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HONOLULU, April 10, '84. 

DEAR GEORGE, 

. . . . I am afraid that your scheme of "working for 
others" by means of philosophical criticism is rather chimerical. 
The very ideas are naturally contradictory. Of all species of 
human employment metaphysical speculation seems to me the 
most utterly useless and selfish. To devote oneself to it is a sur
render of all hope of making one's life a blessing to his fellows, 
and seeing it bear fruit in the shape of good to them. To 
devote oneself to metaphysics is to abandon the real and 
active present, and bury oneself in a remote and forgotten 
past. It is to bend one's energies to lines of thought that 
"begin in mystery and end in mist." It is to follow tracks 
that end by running up a tree, to weary brain and heart by the 
eternal travelling of a treadmill, for ever different, for ever the 
same, with no step of progress, a labor which terminates with
out the evolution of a single useful product. It is a voyage 
to the Fortunate Isles, a search for the Golden Fleece, a vain 
attempt to find the Fountain of Youth and of Immortality. 
He who would benefit his fellow-man should forget EI Dorado, 
should fix his hopes on something besides a mirage, or the 
palaces that shape themselves from Western clouds; yet what 
difference does it make after all? Every object of human 
aspiration is only a pure idea, a creature of the mind, and so 
as evanescent as the cloud-capped palaces, which soon" dislimn " 
and "change their restless fronts." Where are truth and 
reality? They too are fictions of the mind. 

Just contrast the results achieved in the world by the 
metaphysician and man of science. The former girds up his 
loins and expends his fine energies in a noisy and heated 
debate about words in some magazine. The smoke clears 
away, and things are just where they were before. It is all 
gunpowder, smoke, noise, and flame, but there is no ball. 
Th~ man of science, on the other hand, invents a life preserver, 
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a fire engine, a cure for disease. His blessings are omnipresent, 
in the crowded city, on the lonely sea. He saves souls from 
death, and hearts from breaking. Every generation sees his 
new triumphs, fruitful in ever new blessings to men. How 
different from this is the metaphysician. He has severed him 
self from the hopes and fears and needs of common men. He 
is a hermit in the midst of thronging fellow beings, a solitary 
wanderer in the crowded streets, "housed in a dream, at 
distance from his kind." To wrap oneself in metaphysical 
speculation, is it not a life of the most selfish kind? I am 
surprised, George, that you should doubt the candor of your 
course, on the ground that you II read entirely on one side." 
For my own part, my reading of metaphysics has been the 
result of a purely speculative interest, without the slightest 
reference to religion; and as for discriminating between meta
physicians on the ground of religious views (though religious 
people do it), yet I am sure that the thought never entered 
your head any more than it has mine. You" read all on one 
side." What" side," pray? Are Berkeley and Hume and Kant 
and Hamilton classifiable together? I intend to read Bowen 
some time-indeed, have read him a good deal already, and 
only put him off because he is not as great as the others, 
and no one pretends that he is. I read all these men as 
philosophers, and never think of reading one rather than an
other on account of any religious opinion. Neither do you. 
And as for religious writings and religious controversialists, 
I am sure I have nothing to reproach myself with. I have 
read a little of such, while my knowledge of the whole litera
ture of infidelity is confined to a few scattered paragraphs of 
Ingersoll's Mistakes if Moses, and those were read in a volume 
entitled the Mistakes of Ing·ersoll. On the subject of religion, 
I have thought my own thoughts, ignoring the literature on 
both sides pretty completely, but that on the side of infidelity 
most completely. Has it not been so with you? Moreover, 
we have constantly had the arguments for Christianity dinned 
in our ears, in the Church lecture and Bible Class, so that we 
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are much better acquainted, for instance, with the argument 
for, than against, the authenticity of the New Testament 
books. You ask me what I think of the new creed of 
congregationalism. I am unable to discover anything new 
about it. 

Well, dear George, I must not bore you always, and so I 
will bring this letter to a speedy close. I have a piece of 
news for you, which you may find of interest. I am thinking 
very seriously of coming to Oberlin this Fall, and entering 
the Seminary. It makes precious little difference what such 
a useless wretch as I am does in this world; but if I can do 
any good in that way, I want to do it. I do hunger and 
thirst after righteousness. I am trying to do right now, and 
if I do not make a miserable failure of it (as I probably shall, 
from what I know of myself), I shall probably come, reaching 
Oberlin early in September. What time does the term begin? 
If I skipped one year in Oberlin, and took it at an Eastern 
school, what year had I better skip? Please do not say any
thing about this at present, as I do not wish anything known 
about it until it is definitely settled. Well, aloha nut. 

Your Affectionate Friend, 

HENRY N. CASTLE. 

HONOLULU, Monday Evening, April 14, '84. 

DEAR HELEN, 

. . . . It is half-past nine o'clock, and time for good little boys 
to be in bed. I shall only have time to write a sheet, and that 
you will find a very poor boon, I am afraid, for I am as blue as 
blue can be, and I know this letter will be most sombrely tinted. 
o the misery of indecision! Since writing you last, all the 
wretched old questions have been reopened in my mind, and I 
find them the same old baffling questions. I have lived since 
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being in Honolulu, by the suppression of thought. 0 most 
wretched of expedients, to buy a moment's peace at the price of 
a future. To drink of Lethe for a short hour only to wake to an 
eternity of" shame and everlasting contempt." I am wretchedly 
unhappy, and the fault is in no external circumstance. I am in 
a happy horne, surrounded by friends and every comfort, in this 
happy spot between the mountains and the sea. But," to be 
weak, it needs not the great Archangel's voice to tell us, is to be 
miserable, doing or suffering." I feel that my life here is likely 
soon to become a mental and moral death. I do not wish to 
see the heaven of spiritual aspiration and impulse fade for ever 
from my eyes. After having once had a glimpse at the celestial 
glories, I can never be happy with things merely of the earth, and 
earthly. This world is a Circe, beautiful sorceress, oh how 
beautiful! But she turns men into beasts, and every noble 
impulse in me revolts at the transformation. May I turn away 
from her while there is still an Orpheus in my soul, to outsing 
the Sirens, and give the lie to their fatal chorus. I have been 
thinking for a good while of going to Oberlin and studying 
Theology. The thirst to be a minister overpowers and out
weighs every other desire of my heart. Yet I could not decide 
to go, while I still remained the same wretch morally that I was. 
But the other night, as I lay on Jim's terrace in the still moon
light, while every soul was sleeping, and gazed upon that scene of 
surpassing beauty, the dark town lying before me dim and silent, 
no sound stirring in all that mighty forest of trees, with every 
aching and sinful heart in all that city, save mine, for one night 
at least, at peace, the desire for personal righteousness came 
over me, accompanied with hope and resolve, as it had not been 
for years. And I determined to do right. I knew my own 
weakness, dreaded that it would corne to naught. But I reflected 
that the shame lay in breaking, not in making, good resolutions, 
and that it was better, far better, to break them, than not to 
make them at all. And when I had made that resolution, I 
decided at once to go to Oberlin. It was very easy to decide 
then. The path seemed smoothed of all its difficulty then. There 
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was no doubt nor hesitation. The way seemed clear, and I said 
that happiness and peace for me lay in that path alone. But 
alas, there is an" if." If I can rise to it. If I can be strong. My 
life has been the record of weakness and failure. I long to fly 
across and over the high mountains, but my soul has a " broken 
wing." When I reflect on the conflict which goes on within me, 
the heights and depths to which I alternately rise and sink, the 
strife between high aspiration and sordid desire, and the 
miserable sense of defeat, I am ready to lay my head be
neath the sod. If I should go to Oberlin, and then peter 
out, make a miserable failure of it, waste my time and my 
energies on girls, I shall be sunk to a greater depth of misery 
than I am now. 0 this cursed impulse of my nature, which 
has made feminine society so attractive to me that I seek it, 
waste my time and my powers, trifle away my opportun
ities, and finally become wretchedly and foolishly "struck," 
though I am lost all the while in self-contempt! But I hope 
for better things. My hope is that in Oberlin the bracing 
influence of the prayer meetings will keep me to my resolves. 
On that calculation is anchored all my hope. If I go, I shall 
probably leave by the steamer of September I, getting to 
Oberlin in time for the opening of the Fall term. I shall 
probably room at Council Hall, and ·board with Auntie, unless 
I get an opportunity to board somewhere where they have a 
very fine table-very fine company I mean. If I go, I shall 
not take my entire course at Oberlin, probably, but may spend 
a year, or possibly two, at some Eastern school, most likely 
Harvard; or I may go to Germany before completing the 
course in the States. You might find out something about 
the Theological course there at Halle. In any case, do not 
suppose that I give up Germany. That is simply postponed. 
Now that you are there, you had better stay a long while, 
not necessarily in one place, of course. 

Well, you will probably hear pretty soon what I shall do. 
lt is long after ten, and I must be thinking about going to 
bed. The sheet that I promised has lengthened out to two, 



and I have not much more than room to say farewell, for the 
present. Take good care of yourself, keep happy, and enjoy 
life. With much love, I am, 

Your Affectionate Brother, 

HENRY N. CASTLE. 

DEAR HELEN, 

The celebration of Decoration Day here was very 
elaborate. There was a Service Sunday devoted especially to 
it, being intended as a Memorial Service. The feature of the 
day was the extreme beauty of the decorations. At the end 
of the church, on each side, was a large cocoanut leaf dis
playing its perfection of form, and pure pale green against 
the white wall in exquisite relief. You know how beautiful 
the young cocoanut leaves are. I think they are the finest 
of all palm branches. The walls were decorated in other 
places with branches and sprigs of palms of other varieties, 
which were also crossed above the golden pipes of the organ. 
On each side of the pulpit was a large bouquet, consisting of 
nothing but ferns and white lilies. Far up on the organ itself 
was a single large wreath, composed of red, white, and blue 
flowers, each kind by itself, so as to form a section of the 
tri-colored ring. The effect as a whole was the finest and 
most purely artistic of its kind that I remember to have 
witnessed. On Decoration Day itself there were services in 
the ~hurchyard, which I did not attend, and an enthusiastic 
gathering at the Music Hall in the evening. Mr Hartwell 
gave a tolerable oration, and the exercises were finally closed 
by a large number of the popular national airs of the war-time, 
played by the band in a manner so spirited that the audience 
were raised to a high pitch of enthusiasm, finding expression 
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in continuous bursts of applause, and finally 111 three hearty 
cheers. It was a unique and interesting scene. I felt my 
own patriotism most thoroughly roused, and joined in the 
cheers with a most hearty goodwill. What a noble and 
inspiring thing that is, after all- patriotism. I never could 
read Dulce et decorum est pro patria mort', without a thrill. 

I have lately read, as a change from my usually more sub
stantial intellectual diet, The Portraz"t of a Lady, by Henry 
James. Carrie and I made a very delightful call upon Mrs 
Adams and her daughter one evening not very long since, 
during the course of which I indulged in some rather sweep
ing strictures upon Henry James. Mrs Adams was highly 
shocked, being apparently one of that author's many ardent 
admirers, and before we said good evening, she brought me 
The Pm'trait of a Lady, which, of course, I promised to read. 
Mrs Adams, by the way, is a most charming lady, I think, and 
a woman of true culture. I have rarely met anyone who 
pleased me more. But that is off the point. I had accused 
Henry James of being a mere student of outsides, a surface 
delineator, etc., with a great deal more, which I put in a 
somewhat unmodified way. I mean that the statement of 
opinion was strong, not that I was assertive or dogmatical at 
all, for I was not in the least so. We spoke of Howells, 
and I said that I preferred him to James altogether, and 
thought him a really good novelist, until the latter's influence 
spoiled him. But she thought Howells rather superficial, to 
which I agreed, and claimed that Henry James was so much 
more profound, to which opinion I respectfully demurred. The 
result was that I read The Portra£t of a Lady. I find after 
reading that work my opinions of the author modified con
siderably and yet not essentially. I am now ready to concede 
that he is not superficial, and that while he does deal with 
outsides in a manner which suggests the Dutch school of 
painting, whether we consider its triviality or its painful 
minuteness, yet he does much more, and deals most truth
fully with inner states and feelings. Indeed, he should be 
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called the head of the metaphysical school, since his cold, 
minute, and scientific analyses suggest and resemble the un
emotional abstract processes of the psychologist, rather than 
the impassioned work of the artist. I believe that this literary 
evil is paralleled in other forms of art, and that painting has 
in the same way degenerated into a mere display of ana
tomical knowledge. Did not something of that kind happen 
to the later Italian painters, after the age of Raphael and 
Michael Angelo? Henry James brings us into a mental 
dissecting room; Michael Angelo, with his scientific knowledge 
of anatomy, never did that. His pictures are warm with life. 
George Eliot never did that. She is a true synthetic artist. 
How strikingly opposed the broad, free sweep of her pencil, 
C1e generous breadth of her canvas, to the work of Henry 
James. He loses freedom in precision, breadth in detail. He 
gives too much attention to particulars to have much com
mand over wholes, and in his wealthy treatment of means 
loses sight of ends. His analysis is too complete, and baffles 
his synthetic power in the work of reconstruction. He has 
an incomparable talent for disintegration, but redintegration 
passes his power. This is the universal law. Synthetic power 
is as much above analytic as genius is above talent, and is as 
much rarer as it is higher. Indeed, these are rather the 
characteristics of the two orders of mind. Analysis is dis
section, synthesis is creation. Henry James has an incompar
able talent, but not one spark of genius. This is just where 
he is opposed to George Eliot, though, curiously enough, he 
is one of her disciples. People imagine that George Eliot's 
great excellence is her skilful analysis. Mrs Adams admitted 
James's inferiority to her in this respect, because she said, 
"Her forte is analysis." This seems to me a great mistake. 
To refer to my former illustration, her excellence is no more 
in her analysis than Michael Angelo's in his scientific know
ledge of anatomy. The excellence of both was in the 
incomparable use to which they put this knowledge. George 
Eliot's great excellence is not in her analysis. It is in the 
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skill with which she displays the profound knowledge of 
human nature, which her analyses merely show her to possess, 
in the creation of characters. Her excellence consists in the 
comb£nai£oll of analysis with creation. The analysis by itself 
is a minor excellence. Her genius is displayed like Shake
speare's, not so much in any abstract knowledge of the heart, 
as in that command over the emotions of the reader to which 
this knowledge of human nature is made subservient. Art 
makes a strictly emotional appeal, and its power over the 
feelings is a true test of its ultimate value. Now, such a 
standard for ever relegates Henry James to the second order. 
Who, I ask you, writes more unemotional novels? The book 
leaves you as cold as it finds you. There is little in it to 
stir the feelings and warm the heart. I shall never care 
much for a novelist who, dealing not with any merely intel
lectual theme, but with human character, and the stern and 
sad realities of this perplexed world, can never rouse the 
sympathies of the reader to a glow of enthusiasm and in
terest, or an emotion of pity or grief. There are many other 
minor faults which I might touch upon, but which I will pass 
over. There are also many excellencies. His knowledge of 
human nature is considerable. He is a man of very keen 
observation. He writes with a very fine pen, and shades very 
finely. His power of insight is excelled by few or none. He 
has a very happy gift of expression, good descriptive powers, 
and considerable literary skill, etc. etc. The book is imbued 
most thoroughly with the atmosphere of culture. But if 
culture is to be purchased at the sacrifice of enthusiasm, I do 
not want it. I might remark before leaving the subject, that 
these criticisms of mine illustrate the very fault which they 
attack. They are heterogeneous, ill-jointed, stray thoughts, 
mere hints. There is no principle of order binding them 
together. If I could combine all my criticisms into a har
monious whole, I believe I could gst into the magazines fast 
enough. But I am destitute of synthetic power. Analysis is 
my forte, and analysis without synthesis is vain. 
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Well, dear Helen, I see that I am at the end of my fourth 
sheet, and I will not begin another, though my brain is 
teeming still. I have victimized you long enough, and now 
I guess I will leave you alone awhile, say for a month or 
so, to give you time to breathe after this long letter. Go 
to Berlin, when you are ready. It is a good idea, and stay 
in Germany a good while yet. I shall not leave these islands 
yet awhile. My theological scheme is torpid for the present 
on account of my lack of character. The church bells are 
ringing, and I imagine it is about time for me to answer their 
call. Aloha nut". 

Your Affectionate Brother, 

HENRY N. CASTLE. 

HONOLULU, Sunday, June 29, '84. 

DEAR GEORGE, 

Your good letter of May 3 came safely to hand by 
the last steamer. My father has been seriously ill, and so I 
shall not be able to write you a long letter by this mail. He 
is improving now, however, and we- are much more hopeful 
about him. He is getting to be an old man. This is a fine 
breezy day, and I have just returned from church with my 
mother. I cannot say much in favor of the sermon, but I 
imagine you will not care to hear a resume of it anyway, and 
so I will turn to some other theme. 

About my plans, I believe I have said little lately. The 
fact is that I have about concluded to stay here for a while 
and earn a little more money. I am saving a good deal at 
present. Another thing is that I do not like to leave home 
just now. You will understand that. I feel that this is to 
be the last bit of home-life that I shall have, until I have a 
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home of my own, and I do not wish to sacrifice this by any 
action which I might feel in after life to Ihave been hasty or 
premature. I do not wish to do anything ill-considered, and 
so I propose to take time to reflect, feeling that the time 
which elapses while I am considering will not be lost, by 
any means. I am young yet, though I find that I feel older 
every day, and especially that I am a great deal older than 
I was when I left college. My views and standards have 
changed a great deal. In nothing is this more marked than 
in my feeling about our management of the college paper. 
I now think that we were absurdly particular about the 
poetry that was presented. We judged everything by too 
severe a standard. I feel quite conscience-stricken when I 
think about that fellow who came up to my room one after
noon with some poetry about Byron. I think now that we 
ought to have printed anything with the least spark of merit 
or of promise. 

Before I abandon the subject entirely, I should say that 
distrust of myself and of my power to keep any sort of a 
good resolution also operated powerfully to prevent me from 
going away to Oberlin this Fall. The world and the flesh 
have too strong a hold upon me to let go without a struggle. 
I do not know what is going to become of me, I am sure. 
Perhaps some great experience will come to me and change 
the currents of my life. But where the impulse is to come 
from, I am sure I do not know. Have I written all this to 
you before? I think that I have. It was never worth writing, 
certainly not a second time, but I hope that you will pardon 
me. Honolulu is really quite a city, and is certainly a very 
fashionable place. There are numberless balls and parties, 
receptions, concerts, etc. etc., which are for ever taking the 
attention. I have been going out a good deal, and was 
learning to dance, before my father was taken ill. I '~confess 
that I am fond of these things. That is the trouble; it seems 
as if there never was such a fellow, one with such a divided 
soul, with such opposite and incongruous tastes and inclina. 
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tions. They are thoroughly inconsistent. I must choose 
between the life of the world and the intellectual life. Often 
when I am in society, I am filled with a sense of loathing, 
when I think how alien is all that I see and hear and say, 
from all that I most deeply love and feel. If there is any
thing that I despise, it is worldliness. I hate it. I do not 
believe that you have seen much of what I mean, because 
you have not lived in a large business community. The other 
day, I had occasion, in the course of my duties down town, 
to call at MacFarlane's, on some rather important business. They 
are plantation agents, importers of elegant bric-a-brac, fine 
mirrors, vases,cut glass, statuary, bronzes, and so forth, and 
are also importers of fine wines, liquors, etc. etc. 

They showed me right upstairs into the sample room, 
where everything was beautifully arranged, and where I 
waited a few minutes, while Mr MacFarlane was lunching 
with some friends, in an adjoining apartment. MacFarlane 
is a very handsome and a very fashionable man, and while I 
waited, overhearing the gay voices of the gentlemen over 
their wine, the sight of the beautiful rooms, and the thought 
of the liquor downstairs, made me perfectly sick. The spirit 
of the place struck a chill into me, it was so imbued with the 
atmosphere of worldliness, where even beauty was not 
worshipped for her own sake, but was made subservient to 
the commercial and fashionable spirit. The whole thing 
opened up to me a world so alien to my inmost thoughts 
and feelings, that it had the strangest effect upon me. It 
chilled and discouraged me. I literally hung my head, and 
felt for a time that I hardly cared to live. The whole place 
seemed a temple to the god Mammon. I cannot explain at 
all my feelings on the subject, but perhaps you will under
stand without any explanation. I think you would feel just 
as I do, if you were placed in similar circumstances. When
ever I come in contact with a nature totaUy out of sympathy 
with my own, I always feel a jar which seems to have an 
almost physical effect upon the nerves. It always discourages 



HONOLULU-I 884 

me and leaves me weaker in courage. I feel the profound 
wisdom of that injunction of Christ's, "Be ye not of the world, 
and be not conformed to the world." Often after some social 
dissipation, I experience a strong revulsion of feeling, and 
feel (as Peter must have felt when he denied his Master), as 
though I too had been faithless to my inmost love and con
viction, and had in a sense, denied the most sacred realities. 
The truth is, what I do I would not, and what I would not 
that I do. Miserable man that I am, who shall deliver me 
from the body of this death, etc. etc. You know it better 
than I probably, so I will not continue to quote. Most 
people would not feel this way. The fact is, there is a good 
deal of the old Puritan feeling in me yet. I only wish it 
would display itself in right conduct. 

Well, my dear George, here I am nearly at the bottom 
of my fourth page, and I have left myself no room to discuss 
Kant's theory of space and time, nor room for a word about 
the mutilated Boscovitchianism which the President and Billy 
are attempting to foist upon the world as honest natural 
realism, and orthodox philosophy. I will have to postpone 
those interesting and fruitful (?) topics until I write again. 
By the way, I believe I am to have the pleasure of seeing 
that dear old gentleman before long. He is coming out to 
San Francisco, and will probably come down here. Query, 
what shall I ask him? I can't let this chance at him go by 
without propounding some knotty question to him. I guess 
I will ask him whether influence is a relation of power or 
not? Then I may ask him what the essence of the idea of 
cause is? To which he will probably respond that it always 
conveys the idea of power. Then I will ask him whether 
influences are not causes, according to his responses to the two 
foregoing questions. What he will answer to this last 
question I don't know. Probably he will get off some joke. 
If he denies that influence is a relation of power, then I 
will ask him whether anything but force can produce, or 
h,we any tendency to produce, action, and whether motives 
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have any such tendency? If he denies this I shall probably 
give up in disgust. 

Well, I will not victimize you further. Here I pause. 
Good luck to you, and aloha nut~ from 

Your Affectionate Friend, 

HENRY N. CASTLE. 

HONOLULU, July 5, '84· 

DEAR HELEN, 

I embrace the opportunity afforded by a free Saturday 
afternoon to begin a letter to my dear sister in foreign lands. 
I am writing before the open window of my own room, and 
the glorious view which it presents keeps my eyes anywhere 
but on my paper. You know that I had the window taken 
out shortly after my return home, which greatly improves 
the view, and makes a new room of this one, I might say. 
It is now one of the finest views to be obtained anywhere, 
and in moonlight especially is altogether divine. On these fine 
moonlight nights, I sit in my window seat, leaning over the 
sill, and gaze upon the outline of mountain, and the silvery 
light dwelling softly on banana and palm, until I seem literally 
to be at the gateway of fairyland. Everything is divested of 
that common air of vulgar reality which disillusions every 
dream, and stales every pleasure. Of course, this effect is 
heightened when the strains of the band, softened by distance, 
float up from the heart of the city. They harmonize so 
perfectly that one might suppose there was some principle 
uniting and blending the harmonies of sight and sound, as the 
beat of the dancer's foot falls in with the pulsation of the 
music. However, you know more than I can tell you about 
the glories of " mellow moons and tropic skies." What I was 
going to tell you was that this afternoon, though warm 

22 
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enough in the dusty streets down town, up here among the 
trees and birds is one of our perfect summer days, with the 
trade wind blowing so deliciously as to seem literally life
giving. Keats would not have sighed for a draft of vintage 
cooled a long age in the deep delved earth, if when he threw 
up his Roman windows, his forehead had been cooled by such 
a breeze as this, born among snows and icebergs, fresh from a 
journey of a thousand leagues across an untravelled ocean, 
until it drove those white crested waves against the coral reefs 
of our happy Island home. I know no other wind like this. 
It is merry, full of inspiration, life-giving. That was a delicious 
wind which swept across the blue bay from Sorrento into our 
open windows at Naples. But it was warm and drowsy, and 
invited that dreamy languor, which is the negation of effort. 
It would do for the Lotus-eaters, but it was no such healthful, 
blood-stirring (what a hideous adjective) wind as this. How
ever, I imagine you have heard all you want to upon this 
somewhat hackneyed theme, and I will turn my attention to 
some other topic. 

There has been a good deal going on lately, though we 
have not been out very much. The other evening, Carrie and 
I went to the band. We embraced the opportunity to take a 
walk up Emma Street, and look in at some magnificent trees 
in the Riemenschneider's yard. They were the finest trees I 
ever saw-royal palms, of course. Instead of having the whole 
avenue planted thickly with them, as is usually the case, in 
these grounds they were planted at considerable distances apart. 
There were two standing alone, one on each side of the avenue, 
and mingling their branches far above it. They were very tall, 
with huge, dark, drooping leaves, solemnly swaying in the slight 
breeze, as full of mystery as the haunted oaks of Dodona. The 
moonlight, which deepened every shadow and invested with a 
new solemnity every gloom, rendering them supernatural in 
their effect, softened their upper edges and silvered their tops. 
The whole was the finest thing in its kind that I have ever 
seen. Carrie and I were nearly speechless with admiration. 
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They are the finest palms either of us have seen, both in their 
situation and in themselves. There are two other very fine ones, 
a] little further mauka, which are also very beautiful. They 
are very tall, with perfectly straight shafts and fine symmetrical 
tops, producing an effect more light, graceful, and Corinthian 
than the first, which in their majesty and gloom are more 
sternly Doric. 

The Fourth of July was celebrated here with great eclat. 
In the morning, there were speeches, etc. etc., at the hotel, 
songs, music from the band, with a grand display of flags of 
course. They also had a model of Bunker Hill Monument, 
about twelve or fifteen feet high, in the front yard, next to the 
fence. I sat on one of the upper verandahs, dividing my atten
tion between the speeches and the magnificent view of the 
mountains and city at the back. I was asked to read the 
Declaration of Independence, which, of course, I declined to do. 
H they had asked me to deliver the oration, I might have 
considered the proposition. 

In the afternoon, at one, a game of ball was played, termina
ting with a score of three to two, probably the best game of 
ball ever played on these Islands. I took that in, to my great 
delectation, and then rode down to Waikiki on horseback, with 
Nellie Lowrey and May Atherton. Will's family were down 
there. We had a delightful time, the tide was high, and in 
general all went merry as a marriage bell. In the evening, the 
Halls had some nice fireworks, ending up with a bonfire on 
the beach. Mr Hall has a very fine place there. He has got 
the grass to grow beautifully out in front, as far as to high 
water-mark, just where the beach proper begins, you know. 
Just think what a fine promenade that makes. It is growing 
thick, making a perfect carpet. He has also planted some 
algeroba trees out there, and they are growing beautifully. 
Waikiki, just after sunset, is divine. The hour is perfect. 
Yesterday the surf was perfectly magnificent. I rode home 
with Nellie and May in the moonlight, about eight o'clock, 
and then just as soon as I reached home, dressed and rushed 
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off to the ball at the Music Hall, with Carrie. George's 
swallowtail fits me to a dot, and so I wore that. I cannot dance 
well enough yet to dance at a ball, so I sat around, while 
Carrie danced. However, I enjoyed it. I was introduced to 
Miss Green, a daughter of W. L. Green. This was the pretty 
and clever one. I thought her very charming. . .. Whether 
I might have written anything decent on the other half of 
this sheet, no man knoweth. I close with my usual injunctions. 
Be happy. Don't trouble your head about sugar. Stay in 
Germany. By-and-bye go to France. Move to Berlin, just as 
soon as you want to, and consider yourself as the recipient by 
this mail of as much love as will go under one postage, from 

Your Affectionate Brother, 

HENRY N. CASTLE. 

HONOLULU, H.I., Sunday, August 9, '84. 

DEAR SISTER HELEN, 

The steamer came yesterday, bringing a letter to me 
personally from you, with one for Father and Mother. I was 
surprised that you thought we were neglecting you, for we 
surely have not missed a single steamer of the regular line. 
The other line we lose all track of, and only send by occa
sionally. I think you must have failed to receive some of our 
letters. By the way, several months ago, I sent you two or 
three views, which you never acknowledged. Did you receive 
them? They were sent, if my memory serves me properly, 
done up in a copy of the Chz'nese News, which I thought 
you and your German friends would find very interesting 
reading. You also say in your last that you would like to 
hear from me occasionally. I thought I had been your most 
faithful correspondent. Though lately, I have sent some 
scanty letters, I do not think I have let more than one or 
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two steamers go altogether without a word from me. Perhaps 
I am mistaken about that, however. I must plead guilty to 
your charge of having relapsed into silence about my plans. 
I suppose that is because I have none definite enough to 
be called such. I told you, did I not, that I had given 
up leaving here this year; the future beyond this year is 
uncertain. 

The name of your new nephew upon the hill is Alfred 
Lowrey. That is the name which the family have settled 
upon, though upon Will's books in the office he figures under 
the rather eccentric appellation of Jeremiah Punchbowl. That 
is a name which Fred Lowrey suggested, and as I thought it 
rather bright, I adopted it, when I had occasion to open an 
account with the young gentleman, before his parents had 
settled upon Alfred Lowrey. The secret predilection of my 
own heart was for Epaphroditus, but no one seemed to view 
the idea with peculiar favor. Alfred Lowrey is undoubtedly 
quite a promising young gentleman, and, I presume, will 
eventually reflect great credit upon his ancestral stock. 

The sensation with us just now is the presence of President 
Fairchild, who reached here by the steamer of day before 
yesterday. We were down to the steamer to meet him, of 
course, standing out on the end of the Likelike wharf, and 
straining our eyes to catch the first glimpse of him as the boat 
went by. We recognized him as she passed, and then we 
started off at a very lively pace for the Oceanic Co.'s wharf. 
It was delightful to see him, I assure you, and brought back 
old times in a very lively manner. He is stopping at Dr 
Whitney's at present, where a reception was held in his honor 
on the evening of his arrival. A great many were there, and 
the affair passed off in a very pleasant manner. I thought the 
President seemed to enjoy the occasion very much. Ah Yung 
made some of the ice cream, so you may be sure that some of 
it at least was nice. Yesterday we took the President up to 
the Pali. The President, Dr and Mrs Whitney, and Mr Rice, 
(Mrs , Whitney's brother) rode in a double-seated carriage, 
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while Dr and Mrs Hyde, myself, and some others rode horse
back. We stopped at Luakaha, but lunched farther up the 
valley. I thought President Fairchild seemed to enjoy every
thing very much. He thought the Pali very fine, and 
compared it to the Yosemite, where he has just been. Mr 
Rice, Carrie Gilman, May Atherton and myself, climbed that 
steep height immediately to the right hand of the Pali as you 
go up. It was a tremendous climb, right on the verge of the 
abyss, about 500 feet, I should think, above the road. The 
wind blew with terrific violence, and immediately to our left 
was the precipice, for the only available place of ascent was 
on its very verge. The peculiar effect of the scene, the 
magnificence and boundlessness of the prospect, the loneliness 
and terror of that almost inaccessible height, I shall not 
attempt to describe. Words, at least my words, cannot ade
quately set forth the beauty of that wide stretch of landscape, 
green with pasture and canefield, flecked with alternate shadow 
and light, dotted with groves of brilliant kukui, and dark 
ohia and hao bounded by the keen line of surf, startling the 
eye by it~ whiteness, nor of that broad belt of sea whose blue 
was shading into purple under the gloom of storm clouds 
driving up from the immeasurably distant horizon. You know 
it and have seen it all, though not from the point which we 
reached yesterday, and that "mental eye which is the bliss 
of solitude," will enable you to call it up as my words never 
can. 

Mr Rice, whom I mentioned as one of our party, is a very 
intelligent and interesting gentleman. He is down here for 
a visit to his relatives here, and has been here a number of 
weeks, during which time he has been supplying the pulpit 
at Fort Street Church. He is an excellent preacher, though 
altogether too dramatic both in matter and manner to suit 
my taste. He is an Oberlin graduate, I believe. How easy 
it is to detect a college graduate in the pulpit. They are 
always working ·in a little moral philosophy. It is a great 
comfort to me, for I have little complacency in ministers who 
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betray an ignorance of moral philosophy. A man who has 
not studied that science should not be allowed to preach. I 
am surprised that the study does not figure in a theological 
course. I believe, however, now that I give the matter a 
little thought, that it is one of the topics of the entrance 
examination. One would never guess it from hearing most 
ministers. The majority of men shed their instruction in that 
branch as easily and beautifully as a taro leaf does water. I 
presume there are some of my classmates who by this time 
are unable to tell what is the only good, or to give a defini
tion of "benevolence." 

President Fairchild preached this morning at Fort Street. 
The sermon was an excellent one, and I guess was pretty 
generally enjoyed. It was a sermon of the Oberlin length, 
however, forty-five minutes, and people evidently thought it 
time to stop after the usual half-hour was up. I found it a 
great treat to hear him again. He is going to be here a week 
(from next Tuesday), before he goes to the windward. We hope 
to have him here to stay, before he goes. I intend to take him 
up Punchbowl. I must also propound some question to him, 
now that I have the chance. However, I suppose, my dear, 
you think it is about time to change the subject, and I will 
accordingly do so. 

Carrie has told you, perhaps, that I am singing in the 
choir. I presume you will be somewhat surprised. I am not 
exactly a nightingale in. the matter of voice, and my know
ledge of music, I need not remind you, is far from exhaustive. 
However, I manage to get along tolerably well. The arrange
ment is only a temporary one, for the summer merely. I 
expect to go back into the congregation, when the Cruzans 
return. 

My dancing is progressing finely. I am getting to be quite 
an adept in that art. There is to be a ball pretty soon, on 
which occasion I expect to adorn the "floor." I don't mean 
that I expect to fall down. However, a haughty spirit goeth 
before a fall, and so I may experience a reverse in that line 
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when I least expect it. Carrie and I attend a dancing school 
every Friday evening, and also a private one Monday even
ings, which is not to last, however, more than three or four 
weeks altogether. 

Did you ever go up Punchbowl by moonlight? I imagine 
not. I do not remember how I came to think of such a thing, 
but it came across me suddenly that it would be a fine 
excursion. I assure you that when we came to go, the reality 
of the scene completely distanced our expectations. We had 
thought that the town and sea would be beautiful, but that 
everything would be faint and shadowy and indistinct in out
line. On the contrary, all the outlines were perfectly definite 
and exquisitely clear. The Waianae mountains were like a 
solid crystal. The town was wonderfully distinct, the streets 
penetrating the dark masses of shade were plainly marked. 
The glimmer of lights from houses hidden in foliage added to 
the indescribable beauty of the scene. I need not say how 
fair was Diamond Head, with the cocoanut-fringed shore of 
Waikiki, and the sea beyond it white in the moonlight. We 
watched till it was late, and the lights from the shore to the 
valleys one after another went out, and abolished the sense of 
human companionship. There was an "orchestral lulL" The 
faintest sound no longer rose from the sleeping city, and only 
the boisterous trade blowing chill at this late hour broke in 
upon the universal silence. The wind whistling around us 
increased the sense of loneliness. There is no moonlight 
excursion, however, that I enjoy more than one to Waikiki. 
There is no describing the beauty of that spot, immediately 
after sunset, when there is a wonderful light still lingering on 
the sea and in the sky, and again just as the full moon is 
rising, not clear, but from some stormy bank of black clouds. 
The spot at that hour, and in that light, is divine. I know not 
where else on the planet one can have any experience more 
perfect in its kind. 

The temperature of the water, moreover, in these evenings, 
is sometimes simply perfect. One never wishes to leave it. 
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Well, dear Helen, I see that I have left myself not much 
more than half a page in which to tell you about myself and 
my plans. The space, however, is still out of all proportion to 
the importance of the theme. My plans are exceedingly 
indefinite. I certainly should be surprised if I remained here 
longer than another year. When I go away, it may be for 
some professional school in the United States, theological or 
otherwise, or it may be for Germany-I should say much more 
probably the latter. My theological scheme is conditioned on 
the acquisition on my part of more piety, certainly a very 
precarious condition. At present while that scheme is in 
abeyance, the Germany scheme becomes more prominent. No 
plan affords me any special satisfaction. However, you may 
see me before very long. 

My already long letter must be brought to a speedy close. 
Your birthday, dear Helen, has not been forgotten. I wish you 
many happy returns of the propitious day, and I hope that 
all your coming years may be as rich in development as I 
believe your last has been. I think you had better stay in 
Europe for several years yet. There or elsewhere, may we 
meet soon. Farewell. 

Your Affectionate Brother, 

HENRY. 

HONOLULU, August 31, '84. 
DEAR HELEN, 

I have been so busy dissipating lately that I have 
allowed a fortnight to slip away unnoticed, until my very last 
chance for writing to you by to-morrow's steamer is upon me 
before I am aware. Much has happened here since I wrote 
you last, for the great Remenyi has come with his violin. He 
came, however, before the last mail was sent, but I do not 
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