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ﬁ HE following Biographical Sketch of
<ZA°>  Audubon was originally read before
the Quarante Club, a leading literary society of
New Orleans. Itis now offered in printed form
to a larger circle of readers at the suggestion of
some of the relatives and admirers of the famous
Louisianian,in the hope that it may create such
an interest in its subject as will ultimately lead to
the result long ardently desired by the writer—
the erection of a suitable monument in the
Crescent City in memory of our great ornithol-
ogist. The raison d’étre of this unpretending
brochure being explained, the author begs for
it the kindly indulgence of a generous public,
and a hearty cooperation in the work, of which
it is hoped this modest effort may prove the
corner-stone.

Our country is at last rapidly refuting the
traditional charge of the ingratitude of Repub-
lics to their noblest sons and though she has as
yet no Pantheon nor Westminster Abbey,
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statues and monumentsthroughout theland per-
petuate the memory and deeds of her patriots,
scholars and heroes. We of the far South must
not be behindhand in this great movement.
Undismayed by difficulties and discourage-
ments, we must earnestly strive to do like
honor to our illustrious dead, and ennoble and
beautify our parks and public places with last-
ing memorials in bronze and marble—grand
object lessons of their lives and deeds.
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The entire proceeds from the sale of this
book will be contributed to the Audubon Monu-
ment Fund.
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"HILE it gives me great pleasure to have

been selected to present to you this
brief record of the life, labors and achieve-
ments of John James Audubon, the great nat-
uralist of America, I do so with extreme difh-
dence : and, disclaiming for myself any origi-
nality, learning or eloquence, will rely for the
success of my effortssolely upon yourownwarm
interest in the man himself, and in the personal
details of his remarkable career, ‘‘more in-
structive than a sermon, more romantic than a
romance.’’

The name and fame of Audubon are world-
wide, yet nowhere should they be more highly
honored and cherished than here among us—
here in the very State where his ardent spirit
first saw the light. To me, especially, is there
a charm in the very name of Audubon, inter-
woven as it is with the earliest and dearest
recollections of my childhood and of my old
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home in the Felicianas, where, I love to reflect,
he was in the olden time a frequent and ever
welcome guest. As a child, I listened eagerly
when any of the incidents connected with these
visits were recalled, and I early developed for
thegreat naturalist a most devoted hero-worship.
More fascinating than a fairy tale to my youth-
ful imagination was the account of his long
struggle with adversity and his ultimate tri-
umph. I heard with delighted curiosity of the
strange stuffed birds, and curious impaled in-
sects thatfilled hisroom in artistic disorder. And
more especially I took immense pride in the
thought that the familiar portraits which looked
down upon me from the walls were painted by
his hand ; and I gloried in the knowledge from
the lips of my own dear mother, that ‘‘ once
upon a time’’ she had been a pupil of his lovely
and gifted wife. But above all else I cherished
the family tradition that upon our plantation
near Bayou Sara, the great artist captured the
magnificent wild turkey from which he painted
then and there his celebrated master-~piece.
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And so perfect was the picture it is further-
more said, so life-like in pose and appearance
that when finished and set to dry upon the
piazza, it attracted and deceived a flock of do-
mestic turkeys that came strutting upon the
scene, noisily gobbling and quarreling, and
actually tried to attack and drive out the lordly
forest intruder. The tribute paid to the old
Greek painter Zeuxis by the birds that flew at

his bunch of grapes and pecked at themn upon
his canvas, sank into insignificance compared
with this triumph of art in our unclassic age.
The woods, the fields, the streams, were invested
with new beauty and romantic interest, when
I learned how he, the famous Audubon, then
poor and unknown, had spent days and nights
roaming among them, with only his dog and
gun to bear him company. My childish heart
overflowed with sympathy for the lonely
wanderer. Enthusiast and dreamer, all pro-
nounced him to be in those very practical days:
all, save the faithful wife who believed in her
husband’s genius, and for his sake became the



