At the important period to which we allude, a period of sickness and deep trial, knowledge was obtained through suffering, — ever one of our divinest teachers, which at once gave a new tone and a new value to this world and the next The young wife be- came, as it were, the teacher of the husband, and as in former days, he had guided and tutored her intellect, she now awakened and instructed his nobler spiritual being.

Unfortunately the publishing business in which Mr. Mowatt embarked, was unsuccessful, and new losses and disappointments for the time depressed them. But let no one despair until he have tried every power which is within him. Mrs. Mowatt had many resources yet. It had been told her that nothing which she could write, would be so productive as dramatic literature, for which every one who knew her, believed her eminently qualified. This induced her to make the attempt, and in the spring of 1846, she wrote her first comedy called "Fashion" which was offered to the manager of the Park theatre, New York; no sooner read than accepted, and splendidly brought out.

The design of this piece was to satirise the life of the parvenues of America, and it is undoubtedly indebted for a great deal of its faithful portraiture of life and its keen satire to the author's own experience and sufferings. To the surprise of the young writer, its success was unlimited; no American play was ever so brilliantly successful, and it still keeps its place on the stage.
In Philadelphia it was also brought out and equally well received. The managers of the Walnut-street theatre where it was performed, invited Mr. and Mrs. Mowatt to that city, that they might witness its performance. They accented the invitation and were entertained three days in the handsomest manner at the expense of these liberal managers. On the night of the performance which Mr. and Mrs Mowatt were to attend, the bills presented to them were printed in Letters of gold on white satin. After the play, the audience having discovered that the young authoress was in the house, called for her most enthusiastically. For the first time she that night was compelled to rise from her box and bow to a theatrical audience, little thinking that in less than two months from that time she herself would become familiar with the stage, and make her curtsey before the footlights of that very theatre.

After the play she was requested to go behind the scenes, to be introduced to the principal performers. It was a formidable thing, they were ranged upon the stage in a semicircle to receive her; she made a little acknowledgement to all, as well as her embarrassment would permit, and the following day sent a present to each of the five ladies in the piece. One of these five it will be interesting to our readers to know, was Miss Susan Cushman, now so delightfully familiar to the British public 
The great success of this piece caused the managers of some of the principal theatres to make her very tempting offers to adopt the stage. The acting manager of the Park theatre had two years before, when he witnessed her dramatic readings, offered her the same inducements, but these, at that time, she indignantly refused. Her pride had not yet been wholly conquered, she had, however, since then, suffered a great deal, had gained far greater independence of character, more determination o£ spirit and greater liberality of views. The shackles which had then, in some degree, bound her to society and its slavish conventionalities were now broken. — She was free and she dared to do whatever 

was not contrary to her own pure conscience.

The only impediment which stood in her way was the extreme delicacy of her health. However after consultation with physicians she obtained her husband's consent, and after considerable difficulty the consent also of her father, who simply said that if she had but the courage to do in public what he had seen her repeatedly do in private, her success was certain. On the other hand, again came in the opposition of family connections; threats, entreaties, prayers, and tears, were used to deter her. All this caused her so much pain and agitated her mind so fearfully, that to make an end of it, having gained the consent of her husband and father, she determined to expedite the final step that these distressing interferences might be ended. The time for her debût was fixed, only allowing about three weeks for the necessary preparatory study and instruction in stage business, and through the whole of that period she was persecuted and annoyed by letters, and warnings; but having advanced thus far, no efforts would turn her back.

She was to make her debût at the Park theatre, in the "Lady of Lyons." The eventful morning of the rehearsal came, and this is a more severe trial to a debutante, than the actual appearing before the public.

The gloomy theatre dimly lighted with gas almost chilled her. All the persons belonging to the theatre were collected round tie scenes ready to sneer or laugh, or with malicious pleasure to confuse the novice; but Mrs. Mowatt, summoning all her energies, resolved to do her very best, and regardless of all present, to act her part, exactly as she would do it before the public at night; she took all by surprise, as they afterwards frankly confessed, and when the second act was finished each, in the kindest manner, did his utmost to help her —the very actors themselves applauded, which is the highest species of praise, because it is the most unusual. No one doubted the success which awaited her. 

The important morning of her debût was come, and without having the least misgiving she felt how momentous it was. She reviewed her past life, and saw that the very hand of Providence seemed to have ordered all things, from her earliest childhood, to prepare her for this great step. She had been an actress long before she had entered the walls of a theatre. She analysed her motives, and the more she understood the true springs of her action, the more indifferent she became to the scorn of the senselessly proud, who could not comprehend that there is no degradation where there is no sin. She felt that in dedicating her powers to the stage, she was but fulfilling her destiny as willed by Heaven, and this conviction gave to her an unwavering courage.

The day of her debût was spent with her sisters in the preparation of her dresses; all were unusually silent, and through the whole day scarcely was an allusion made to the event of the evening. As she drove to the theatre she passed her father's house, where handkerchiefs were waved, and tearful eyes watched her departure. We have not mentioned that the father, since the death of his first wife, had taken a second, and this most kind and excellent woman sympathized with and strengthened her step-daughter in all these important circumstances of her life. The father, however, and one only of the sisters had courage to be present at her public trial.

As a little peep behind the scenes it may be interesting to our readers to know that, firm and collected as the young actress had been during all the necessary preparation, her courage failed her at the last moment, when dressed as Pauline, she seated herself on the couch on which she is discovered as the curtain rises. The moment the tinkle of the bell was heard as a signal for the curtain to rise, the full importance of the step she had taken rushed upon her mind; she felt as if she were losing all self-possession; a horrible stifling sensation oppressed her, and starting up she exclaimed — "No, no! Not yet! I cannot!" Everything seemed to swim before her eyes, and for a few seconds she totally forgot what she had to say and do. The actors and the manager, in the utmost alarm, crowded round her, trying in vain to soothe and reassure her. How it might have ended there is no knowing, had not one of the first comedians, who had rallied her in the morning on being frightened when the trying moment came to which she had indignantly replied that her motives would give her courage, made his way through the surrounding and terrified crowd, saying, in his most comical manner, " Didn't I tell you so! Where's all the courage now? "There might be little in the words themselves; but the ludicrous expression of his countenance and manner restored her at once. She remembered her resolution; she thought of her husband and her father, who, with the rest of the audience had heard the bell ring, and must now be alarmed at the delay. 
"Let the curtain rise," she said, and the manager dreading a relapse took her at her word. The audience received her with the utmost enthusiasm, and two minutes after she was enacting her part with as much calmness and ease as if it had been for the fiftieth instead of the first time. 
When the play was ended and she was summoned before the curtain, the stage looked like an unbroken parterre: bouquets, wreaths of silver, and garlands of laurel covered it. Nothing could equal the rapturous cheering of the audience; and even the ladies rose en masse to salute her, a compliment which had never be- fore been paid to any actress in that theatre. 
Behind the scenes the actors and actresses were equally kind and warm in their congratulations. These, however, were not the triumphs to repay her for all she had suffered; the real repayment came a few hours later, when she drove from the theatre to her father's house, on her way to her own. At her approach, her affectionate parent, followed by her step-mother and her sisters, rushed down the steps to meet her, his face beaming with joy, and his whole frame trembling with agitation. He clasped her in his arms, covered her with kisses, and called her by a thousand tender epithets. Then it was that she first felt and enjoyed her success. Hitherto it had been too much like a dream; there had been something strange in the shouts of the multitude, they had confounded and stunned rather than delighted her, but the voice and caresses of her beloved father were a sweet reality. 
The next morning the public papers, unbought and unsolicited, contained long and laudatory articles and most glowing descriptions of the scene. The wonder of all was, that a woman, without long years of study, stepping at once, as it were, from private life upon the stage should obtain a success so unequivocal and complete. But had not she been preparing and studying from her very childhood, and that with natural gifts, which, like inspiration, made the true rendering of theatrical character at once correct and effective?
From this moment her fortune was made. Highly profitable engagements were offered to her all over the country, and at once giving up their house in New York, Mrs. Mowatt, attended by her husband, commenced travelling. Her reception in New York was but a foretaste of what was to follow, for in every considerable city in the Union her success was equally great. 
All this, however, would have been imperfect satisfaction had not a third blessing been added. Her health, which had so long been delicate, gradually improved. At first she was so often overcome by her exertions, as at times to faint on the stage; yet still she persevered, believing that she was constitutionally adequate to all the fatigue; and so it ultimately proved. What, however, was the feeling at that time regarding her health may be understood by the following little incident, which considerably affected even herself at the moment.

She was playing Juliet, and was arrived at that part where the heroine lies in her deep sleep of apparent death in the tomb, waiting for Romeo to burst it open. Two scene-shifters outside, as if they might really have supposed her in the death-like swoon, began talking of her. 
"She's a good little soul!" said one. 
"Sure, and that she is," replied the other, "and it's where she's lying now she'll be lying soon in reality, or you may say I can't tell when I see one booked for the other world !" 
In spite of this prediction, and many another from wiser heads than that of the poor scene-shifter, her strength increased rapidly, and she could soon enact a five-act piece without any apparent exhaustion. The truth was, that anxiety and care, which wear out the human frame much more than physical labour-, were now removed. The oppressed chest seemed to expand; and the pulmonary symptoms, which had caused so much anxiety, almost entirely disappeared. The physicians attributed one cause of amendment to the use of the voice; but we maintain that freedom from "'carking care," combined with change of air and scene, the smiles of fortune, and a mind at peace with itself, were the true means of this amended health. How many thousands of meekly suffering invalids, now "booked for the other world," might have a long lease of life given to them were but existence made easier, and the burden of its daily anxieties removed from their wearied hearts. 
Within the first twelve months she played above two hundred nights, and her popularity was greatly on the increase. From all quarters of the Union she received invitations, most of which were accepted. In the remoter parts many curious incidents occurred, which could only happen in such a state of society; among others which we have heard her relate with infinite humour, is the following:— 
Whilst in Savannah "The Stranger" was announced for her benefit. On the morning of the rehearsal she was informed that the two children who usually performed the part of Mrs. Haller’s children were ill, and that every effort to procure others had failed, as the parents would not allow them to appear in public. Here was a dilemma. To alter the play would displease the audience, to play without the children, who are so important in the last act, was impossible. In the midst of this difficulty, Mrs. Mowatt's dresser, a young and pretty mulatto, begged to speak to her privately. When they were alone, she began, " I see that you are very troubled, Ma’am, about the children; so I thought I'd just let you know that I’ve a couple very much at your service." So far, good. But then Mrs. Haller- was a white woman. This difficulty was suggested to the mulatto mother. "Oh! my children are not very black," answered she, "seeing as how their father was altogether white." 
As a last resource the children were sent for, when a very pretty little boy of about three, and a still handsomer girl of five were brought. Their complexions were not darker than that of many brunettes, and their hair fell in long and silky ringlets. In European countries they would have been beautiful children for the occasion and even here the young actress hoped, that with the aid of a little rouge, their origin would not be detected and she was satisfied. 
Night came, the children were brought early to Mrs. Mowatt's dressing room, and their little picturesque toilets made as she thought most satisfactorily. They were carefully instructed in their parts, caressed kindly, feasted on cakes and sweetmeats, and promised all sorts of rewards if they behaved well. As Mrs. Haller’s children do not make their appearance until the last act, and as these little novices were all unused to such late hours, and were growing sleepy early in the evening, a bed of shawls was made up for them in one, corner of the dressing room, where they were to sleep till they were wanted. 
To make the remainder of the anecdote intelligible it is necessary for the reader to know, that if any coloured person is found in the streets after nine o'clock without "a pass,” he is conveyed by the police to the watch-house. Towards the close of the fourth act, the children were woke up, and this as gently as possible. They stared about them very wildly, and it was with the greatest difficulty that they could be made to comprehend where they were, or what they had to do. Their little bodies and minds seemed saturated with sleep-, and it was next to impossible to do anything with them. At length, however, the heavy lids contrived to keep open; their hair was smoothed, their dresses arranged, and the curtain rose for the fifth act. 
In the first scene it will be remembered that Francis leads the children across the stage, and after the Baron has met him and exchanged a few words, they are taken into the cottage on the left. On walked Francis holding a little one by each hand; but no sooner had he reached the middle of the stage, than the poor little girl, casting a bewildered look at the audience, uttered a loud scream, and bursting from Francis, darted up and down the stage trying in vain to find an outlet. The whole house burst into a fit of laughter, and applauded with all their might; this terrified the poor child still more, and Francis kept rushing about after her, and dragging her little brother also from side to side, which frightened him, and set him crying vehemently. On this he caught him up under his arm, and being thus less impeded in his movements, soon secured the eider child. His object now was to get them into the cottage, but here a fresh difficulty occurred. The poor terror-stricken children were seized with a new apprehension and awe, as we have said before, peculiar to people of colour; young as they were, they knew the oppressions of their race, and dinging to Francis, they cried out together,— "Oh! don't ee put me in ee guard house! Don't ee put me in ee guard house!" 
Their accent and this peculiar cause of terror, betrayed at once their origin; the audience grew almost frantic in their mirth. Poor Francis made a desperate plunge into the cottage, but the audience were not quieted by his disappearance, and through the remainder of the play, they could scarcely controul their laughter. Of course to reproduce the children was not to be thought of, and that which at first was considered an impossibility was done; the play was acted without them. 
Another anecdote of a very different kind, and referring to this same play in which Mrs. Mowatt was acting in another city, is worthy of relation. 
During the performance of the last scene in "The Stranger," where Mrs. Haller appears before her husband and confesses her crime, the audience were suddenly thrilled by a piercing shriek uttered by a lady in the dress circle. A bustle ensued; she was conveyed out by her friends, but even then her hysterical sobs rang through the house. The play was of course continued and concluded. The next morning a gentleman called upon the, actress, and explained the event of the preceding evening in the following manner. The lady on being carried home in a state of great agitation, accompanied by her husband and friends, confessed, as soon as she was able to speak, that she herself had been on the eve of committing the same crime as the unfortunate Mrs. Haller; that the gentleman with whom she had promised to elope, was at that time in the same box with her, but that the play had struck her so to the heart, and had shewn her so fearful a picture of her own depravity, that her overpowering emotion during the performance was the consequence. Thus was she saved from the commission of a great crime.

Again: — One night when they were playing the ''Bride of Lammermoor," the audience became so excited that they gradually rose from their seats, and when Lady Ashton shewed Ravenswood the contract which Lucy had signed, and which made her the bride of another, a man in the audience cried out in a voice broken with emotion, —

"Tear it up Ravenswood! Oh! tear it up!"

In the year 1846, Mrs. Mowatt, after having gone the tour of the United States, made the acquaintance of Mr. Davenport. Mrs. Mowatt had already found, as every actress must, that she could play much better when the principal male character was performed by a person who understood her style, and who was as much engrossed by his part as she herself was by hers. It was therefore necessary that a gentleman should travel with them for this purpose, but many requisites beside talent were needed. In Mr. Davenport, happily, all were combined, he was a man of high moral character, and his gentlemanly manners, added to his unquestionable powers as an actor, caused Mr. Mowatt to make the offer to him, which he accepted with great pleasure.
Mrs. Mowatt commenced therefore, her second theatrical year, playing in company with this gentleman. Mr. Davenport was already held in high esteem by the American public, and in concert with Mrs. Mowatt, he grew more and more in favour; his quiet, earnest, and truthful style of acting, making a deep impression wherever he was seen. A theatrical- tour was again commenced. Everywhere they were feasted, and féted, and loaded with rich presents, poems, complimentary letters, and every possible mark of public and private approbation were showered upon them.

Their voyage up the Misissippi was delightful. We will endeavour to communicate to our readers some of the pleasure which the relation of it afforded to ourselves. 
The journey to Louisville occupies about five or six days, so that everything is done to make the voyage as agreeable as possible; the steam-boats resemble floating hotels of the most sumptuous description; costly furniture fills the large state room; the walls are covered with immense mirrors; an excellent piano is always to be met with, and the tables are spread with every delicacy of the season. A band of music is in attendance to which the company may dance in the evening, and the toilets of the ladies are carefully made, two, and even three times in the day. In spite however of this latter formality, all actual ceremony is cast aside, and everybody tries to be as agreeable as possible. On the occasion to which we allude, when our friends were passengers in one of these magnificent steamers, Henry Clay was also one of the company, and added greatly by the brilliancy of his conversation, to the general pleasure. 
The whole journey was the most delightful that can be conceived. At all the principal towns where they stopped, they were cheered by the crowds on land; the weather was the most brilliant imaginable, and the talents of all the company were called into requisition, not only to divert themselves, but also in honor of their distinguished fellow traveler, Henry Clay. They sang and danced, told amusing stories, and recited poems. Of course Mrs. Mowatt did her share; but the one who contributed most to the universal delight and entertainment, by singing songs, telling stories, etc., was Mr. Davenport. This gentleman is gifted with an infinite store of humour and this was invaluable. One evening, for instance, when the company were more than usually merry, and were dancing in the great saloon, the eyes of all were suddenly attracted by a singular-looking Yankee, dressed in a somewhat caricatured "down-east" style, with red hair, short jacket, striped pantaloons, and his hands thrust as far as they possibly could be into his pockets. 
He was not recognised by the company in general, and the voice was so completely disguised, that even his most intimate friends the Mowatts' would not have known it, had they not seen that same disguised face once before. He made his remarks, in true Yankee style, on the company before him, aloud to a friend, who was in the secret, asked to be presented to Henry Clay, and in answer to that gentleman's questions, told him long stories in which he pretended to relate his own history and experiences in the world of fashion. Henry Clay and everybody else on board were thrown into convulsions of laughter, for several hours, upon which the Yankee, pretending to be offended took his leave.

On the following day, which was their last, Mr. Davenport in his true character, gained much applause by singing a song which Mrs. Mowatt had written in honour of their distinguished fellow traveller. Mr. Clay had already known Mrs. Mowatt for a long time, and had always taken the deepest interest in her welfare and her success as an actress; and many of the letters which this lady has brought with her to Europe were from his pen. 

The voyage came to an end, and the whole company separated with regret.
Our theatrical friends were now at Cincinnati, in the state of Ohio, and here we may mention a circumstance which redounds greatly to the credit of the American people, and which justifies the belief which we proudly entertain that no where, in the bosom even of the most scrupulously correct society, could women be found of a purer or nobler character than those female ornaments of the stage which we have received from America. There exists throughout the United States a strong desire to purify the theatres, and to make them all that they are capable of becoming — that is, not merely places of amusement, but of the highest instruction. In Cincinnati this desire was acted upon, and although they had already a very handsome theatre, another was erected, which it was intended should be of this still more elevated character. To this building was given the literary name of an Athenaeum, and Mrs. Mowatt and Mr. Davenport were requested to open it, the inaugural address for which was written and delivered by this lady. So completely indeed did this new theatre answer all the wishes of its friends, that it was crowded night after night, even by persons who hitherto could never be persuaded to enter the doors of a theatre. Many and valuable testimonials of kindness were bestowed upon Mrs. Mowatt and Mr. Davenport before they left; to the latter a handsome gold watch and chain, with a complimentary inscription, was presented by the young men of the town at a public supper which they gave to him.
After a series of engagements of the most profitable description, and accompanied by every possible token of public admiration and esteem, Mrs. Mowatt returned to her father's house in New York, then her only home; and in July (1847) her husband sailed for England to make arrangements for her appearance in this country. It was believed that the voyage would perfectly establish her health, and her countrymen wished that she should receive the stamp of approbation from the parent-country, the opinions of which they venerate so highly.
All her numerous sisters, with the exception of one whose domestic circumstances would not permit it, assembled to celebrate a joyful reunion at the paternal hearth. It was a happy time, and frequently they forgot that they were not once more thoughtless children with no other interests or hopes than those which concentered them in one common-home. 
During this time Mrs. Mowatt wrote a five-act drama called "Armand; or, the Child of the People," the plot of which she had sketched out while travelling, and which was already engaged by the manager of the Park Theatre. Early in September, Mr. Mowatt returned, and on the 1st of November she was to set sail for England, and to make her first appearance in Manchester. The new play was completed, but there was only time to produce it in two cities, New York and Boston, whence they were to sail. It was instantly put in rehearsal, and produced after little more than a week's preparation at the Park theatre. 
The day of its first appearance, in that New York where she had experienced such singular vicissitudes of fortune was, as may be expected, one of great excitement to her; her sisters, who had returned to their homes, again arrived to witness its representation, and she who had so important a part to act that very night was, at the moment of dressing, in a complete bewilderment of anxiety and joy. 
The success of the play was brilliant in the extreme, and the young author and actress returned to her father's house, as she believed the happiest of human beings. 
The play was acted every night for the rest of the engagement. They then went to Boston, where it was instantly produced, and its success there was equally great. We have heard her speak with emotion of the last night that she appeared before an American audience. It was her benefit night, and so great was the public enthusiasm about her, that crowds were turned away from the door, there not being standing room even left. When at the commencement of the second act the heroine (Mrs. Mowatt) runs laughingly upon the stage as a May Queen, she was so overpowered by the sight of that crowded audience and their unusually long and rapturous greeting, that she could not speak. In a moment the thought flashed across her mind that perhaps she might never again stand before them; she remembered their ever increasing kindness; their unchanging encouragement; and above all, she thought of the friends who had watched over her with affectionate anxiety — how much will not the thought of a moment contain! and unable to controul her feelings, she burst into tears. They applauded; they tried to re-assure her, and many wept with her; but it was not easy for her to recover herself, spite of the violent efforts which she made. The good people of Boston, however, were never more her friends than at that time. 
Mr. and Mrs. Mowatt, accompanied by Mr. Davenport, arrived in Liverpool on the 15th of November, and on the 7th of December they made their first appearance in this country, at Manchester. The inhabitants of this intelligent town have a high appreciation of the stage, and next to a London audience that of Manchester may take its rank for critical judgment. Their reception of the American strangers was of the most cordial and flattering kind; and without waiting to hear what some great Aristarchus in London would say, as too many of our provincial critics in art and literature often do, pronounced upon them the most unqualified praise, and sped them on their way to the capital with their best wishes. 
Knowing hardly anyone in London, and almost without announcement, Mrs. Mowatt made her first appearance in this city on the 5th of January, at the Princess's Theatre, in the "Hunchback." The engagement of herself and Mr. Davenport at this theatre continued for several weeks, during which time Mrs. Mowatt appeared, among other characters, in Juliet, in Rosalind in "As You Like It," and Beatrice in "Much Ado about Nothing."
The severest trial of an actor's powers, as is well known, is Shakespere; none but talent and genius, akin to that of the great poet himself, can fully comprehend, much more impersonate, his wonderfully drawn conceptions. Our American friends have been subjected to this trial and have stood it. They enact faithfully and worthily our own Shakespere, and this will endear them to British hearts. 
Coming before a London public without flourish of trumpets; almost unannounced and unknown, from America too, where they speak our own language, and not either French, German, Italian or Swedish, Mrs. Mowatt has instantly been acknowledged as an actress, of no ordinary stamp. She will rise higher still, for, as yet, we have not seen her do her best. We know not what she can do; in fact we believe, as yet she herself does not know the extent of her own powers.

A future engagement under, as we hear, very favourable circumstances, will bring her out in her own play, and at this moment, when all eyes are turned to France, how well timed would be a play in which a child of the people triumphs over even the power of a king. In that case the public will have an opportunity of witnessing what we believe, has not been seen since the days of Mrs. Inchbald, an actress performing in her own five-act play. 
How excellent in character, how brave-hearted in adversity; how energetic, unselfish, devoted, is this interesting woman, to say nothing of her extraordinary powers of mind, our readers arc capable of judging from the foregoing memoir. 
Of some of her qualifications as an actress we cannot do better than use the words of a competent authority whose opinion lies before us. "The great merit of Mrs. Mowatt's acting is the force and refinement of imagination which she displays in the embodiment of character. Her mind is uncommonly flexible, and rises or falls into the mould of character with singular ease. She reproduces the creation of the poet in her own imagination — makes all its thoughts and emotions real to herself, stamps on the impression of each the peculiar individuality she is representing, and loses all sense of herself in the vividness of her realization of the part. She ensouls as well as embodies her characters. In the most important intellectual requisite of acting, we therefore think her pre-eminently gifted; and from the extreme ductility of her imagination, she is capable of indefinite improvement in her profession, and of embodying, eventually, almost every variety of character. To this great mental advantage she joins singular advantages of person. Her form is slight and graceful and her face remarkably lovely, not only from expression, but from possessing all the ordinary requisites of beauty, remarkably fine hair, eyes, complexion and features. Her voice well justifies the impression which would be received from her appearance. In its general tone it has a clear sweetness, and it is capable of great variety of modulation. She does not seem herself aware of all its capabilities, or to have mastered its expression. In passages of anguish, fear, pride, supplication, she often brings out tones which seem the echoes of the heart's emotions. — It is said that this is wonderful in her impersonation of the 'Bride of Lammermoor.' The exquisite beauty and purity of her voice are, however, best evinced in the expression of sentiment, and pathos; in the clear, bird-like carol of inward content and blissfulness, in the expression of the soul's best and brightest affections." 
To the above may be added, that she has an intense love for her profession, and a high estimate of the uses it was destined to perform. She feels her destiny in her profession, and hence with her entire soul, she wishes to ennoble it. 
We wish that our space allowed us to enter into the merits of her various representations, but we are not theatrical critics, our object is to introduce a noble woman, and an excellent actress to our numerous readers, and to bespeak for her that esteem and admiration, which the good and the nobly gifted always deserve and always shall receive at our hands. Of Mr. Davenport, of whom we think most highly, we shall probably speak at large on a future occasion.
[The original document of the complete Volume 3 of Howitt's Journal is available at https://archive.org/details/howittsjournall00howigoog/page/n7 
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