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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

OF

SAMUEL WOODWORTH.
et 316 P—

The compilers and publishers of the present work
have been actuated by two motives, which they wish to
be particularly and distinctly understood by its patrons.

First—A desire to rescue from oblivion the fugitive
productions of a native poet ;—productions, which, in
their opinion, would have secured an English author
both famé and opulence; but which, on this side the .
Atlantic, have been suffered to

¢ blush unseen, :
And waste their sweetness on the desert air.”

Secondly—A desire torelieve their unfortunate author
from those pecuniary embarrassments which have been
ereated principally by the benevolence of his disposi-
tion ; embarrassments which are the more painful to the
sufferer, inasmuch as they tend to oppose the genuine
ebullitions of a heart governed by honour, integrity, and
every virtuous principle.

These motives, we most solemnly avow, are purely
disinterested ; unless self-interest can be predicated on
love of country, or private friendship. Diffident of his
own merits, and discouraged by the total failure of
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v SKETCH OF THE

several similar attempts, the author shrinks from the
undertaking on his own responsibility, and has grant-
ed a reluctant consent that his friends should thus
come forward on theirs. But, as this consent has at
length been obtained, the publishers feel no hesitation
in submitting their undertaking, with the motives which
induced it, to the consideration of an impartial and
liberal public.

To those who enjoy a personal acquaintance with
Mr. Woodworth, the publishers need not address them-
selves. To others they would observe, that delicacy
alone prevents their delineating, still more particularly,
a character which has long secured him the friendship
and respect of a large circle of acquaintance—some of
whom are ornaments to their country and human nature.
A brief sketch of his life and writings, however, may
not be unacceptable to the reader.

SamuerL WoobpworTH, the author of this volume,
was born in the state of Massachusetts, at Scituate, in
the county of Plymouth, on the 13th day of January,
1785. Heis the youngest of four children, all of whom,
. we believe, are still living. His father cultivates a
small farm (the property of a second wife) which
barely produces the necessaries of life, the soil and
climate of that county being very unfriendly to agri-
culture. The old gentleman was a soldier of the revo-
lutionary army ; it is, therefore, not surprising that he
was unable to give his children an education equal
to his wishes, At the age of fourteen, the extent of
our author’s acquirements was a partial knowledge of
reading, writing, and arithmetic. No school was taught
in the village, except during the three winter months ;
and, as a mistaken idea of economy always governed
the selection of a teacher, he was generally as ignorant
as his pupils. ’

During the above period, however, the subject of
this short biographical sketch, had produced several
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trifling effusions in verse, in which his sehaolmaster
and the clerevman of the parish thaught they dixcover-
ed traits of genius which deserved encow avement and
cultivation. [He was. thervefore, with the apurobation
of his parents, placed under the care of this clersvinan
(the Rev. Nehemiuh 'Thomas; for whom our awhor
always professes the greatest respect, esteem, 2nd gra-
titude. In the amiable family of this excelleat man,
master Woodworth remained o1e wiuter, durings which
time he was taught the Fnglish and Latin graniriers,
and made some proficiency in the study of the cliesiess
but the unprofitable employment of writing verses. con-
siderably retarded his more useful pursuits. fle 1re-
ferred a puff of present praise, to a real future vood
and his advancement in life has ever since been op-
posed by the same unpropitious attachment to an art,
which ' '
¢ Found him poor at first, and keeps lam so.”

The reverend preceptor was so highly pleased with
his pupil’s docility, quickness of apprehension and
strength of memory, that he began to contrive ways
and means for giving him a liberal education. Itis
true that bis own salary was very limited; yet, after
eonsulting with several of his more wealthy parishioners,
he found so much reason to anticipate success, that he
imparted the project to the enraptured boy, who could
hardly contain his joy at the prospect of his most ardent
wish being at length gratified.

But the good clergyman and his unfortunate pupil
were both destined to be disappointed. No one caine
forward to aid in the benevolent design—time rolled
on—and his friends began to remind him that it would
be necessary to learn some trade by which he might
procure a livelihood. His feelings, at this time, could
not have been pleasant, if we may be allowed to judge

from the following extract from his poem of New-kia-
1%
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VEN, published several years afterward, in which he
alludes to the disappointment of his hopes of obtaining
a collegiate education. See page 245 of this volume.

And here the muse bewails her hapless bard,
Whose cruel fate such golden prospects marr’d ;
For Hope once whisper’d to his ardent breast,

“ Thy dearest, fondest wish shall be possess’d 37
Unfolded to his view the classic page,

And all its treasures promised ripening age ;
Show’d Learning’s flowery path which led to Fame,
Whose distant temple glitter’d with his name.
Tllusive all /—the phantom all believe,

Though still we know her promises deceive ;

Chill penury cqnvinced the wretch, too late,

Her words were false, and his a hapless fate.

He chose the profession of a Printer; and after bid-
dmg adieu to his native town, and his weepmg friends,
travelled to the metropohs of his native state, and bound
himself an apprentice to Benjamin Russell, esq. editor
and publisher of the Columbian Centinel, "with whom
he continued until the term of his apprentxceshlp €x-
pired, in 1806. During this period, he still employed his
leisure hours in writing poetry for the different period-
ical publications then issued in Boston, under various
signatures, but generally that of SeLim. He has not,
however, retained copies of any of these productions.

On the expiration of his apprenticeship, he began to
be actuated by a new excitement ; which was nothing
more or less than a desire of takmg an extensive tour
through the United States, for the purpose of writing a
descnptxon of his travels. He found it lmpracncable,
however, to gratify this inclination, and therefore con-
tinued in the office of his former employer for more
than a year; when, through an easy, yielding disposi-
‘tion, he suffered himself to be drawn into some hazard-

n
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AUTHOR’S LIFE. vid

ous speculations, the unfortunate result of which render-
ed a temporary absence from his native state necessary
to the preservation of his personal liberty.

He now directed his views to the south, as the course
which he had long sighed to pursue ; but found himself
entirely destitute of the means of conveying himself
thither. A friend, however, to whom he acknowledges
himself under many essential obligations, and for whom
he has ever professed the most ardent esteem, furnish-
ed him with sufficient funds to commence his tour;
and as he expected to procure employment in the differ-
ent towns through which he was to pass, he had o
doubt of being able to reach New-York without suffer-
ing any inconvenience.

This expectation was the source of another severe
disappointment ; for, after vainly applying at every
printing establishment in the various villages on the
road, he at length found himself in the city of New-
Haven, a stranger, with blistered feet, and an emp
purse. Here he was compelled to pause, until he could
receive from his generous friend in Boston, a small re-
mittance, (for which he immediately wrote) that would
enable him to reach New-York. Fortunately, he was
genteelly dressed, and found no difficulty in procuring
decent lodgings ; and as he had, by this time, acquired
a little knowledge of human nature from experience, he
was too prudent to expose his poverty, and was, there-
fore, treated with. respect. :

In a few days the mail brought him the expected
remittance from his friend; which, as the reader may
easily suppose, arrived very opportunely, although he
had, the day before, procured employment, for an inde-
finite term, in the office of Mr. Babcock.

Finding himself once more comfortably situated, he
again gave a loose r% to his natural disposition, by
scribbling verses, falli®® in love, and forming acquaint-
ances. But though it must be confessed that his taste for

L )
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social pleasures too often got the start of prudence, and
left economy in the back-ground, still his actions were
ever governed by the strictest precepts of morality. "Lhis
we assert on the testimony of those who have known
him intimately, and enjoyed his confidence for more
than fifteen years.

In Babcock’s office he continued about nine months,
contributing, weekly, to the Herald, the productions of
his pen ; when he imprudently resolved to establish a
literary publication of his own; for the printing of
which he procured a press and types on his own credit,
apd commenced the hazardous enterprise with all those
sanguine hopes which attend ardent minds untempered
by experience. We now behold him the editor, pub~
lisher, printer, and (more than once carrier, of a weekly
paper, entitled the Belles-Lettres I\eposztnry, dedicated
to the ladies, and comprising eight pages, medium
quarto—subscription price, two dollars per year, paya~
ble quarterly in advance.

As might have been expected, the cash received in
advance was insufficient to support the expenses of the
establishment for two months; when our young editor
awoke from his dream of love, fame, and fortune, to a
feeling sense of his real unfortunate situation. The
publication of the Reposxtorv was, of course,immediately
suspended, the printing materials returned to their
ariginal proprietor, and the inconsiderate adventurer
found himself burdened with debts which he had no
means of discharging. No time was to be lost; and,
after compromising with some, submitting to the curses .
of others, lavishing fair promises on all, and venting his
feelings in a poem of more than 600 lmes he left the ¢ city.
By a few weeks’ employment in Hartt’ord he was ena-
bled to return to Boston, after ar absence of about
twelve months, and from thencgo his paternal home—

“ The pale, dejected picture of despair.’
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After spending a few days in Scituate, be again set
out on foot, in search of fame and fortune ; assuring his
friends, in the most solemn manner, that he would never
again revisit the spot of his birth, unless he was accom-
panied or preceded by one or both of the objects of
his pursuit. This was the commencement of another
painful separation, which has not yet terminated.

We next find our author in Baltimore, where, during
the summer of 1808, the newspapers were repeatedly
enriched with the productions of his pen, both in prose
and verse. In the following spring he proceeded to the
city of New-York, where he has ever since continued
to reside. In 1810, he formed an attachment for an ami-
able young lady to whom he was soon afterward united
in wedlock, and with whom he continues to enjoy every
happiness that can flow from a union founded on reci-
procal affection, in a sphere of life but one grade re-
moved from penury and want. They are, however,
blest with resigned and contented dispositions, placid
tempers, and four beautiful children, worth more to them
than all the treasures of Peru.

During the-recent contest between the United States
and Great Britain, Mr. Woodworth conducted a quarto
weekly paper,in New-York, entitled ¢ Thne WAR,” and
also, at the same time, a Monthly Magazine, called the
“ Halcyon Luminary, and Theological Repository,”
devoted to the promulgation of the doctrines of the New-
Jerusalem, of which our author has for several years
been a sincere professor, and for some time a Lcentiate
of that church in the city of New-York. Neither of the
above publications, however, were profitable to the con-
ductor, who was compelled to sell his office without
meeting all the demands to which the expenses of the
establishment had rendered it liable.

Discouraged by these repeated failures, his naturally
enterprising spirit was tlepressed, and he felt no inclina-
tion to commence any new undertaking on his own
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responsibility. He therefore applied for and obtained
the situafion of foreman, in the office of a daily gazette,
called the Columbian, where he continued until the
first of March, 1816, when Mr. C. N. Baldwin, con-
tracted with him, ¢ to write a history 3f the late War,
in the style of a romance, to be entitled the CnAMPIONS
or Freepom.”

Woodworth was already known to the public as the
author of several Poems, which had met a very flatter-
ing reception; but the character of a novelist was alto-
gether new to him, and he consequently undertook the
task with no small share of diffidence, in addition to
other embarrassments under which he laboured in the
task assigned him, with a brief account of which we
shall close this memoir.

In writing the Champions of Freedom, the author
was confined, by the conditions of his engagement with
the publisher, within a compass circumscribed by the
latter. By these conditions he was compelled to con-
nect fiction with ¢ruth; and, at all events, to give a
complete and correct account of the late war, however
much the history of his hero and heroine might suffer
in consequence. But this is not all; it is a fact, which
we advance on the testimony of persons concerned, that
the work was put to press as soon as two sheets were
written ; and that the author was often compelled to
deliver his unrevised manuscript to the waiting compo-
sitar—a dozen lines at a time! 'This work was com-
menced in March, and ready for delivery in the October
following ; during the most of which period, the author
faithfully discharged the duties of foreman in the office
where it was printed.

In the few hints here thrown out, the reader will find
a sufficient clue to guide him in tracing, through the
following pages, the life and character of the author.
This volume may be considered as the abstract of his
seul, without disguise or embellishment. The different

-
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situations in which he has been placed, and the various
feelings resulting therefrom, are all faithfylly represent-
ed and expressed in the tones of his lyre, as they are
taught alternately to change

“ From grave to gay—from lLively to severe.”

All willimmediately perceive, what is actually the case,
that he is candid almost to a fault ; carrying, as it wére,
his heart in his hand, without making the least attempt
to conceal a blemish, or to heighten a beauty. His at-
tachments, it will be seen, are sincere and ardent—his
resentments, warm and evanescent. Though an en-
thusiast in love—he is a philosopher in religion ; exam-
ining every doctrine by the light of revelation and rea-
son, before he adopts it as an article of his faith ; and
however his creed may vary from our own, it is impos-
sible that we should doubt the sincerity eof its prafessor.
His life is moral—his conversation chaste—his man-
ners modest and unassuming. Without taking the lead
in conversation, he always adds something to its inter-
est ; and, though he seldom dazzles, he is ever sure to
enlighten. Without prepossessing strangers in his favour
at first sight, he possesses the faculty of stealing their
affection, before they are aware of its being excited.
In one word—he is a good citizen, a faithful friend, an
affectionate husband, a tender parent, and an honest
man. Of his merits as a Poet—the public have now
an opportunity of judging for themselves.

_A few brief remarks on the volume before us, and we
have done:

Most of the smaller pieces contained in this volume,
have already appeared before the public, in different
periodical journals, under the signature of SgLim. But
so little value was attathed to them by the author, that
he not only neglected to retain copies of them, but has
frequently been unable to recognize his own mental
offspring, after a few years’ absence, until convinced of
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their Jegitimacy by the evidence of circumstances, or
the testimony of his friends. Qur correspondents in
Boston and Baltimore have recommended more than
fifty pieces for this collection, the copies of which we
have not yet been able to procure; but if encouragement
should be given to publish a second volume of Wood-
worth’s Poems, we shall spare no pains to obtain them.

ABRAHAM ASTEN,

MATTHIAS LOPEZ.
NeEw-York, March, 1818.
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