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THE TELL-TALE HEART.

TRUE —ncrvous—rvery, very dreadfully ner-
vous I had been and am! but why will you say
that T am mad? The disease had sharpened
my senses—not  destroyed—not  dulled them.
Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I
heard all things in the heaven and 1n the carth.
I heard many things in hell. How, then, am
[ mad? Tlearken! and observe how healthily—
how calmly T can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea en-
tered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted
me day and might.  Object there was none.
Passion there was none. T loved the old man.
He had never wronged me.  1le had never given
me insult. Tor his gold T had no desire. [
think it was his eye! yes, it was this! One of
his eyes resembled that of a vulture—a pale
blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell
upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by de-
grees—very gradually—I made up my mind to
take the life of the old man, and thus rid my-
self of the eye for ever.

Now this is tl:e point. You fancy me mad.

5




6 The Tell-Tale Heart

Madmen know nothing. But you should have
scen me. You should have seen how wiscly I
proceeded—with what caution—with what fore-
sight—with what dissimulation I went to work !

I was never kinder to the old man thanduring
the whole week before I killed him.  And every
night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his
door and opened it—oh, so gently! And then,
when T had made an opening sufficient for my
head, T put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed,
<o that no light shone out, and then 1 thrust in
my head. Oh, you would have laughed to sce
how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it
slowly—very, very slowly, so that 1 might not
dixturh the old man’s sleep. It took me an
hour to place my whole head within the opening
so far that I could sce him as he lay upon his
bed.  Tlal—would a madman have been so wise
as this?  And then, when my head was well in
the room, 1 undid the lantern cautiously—oh, ¢o
cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)
—1I undid it just so much that a single thin ray
fell upon the vulture eye. And this [ did for
seven long nights—every night just at midnight
—but I found the eye always closed; and so it
was impossible to do the work; for it wasnotthe
old man who vexed me, but his Ivil Iiye.  And
every morning, when the day broke, I went
boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously
to him, calling him by name in a hearly tone,
and inquiring how he had passed the night.  So
you see he would have been a very profound old
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man, indecd, to suspect that every night, just at
twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.

Upon the eighth night I was more than
usually cautious in opening the door. A
watch’s minute hand moves more quickly than
did mine. Never before that night had I felt
the extent of my own powers—of my sagacity.
I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph.
To think that there T was, opening the door, lit-
tle by little, and he not even to dream of my
seeret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at
the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he
moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now
you may think that I drew back—but no. His
room was as black as pitch with the thick dark-
ness, (for the shutters were close fastened,
through fear of robbers,) and so T knew that
he could not see the opening of the door, and I
kept pushing it on steadily, steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the
lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin
fastening, and the old man sprang up in the
bed, erying out—* Who’s there?”

T kept quite still and said nothing. For a
whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the
meantime I did not hear him lic down. Tle
was still sitting up in the bed lislening ;—just
as I have done, night after night, hearkening
to the death watches in the wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew
it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not
a groan of pain or of grief—oh no!—it was
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the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom
of the soul when overcharged with awe. 1 knew
the sound well.  Many a night, just at mid-
mght, when all the world slept, 1t has welled up
from my own bosom, deepening, with its dread-
ful echo, the terrors that distracted me. [ say
1 knew it well. I knew what the old man felt,
and pitied him, although T chuckled at heart.
I knew that he had been lying awake ever since
the first slight noise, when he had turned in the
bed. 1lis fears had been ever since growing
upon him. 1Ile had been trying to fancy them
causeless, but could not. Ife had been saying
to himsclf—“ It is nothing but the wind 1 the
chimney—it is only a mouse erossing the {loor,”
or “it is merely a cricket which has made a
single chirp.”  Yes, he has been trying to com-
fort himselt with these suppositions; but he
had found all in vain. A/l in vain; because
Death, in approaching him, had stalked with his
black shadow Dbefore him, and enveloped the
vietim.  And it was the mournful influence of
the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel
—although he ncither saw nor heard—to feel
the presence of my head within the room.

When 1 had waited a long time, very patient-
ly, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to
open a little—a very, very little crevice in the
lantern.  So I opened it—vyou cannot imagine
how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length, a
single dim ray, like the thread of the spider,
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shot from out the crevice and full upon the vul-
ture eye.

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew
furtous as 1 gazed upon it. 1 saw it with per-
feet distinetness—all a dull blue, with a hid-
eous veil over it that chilled the very marrow
in my bones; but I could sce nothing else of the
old man’s face or person: for I had directed the
ray as i by instinet, precisely upon the damned
spot.

And now have I not told you that what you
mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the
senses P—now, T say, there came to my ecars a
low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes
when enveloped in colton. T knew {liat sound
well too. Tt was the beating of the old man’s
heart. Tt increased my fury, as the beating of
a drum stimalates the soldier into courage.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. T
searcelv breathed. [ held the lantern motion-
Jess. T tried how sieadily I could maintain the
ray upon the eye.  Meantime the hellish tattoo
of the heart increased. Tt grew quicker and
quicker, and louder and louder every instant.
The old man’s terror must have heen extreme!
It grew louder, I say, louder every moment l—
do you mark me well? I have told you that
T am nervous: so I am.  And now at the dead
hour of the might, amid the dreadful silence of
that old house, g0 strange a noise as this excited
me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some min-
utes longer I refrained and stood still.  But the
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beating grew louder, louder! I thought the
heart must burst. And now a mew anxiety
seized me—the sound would be heard by a
neighbor! The old man’s hour had come!
With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and
leaped into the room. Ie shricked once—once
onlv. Inan instant T dragged him to the floor,
and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then
smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But,
for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muf-
fled sound. 'This, however, did not vex me; it
would not be heard through the wall. At
length it ceased. The old man was dead. I
removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes,
he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand
upon the heart and held it there many minutes.
There was no pulsation. TIle was stone dead.
Ilis eve would trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so
no longer when T describe the wise precautions
1 took for the concealment of the body. The
night waned, and I worked hastily, but in si-
Tence.  First of all T dismembered the corpse.
I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring
of the chamber, and deposited all hetween the
scantlings. I then replaced the boards so clev-
erly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even
lis—could have detected any thing wrong.
There was nothing to wash out—no stain of
any kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had been
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too wary for that. A tub had caught all—ha!
ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it
was four o’clock—still dark as midnight. As
the bell sounded the hour, there came a knock-
ing at the strcet door. I went down to open it
with a light heart,—for what had I now to
fear? There entered three men, who intro-
duced themselves, with perfeet suavity, as of-
ficers of the police. A shriek had been heard
hy a neighbor during the night: suspicion of
foul play had been aroused; information had
been lodged at the police office, and they (the
officers) had been deputed to scarch the prem-
ises.

T smiled,—for what had I to fear? I bade
the gentlemen welcome. The shrick, T said,
was my own in a dream. The old man, I men-
tioned, was absent in the country. I took my
visitors all over the house. I bade them search
—~xearch well. T led, them, at length, to his
chamber. T showed them his treasures, secure,
undisturbed. In the cnthusiasm of my con-
fidenee, I brought chairs into the room, and de-
sired them here to rest from their fatigues,
while T myself, in the wild aundacily of my per-
fect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very
spot benecath which reposed the corpse of the
victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had
convinced them. I was singularly at case.
They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they
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chatted familiar things. But, ere long, I felt
mysell getting pale and wished them gone. My
head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears:
but still they sat and still chatted. The ring-
ing became more distinct:—it continued and
became more distinet: 1 talked more freely to
get vid of the feeling: but it continued and
gained definitiveness—until, at length, I found
that the noise was not within my ears.

No doubt T now grew wery pale;—but I
talked more fluently, and with a heightened
voice.  Yet the sound increased—and what
could T do? Tt was a low, dull, quicl: sound—
much such a sound as a watch makes when en-
veloped in colton. T gasped for breath—and
yet the officers heard it not. T talked more
quickly—more vehemently; but the noise stead-
ily increased. T arose and argued about trifles,
in a high key and with violent gesticulations,
but the mnoise steadily inercased.  Why wounld
they not be gone? T paced the floor {o and fro
with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the
obzervation of the men—but the noise steadily
increased.  Oh God! what could I do? T
foamed—I raved—TI swore! I swung the chair
upon which T had been sitting, and grated it
upon the boards, but the noise arose over all
and continually increased. Tt grew louder—
louder—T7ouder!  And still the men chatted
pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they
heard mot?  Almighty Godl—no, no! They
heard !—they  suspected —they  knew /—they
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were making a mockery of my horror !—this T
thought, and this I think. But any thing was
better than this agony! Any thing was more
tolerable than this derision! I conld bear those
hypoeritical smiles no longer! I felt that I
must seream or die —and now—again '—hark!
louder ! louder ! louder! louder !—

“ Villains! ” I shrieked, “ dissemhle no more!
T admit the deed ?—tear up the planks!—here,
here !—it is the beating of his hideous heart!”




BERENICE.

Dicehant mihi sodales, si sepnlchrum amica visitarem, curas
m -as aliquar tulum fore levatas.—KEbn Zawat.

Mistry is manifold. The wretchedness of
earth is multiform. Overreaching the wide
horizon as the rainbow, its hues are as various
as the hues of that arch—as distinet too, yet as
intimately blended.  Overreaching the wide ho-
rizon as the rainhow! Ilow is it that from
heauty T have derived a type of unloveliness 7—
from the covenant of peace, a smile of sorrow?
But, as in cthies, evil is a consequence of good,
¢0, in Tact, out of joy is sorrow born. Hither
the memory of past bliss is the anguish of to-
day, or the agonies which are, have their origin
in the eestacies which might have been.

My baptismal name is Egweus; that of my
family T will not mention. Yet there are no
towers in the land more time-honored than my
gloomy, gray, hereditary halls, Our line has
been called a race of visionaries; and in many
striking particulars—in the character of the
family mansion—in the frescoes of the chief
saloon—in the tapestries of the dormitories—
in the chiselling of some buttresses in the ar-

14
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mory—but more especially in the gallery of an-
tique paintings—in the fashion of the library
chamber—and, lastly, in the very peculiar na-
ture of the library’s contents—there is more
than sufficient evidence to warrant the belief.

The recollection of my earliest years are con-
nected with that chamber, and with its volumes
—of which latter I will say no more. Ilere
died my mother. Herein was I born. But it
is mere idleness to say that I hadnot livedbefore
—that the soul has no previous existence. You
deny it?—Iet us not argue the matter. Con-
vinced myself, I seck not to convinee. There is,
however, a remembrance of adérial forms—of
spiritual and meaning eyes—of sounds, musical
yet sad; a remembrance which will not be ex-
cluded; a memory like a shadow—vague, var-
iable, indefinite, unsteady; and like a shadow,
too, in the impossibility of my getting rid of it
while the sunlight of my reason shall exist.

In that chamber was I born. Thus awak-
ing from the long night of what seemed, buf
was not, nonentity, at once into the very regions
of fairy land—into a palace of imagination—
into the wild dominions of monastic thought
and crudition—it is not singular that T gazed
around me with a startled and ardent eye—
that T loitered away my boyhood in books, and
dissipated my youth in revery; but it is singu-
lar, that as ycars rolled away, and the noon of
manhood found me still in the mansion of my
fathers—it ¢s wonderful what a stagnation
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there fell upon the springs of Ty life—won-
derful how total an inversion took place in the
character of my commonest thought. The real-
jties of the world aftected me as visions, and as
vizsions only, while the wild ideas of the land of
dreams became, in turn, not the material of my
every-day existence, but in very deed that exis-
tence utterly and solely in itsclf.
* £ * * * * *

Berenice and 1 were cousing, and we grew up
together in my parternal halls. Yet differently
we grew—I, i1l of health, and buried in gloom
—she, agile, graceful, and overflowing with
energy; her’s the ramble on the hill-side—
mine, the studies of the cloister; I, living with-
in my own heart, and addicted, body and soul,
to the most intense and painful meditation—
she, roaming carclessly through life, with no
thought of the shadows in her path, or the si-
Ient flight of the raven-winged hours. Bere-
nice I—I call upon her name—DBerenice —and
from the gray ruins of memory a thousand tu-
multuous recolleeliong are startled at the sound!
Ah, vividly is her image before me now, as in
the carly days of her light-heartedness and
joy! Oh, gorgeous yet fantastic beauty! Oh,
sylph amid the shrubberies of Arnheim! Oh,
naiad among its fountains! And then—then
all is mystery and terror, and a tale which
should not be told. Disease—a fatal discase,
fell like the simoon wpon her frame; and even,
while I gazed upon her, the spirit of change
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swept over her, pervading her mind, her habits,
and her character, and, in a manner the most
subtle and terrible, disturbing cven the iden-
tity of her person! Alas! the destroyer came
and went!—and the victim—where is she? I
knew her not—or knew her no longer as Bere-
nice!

Among the numerous train of maladies su-
perinduced by that fatal and primary one which
effected a revolution of so horrible a kind in the
moral and physieal being of my cousin, may be
mentioned as the most distressing and obsti-
nate in its nature, a species of epilepsy not un-
frequently terminating in trance itself—trance
very nearly resembling positive dissolution, and
from which her manner of recovery was, in
most instances, starthngly abrupt. In the
meantime, my own disease—for 1 have been
told that I should call it by mno olher
appellation—my own disease, then, grew rapid-
ly upon me, and assumed finally a monoman-
iac character of a novel and extraordinary form
—hourly and momently gaining vigor—and at
lentgh obtaining over me the most incompre-
hensible ascendency.  This monomania, if 1
must so term it, consisted in a morbid irritabil-
ity of those properties of the mind in meta-
physical science termed the attentive. It is
more than probable that T am not understood ;
but I fear, indecd, that it is in no manner pos-
sible to convey to the mind of the merely gen-
eral reader, an adequate idea of that nervous
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intensity of interest with which, in my case, the
powers of meditation (not to speak technically)
busied and buried themselves, in the contem-
plation of cven the most ordinary objects of
the universe.

To muse for long unwearied hours, with my
attention riveted to some frivolous device on
the margin or in the typography of a book; to
become absorbed, for the better part of a sum-
mer’s day, in a quaint shadow falling aslant
upon the tapestry or upon the floor; to lose my-
self, for an entire night, in watching the steady
flame of a lamp, or the embers of a fire, to
dream away whole days over the perfume of
a flower; to repeat, monotonously, some com-
mon word, until the sound, by dint of frequent
Tepetition, ceased to convey any idea whatever
to the mind; to lose all sense of motion or
physical existence, by means of absolute bodily
quicscence long and obstinately persevered in:
such were a few of the most common and least
pernictous vagaries mduced by a condition of
the mental faculties, not, indeed, altogether
unparalleled, but certainly bidding defiance to
anv thing hike analysis or explanation.

Yet let me not be misapprehended.  The un-
due, earpest, and morbid attention thus excited
by objects in their own nature frivolous, must
not be confounded in character with that rumi-
nating propensity common to all mankind, and
more especially indulged in by persons of ardent
imagination. It was not cven, as might be at
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first supposed, an extreme condition, or exag-
geration of such propensity, but primarily and
essentially distinct and different. In the one
instance, the dreamer, or enthusiast, being in-
terested by an object usually not frivolous, im-
pereeptibly loses sight of this objeet in a
wilderness of deductions and suggestions is-
suing therefrom, until, at the conclusion of a
day-dream often replete with lurury, he finds
the incitamentiom, or first cause of his musings,
entirely vanished and forgotten. In my case,
the primary object was invariably frivolous, al-
though assuming, through the medium of my
distempered vision, a refracted and unreal im-
portance.  Few deduetions, if any, were made;
and those few pertinaciously returning in upon
the original object as a centre. The medita-
tions were never pleasurable; and, at the ter-
mination of the revery, the first cause, so far
from being out of sight, had attained that su-
pernaturally exaggerated interest which was the
prevailing feature of the discase. In a word,
the powers of mind more particularly exercised
were, with me, as 1 have said before, the atten-
tive, and are, with the day-dreamer, the specu-
lative.

My books, at this epoch, if they did not ac-
tually serve lo irritate the disorder, partook, it
will be perccived, largely, in their imaginative
and inconsequential nature, of the characteris-
tic qualities of the disorder itself. I well re-
member, among others, the treatise of the noble
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[talian, Ceelius Secundus Curio, “ De Ampli-
tudine Beati Regni Dei”; 8t. Austin’s great
work, “The City of God”; and Tertullian’s
“ D¢ Carne Christi,” in which the paradoxical
sentence, “ Mortuus est Dei filius; credibile est
quia ineplum est; et sepultus r{’sm'rexit; cgr?um
est quia impossible est,” occupied mny undivided
time, for many weeks of laborious and fruitless
investigation.

Thus it will appear that, shaken from its bal-
ance only by trivial things, my reason bore re-
somblance {o that occan-crag spoken of by Ptol-
emy llephestion, which steadilv resisting the
altacks of human violence, and the fiercer fury
of the waters and the winds, trembled only to
the touch of the flower called Asphodel. And al-
though, to a carcless thinker, it might appear a
matter beyond doubt, that the alteration pro-
duced by her unhappy malady, in the moral
condition of Berenice, would allord me many
objects for the exercise of that intense and ab-
normal meditation whose nature T have been
at some trouble in explaining, vet such was not
in any degree the case.  In the lucid intervals
of my infirmity, her calamity, indeed, gave me
pain, and, taking deeply to heart that total
wrecek of her fair and gentle life, I did not fail
to ponder, frequently and bitterly, upon the
wonder-working means by which so strange a
revolution had been so suddenly brought to pass.
But these reflections partook not of the idio-
syncrasy of my diseasc, and were such as would
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have occurred, under similar circumstances, to
the ordinary mass of mankind. True to its
own character, my disorder revelled in the less
important but more startling changes wrought
in the physical frame of Berenice—in the sin-
gular and most appalling distortion of her per-
sonal identity.

During the brizhtest days of her unparalleled
heauty, most surely T had never loved her. In
the strange anomaly of my existence, feelings
with me, had never been of the heart, and my
passions always were of the mind. Through
the gray of the early morning—among the trel-
lised shadows of the forest at noonday—and in
the silence of my library at night—she had
flitted by my eyes, and I had seen her—not as
the living and breathing Bereniee, but as the
Berenice of a dream ; not as a heing of the earth,
earthly, but as the abstraction of such a being;
not as a thing to admire, hut to analyze; not as
an ohject of love, but as the theme of the most
abstruse although desultory speculation.  And
now—now I shuddered in her presence, and
grew pale atl her approach; yet, bitterly lament-
ing her fallen and desolate condition, T called
to mind that she had loved me long, and, in an
evil moment, I spoke to her of marriage.

And at length the period of our nuptials was
approaching, when, upon an afternoon in the
winter of the year—one of those unseasonably
warm, calm, and misty days which are the nurse
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of the beautiful ITaleyon,*—I sat (and sat, as
T thought, alone) in the inner apartment of the
library. But uplifting my eyes, I saw that
Berenice stood before me.

Was it my own excited imagination—or the
misty influence of the atmosphere—or the un-
certain twilight of the chamber—or the gray
draperies which fell around her figure—that
causcd in it so vaccillating and indistinet an
outline? T could not tell.  She spoke no word ;
and I—not for words could T have uttered a
syllable.  An icy chill ran through my frame;
a sense of insuflerable anxiety oppressed me;
a consuming curiosity pervaded my soul; and,
sinking back upon the chair, T remained for
some time breathless and motionless, with my
cyes riveted upon her person.  Alas! its ema-
ciation was excessive, and not one vestige of
the former being lurked in any single line of
the contour. My burning glances at length fell
upon the face.

The forchead was high, and very pale, and
singulerly placid; and the once jetly hair fell
partially over it, and overshadowed the hollow
tcmples with innumerable ringlets, now of a
vivid yellow, and jarring discordantly, in their
fantastic character, with the reigning melan-
choly of the countenance. The eyes were life-
less, and lustreless, and scemingly pupilless, and

* For as Jove, during the winter season, gives twice seven

days of warmth, men have called this element and temperate
time the nurse of the beautiful Haleyon.—Sumonides.
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I shrank involuntarily from their glassy stare
to the contemplation of the thin and shrunken
lips. 'They parted; and in a smile of peculiar
meaning, the tecth of the changed Berenice dis-
closed thomselves slowly to my view. Would
to God that T had never beheld them, or that,
having done so, I had d:ed!
* * * * * * *

The shutting of a door disturbed me, and
looking up, 1 found that my cousin had de-
parted from the chamber. But from the dis-
ordered chamber of my brain, had not, alas!
departed, and would not be driven away, the
white and ghastly spectrum of the teeth. Not
a speck on their surface—not a shade on their
cnamel—not an indenture in their edges—but
what the bricf period of her smile had sufficed
to brand in upon my memory. I saw them
now cven more uncquivocally than I beheld
them ¢hen. The teeth!—the teeth!— they
were here, and there, and everywhere, and visis
bly and palpably before me; long, narrow, and
excesstvely white, with the pale lips writhing
about them, as in the very moment of their first
terrible development.  Then came the full fury
of my monvmanwa, and 1 struggled in vain
against ils strange and irresistible influence.
In the multiphed objects of the external world
I had no thoughts but for the tecth. For these
I longed with a frenzied desire.  All other mat-
ters and all different interests became absorbed
i their single contemplation. They—they
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alone were present {o the mental eye, and they,
in their sole individuality, became the essence
of my mental hife. 1 held them m every light.
I turned them in every attitude. I surveyed
their characteristies. 1 dwell upon their pe-
culiarities. I pondered upon their conforma-
tion. T mused upon the alteration in their na-
ture. T shuddered as T assigned to them, in im-
agination, a sensitive and sentient power, and
cven when unassisted by the hips, a capability
of moral expression.  Of Mademoiselle Salle
it has been well said: “ Que tous ses pas elutent
des sentiments,” and of Berenice I more ser-
iously believed gue tous ses dents ctalent des
1dées.  Des idées!—ah, here was the 1diotie
thought that destroyed me!  Des idées!—ah,
therefore it was that 1 coveted them so madly!
I felt that thewr possession could alone ever
restore me to peace, in giving me back to rea-
SO1.

And the evening closed in upon me thus—
and then the darkness came, and tarrvied, and
went—and the day again dawned-—and  the
mists of a sccond night were now gathering
around—and still T sat motionless in that soli-
tary room—and still I sat buried in meditation
—and  still the phantasma  of the teeth
maintained its terrible ascendancy, as, with
the most vivid and hideous distinetness, it
floated about amid the changing hights and
shadows of the chamber. At length there
broke in upon my dreams a ery as of hor-
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ror and dismay; and thercunto, after a
pause, succceded the sound of troubled voices,
intermingled with many low moanings of sor-
row or of pain. I arose from my secat, and
throwing open one of the doors of the library,
saw standing out in {the antechamber a servant
maiden, all in tears, who told me that Berenice
was—mno more! She had been seized with epi-
lepsy in the carly morning, and now, at the
closing in of the night, the grave was ready for
its tenant, and all the preparations for the bur-
ial were completed.
* * *

I found myself sitting in {he library, and
again silting there alone. Tt scemed to me
that T had newly awakened from a confused
and exciting drcam. 1 knew that it was now
midnight, and T was well anware, that sinece the
setting of the sun, Berenice had been interrved.
But of that dreary period which intervened I
had no positive, at least no definite, comprehen-
sion. Yet its memory was replete with horror
—horror more horrible from being vague, and
terror more terrible from ambiguity. It was a
fearful page in the record of my existence, writ-
ten all over with dim, and hidcous, and unintel-
ligible recollections. T strived to decipher
them, but in vain; while ever and anon, like the
spirit of a departed sound, the shrill and picre-
ing shriek of a female voice seemed to be ring-
ing in my ears. I had donc a deed—what was
it? I asked mysclf the question aloud, and

#* * * *
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the whispering echoes of the chamber answered
me—*“ What was 12"

On the table beside me burned a lamp, and
near it lay a little box. Tt was of no remrak-
able character, and I had scen it frequently
before, for it was the property of the family
physician; but how came it there, upon my
table, and why did I shudder in regarding it?
These things were in no manner to he accounted
for, and my eyes at length dropped to the open
pages ol a book, and to a sentenee underscored
therein.  The words were the singular but sim-
ple ones of the poct Thn Zaiat:—* Dicebant
mihi sodales st sepulchrum amice wvisitarem,
curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas.” Why,
then, as I perused them, did the hairs of my
head erect themselves on end, and the blood of
my body beecome congealed within my veins?

There came a light tap at the library door—
and, pale as the tenant of a tomb, a menial en-
tered upon tiptoe. ITis looks were wild with
terror, and he spoke to me in a voice tremulous,
husky, and very low. What said he?—some
broken sentences I heard. Ile told of a wild
cry disturbing the silence of the night—of the
gathering together of the household—of a
search in the direction of the sound; and then
his tones grew thrillingly distinet as he whis-
pered me of a violated grave—of a disfigured
body enshrouded, yet still brcatlunfr-—stlll pal-
pitating—still alive!

Ile pointed to my garments ;they were muddy
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and clotted with gore. I spoke not, and he
took me gently by the hand: it was indented
with the impress of human nails. He directed
my attention to some object against the wall.
T looked at it for some minutes: it was a spade.
With a shrick I bounded to the table, and
grasped the box that lay upon it. But I could
not force it open; and, in my tremor, it slipped
from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst into
piceces; and from it, with a rattling sound, there
rolled out some instruments of dental surgery,
intermingled with thirty-two small, white, and
ivory-looking substances that were scattered to
and fro about the floor.



ELEONORA.

Sub conservatione forme specifice salva anima.
—Raymond Lully,

T At come of a race noted for vigor of fancy
and ardor of passion. Men have called me
mad ; but the question is not yet settled, whether
madness is or is not the lolticst intelligence
—whether much that is glorious—whether all
that s profound—does not spring [rom disecase
of thoughl—from moods of mind exallied at
the expense of the general intelleet. They who
dream by day are cognizani of many things
which eseape those who drecam only by night.
In their gray visions they obtain glimpses of
cternity, and thmll, in waking, to find that they
have been upon the verge of the great sceret.
In snalches, thev learn something of the wis-
dom which is of good, and more of the mere
knowledge which 1s of evil. They penetrate,
however rudderless or compassless into the vast
ocean of the “light ineffable,” and again, like
the adventures of the Nubian geographer,
“agressi sunt mare tencbrarum, quid in eo
esset exploraluri.”

We will say, then, that T am mad. T grant,

28
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at least, that there are two distinet conditions
of my mental cxistence—the condition of a
lucid reason, not to be disputed, and belonging
to the memory of events forming the first epoch
of my life—and a condition of shadow and
doubt, appertaining to the present, and to the
recollection of what constitutes the second great
era of my being.  Therefore, what I shall tell
of the earlier period, believe; and to what 1
may rvclate of the later time, give only such
credit as may scem due; or doubt it allogether;
or, if doubt it ye cannot, then play unto its rid-
dle the (Ndipus.

She whom I loved in youth, and of whom I
now pen calmly and distinetly these remem-
brances, was the sole daughter of the only sister
of my mother long departed.  Eleonora was the
name of my cousin. We had always dwelled
together, bencath a tropical sun, in the Valley
of the Many-Colored Grass.  No unguided foot-
step ever came upon that vale; for it lay far
away up among a range of giant hills that hung
beetling around about it, shutting out the sun-
light from its sweetest recesses. No path was
trodden in its vicinity ; and, to reach our happy
home, there was nced of putting back, with
force, the foliage of many thousands of forest
trees, and of crushing to death the glories of
many millions of fragrant flowers. Thus it
was that we lived all alone, knowing nothing
of the world without the valley,—I, and my
cousin, and her mother.
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From the dim regions beyond the mountains
at the upper end of our encircled domain, there
crept out a narrow and deep river, brighter than
all save the cyes of Iileonora; and, winding
stealthily about in mazy courses, it passed away,
at length, through a shadowy gorge, among hills
ctill dimmer than those whenece 1t had issued.
We ealled it the “ River of Silence;” for there
scemed to be a hushing influence in its flow.
No murmur arose from its bed, and so gently
it wandered along, that the pearly pebbles upon
which we loved to gaze, far down within its
bosom, stirred not at all, but layv in a motionless
content, cach in its own old station, shining on
gloriously forever.

The margin of the river, and of the many
dazzling rivulets that glided through devious
ways into its channel, as well as the spaces that
extended from the margins away down into the
depths of the streams until they rcached the
bed of pebbles at the bottom,—these spots, not
less than the whole surface of the valley, from
the river to the mountains that girdled it in,
were carpeted all by a soft green grass, thick,
short, perfeetly ceven, and vanilla-perfumed,
but so besprinkled throughout with the yellow
buttercup, the white daisy, the purple violet,
and the ruby-red asphodel, that its exceeding
beauty spoke to our hearts in loud tones, of the
love and of the glory of God.

And, here and there, in groves about this
grass, like wildernesses of dreams, sprang up
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fantastic trees, whose tall slender stemsstoodnot
upright, but slanted gracefully toward the light
that pcered at noon-day into the centre of the
valley. Their bark was speckled with the vivid
alternate splendor of ebony and silver, and was
smoother than all save the cheeks of Eleonora;
so that, but for the brilliant green of the huge
leaves that spread from their summits in long,
tremulous lines, dallying with the Zephyrs, onc
might have fancied them giant serpents of
Syria doing homage to their Sovereign the
Sun.

Hand in hand about this vallev, for fifteen
years, roamed I with LKleonora before Love en-
tered within our hearts. It was onec evening
at the close of the third lustrum of her life, and
of the fourth of my own, that we sat, locked in
cach other’s embrace, beneath the serpent-like
trees, and looked down within the waters of the
River of Silence at our images therein. We
spoke no words during the rest of that sweet
day; and our words even upon the morrow were
tremulous and few. We had drawn the god
Eros {rom that wave, and now we fclt that he
had enkindled within us the fiery souls of our
forefathers. The passions which had for cen-
turies distinguished our race, came thronging
with the fancies for which they had been equally
noted, and together breathed a delirious bliss
over the Valley of the Many-Colored Grass. A
change fell upon all things. Strange, brilliant
flowers, star-shaped, burst out upon the trees
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where no flowers had been known before. The
tints of the green carpet deepened; and when,
one by one, the white daisics shrank away, there
sprang up in place of them, ten by ten of the
ruby-red asphodel.  And life arose in our paths;
for the tall lamingo, hitherto unscen, with all
gay glowing birds, {launted his scarlet plumage
before us. The golden and silver fish haunted
the river, out of the bosom of which issued, little
bv little, a murmur that swelled, at length, into
a lulling melody more divine than that of the
harp of Aolus—sweeter than all save the voice
of Illeonora. And now, too, a voluminous
cloud, which we had long watched in the re-
gions of Hesper, floated out thence, all gorgeous
in crimson and gold, and settling in peace above
us, sank, day by day, lower and lower, until
its edges rested upon the tops of the mountains,
turning all their dimmess into magnificence,
and shutting us up, as if forever, within a
magic prison-house of grandeur and of glory.

The loveliness of Kleonora was that of the
Seraphim; but she was a maiden artless and
innocent as the brief life she had led among
the flowers. No guile disguised the fervor of
love which arimated her heart, and she exam-
ined with me its inmost recesses as we walked
together in the Valley of the Many-Colored
Grass, and discoursed of the mighty changes
which had lately taken place therein.

At length, having spoken one day, in tears,
of the last sad change which must befall Hu-
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manity, she thenceforward dwelt only upon this
one sorrowful theme, interweaving it into all
our converse, as, 1 the songs of the bard of
Schiraz, the same images are found occurring,
again and again, in every impressive variation
of phrase.

She had scen that the finger of Death was
upon her bosom—that, like the ephemeron, she
had been made perfect in loveliness only to die;
but the terrors of the grave to her lay solely in
a consideration which she revealed to me, one
evening at twilight, by the banks of the River
of Silence. She grieved to think that, having
entombed her in the Valley of the Many-Col-
ored Grass, I would quit forever ifs happy re-
cesses, transferring the love which now was
80 passionately her own to some maiden of the
outer and every-day world. And, then and
there, I threw myself hurriedly at the fect of
Eleonora, and offered up a vow, to herself and
to ITeaven, that I would never bind myself in
marriage to any daughter of Earth—that I
would in no manner prove recrcant to her
dear memory, or to the memory of the devout
affection with which she had blessed me. And
I called the Mighty Ruler of the Universe to
witness the pious solemnity of my vow. And
the curse which I invoked of Him and of her,
a gaint in Helusion should I prove traitorous
to that promise, involved a penalty the exceed-
ing great horror of which will not permit me
to make record of it here. And the bright
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eyes of Fleonora grew brighter at my words;
and she sighed as if a deadly burthen had becn
taken from her breast; and she trembled and
very Witterly wept; but she made acceptance
of the vow, (for what was she but a child?) and
it made easy to her the bed of her death. And
she said to me, not many days afterward, tran-
quilly dying, that, because of what T had done
for the comfort of her spirit she would watch
over me in that spirit when departed, and, if so
it were permitted her return to me visibly in
the watches of the night; but, if this thing were,
indeed, beyond the power of the souls in Para-
dise, that she would, at least, give me {requent
indications of her presence; sighing upon me
in the cvening winds, or filling the air which I
breathed with perfume from the censers of the
angels.  And, with these words upon her lips,
she yielded up her innocent life, putting an end
to the first epoch of my own.

Thus far I have faithfully said. DBut as T -
pass the barrier in Time’s path, formed by the
death of mv beloved, and proceed with the sec-
ond era of my existence, T feel that a shadow
gathers over my brain, and I mistrust the per-
fect sanity of the record. But let me on.—
Years dragged themselves along heavily, and
still T dwelled within the Valley of the Many-
Colored Grass; but a second change had come
upon all things. The star-shaped flowers
shrank into the stems of the trees, and ap-
peared no more. The tints of the green carpet
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faded: and, one by one, the ruby-red asphodels
withered away; and there sprang up, in place
of them, ten by ten, dark, eye-like violets, that
writhed uneasily and weré ever encumbered
with dew. And Life departed from our paths;
for the tall {lamingo flaunted no longer his
scarlet plumage before us, but flew sadly from
the vale mfo the hills, with all the gay glowing
birds that had arrived in his company. And
the golden and silver {ish swam down through
the gorge at the lower end of our domain and
bedecked the sweet river never again.  And the
lulling melody that had been softer than the
wind-harp of /Kolug, and more divine than all
save the voice of Elconora, it died little by little
away, in murmurs growing lower and lower, un-
til the stream returned, at length, utterly, into
the solemnity of its original silence. And then,
lastly, the voluminous ‘¢loud uprose, and, aban.
doning the tops of the mountains to the dimness
of old, fell back into the regions of IHesper, and
took away all its manifold golden and gorgeous
glories {rom the Valley of the Many-Colored
Girass.

Yet the promises of Ileonora were not for-
gotten; for I heard the sounds of the swinging
of the censers of the angels; and streams of a
holy perfume floated cver and ever about the
valley; and at lone hours, when my heart beat
heavily, the winds that bathed my brow came
unto me laden with soft sighs; and indistinet
murmurs filled often the night air; and once—
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oh, but once only! I was awakened from a
slumber, like the slumber of death, by the press-
ing of spiritual lips upon my own.

But the void within my hecart refused, even
thus, to be filled. I longed for the love which
had before filled it to overflowing. At length
the valley pained me through its memories of
Fleonora, and T left it for ever for the vanitics
and the turbulent triumphs of the world.

k * * Ed * £ ]

I found my=elf within a strange ecity, where
all things might have served to blot from recol-
leetion the sweet dreams I had dreamed so long
in the Valley of the Many-Colored Grass. The
pomps and pageantries of a stately court, and
the mad clangor of arms, and the radiant love-
liness of women, bewildered and intoxicated
my brain.  But as yet my soul had proved true
to its vows, and the indications of the presence
of Elconora were still given me in the silent
hours of the night. Suddenly these manifesta-
tions they ccased, and the world grew dark be-
fore mine cyes, and I stood aghast at the burn-
ing thoughts which possessed, at the terrible
temptations which beset me; for there came
from some far, far distant and unknown land,
into the gay court of the king I served, a
maid n to whose beauty my whole recreant
heart yiclded at once—at whose footstool I
bowed down without a struggle, in the most
ardent, in the most abject worship of love.
What, indeed, was my pas.ion for the young
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girl of the valley in comparison with the fervor,
and the delirium, and the spirit-lifting ccstasy
of adoration with which 1 poured out my whole
soul in tears at the feet of the ethereal Ermen-
garde? Oh, bright was the seraph Ermen-
garde! and in that knowledge 1 had room for
none other. Oh, divine was the angel Ermen-
garde! and as I looked down into the depths
of her memorial eyes, I thought only of them—
and of Ler.

T wedded,—nor dreaded the curse T had in-
voked ; and its bitterness was not visited upon
me.  And once—but once again in the silence
of the night—there eame through my lattice
the soft sichs which had forsaken me; and they
modelled themselves into familiar and sweet
voice, saying:

“Sleep in peace! for the Spirit of Tove
reigneth and ruleth, and, in taking to thy pas-
sionate heart her who is Ermengarde, thon art
absolved, for reasons which shall be made
known to thee in Ileaven, of thy vows unto
Elconora.”



LIGEIA.

And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the
mysteries of the will, with ats vigor 7 For God is but a great
will pervading all things by nature of 1its intentness. Man doth
not yield hunself to the amgels, nor unto death utterly, save
only through the weakness of lns feeble will —Joseph Glanvdl.

1 canvor, for my soul, remember how, when,
or even precisely where, T first became ac-
quainted with the lady Ligeia. long years
have since clapsed, and my memory is feeble
through much suffering.  Or, perhaps, 1 cannot
now bring these points to mind, because, in
truth, the character of my beloved, her rare
learning, her singular yet placid cast of beauty,
and the thrilling and enthralling eloquence of
her low musical language, made their way into
my heart by paces so steadily and tealthily pro-
‘gresxive, that they have been unnoticed and
unknown. Yet T believe that 1 met her first
and most frequently in some large. old, de-
aying city near the Rhine.  Of her family—TI
have =urely heard her speak. That it is of a
remotelv ancient  date cannot  be  doubted.
Ligeia!  Tigeia!  Buried in studies of a na-
ture more than all elze adapted to deaden im-
pressions of the outward world, it is by that

33
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sweet word alone—by Ligeia—that I bring be-
fore mine cyes in fancy the image of her who
is no more. And now, while I write, a recol-
lection flashes upon me that I have never
known the paternal name of her who was my
friend and my betrothed, and who became the
partner of my studies, and finally the wife of
my hosom. Was it a playful charge on the part
of my Ligeia? or was it a test of my strength
of affection, that T should institute no inquiries
upon this point? or was it rather a caprice of
my own—a wildly romantic offering on the
shrine of the most passionate devotion? I but
indistinetly recall the fact itself—what wonder
that T have utterly forgotten the circumstances
which originated or attended it?  And, indeed,
if ever thatl spirit which is entitled Romance
if ever she, the wan and the misty-winged Ash-
tophet of idolatrous Kgypt, presided, as they
tell, over marriages ill-omened, then most surely
she prestded over mine.

There is one dear topic, however, on which
my meimnory fails me not. It is the person of
Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat
slender, and, in her latter days, even emaciated.
T would in vain attempt to portray the majesty,
the quict case of her demeanor, or the incom-
prehensible lightness and elasticity of her foot-
fall.  She came and departed as a shadow. I
was never made aware of her entrance into my
closed study, save by the dear music of her low
sweet voice, as she placed her marble hand upon
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my shoulder. In beauty of face no maiden ever
cqualled her. Tt was the radiance of an opium-
drecam—an airy and spirit-hifting vision more
wildly divine than the phan.asies which hovered
about the slumbering souls of the daughters of
Delos. Yet her features were not of that regu-
lar mould which we have been falscly {aught to
worship in the classical labors of the heathen.

"There 15 no exquisite beauty,” says Bacon,
zord Verulam, ~p011\1n'r truly of all the forms
and genera of Teanty, © without some strange-
ness i the pmpmlu,n.” Yet, although 1 saw
that the features of Tageia were not of a classic
regularity—although I pereeived that her love-
Tiness was indeed “exquisite,” and felt that
there was much of “strangeness” pervading it,
yet I have tried in vain to deleet the irregularity
and {o trace home my own pereeption of ““the
gtrange.” T exammed the contour of the lofty
and pale forehead—it was faultless—how cold
indeed that word when applied to a majesty <o
divine l—the skin rivalling the purest ivory, the
commanding extent and repose, the gentle
prominence of the regions above the temples;
and then the raven-black, the glossy, the Inxur-
iant, and naturally-curling tresscs, sefting forth
the tull foree of the Homerie epithet, * hyacin-
thine!” I looked at the delicate outlines of the
nose—and nowhere but in the graceful medal-
Hions of the ITebrews had T hohcld a similar per-
feetion. There  were  the same  luxurious
smoothness of surface, the same scarcely percep-
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tible tendencey to the aquiline, the same harmon-
iously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit.
I regarded the sweet mouth.  Ilere was indeed
the trivmph of all things hecavenly—the mag-
nificent turn of the short upper Lip—the =oft,
voluptuous slumber of the under—the dimples
which sported, and the color which spoke—the
teeth glancing back, with a brillianey almost
startling, every ray of the holy light which fell
upon them in her serene and placid yet most ex-
ultingly radiant of all smiles. T serutinized the
formation of the chin—and, here too, 1 found
the gentleness of breadth, the softness and the
majesty, the fulness and the spirituality, of the
Greek—the contour which the god Apollo re-
vealed but in a dream, to Cleomencs, the son of
the Athenian.  And then I peered into the
large eyes of Ligeia.

For eyes we have no models in the remotely
antique. Tt might have heen, too, that in these
eyes of my beloved lay the seeret to which Tord
Verulam alludes.  They were, I must helieve,
far larger than the ordinary eyes of our own
race. They were even fuller than the fullest of
the gazelle eves of the tribe of the valley of
Nourjahad.  Yet it was only at intervals—in
moments ol intense excitemen{—that this pe-
culiarity became more than shghtly noticeable
in Ligeia. And at such moments was her
beauty—in my heated fancy thus it appeared
perhaps—the beauty of beings cither ahove or
apart from the carth—the beauty of the fabu-
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lous ITour: of the Turk. The hue of the orbs

ras the most brilliant of black, and, far over
them, hung jetty lashes of great length. The
Srows, slightly irregular in outline, had the
same tint.  The “strangeness,” however, which
I found in the eyes was of a nature distinet from
the formation, or the color, or the brilliancy of
the features, and must, after all, be referred to
the erpression. Al word of no meaning ! behind
whose vast latitude of mere sound we intrench
our ignorance of so much of the spiritual. The
expression of the eyes of Ligeia! Tow for long
hours have I pondered upon it! Ilow have 1,
through the whole of a midsummer night,
struggled to fathom it! What was it—that
something more profound than the well of De-
mocritus—which lay far within the pupils of
my beloved?  What was 1t? T was possessed
with a passion to discover. Those eyes! those
large, those shining, those divine orbs! they
hecame to me twin stars of Leda, and 1 to them
devoutest of astrologers,

There is no point, among the many incompre-
hengible anomalies of the science of mind, more
thrillingly exciting than the fact—never, I be-
licve, noticed in the schools—than in our en-
deavors to recall to memory something long for-
gotten, we often find ourselves wupon the very
verge of remembrance, without being able, in
the end, to remember. And thus how fre-
quently, in my intense scrutiny of Ligea’s eyes,
have I felt approaching the full knowledge of
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their expression—felt it approaching—yet not
quite be minc—and so at length entirely depart!
And (strange, oh, strangest mystery of all!) I
found, in the commonest objects of the universe,
a circle of analogies to that expression. 1 mean
to say that, subsequenily to the period when
Ligeia’s beauty passed into my spirit, there
dwelling as in a shrine, T derived, from many
oxistences in the material world, a sentiment
such as I felt always around, within me, by her
lavge and luminous orbs. Yet not the more
could I define that sentiment, or analyze, or
even steadily view it. I recognized it, let me
repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly-
growing vine—in the confemplation of a moth,
a butterfly, a chrysalis, a stream of running
water. T have felt it in the occan—in the falls
ing of a meteor. I have felt it in the glances
of unusually aged people.  And there are one
or two stars in heaven (one especially, a star of
the sixth magnitude, double and changeable, to
be found near the large star in Liyra) in a tele-
scopic serutiny of which I have been made
aware of the feeling. T have been filled with it
by certain sounds from stringed instruments,
and not unfrequently by passages from books.
Among innumerable other instances, T well re-
member something in a volume of Joseph Glan-
vill, which (perhaps merely from its quaininess
—who shall say?) never failed to inspire me
with the sentiment: “And the will therein
lieth, which dieth not. Who knowcth the mye-
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teries of the will, with its vi
a1 0 or? .
but a great will pervading ﬂllgthinchor God is

i~ s by o
of its mtentness.  Man doth not ;ieldy ]?i{llrtlu:g

the angels, nor unto death utterly, save on]
through the weakness of his feeble will.” Y
Length of years and subsequent reflection
have 01);11)10(1 me to trace, indeed, some remote
connection between this passage in the English
moralist and a portion of the character of Li-
geia.  An inlensity in thought, action, or
speech was possibly, in her, a result, or at least
an index, of that gigantic volition which, dur-
ing our long intercourse, failed to give other
and more mmediate evidence of its existence.
Of all the women whom 1 have ever known, she,
the outwardly ealm, the ever-placid Ligeia, was
the most violently a prey to (he tumultuous vul-
tures of stern passion.  And of such passion T
could form no estimate, save hv the miraculous
expansion of those eves which at once so de-
lighted and appalled me,—by the almost magi-
cal melody, modulation, distimetness,and placid-
ity of her very low voice—and by the fieree en-
ergy (rendered doubly effective by contrast with
her manner of utierance) of the wild words
which she habitually uttered.

I have spoken of the lea mng of Ligeia: it
was immense—such as 1 have never known in
woman. In the elassical {ongues was she
deeply proficient, and as [ar as my own ac-
quaintance extended in regard io the modern
dialects of Iturope, I have never known her at
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fault. Indeed upon any theme of the most ad-
mired because simply the most abstruse of the
poasted crudition of the Academy, have I ever
found Ligcia at fault? How singularly—how
thrillingly, this one point in the nature of my
wife has forced itself, at this late period only,
upon my attention! I said her knowledge was
such as I have never known in woman—but
where breathes the man who has traversed, and
successfully, all the wide arcas of moral, phys-
ical, and mathematieal science? I saw not then
what T now clearly perceive that the acquisi-
tions of Ligeia were gigantic, were astound-
ing; yet T was sufliciently aware of her infinite
supremacy to resign mysclf, with a child-like
confidence, to her guidance through the chaotic
world of metaphysiceal investigation at which I
was most busily occupied during the carlier
years of our marriage. With how vast a tri-
umph—with how vivid a dehght—with how
much of all that is ethereal in hope did I feel, as
she bent over me in studies but little sought—
but less known,—that delicious vista by slow de-
grees expanding before me, down whose long,
gorgeous, and all untrodden path, I might at
length pass onward to the goal of a wisdom too
divinely precious not to be forbidden.

How poignaunt, then, must have been the grief
with which, after some years, I beheld my well-
grounded expectations take wings to themselves
and {ly away! Without Ligeia 1 was but as a
child groping benighted.  IHer presence, her
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readings alone, rendered vividly luminous the
many mysteries of the transcendentalismm in
which we were immersed.  Wanting the ra-
diant lustre of her eyes, letters, lambent and
golden, grew duller than Saturnian lead.  And
now those eyes shone less and less {requently
upon the pages over which T pored. TLigeia
grew ill.  The wild eyes blazed with a too—too
glorious effulgence; the pale fingers became of
the transparent waxen hue of the grave; and
the blue veins upon the lofty forchead swelled
and sank impetuously with the tides of the most
gentle emotion. T saw that she must die—and
1 struggled desperately in spirit with the grim
Azracl.  And the struggles of the passionate
wife were, 1o my astonishment, even more en-
crgetic than my own.  There had been much in
her stern nature to impress me with the belief
that, to her, death would have come without its
terrors; but not so. Words are impotent to
convey any just idea of the fiercencss of resis-
tance with which she wrestled with the Shadow.
T groaned in anguish at the pitiable spectacle.
1 would have soothed—I would have rcasoned;
but in the intensity of her wild desire for life
—for life—Dbut for life—solace and reason were
alike the uttermost of folly.  Yet not until the
last instance, amid the most convulsive writh-
ings of her fierce spirit, was shaken the external
placidity of her demeanor. Her voice grew
more gentle—grew more low—-yet T would not
wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the
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quietly uttered words. My brain reeled as I
hearkened, entranced to a melody more than
mortal—to assumptions and aspirations which
mortality had never before known.

That she loved me I should not have doubted;
and I might have been easily aware that, in a
bosom such as hers, love would have reigned no
ordinary passion. But in dcath only was I
fully impressed with the strength of her af-
fection.  For long hours, detaining my hand,
would she pour out before me the overflowing of
a heart whose more than passionate devotion
amounted to idolatry. How had T deserved to
he so blessed by such confessions>—how had T
deserved to be so cursed with the removal of
my beloved in the hour of my making them?
But upon this subjeet I cannot bear to dilate.
Let me say only, that in Ligeia’s more than
womanly abandonment to a love, alas! all un-
merited, all unworthily bestowed, I at length,
recognized the principle of her longing, with so
wildly carnest a desire, for the life which was
now fleeing so rapidly away. It is this wild
longing—it is this cager vehemence of desira
for life—but for life—that I have no power
to portray—no utterance capable of expressing.

At high noon of the night in which she de-
parted, beekoning me, peremptorily, to her side,
she bade me repeat certain verses composed by
herself not many days before. I obeyed her.
They were these:—
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Lo 'tis a gala night
Within the lonesome latter years!
An angel throng, bewimnged, bedight
In vells, and dirowned 1n tears,
Sit 1n a theatre, to see
A play of hopes and fears,
While the orchestra breathes fitfully
The music of the spheres.

Mimes, in the form of God on high,
Muatter and mumble low,
And hither and tinther fly ;
Mere puppets they, who come and go
At bidding of vast tormless things
That shitt the scenery to and fro,
Flapping from out their condor wings
Invisible Woe |

That motley drama '—oh, be sure
It shall not be forgot !

With its Phantom chased for evermore,
By a crowd that seize 1t not,

Through a cuele that ever 1eturneth in
To the self-same spot;

And much of Madness, and more of Sin
And Horror, the soul of the plot !

But sen, amid the minice rout
A crawhng shape mtrude !

A blood-red thing that wiithes from out
The scenie sohitude !

It writhes ' -1t winithes | —with mortal pangs
The mimes become its food,

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs
In human gore imbued.

Out--out are the hights--out all!
And over each quiverimg torm,
The curtam, a funeral pall,
Comes down with the rush of a storm—
And the angels, all palhid and wan,
Uptising, unveihing, attiim
That the play 1s the tragedy, ** Man,”
And 1ts hero, the conqueror Worm.

“0 God!'” half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to
her fect and extending her arms aloft with a

spasmodic movement, as I made an end of these
lines—“ O God! O Divine Father !—shall these
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things be undeviatingly so?—shall this con-
queror be not once conquered ? Are we not part
and parcel in Thee? Who—who knoweth the
mysterics of the will with its vigor? Man doth
not yield him to the angels, nor unto death ut-
terly, save only through the weakness of his
feeble will.”

And now, as if exhausted with emotion, she
suffered her white arms to fall, and returned
solemnly to her bed of death. And as she
breathed her last sighs, there came mingled with
them a low murmur from her lips. I bent to
them my ear, and distinguished, again, the con-
cluding words of the passage in Glanvill: “ Man
doth not yveld him to the angels, nor unto death
utlerly, save only through the weakness of his
feeble will.”

She died: and I, erushed into the very dust
with sorrow, could no longer endure the lonely
desolation of my dwelling in the dim and de-
caying city by the Rhine. T had no lack of
what the world calls wealth, Ligeia had brought
me far more, very far more, than ordinarily
falls to the lot of mortals. After a few months,
therefore, of weary and aimless wandering, 1
purchased and put in some repair, an abbey,
which I shall not name, in one of the wildest
and least frequented portions of .fair England.
The gloomy and dreary grandeur of the build-
ing, the almost savage aspect of the domain, the
many melancholy and time-honored memories
connected with both, had much in unison with
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the feclings of utter abandonment which had
driven me into that remote and unsocial region
ol the country. Yet although the external ab-
bev, with its verdant decay hanging about it,
suffered hut little alteration, I gave way, with
a child-like perversity, and perchance with a
faint hope of alleviating my sorrows, to a dis-
plav of more than regal magnificence within.
For such follies, even in childhood, T had im-
Inbed a taste, and now they came back to me ¢s
if in the dotage of grief.  Alas, T feel how much
even of incipient madness might have been dis-
covered in the gorgeous and fantastic draperies,
in the solemn carvings of Egypt, in the wild
cormees and furniture, in the Bedlam patterns
of the earpets of tufted gold? I had become a
bounden glave in the trammels of opium, and
my labors and my orders had taken a coloring
from my dreams.  But these absurdities T must
not pause to detail.  Let me speak onlv of that
one chamber, ever accursed, whither, in a mo-
ment of mental alienation, T led from the altar
as mv bride—as the successor of the unforgot-
ten Ligeia—the fair-haired and blue-cyed Lady
Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine.

There is no individual portion of the architec-
ture and decoration of that bridal chamber
which is not now visibly before me. Where were
the souls of the haughty family of the bride,
when, through thirst of gold, they permitted to
pass the threshold of an apartment so bedecked,
a maiden and a daughter so beloved? I have
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said, that T minutely remember the details of
the chamber—yet T am sadly forgetful on top-
ies of deep moment; and here there was no sys-
tem, no keeping, in the fantastic display, to take
hold upon the memory. The room lay in a
high turret of the castellated abbey, was pen-
tagonal in shape, and of capacious size. Oc-
cupying the whole southern face of the penta-
gon was the sole window—an immense sheet of
unbroken glass from Venice—a single pane, and
tinted of a leaden hue, so that the rays of either
the sun or moon passing through it, fell with a
ghastly lustre on the objects within.  Over the
upper portion of this huge window, extended the
trellisswork of an aged vine, which clambered
up the massy walls of the turret. The ceiling,

ol gloomy-looking oak, was excessively lofly,
dultu], and elabomtdy fretted with the wildest
and most grotesque specimens of a semi-Gothie,
semi-Druidical deviece.  From out the most
central recess of this melancholy vaulting, de-
pended, by a single chain of gold with long
links, a huge censer of the same metal, Saracen-
ic in pattern, and with many perforations so
contrived that there writhed in and out of them,
as if endued with a serpent vitality, a continual
succession of parti-colored fires.

Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of
Fastern figure, were in various stations about;
and there was the couch, too—the bridal couch
—of an Indian model, and low, and sculptured
of solid ebony, with a pall-like canopy above.
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In cach of the angles of the chamber stood on
end a gigantic sarcophagus of black granite,
from the tombs of the kings over against Luxor,
with their aged lids full of immemorial sculp-
ture. But in the draping of the apartment lay,
alas! the chief phantasy of all. The lofty walls,
gigantic in height—even unproportionably so—
were hung from summit to foot, in vast folds,
with a heavy and massive-looking tapestrv—
tapestry of a material which was found alike
as a carpet on the floor, as a covering for the
ottomang and the chony bed, as a canopy for
the bed and as the gorgeous volutes of the cur-
taing which partially shaded the window. The
material was the richest cloth of gold. It was
spotted all over, at irregular intervals, with
arabesque ficures, about a foot in diameter, and
wrought upon the cloth in patterns of the most
jetly black.  But these figures parfook of the
true character of the arabesque only when re-
garded from a single point of view. By a con-
trivance now common, and indeed traccable to
a very remote period of anliquity, they were
made changeable in aspect.  To one entering
the room, they bore the appearance of simple
monstrosities; but upon a farther advance, this
appearance gradually departed; and, step by
step, as the visitor moved his station in the
chamber, he saw himeelf surrounded by an end-
less succession of the ghastly forms which be-
long to the superstition of the Norman, or arise
in the guilty slumbers of the monk. The phan-
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tasmagoric effect was vastly heightened by the
artificial introduction of a strong continual cur-
rent of wind behind the draperies—giving a
hideous and uncasy animation to the whole.

In halls such as these—in a bridal chamber
snch as this—I passed, with the Lady of Tre-
maine, the unhallowed bours of the first month
of our marriage—passed them with but little
disquictude. 'That my wife dreaded the fierce
moodiness of my temper—that she shunned me,
and loved me but little—I could not help per-
ceiving; but it gave me rather pleasure than
otherwige. T loathed her with a hatred belong-
ing more to demon than to man. My memory
flew bacik (oh, with what intensity of regret!)
to Ligeia, the beloved, the august, the beautiful,
the entombed. 1 revelled in recollections of
her purity, of her wisdom, of her lofty—her
cthereal nature, of her passionate, her idola-
trous love.  Now, then, did my spirit fully and
freely burn with more than all the fives of her
own. In the excitement of my opium dreams
(for I was habitually fettered in the shackles
of the drug), I would eall alowl upon her
name, during the silence of the night, or among
the sheltered recesses of the glens by day, as if,
through the wild eagerness, the solemn passion,
the consuming ardor of my longing for the de-
parted, T could restore her to the pathways she
had abandoned—ah, could it be for ever?—
upon the earth.

About the commencement of the second
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month of the marriage, the Lady Rowena was
attacked with sudden illness, from which her
recovery was slow.  The fever which consumed
her rendered her nights uncasy; and in her
perturbed state of hall-clumber, che spoke of
sounds, and of motions, in and about the
chamber of the turret, which I concluded had
no origin save in {he distemper of her fancy, or
perhaps in the phantasmagoric influences of
the chamber itgelf.  She became at length con-
valeseent—finally, well. Yet bhut a brief period
clapsed, ere a sccond more violent disorder
agnn threw her upon a bed of suffering; and
from this attack her frame, at all times feeble,
never altogether recovered.  Her illnesses were,
after this epoch, of alarming character, and of
more alarming reeurrence, defyine alike the
knowledge and the great exertions of her physi-
cians.  With the inerease of the chronie disease,
which had thus, apparently, taken too sure hold
upon her constitution to be eradicated hy human
means, I could not fail to observe a sinilar in-
crease in the nervous irritation of her tempera-
ment, and 1 her excitability by trivial causes of
fear.  She spoke again, and now more [requent-
Iv and pertinaciously, of the sounds—of the
glight sounds—and of the unusual motions
among the tapestries, to which she had [ormer-
Iy alluded.

Oune night, near the closing in of Seplember,
she pressed this distreszing subject with more
than usual emphasis upon my attention. She
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had just awakened from an unquict slumber,
and I had been watching, witn feelings hall of
anxicty, half of vague terror, the workings of
her amaciated countenance. I sat by the side
ol her chony bed, upon one of the ottomans of
India. She partly arose, and spoke, in an carnest
low whisper, of sounds which she ¢hen heard,
but which I could not hear—of motions which
she then saw, but which I could not perceive.
The wind was rushing hurriedly behind the tap-
estrics, and T wished to show her (what, let me
confess 1t, T could not all believe) that those
almost inarticulate breathings, and those very
gentle variations of the figures upon the wall,
were but the natural effects of that customary
rushing of the wind.  But a deadly pallor, over-
spreading her face, had proved to me that my
exertions to reassure her would be fruitless.
She appeared to be fainting, and no attendants
were within call. I remembered where was de-
posited a decanter of light wine which had heen
ordered by her physicians, and hastened across
the chamber {o procure it. DBut, as I stepped
beneath the light of the censer, two circum-
stances of a startling nature attracted my atten-
tion. I had felt that some palpable although in-
visible object had passed lightly by my person;
and T saw that there lay upon the golden ecarpet,
in the very middle of the rich lustre thrown
from the censer, a shadow—a faini, indefinite
shadow of angelic aspect—such as might be fan-
cied for thie shadow of a shade. But I was wild
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with the excitement of an immoderate dose of
opium, and heeded these things but little, ner
spoke of them to Rowena.  Ilaving found the
wine, I recrossed the chamber, and poured out
a gobletful, which I held to the lips of the faint-
ing lady. She had now partially recovered,
however, and took the vessel herself, while I
sank upon an ottoman near me, with my eyes
Tastened upon her person. It was then that I
became distinetly aware of a gentle foot-fall
upon the carpet, and near the couch; and in a
sceond therealter, as Rowena was in the act of
raising the wine to her lips, I saw, or may have
dreamed that T saw, fall within the goblet, as if
from some invisible spring in the atmosphere
of the room, three or four large drops of a
brithant and ruby colored fluid.  1[ this T saw
—not <0 Rowena.  She swallowed the wine un-
hesitatingly, and T forchore to speak to her
of a circumstance which must, after all, T con-
sidered, have heen but the suggestion of a vivid
imagimation, rendered morbidly active by the
terror of the lady, by the oprum, and by the
hour.

Yet T cannot conceal it from my own per-
ception that, immediately subsequent to the fall
ol the ruby-drops, a rapid change for the worse
took place in the disorder of my wife ;=0 that, on
the third subscquent night, the hands of her
menials prepared her for the tomb, and on the
fourth, I sat alone, with her shrouded body, in
that fantastic chamber which had received her
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as my bride. Wild visions, opium-cngendered,
flitted, shadcw-like, before me. I gazed with
unquict eye upon the sarcophagi in the angles
of the room, upon the varying figures of the
drapery, and upon the writhing of the parti-
colored fires in the censer overhead. My cyes
then fell, as T called to mind the ecircumstances
of a former night, to the spot beneath the glare
of the censer where I had seen the faint traces
of the shadow. Tt was there, however, no
longer: and breathing with greater freedom, I
turned my glances to the palhid and rigid fig-
ure upon the bed. Then rushed upon me a
thousand memories of Ligeia—and then came
back upon my heart, with the turbulent violence
of a flood, the whole of that unutterable woe
with which T had regarded her thus enshrouded.
The night waned ; and still, with a bosom full
of bitler thoughts of the one only and su-
premely beloved, I remained gazing upon the
body of Rowena.

It might have been midmght, or perhaps
earlier, or later, for I had taken no note of time,
when a sob, low, gentle, but very distinet,
startled me from my revery. 1 felé that it
came from the bed of chony—the bed of death.
T listened in an agony of superstitious terror—
but there was no repetition of the sound. I
strained my vision to detect any motion in the
corpse—bhut there was not the slightest percepti-
ble. Yet T could not have been deceived. X
had heard the noise, however faint, and my
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soul was awakened within me. I resolutely and
perseveringly kept my attention riveted upon
the body. Many nunutes elapsed before any
circumstance occurred tending to throw light
upon the mystery. At length it became evident
that a siight, a very feeble, and barely notice-
able tinge of color had flushed up within the
checks, and along the sunken small veins of the
eyclids.  Through a species of unutterable hor-
ror and awe, for which the language of mortal-
itv has no sufficientlv energetic expression, I
felt my heart cease to beat, my limhs grow rigid
where T sat. Yet a sense of duty finally op-
erated to restore my self-possession. T couid
no longer doubt that we had heen preeipitate in
our preparations—that Rowena still lived. Tt
was necessary that some immediate exertion be
made; yet the turret was altogether apart from
the portion of the abbey tenanied by the ser-
vants—there were none within call—T had no
means of summoning them to my aid withont
leaving the room for many minutes—and this
I could not venture to do. 1 therefore strug-
gled alone in my endeavors to eall back the
spirit still hovering.  TIn a short period it was
certain, however, that a relapse had taken place;
the color dwsappeared from both eyelid and
cheek, leaving a wanness even more than that of
marble: the lips beeame doubly shrivelled and
pinched up in the ghastly expression of death;
a repulsive clamminess and coldness overspread
rapidly the surface of the body; and all the
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usual rigorous stiffness immediately supervened.
1 fell back with a shudder upon the couch from
which I had been so startlingly aroused, and
again gave myself up to passionate waking vis-
ions of Ligeia.

An hour thus elapsed, when (could it be pos-
sible ?) T was a sccond time aware of some vague
sound issuing from the region of the bed. I
listened—in extremity of horror. The sound
came again—it was a sigh. Rushing to the
corpre, 1 saw—distinetly saw—a tremor upon
the lips.  In a minute afterward they relaxed,
disclosing a bright line of the pearly teeth.
Amazement now struggled in my hosom with
the profound awe which had hitherto reigned
there alone. 1 felt that my vision grew dim,
that my reazon wandered ; and it was only by a
violent effort that I at length succeeded in
nerving mysclf to the task which duty thus once
more had pointed outl.  'There was now a partial
glow upon the forchead and upon the check and
throat; a pereeptible warmth pervaded the
whole frame; there was even a shght pulsa-
tion at the heart. The lady lired: and with
redoubled ardor T betook mysell to the task of
1estoration. I chafed and bathed the temples
and the hands, and used cevery exertion which
eaperience, and no little medieal reading, could
sugeest.  But in vain.  Suddenly, the color
fled, the pulsation ceased, the lips resumed the
expression of the dead, and, in an instant after-
ward, the whole body took upon itsclf the icy
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chilliness, the livid hue, the intense rigidity,
the sunken outline, and all the loathsome pecu-~
liarities of that which has been, for many days,
a tenant of the tomb.

And azain 1 sunk into visions of Tigeia—and
again, (what marvel that I shudder while T
write?) again there reached my cars a low sob
from the region of the chony bed. But why
shall I minutely detail the unspeakable horrors
of that night? Why shall I pause to relate
how, time after time, until near the period of
the gray dawn, this hideous drama of revivi-
fication was repeated s how each terrific relapse
was only into a sterner and apparently more ir-
redeemable death; how each agony wore the
aspeet of a slroggle with some invisible foe;
and how cach struggle was succeeded by T know
not what of wild change in the personal ap-
pearance of the corpse? Let me hurry to a
concluszion.

The greater part of the fearful night had
worn away, and she who had been dead once
again stirred—and now more vigorously thun
hitherto, although arousing from a dis<olution
more appalling in its utter hopelessness than
any. 1 had long ceased to struggle or to move,
and remaimed sitting rigidly upon the ottoman,
a helpless prey to a whirl of violent cmotions,
of which extreme awe was perhaps the least ter-
rible, the least consuming. The corpse, T re-
peat, stirred, and now more vigorously than
before. 'The hues of life flushed up with un-
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wonted energy into the countenance—the limbs
relaxed—and, save that the eyeclids were yet
presscd heavily together, and that the bandages
and draperies of the grave still imparted their
charnel character to the figure, I might have
dreamed that Rowena had indecd shaken off,
utterly, the fetters of Death. But if this idea
was not, even then, altogether adopted, I could
at least doubt no longer, when, arising from
the bed, tottering, with fechle steps, with closed
eyes; and with the manner of one hewildered in
a dream, the thing that was enshrouded ad-
vanced boldly and palpably into the middle of
the apartment.

T trembled not—T stirred not—for a crowd
of unutterable fancies connceted with the air,
the stature, the demeanor, of the fiqure, rush-
ing hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed
—had chilled me into stone. I stirred not—
but gazed upon the apparition. There was a
mad disorder in my thoughts—a tumult un-
appeasable.  Could it, indeed, be the living
Rowena who confronted me?  Could it, indeed,
be Rowena at all—the fair-haired, the blue-cyed
Lady Rowena 'I'revanion of Tremaine? Why,
why should T doubt it? The bandage lay
heavily about the mouth—but then might it not
be the mouth of the hreathing Lady of Tre-
maine? And the checks—there were the roses
as in her noon of life—yes, thesc might indeed
bz the fair cheeks of the living Tady of Tre-
maine. And the chin, with it< dimples, as in
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health, might it not be hers >—but had she then
grown taller since her malady? What inex-
pressible madness seized me with that thought?
One bound, and I had reached her feet!
Shrinkinz 1'rom my touch, she let fall from
her he ul, unloosened, thc ghastly cerements
which had confined it, and there streamed forth
into the rushing atmosphere of the chamber
huge masses of long and dishevelled hair; i¢ was
blacker than the raven wings of midnight! And
now slowly opened he eyes of the figure which
stood before me.  “Tlere then, at least,” T
shricked aloud, “can T never—can T never be
mistaken—these are the full, and the black,
and the wild eyes—of my lost love—of the

Lady—of the Lavy Licpra,”
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Avro 128’ avro ued’ avrov, Usvo edes atet ov,
Itself, by itself solely, oNz everlastingly, and single,
-~Prarto--Sympos.

Wrrit a feeling of deep yet most singular af-
feetion T regarded my friend Morella. Thrown
by accident into her society many years ago,
my soul, from our first meeting, burned with
fires it had never before known; hut the fires
were not of Eros, and bitter and tormenting to
my spirit was the gradual conviction that I
could in no manner define their unusual mean-
ing, or regulate their vague intensity. Yet we
met; and fate bound us together at the altar;
and I never spoke of passion, nor thought of
love. She however, shunned society, and, at-
taching herself to me alone, rendered me happy.
It is a happiness to wonder ;—it is a happiness
to dream.

Morella’s erudition was profound. As I hope
to lve, her talents were of no common order—
her powers of mind were gigantic. I felt this,
and, in many matters, became her pupil. I
soon, however, found that, perhaps on account
of her Presburg education, she placed before me

63
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a number of those mystical writings which are
usually considered the mere dross of the carly
German literature. These, for what rcason I
could not imagine, were her favorite and con-
stant sfudy—and that, in process of time they
became my own, should be attributed to the
simple but cffectual influence of habit and ex-
ample.

In all this, if T err not, my reason had little
to do. My convictions, or I forget myseclf,
were in no manner acted upon by the ideal, nor
was any tincture of the mysticism which T read,
to be discovered, unless I am greatly mistaken,
either in my deeds or in my thoughts. DPer-
suaded of this, I abandoned myself implicitly
to the mndance of my wife, and entered with an
unﬂmdmw heart into the intricacies of her
studies.  And then—then, when, poring over
forbidden pages, 1 felt a forbidden spirit en-
kindling within me—would Morella place her
cold hand upon my own, and rake up from the
ashes of a dead philosophy some low, singular
words, whose strange meaning burned them—
sclves in upon my memory. And then, hour
after hour, would I linger by her side, and dwell
upon the music of her voice—until, at length,
its mclody was tainted with terror,—and there
fell a shadow upon my soul—and I grew pale,
and shuddered inwardly at those too uncarthly
tones. And thus, joy suddenly faded into hor-
ror, and the most beautiful became the most
hideous, as Hinnon became Ge-Henna
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It is unnecessary to state the exact character
of those disquisitions which, growing out of the
volumes I have mentioned, formed, for so long
a time, almost the sole conversation of Morella
and myself. By the learned in what might be
termed theological morality they will be readily
conceived, and by the unlearned they would, at
all events, be little understood. The wild Pan-
theism of Fichte; the modified Hadyyevedta of
Pythagoreans; and, above all, the doctrines of
Identity as urged by Schelling, were generally
the points of discussion presenting the most of
beauty to the imaginative Morella. 'That iden-
tity which is termed personal, Mr. Locke, I
think, truly defines to consist in the saneness of
a rational being. And since by person we un-
derstand an intelligent essence having recason,
and since there is a consciousness which al-
ways accompanies thinking, it is this which
makes us all to be that which we call ourselves
—thereby distinguishing us from other beings
that think, and giving us our personal identity.
But the principium individuationis—the notion
of that identity which at death is or is not lost
for ever—was to me, at all times, a consid-
eration of intense interest; not more from the
perplexing and exciting nature of its conse-
quences, than from the marked and agitated
manner in which Morella mentioned them.

But, indecd, the time had now arrived when
the mystery of my wife’s manner oppressed me
as a spell. I could no longer bear the touch of
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her wan fingers, nor the low tone of her musi-
cal language, nor the lustre of her melancholy
cyes. And she knew all this, but did not up-
braid ; she seemed conscious of my weakness or
my folly, and, smiling, called it Fate. She
seemed, also, conscious of a cause, to me un-
known, for the gradual alienation of my regard;
but she gave me no hint or token of its nature.
Yet was she woman, and pined away daily. In
time, the crimson spot settled steadily upon the
cheek, and the blue veins upon the pale fore-
head beeame prominent; and, one instant, my
nafure melted into pity, but, in the next, I met
the glance of her meaning eves, and then my
soul sickened and became giddy with the gid-
diness of one who gazes downward into some
dreary and unfathomable abyss.

Shall I then say that I longed with an carnest
and consuming desire for the moment of Mor-
ella’s decease? I did; but the fragile spirit
clung to its tenement of clay for many days—
for many weeks and irksome months—until my
tortured nerves obtained the mastery over my
mind, and I grew furious through delay, and,
with the heart of a fiend, cursed the days, and
the hours, and the bitter moments, which
scemed to lengthen and lengthen as her gentle
life declined—Ilike shadows in the dying of the
day.

But one autumnal evening, when the winds
lay still in heaven, Morella called me to her hed-
side. There was a dim mist over all the earth,
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and a warm glow upon the waters, and, amid
the rich October leaves of the forest, a rainbow
from the firmament had surely fallen.

“It is a day of days,” she said, as I ap-
proached; “a day of all days ecither to live or
die. It is a fair day for the sons of earth and
life—ah, more fair for the daughters of heaven
and death!”

I kissed her forchead, and she continued:

“T am dying, yet shall I live.”

“ Morella!”

“The days have never been when thou couldst
love me—but her whom in life thou didst abhor,
in death thou shalt adore.”

“Morella! »

“T repeat that I am dying. But within me is
a pledge of that affection—ah, how little!
which thou didst fecl for me, Morella. And
when my spirit departs shall the child live—thy
child and mine, Morella’s.  But thy days shall
be days of sorrow—that sorrow which is the
most lasting of impressions, as the cypress is
the most enduring of trees.  For the hours of
thy happiness are over; and joy is not gathered
twice in a life, as the roses of Pwstum twice
in a year. Thou shalt no longer, then, play the
Teian with time, but, being ignorant of the
myrtle and the vine, thou shalt bear about with
thee thy shroud on the earth, as do the Mosle-
min at Mecca.”

“Morella!” T cried, “ Morella! how knowest
thou this?”—but she turned away her face
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upon the pillow, and, a slight tremor coming
over her limbs, she thus died, and I heard her
voice no more.

Yet, as she had foretold, her child—to which
in dying she had given birth, which breathed
not until the mother breathed no more—her
child, a daughter, lived. And she grew strange-
ly in stature and intellect, and was the perfect
resemblance of her who had departed, and I
loved her with a love more fervent than I had
believed it possible to feel for any denizen of
earth.

But, erelong, the heaven of this pure affection
became darkened, and gloom, and horror, and
gricf, swept over it in clouds. T said the child
grew strangely in stature and intelligence.
Strange, indeed, was her rapid inerease in bod-
ily size—but terrible, oh! terrible were the tu-
multuous thoughts which crowded upon me
while watching the development of her mental
being! Could it be otherwise, when I daily
discovered in the conceptions of the child the
adult powers and faculties of the woman?—
when the lessons of experience fell from the
lips of infaney? and when the wisdom or the
passions of maturity I found hourly gleaming
from its full and speculative eye? When, I
=ay, all this became evident to my appalled
senses—when I conld no Jonger hide it from
my soul, nor throw it off from those perceptions
which trembled to reccive it—is it to be won-
dered at that suspicions, of a nature fearful
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and exciting, crept in upon my spirit, or that
my thoughts fell back aghast upon the wild
tales .md thrilling thcoueb of the entombed
Morella? I snatched from the scrutiny of the
world a being whom destiny compelled me to
adore, and in the rigorous seclusion of my home,
watched with an agonizing anxiety over all
which concerned the beloved.

And, as years rolled away, and 1 gazed, day
after day, upon her holy, and mild, and elo-
quent face, and pored over her maturmﬂ form,
day after day did 1 discover new poinis of re-
semblance in the child to her mnother, the mel-
ancholy and the dead. And, hourly, grew
darker these shadows of similitude, and more
full, and more definite, and more perplexing,
and more hideously terrible in their aspect. For
that her smile was like her mother’s I could
bear; but then L shuddered at its too perfect
wdentily—that her eyes were like Morella’s T
could endure; but then they too often looked
down into the depths of my soul with Morella’s
own intense and bewildering meaning. And in
the contour of the high forchead, and in the
ringlets of the silken hair, and in the wan
fingers which buried themselves therein, and in
the sad musical tones of her speech, and above
all—oh! above all—in the phrases and expres-
sions of the dead on the lips of the loved and
the living, I found food for consuming thought
and horror—for a worm that would not die.

Thus passed away two lustra of her life, and,
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as yet, my daughter remained nameless upon
the carth. “ My child,” and “my love,” were
the designations usually prompted by a father’s
aflcction, and the rigid scclusion of her days
precluded all  other intercourse. Morella’s
name died with her at her death.  Of the moth-
er I had never spoken to the daughter ;—it was
impossible to speak. TIndeed, during the brief
period of her existence, the latter had received
no impressions from the outer world, save such
as might have been afforded by the narrow
limits of her privacy. But at length the cere-
mony of baplism presented to my mind, in its
unnerved and agitated condition, a present de-
liverance from the terrors of my destiny. And
at the baptismal fount I hesitated for a name.
And many titles of the wise and beautiful, of
old and modern times, of my own and forcign
lands, came thronging to my lips, with many,
many fair titles of the gentle, and the happy,
and the good. What promptod me, then, to
disturb the memory of the buried dead? What
demon urged me to breathe that sound, which,
in its very recollection, was wont to make cbb
the purple blood in torrents from the temples
to the heart? What fiend spoke from the re-
cesses of my soul, when, amid those dim aisles,
and in the silence of the might, T whispered
within the cars of the holy man the syllables—
Morella? What more than fiend convulsed the
features of my child, and overspread them with
hues of death, as starting at that scarcely au-
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dible sound, she turned her glassy eyes from
the earth to heaven, and, falling prostrate on
the black slabs of our ancestral vault, responded
—“T1 am here!”

Distinct, coldly, calmly distinet, fell those
few simple sounds within my ear, and thence
like molten lead, rolled hissingly into my brain.
Ycars—ryecars may pass away, but the memory
of that epoch—mever! Nor was I indeed igno-
rant of the flowers and the vine—but the hem-
lock and the eypress overshadowed me night and
day. And I kept no reckoning of time or place,
and the stars of my fate faded from heaven, and
therefore the carth grew dark, and its figures
passed by me, like flitting shadows, and among
them all I beheld only—Morella. The winds
of the firmament breathed but one sound within
my ears, and the ripples upon the sea murmured
evermore—Morella. But she died; and with
my own hands I bore her to the tomb; and I
laughed with a long and bitter laugh as I
found no traces of the first, in the charnel where
I laid the second, Morella.



A TALE OF THE RAGGED MOUNTAINS

During the fall of the year 1827, while re-
siding near Charlottesville, Virginia, I casually
made the acquaintance of Mr. Augustus Bed-
loe. This young gentleman was remarkable in
cevery respect, and excited in me a profound in-
terest and curiosity. I found it impossible to
comprchend him either in his moral or his
physical relations. Of his family I could ob-
tain no satisfactory account. Whence he came,

I never ascertained.  Even about his age—al-
though 1 call him a young gentleman—there
was something which perplexed me in no little
degree. Ile certainly seemed young—and he
made a point of speaking about his youth—yet
there were moments when T should have had lit-
tle trouble in imagining him a hundred years
of age. But m no regard was he more peculiar
than in his personal appearance. Ile was sin-
gularly tall and thin. He stooped much.  Iis
limbs were exceedingly long and emaciated.
His forchead was broad and low. 1is com-
plexion was absolutely bloodless.  His mouth
was large and flexible, and his teeth were more
wildly uneven, although sound, than I had ever

72
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before seen teeth in a human head. The ex-
pression of his smile, however, was by no means
unpleasing, as might be supposed; but it had
no variation whatever. It was one of pro-
found melancholy-—of a phuseless and unceas-
ing gloom. His eyes were abnormally large,
and round like those of a cat. The pupils, too,
upon any accession or diminution of light, un-
derwent contraction or dilation, just such as is
observed in the feline tribe. In moments of
excitement the orbs grew bright to a degree al-
most inconceivable; seeming to emit luminous
rays, not of a reflected but of an intrinsic lustre,
as does a candle or the sun; yet their ordinary
condition was so totally vapid, filmy, and dull,
as to convey the idea of the eyes of a long-in-
terred corpse.

These peculiarities of person appeared to
cause him much annoyance, and he was contin-
ually alluding to them in a sort of half explan-
atory, half apologetic strain, which, when I
first heard it, impressed me very painfully. I
soon, however, grew accustomed 1o it, and my
uncasiness wore off. It seccmed to be his de-
sign rather to insinuate than directly to assert
that, physically, he had not always been what he
was—that a long series of neuralgic attacks had
reduced him from a condition of more than us-
ual personal beauty, to that which I saw. TFor
many years past he had been attended by a
physician, named Templeton—an old gentle-
man, perhaps scventy years of age—whom he
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had first encountered at Saratoga, and from
whose attention, while the-e, he cither received,
or fancied that he received, great benefit. The
result was that Bedloe, who was wealthy, had
made an arrangement with Dr. Templeton, by
which the latter, in consideration of a liberal
annual allowance, had consented to devote his
time and medical experience exclusively to the
care of the invalid.

Doctor Templeton had been a traveller in his
younger days, and at Paris had become a con-
vert, in great measure, to the doctrines of Mes-
mer. It was altogether by means of magnetic
remedies {hat he had sucecceded in alleviating
the acute pains of his palient; and this success
had very naturally inspired the Iatter with a
certain degree of confidenee in the opinions
from which the remedices had heen educed. The
Doctor, however, like all enthusiasts, had strug-
gled hard to make a thorough convert of his pu-
pil, and finally so far gained his point as to in-
duce the sufferer to submit to numerous experi-
ments. By a frequent repetition of these, a
result had arisen, which of late days has become
so common as to attract little or no attention,
but which, at the period of which I write, had
very rarely been known in America. I mean
to say, that between Doctor Templeton and Bed-
Ioe there had grown up, little by little. a very
distinct and strongly marked rapport, or mag-
netie relation. 1 am not prepared to assert,
however, that this rapport extended beyond the
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limits of the simple sleep-producing power; but
this power itself had attained great intensity.
At the first attempt to induce the magnetic
somnolency, the mesmerist entirely failed. In
the fifth or sixth he succeeded very partially,
and after long-continued effort. Only at the
twelfth was the triumph complete. After this
the will of the patient succumbed rapidly to
that of the physician, so that, when I first be-
came acquainted with the two, sleep was
brought about almost instantancously by the
mere volition of the operator, even when the in-
valid was unaware of his presence. It is only
now, in the year 1845, when similar miracles
arc witnessed daily by thousands, that I dare
venture to record this apparent impossibility as
a matter of serious fact.

The temperature of Bedloe was, in the high-
est degree sensitive, excitable, enthusiastic. His
imagination was singularly vigorous and crea-
tive; and no doubt it derived additional force
from the habitual use of morphine, which he
swallowed in great quantity, and without which
he would have found it impossible to exist. It
was his practice to take a very large dose of it
immediately after breakfast each morning,—
or, rather, immediately after a cup of strong
coffee, for he ate nothing in the forenoon,—and
then set forth alone, or atiended only by a dog,
upon a long ramble among the chain of wild
and dreary hills that lie westward and south-
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ward of Charlottesville, and are there dignified
by the title of the Ragged Mountains.

Upon a dim, warm, misty day, toward the
close of November,and during the strange inter-
regnum of the scasons which in America is
termed the Indian summer, Mr. Bedloe de-
parted as usual for the hills. The day passed,
and still he did not return.

About eight o’clock at night, having become
seriously alarmed at his protracted absence, we
were about setling out in search of him, when
he unexpectedly made his appearance, in health
no worse than usual, and in rather more than
ordinary spirits. The account which he gave
of his expedition, and of the events which had
detained him, was a singular one indeed.

“You will remember,” said he, “ that it was
about nine in the morning when I left Char-
lottesville. T bent my steps immediately to the
mountains, and, about ten, entered a gorge
which was entirely new to me. I [lollowed the
windings of this pass with much interest.  The
scenery which presented itsell on all sides, al-
though scarcely entitled to be called grand, had
about it an indeseribable and to me a delicious
aspect of dreary desolation. The solitude seemed
absolutely virgin. I could not help believing
that the green sods and the gray rocks upon
which T trod had been trodden never before by
the foot of a human bheing. So entirely se-
cluded, and in fact inaccessible, except through
a series of accidents, is the entrance of the ra-
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vine, that it is by no means impossible that I
was indeed the first adventurer—the very first
and sole adventurer who had never penetrated
its recesses.

“The thick and peculiar mist, or smoke,
which distinguishes the Indian summer, and
which now hung heavily over all objects, served,
no doubt, to deepen the vague impressions which
these objects created. So dense was this pleas-
ant fog that I could at no time seec more than a
dozen yards of the path before me. This path
was excessively sinuous, and as the sun could
not be scen, 1 soon lost all idea of the direction
in which I journeyed. In the meantime the
morphine had its customary cffect—that of en-
duing all the external world with an intensity
of interest. In the quivering of a leaf—in the
hue of a blade of grass—in the shape of a tre-
foil—in the humming of a bee—in the gleam-
ing of a dew-drop—in the breathing of the
wind—in the faint odors that came {rom the
forest—there came a whole universe of sug-
gestion—a gay and motley train of rhapsodical
and immethodical thought.

“Busied in this, T walled on for several
hours, during which the mist deepened around
me to so great an extent that at length I was
reduced to an absolute groping of the way.
And now an indescribable uneasiness possessed
me—a species of nervous hesitation and tremor.
T feared to tread, lest I should be precipitated
into some abyss. I remembered, too, strange
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stories told ahout these Ragged Hills, and of the
uncouth ard fierce races of men who tenanted
their groves and caverns. A thousand vague
fancies oppressed and disconcerted me—fancies
the more distressing because vague. Very sud-
denly my attentior was arresied by the loud
beating of a drum.

“ My amazement was, of course, extreme. A
drum in these hills was a thing unknown. I
could not have heen more surprised at the sound
of the trump of the Archangel. But a new and
still more astounding source of interest and
perpleaity arose.  There came a wild rattling
or jingling sound, as if of a bunch of large keys,
and upon the instant a dusky-visaged and half-
naked man rushed past me with a shriek.  Ile
came so close to my person that I felt his hot
breath upon my face.  Ile bore in one hand an
instrument composed of an assemblage of stecl
rings, and shook them vigorously as he ran.
Scarcely had he disappeared in the mist, be-
fore, panting after him, with open mouth and
glaring eyes, there darted a huge beast. I
could not be mistaken in its character. It was
a hyena.

“The sight of this monster rather relieved
than heightened my terrors—for 1 now made
sure that I dreamed, and endeavored {o arouse
myself to waking consciousness. I stepped
boldly and briskly forward. I rubbed my ecyes.
I called aloud. I pinched my limbs. A small
spring of water presented itself to my view, and
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here, stooping, I bathed my hands and my Lead
and neck. This scemed to dissipate the equi-
vocal sensations which had hitherto annoyed
me. I arose, as I thought, a new man, and
proceeded steadily and complacently on my un-
known way.

“ At length, quite overcome by exertion, and
by a certain oppressive closeness of the atmos-
phere, I seated myself beneath a tree. Pres-
ently there came a fecble gleam of sunshine, and
the shadow of the leaves of the tree fell faintly
but definitely upon the grass. At this shadow I
gazed wonderingly for many minutes. Its
character stupcfied me with astonishment. I
looked upward. The tree was a palm.

“T now arose hurriedly, and in a state of
fearful agitation—for the fancy that I dreamed
would serve me no longer. 1 saw—I felt that
I had perfect command of my senses—and these
senses now brought to my soul a world of
novel and singular sensation. The heat be-
came all at once intolerable. A strange odor
loaded the breeze. A low, continuous murmur,
like that arising from a full, but gently flowing
river, came to my ears, intermingled with the
peculiar hum of multitudinous human voices.

“While T listened in an extremity of aston-
ishment which I nced not attempt to describe
u strong and brief gust of wind bore off the in-
cumbent fog as if hy the wand of an enchanter.

“I found myself at the foot of a high moun-
tain, and looking down into a vast plain,
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through which wound a majestic river. On the
margin of this river stood an Kastern-looking
city, such as we read of in the Arabian Tales,
but of a characler even more singular than any
there described. I'rom my position, which
was far above the level of the town, I could
perceive its every nook and corner, as if delin-
cated on a map. The streets scemed innumer-
able, and crossed cach other irregularly in all
directions, but were rather long winding alleys
than streets, and absolutely swarmed with in-
habitants. The houses were wildly pictur-
esque. On every hand was a wilderness of bal-
conies, of verandas, of minarets, of shrines, and
fantastically carved oricls. Bazaars abounded;
and there were displayed rich wares in infinite
varicty and profusion—silks, muslins, the
most dazzling cutlery, the most magnificent
jewels and gems.  Besides these things, were
seen, on all sides, banners and palanquins, litters
with stately dames close-veiled, elephants gor-
geously caparisoned, idols grotesquely hewn,
drums, banners, and gongs, spears, silver and
gilded maces. And amid the crowd, and the
clamor, and the general intricacy and con-
fusion—amid the million of black and yellow
men, turbaned and robed, and of flowing beard,
there roamed a countless multitnde of holy
filleted bullgs, while vast legions of the filthy but
sacred ape clambered, chattering and shrieking,
about the cornices of the mosques, or clung to
the minarets and oricls. Irom the swarming
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streets to the banks of the river, there de-
scended innumerable flights of steps leading to
hathing places, while the river itself seemed to
force a passage with difficulty through the vast
fleets of deeply burdened ships that far and
wide encountered its surface. Beyond the lim-
its of the city arose, in frequent majestie groups,
the palm and the cocoa, with other gigantic and
weird trees of vast age; and here and there
might be secen a field of rice, the thatched hut
of a peasant, a tank, a stray temple, a gypsy
camp, or a solitary graceful maiden taking her
way, with a pitcher upon her head, to the banks
of the magnificent river.

“You will say now, of course, that Idrcamed ;
but not so. What I saw—what I heard—what
I felt—what I thought—had about it nothing
of the unmistakable idiosyncrasy of the dream.
All was rigorously sclf-consistent. At first,
doubting that I was really ewake, I entered
into a series of tests, which soon convinced me
that I really was. Now, when one dreams, and,
in the dream, suspects that he dreams, the sus-
picion never fails to confirm itself, and the
sleeper is almost immediately aroused. Thus
Novalis errs not in saying that ‘we are ncar
waking when we dream that we dream.” Ilad
the vision occurred to me as I describe it, with-
out my suspecting it as a dream, then a dream
it might absolutely have been, but, occurring
as it did, and suspected and tested as it was, I
am forced to class it among other phenomena.”
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“In this T am not sure that you are wrong,”
observed Dr. Templeton, “but proceed. You
arose and descended into the city.”

“TI arose,” continued Bedloe, regarding the
Doctor with an air of profound astonishment,
“T arose, as you say, and descended into the
city. On my way I fell in with an immense
populace, crowding through every avenue, all
in the same direction, and exhibiting in every
action the wildest excitement.  Very suddenly,
and by some inconceivable impulse, I became
intensely imbued with personal interest in what
was going on. T seemed to feel that T had an
important part to play, without exactly under-
standing what it was. Against the crowd
which environed me, however, I experienced a
deep sentiment of animosity. I shrank from
amid them, and, swiftly, by a circuitous path,
reached and entered the city. Here all was
the wildest tumult and contention. A emall
party of men, clad in garments half Indian,
half European, and officered by gentlemen in
a uniform partly British, were engaged, at great
odds, with the swarming rabble of the alleys.
1 joined the weaker party, arming myself
with the wecapons of a fallen officer, and
fighting I knew not whom with the nervous fer-
ocity of despair. We were soon overpowered by
numbers, and driven to scck refuge in a species
of kiosk. Here we barricaded ourselves, and,
for the present, were secure. From a loop-hole
near the summit of the kiosk, I perceived a vast
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crowd, in furious agitation, surrounding and
assaulting a gay palace that overhung the river.
Presently, from an upper window of this palace,
there descended an cffeminate-looking person,
by means of a string made of the turbans of
his atiendants. A boat was at hand, in which
he escaped to the opposite bank of the river.

“And now a new object took possession of
my soul. I spoke a few hurried but cnergetic
words to my companions, and, having succeeded
in gaining over a few of them to my purpose
made a frantic sally from the kiosk. We
rushed amid the crowd that surrounded it.
They retreated, at first, before us. They ral-
lied, fought madly, and retreated again. In the
meantime we were borne far from the kiosk,
and became bewildered and entangled among
the narrow streets of tall, overhanging houses,
into the recesses of which the sun had never
been able to shine. The rabble pressed im-
petuously upon us, harrassing us with their
spears, and overwhelming us with {lights of
arrows. These latter were very remarkable,
and resembled in some respects the writhing
creese of the Malay. Thev were made to imitate
the body of a creeping serpent, and were
long and black, with a poisoned barb. One
of them struck me upon the right temple. T
reeled and fell. An instanlaneous and dread-
ful sickness seized me. I struggled—I gasped
—I died.”

“You will hardly persist now,” said I smil-
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ing, “ that the whole of your adventure was not
a dream. You are not prepared to maintain
that you are dead ?”

When T said these words, T of course expected
some lively sally from Bedloe in reply; but, to
my astonishment, he hesitated, trembled, became
fearfully pallid, and remained silent. 1 looked
toward Templeton. Te sat erect and rigid in
his chair—his teeth chattered, and his cyes were
starting from their sockets. “ Proceed!” he at
length said hoarsely to Bedloe.

“ IFor many minutes,” continued the latter,
“my sole sentiment—my sole feeling—was that
of darkness and nonentity, with the conscious-
ness of death. At length there scemed to pass
a violent and sudden shock through my soul,
as if of electricity. With it came the sense of
clasticity and of light. This latter I felt—not
saw. In an instant I seemed to rise from the
ground. But I had no bodily, no visible,
audible, or palpable presence. 'T'he crowd had
departed. The tumult had ceased. The city
was in comparative repose. Beneath me lay my
corpse, with the arrow in my temple, the whole
head greatly swollen and disfigured. But all
these things I felt—not saw. 1 took interest in
nothing. Even the corpse seemed a matter in
which I had no concern. Volition I had none,
but appeared to be impelled into motion, and
flitted buoyantly out of the city, retracing the
circuitous path by which I had entered it. When
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I had attained that point of the ravine in the
mountains at which I had encountered the
hyena, I again experienced a shock as of a gal-
vanie battery; the sense of weight, of volition,
of substance, returned. I became my original
self, and bent my steps cagerly homeward—but
the past had not lost the vividness of the real—
and not now, even for an instant, can I compel
my understanding to regard it as a drecam.”

“ Nor was 1t,” said Templeton, with an air
of deep solemnity, “yet it would be difficult to
say how otherwise it should be termed. Let us
supposc only, that the soul of the man of to-day
is upon the verge of some stupendous psychal
discoverics.  Let us content oursclves with this
supposition.  For the rest I have some explana-
tion to make. Here is a water-color drawing,
which I should have shown you before, but
which an unaccountable sentiment of horror
has hitherto prevented me from showing.”

We looked at the picture which he presented.
I saw nothing in it of an extraordinary charac-
ter; but its effect upon Bedloe was prodigious.
He nearly fainted as he gazed.  And yet it was
but a miniature portrait—a miraculously ac-
curate one, to be sure—of his own very remark-
able featurcs. At least this was my thought
as I regarded it.

“You will perceive,” said Templeton, “ the
date of this picture—it is here, scarcely visible,
in this corner—1780. In {his year was the
portrait taken. It is the likeness of a dead
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friend—a Mr. Oldeb—to whom I became much
attached at Calcutta, during the administration
of Warren Hastings. I was then only twenty
years old.  When [ first saw you, Mr. Bedloe,
at Saratoga, 1t was the miraculous similarity
which existed between yourself and the paint-
ing which induced me to accost you, to seck your
friendship, and to bring about those arrange-
ments which resulted in my becoming your con-
stant companion. In accomplishing this point,
1 was urged partly, and perhaps principally, by
a regretful memory of the deceased, but also, in
part, by an uncasy, and not altogether horror-
less curiosity respecting yourself.

“In your detail of the vision which pre-
sented itsell to you amid the hills, you have de-
scribed, with the minutest accuracy, the Indian
city of Benares, upon the IIoly River. The
riots, the combat, the massacre, were the actual
events of the insurrection of Cheyte Sing, which
took place in 1780, when Hastings was put in
imminent peril of his Iife.  The man escaping
by the string of turbans was Cheyte Sing him-
self.  The party in the kiosk were sepoys and
British officers, headed by Hastings.  Of this
party I was one, and did all 1 could to prevent
the rash and fatal sally of the oflicer who fell,
in the crowded alleys, by the poisoned arrow
of a Bengalee. That officer was my dearest
friend. It was Oldeb. You will perceive by
these manuscripts,” (here the speaker produced
a note-book in which several pages appeared
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to have been freshly, written,) “that at the
very period in which you fancied these things
amid the hills, T was engaged in detailing them
upon paper here at home.”

In about a week after this conversation, the
following paragraphs appeared in a Charlottes-
ville paper:

“We have the painful duty of announcing
the death of Mr. Avucustus Bepro, a gentle-
man whose amiable manners and many virtues
have long endeared him to the citizens of Char-
lottesville.

“Mr. B., for some years past, has been sub-
ject to neuralgia, which has often threatened
fo terminate fatally; but this can be regarded
only as the mediate causc of his decease.  The
proximate cause was one of especial singular-
ity. In an excursion to the Ragged Mounhun»,
a few days since, a shght cold’ and fever were
contracted, attended with great determivation
of blood to the head. To relieve this, Dr. Tem-
pleton resorted to topical bleeding. T.ecches
were applied to the temples. In a fearfully
brief period the patient died, when it appeared
that, in the jar containing the leeches, had bheen
mtroduced by accident, one of the venomous
vermlcular sangsues whleh are now and then
found in the newhbormw ponds. This crea-
ture fastened itsell upon a small artery in the
right temple. Its close resemblance to the med-
icinal leech caused the mistake to be overlooked
until too late.
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“N. B.—The poisonous sangsueof Charloftes-
ville may always be distinguished from the
medicinal lecch by its blackness, and especially
by its writhing or vermicular motions, which
very nearly resemble those of a snake.”

I was speaking with the editor of the paper
in question, upon the topic of this remarkable
accident, when it occurred to me to ask how it
happencd that the name of the deceased had
been given as Bedlo.

“I presume,” said I, “you have authority
for this spelling, but I have always supposed
the name to be written with an ¢ at the end.”
* “Authority ?—no,” he replied. “It is a
mere typographical error. The name is Bedlo
with an e, all the world over, and 1 never knew
it to be spelt otherwise in my life.”

“Then,” said I mutteringly, as I turned upon
my heel, “then indeed has it come to pass that
one truth is stranger than any fiction—for
Bedloe, without the e, what is il but Oldeb con-
versed!  And this man tells me that it is a
typographical error.”



THE SPECTACLES.

Many years ago, it was the fashion to rid-
icule the idea of “love at first sight ”; but those
who think, not less than those who feel deeply,
have always advocated its exislence. Modern
discoveries, indeed, in what may be termed
ethical magnetism or magnetoxsthetics, rendet
1t probable that the most natural, and, conse?
quently, the truest and most intense of the hu-
man affections are those which arise in the heart
as if by electric sympathy—in a word, that tha
hrightest and most enduring of the psychal fet-
ters are those which are riveted by a glance-
The confession I am about to make will add
another to the already almost innumerable in-
stances of the truth of the position.

My story requires that I should be somewhat
minute. I am still a very young man—not
yet twenty-two years of age. My name, at
present, is a very usual and rather plebeian one
—Simpson. I say “at present”; for it is
only lately that T have been so called—having
legislatively adopted this surname within the
last year, in order to receive a large inheritance
left me by a distant male relative, Adolphus

89
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Simpson, Fsq. The bequest was conditioned
upon my taking the name of the testator—the
family, not the Christian name; my Christian
name 1s Napolcon Buonaparte—or, more prop-
erly, these are my first and middle appellations.

I assumed the name, Simpson, with some re-
luctanee, as in my true patronym, Wroissart, T
felt a very pardonable pride—Dbelieving that I
could trace a descent from the immortal author
of the “ Chronicles.”  While on the subject of
names, hy the by, T may mention a singular
coincidence of sound attending the names of
some of my immediate predecessors. My
father was a Monsieur Froissart, of Paris.  This
wife—my mother, whom he married at fifteen
—was a Mademoiselle Croissart, eldest daugh-
ter of Croissart the banker; vhose wife, again
being only sixteen when married, was the eld-
est danghter of one Vietor Voissart. Mon-
sicur Voizsarl, very singularly. had married a
lady of similar name—a Mademoiselle Mois-
sart.  She, too, was quite a child when married
and her mother, also, Madame Moissart, was
only fourteen when led to the altar. These
early marriages are usual in France. llere,
however, are Moissart, Voissart, Croissart, and
Froizsart, all in the direct line of descent. My
own name, though, as I say, heeame Simpson,
by aet of Legislature, and with so much re-
pugnance on my part, that, at one period, I
actually hesitated about accepting the legacy
with the useless and annoying proviso attached.
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As to personal endowments, I am by no means
deficient. On the contrary, I believe that I
am well made, and possess what nine tenths of
the world would call a handsome face. In
height I am five feet eleven. My hair is black
and curling. My nose is sufficiently good. My
eyes are large and gray; and although, in fact,
they arc weak to a very inconvenient degree,
still no defect in this regard would be suspected
from their appearance. The weakness itself,
however, has always much annoyed me, and I
have resorted to every remedy—short of wear-
ing glasses. Being youthful and good-looking,
I naturally dislike these, and have resolutely
refused to employ them. I know nothing, in-
deed, which so disfigures the countenance of a
young person, or so impresses every fcature
with an air of demureness, if not altogether of
sanctimoniousness and of age. An cye-glass,
on the other hand, has a savor of downright fop-
pery and affectation. I have hitherto managed
as well as I could without either. But some-
thing too much of these merely personal details,
which, after all, are of little importance. I will
content myself with saying, in addition, that my
temperament is sanguine, rash, ardent, enthu-
siastic—and that all my life I have been a de-
voted admirer of the women.

One night last winter I entered a bhox at the
P Theatre, in company with a friend, Mr.
Talbot. It was an opera night, and the billg
presented a very rare attraction, so that the
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house was excessively crowded. We were in
time, however, to obtain the front scats which
had been reserved for us, and into which, with
some little difficulty, we clbowed our way.

For two hours my companion, who was a
musical fanatico, gave his undivided attention
to the stage; and, in the meantime, I amused
myself by observing the aundience, which con-
sisted, in chief part, of the very élite of the city.
IHaving satisfied mysel{ upon this point, T was
about {urning my eyes to the prima donna,
when they were arrested and riveted by a figure
in one of the private boxes which had escaped
my obscrvation.

It T live a thousand years T can never forget
the intense emotion with which I regarded this
figure. It was that of a female, the most ex-
quisite I had ever beheld.  The face was so far
turned toward the stage that, for some minutes,
I could not obtain a view of it,—but the form
was dioine; no other word can sufficiently ex-
press its magnificent proportion,—and even the
term ““divine” scems ridiculously feeble as I
write it.

The magie of a lovely form in woman—the
necromancy of female gracefulness—was al-
ways a power which T had found it impossible
to resist; but here was grace personified, in-
carnate, the beaw tdéal of my wildest and most
enthusiastic visions. The figure, almost all of
which the construction of the box permitied to
be seen, was somewhat above the medium height,
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and nearly approached, without positively
reaching, the majestic. Its perfect fulness
and tournure were delicious. The head, of
which only the back was visible, rivalled in out-
line that of the Greek Psyche, and was rather
displayed than concealed by an clegant cap of
guze aérienne, which put me in mind of the
ventum textilem of Apuleins. The right arm
hung over the balustrade of the box, andthrilled
every merve of my frame with its exquisite
symmetry. Its upper portion was draperied by
one of the loose open sleeves now in fashion.
This extended but little below the elbow. Be-
neath it was worn an under one of some frail
material, close-fitting, and terminated by a
cuff of rich lace, which fell gracefully over the
top of the hand, revealing only the delicate
fingers, upon one of which sparkled a diamond
ring, which I at once saw was of extraordinary
value. The admirable roundness of the wrist
was well set oft by a bracelet which encircled it,
and which also was ornamented and clasped
by a magnificent aigrelle of jewels—telling, in
words that could not he mistaken, at once of
the wealth and fastidious taste of the wearer.

T gazed at this queenly apparition for at
least half an hour, as if T had been suddenly
converted to stone; and, during this period, I
felt the full force and truth of all that has been
said or sung concerning “love at first sight.”
My fecelings were totally different from any
which I had hitherto experienced. in the pres-
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ence of even the most celebrated specimens
of female loveliness.  An unaccountable, and
what 1 am compelled to consider a magnetic,
sympathy of soul for soul, seemed to rivet, not
only my vision, but my whole powers of thought
and feceling, upon the admirable objeet before
me. L saw—I1 felt—I knew that I was deeply,
madly, irrevocably in love—and this even bhefore
secing the face of the person beloved. So in-
tense, indeed, was the passion thatconsumedme,
that I really believe it would have received little
if any abatement had the features, yet unseen.
proved of mierely ordinary character; so ano-
malous is the nature of the only true love—of
the love at first sight—and so little really de-
pendent is it upon the external conditions which-
only seem to ereate and control it.

While T was thus wrapped in admiration of
this lovely vigion, a sudden disturbance among
the audience caused her to turn her head par-
tially toward me, so that I beheld the entire pro-
file of the face. Tts beauty even exceeded my
anticipations—and yet there was something
about it which disappointed me without my
being able to tell exactly what it was. T said
“disappointed,” but this is not altogether the
word. My sentiments were at once qmeted and
exalted.  They partook less of transport and
more of calm enthusiasm—of enthusiastic re-
pose.  This stale of feeling arose, perhaps,
from the Madonna-like and matronly air of the
face; and yet I at once understood that it could
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not have arisen entirely from this. There was
sonmething else—some mystery which I could
not develop—some expression about the coun-
tenance which slightly disturbed me while it
greatly heightened my interest. In fact, I
was just in that condition of mind which pre-
pares a young and susceptible man for any act
of extravagance. Had the lady been alone, I
should undoubtedly have entered her box and
accosted her at all hazards; but, fortunately,
she was attended by two companions—a gentle-
man, and a strikingly beautiful woman, to all
appearance a few yecars younger than herself.

I revolved in my mind a thousand schemes
by which I might obtain, hercafter, an’ intro-
duction to the elder lady, or, for the present, at
all events, a more distinet view of her beauty.
I would have removed my position to one ncarer
her own, but the crowded state of the theatre
rendered this impossible; and the stern decrecs
of Tashion had, of late, imperatively prohib-
ited the use of the opera-glass in a case
such as this, even had I been so fortunate as
to have one with me—but I had not—and was
thus in despair.

At length I bethought me of applying to my
companion.

“Talbot,” T said, “you have an opera-glass.
Let me have it.”

“ An opera-glass'—no!—what do you sup-
pose I would be doing with an opera-glass? ™
Here he turned impatiently toward the stage.
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“But, Talbot,” I continued, pulling him hy
the shoulder, ““listen to me will you? Do you
see the stage-box P—there !—no, the next.—Did
you ever behold as lovely a woman?”

“ She is very beautiful, no doubt,” he said.

“ I wonder who she can be?”

“Why, inthe name ofall that is angelic, don’t
you know who she is? ¢ Not to know her argues
yourself unknown.” She is the celebrated Ma-
dame Lalande—the beauty of the day par ex-
cellence, and the talk of the whole town. Im-
mensely wealthy too—a widow—and a great
match—has just arrived from Paris.”

“Do you know her?”

“Yes—I have the honor.”

“Will you introduce me?”

“ Assuredly—with  the greatest pleasure;
when shall it be?”

“T'o-morrow, at one, I will call upon you at
B s,

“ Very good ; and now do hold your tongue, if
you can.”

In this latter respeet I was forced to take
Talbot’s advice; for he remained obstinately
deaf to every further question or suggestion, and
occupiced himself exclusively for the rest of the
evening with what was transacting upon the
stage.

In the meantime I kept my eyes riveted on
Madame Lalande, and at length had the good
fortune to obtain a full front view of her face.
It was caquisitely lovely: this, of course, my
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heart had told me before, even had not Talbot
fu'lly satisfied me upon the point—Dbut still the
anintelligible something disturbed me. T finally
concluded that my senses were impressed by a
certain air of gravity, sadness, or, still more
properly, of weariness, which took something
from the youth and freshness of the counte-
nance, only to endow it with a seraphic tender-
ness and majesty, and thus, of course, to my
enthusiastic and romantic temperament, with
an interest tenfold.

While I thus feasted my cyes, I perceived,
at last, to my great trepidation, by an almost
imperceptible start on the part of the lady, that
she had become suddenly aware of the inten-
sity of my gaze. Still, I was absolutely fasci-
nated, and could not withdraw it, even for an
instant. She turned aside her face, and again I
saw only the chiselled contour of the back por-
tion of the head. After some minutes, as if
urged by curiosity to see if I was still looking,
she gradually bronght her face again around
and again cncountered my burning gaze. Her
large dark cyes fell instantly, and a deep blush
mantled her cheek. But what was my aston-
ishment at perceiving that she not only did not
a second time avert her head, but that she
actually took from her girdle a double cye-glass
—elevated it—adjusted it—and then regarded
me through it, intently and deliberately, for
the space of scveral minutes.

Had a thunderbolt fallen at my feet I could
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not have been more thoroughly astounded—as-«
tounded only—not offended or disgusted in the
slightest degree; although an action so bold in
any other woman would have been likely to of-
fend or disgust. But the whole thing was done
with so much quictude—so much nonchalance
—=s0 much repose—with so evident an air of
the highest breeding, in short—that nothing
of mere cffrontery was perceptible, and my sole
sentiments were those of admiration and sur-
prise.

I ohserved that, upon her first elevation of
the glass, she had scemed satisfied with a mo-
mentary inspection of my person, and was with-
drawing the instrument, when, as if struck by
a sccond thought, she resumed it, and so con-
tinued to regard me with fixed attention for the
space of several minutes—for five minutes, at
the very least, I am sure.

This action, =0 remarkable in an American
theatre, attracted very general observation, and
gave rise to an indefinite movement, or buzz,
among the audience, which for a moment filled
me with confusion, but produced no visible
effect upon the countenance of Madame La-
lande.

Having satisfied her curiosity—if such it was
—she dropped the glass, and quietly gave her
attention again to the stage; her profile now
being turned toward myself, as before. I
continued to watch her unremittingly, although
I was fully conscious of my rudeness in so do-
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ing. DPresently I saw the hcad slowly and
slightly change its position; and soon I became
convinced that the lady, while pretending to
look at the stage was, in fact, attentively re-
garding myself. It is needless to say what
effeet this conduct, on the part of so fascinat-
ing a woman, had upon my excitable mind.

Having thus scrutinized me for perhaps a
quarter of an hour, the fair object of my passion
addressed the gentleman who attended her,
and, while she spoke, I saw distinctly, by the
glances of both, that the conversation had
reference to myself.

Upon its conclusion, Madame Lalande again
turned toward the stage, and for a few minutes,
scemed absorbed in the performance. At the
expiration of this period, however, I was thrown
into an cxtremity of agitation by seeing her
unfold, for the second time, the cye-glass which
hung at her side, fully confront me as hefore,
and, disregarding the renewed buzz of the au-
dienee, survey me, from head to foot, with the
same miraculous composure which had pre-
viously so delighted and confounded my soul.

This extraordinary behavior, by throwing me
into a perfect fever of excitement—into an ab-
solute delirium of love—served rather to em-
bolden than to disconcert me. In the mad in-
tensity of my devotion, 1 forgot every thing
but the presence and the majestic loveliness of
the vision which confronted my gaze. Watch-
ing my opportunity, when I thought the au-
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dience were fully engaged with the opera, I at
length caught the eyes of Madame Lalande, and,
upon the nstant, made a slight but unmistak-
able bow.

She blushed very deeply—then averted her
cyes—then slowly and cautiously looked around,
apparently to sce if my rash action had becn
noticed—then leaned over toward the gentleman
who sat by her side.

I now felt a burning sense of the impropriety
I had committed, and expected nothing less
than instant exposure; while a vision of pis-
tols upon the morrow floated rapidly and un-
comfortably through my brain. I was greatly
and immediately relieved, however, when I saw
the lady merely hand the gentleman a play-bill,
without speaking; but the reader may form
some feeble conception of my astonishment—of
my profound amazement—my delirious bewil-
derment of heart and soul—when, instantly af-
terward, having again glanced furtively around,
she allowed her bright eves to set fully and
steadily upon my own, and then, with a faint
smile, disclosing a bright line of her pearly
teeth, made two distinet, pointed, and unequivo-
cal aflirmative inclinations of the head.

It is useless, of course, to dwell upon mjy
joy—upon my transport—upon my illimitable
ecstasy of heart. If ever man was mad with
excess of happiness, it was mysclf at that mo-
ment. I loved. This was my first love—so I
felt it to be. It was love supreme—indescrib-
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able. Tt was “love at first sight ; ” and at first
sight, too, it had been appreciated and returned.

Yes, returned.  How and why should [ doubt
it for an instant. What other construction
could I possibly put upon such conduct, on the
part of a lady so beautiful—so wealthy—evi-
dently to accomplished—of so high breeding—
of so lofly a position in society—in every regard
so entirely respectable as 1 felt assured was
Madanie Lalande?  Yes, she loved me—she re-
turncd the enthusiasm of my love, with an en-
thusiasin as blind—as uncompromising—as un-
calculating—as abandoned—and as utterly un-
hounded as my own! These dclicious fancies
and reflections, however, were now interrupted
by the falling of the drop-curtain. The au-
dience arose; and the usual tnmult immediately
supervened.  Quitling Talbot abruptly, I made
every effort to force my way into closer proxim-
ity with Madame Lalande. IHaving failed in
this, on account of the crowd, 1 at length gave
up the chase, and bent my steps homeward ; con-
soling myself for my disappointment in not
having been able to touch even the hem of her
robe, by the reflection that T should be intro-
duced by Talbot, in due form, upon the mor-
row.

This morrow at last came; that is to say, a
day finally dawned upon a long and weary
night of impatience; and then the hours until
“one” were snail-paced, dreary, and innum-
erable. But even Stamboul, it is said, shall
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have an end, and there came an end to this long
delay. The clock struck. As the last echo
ceased, I stepped into B ’s and inquired for
Talbot.

“ Out,” said the footman—Talbot’s own.

“Qut!” T replied, staggering back half a
dozen paces—let me tell you, my fine fel-
low, that this thing is thoroughly impossible
and impracticable; Mr. Talbot is nol out.
What do you mean?”

“ Nothing, sir; only Mr. Talbot is not in,
That’s all. He rode over to S——, immedi-
ately after breakfast, and left word that he
would not be in town again for a week.”

I stood petrified with horror and rage. I
endeavored to reply, but my tongue refused its
office. At length I turned on my heel, livid
with wrath, and inwardly consigning the whole
tribe of the Talbots to the innermost regions of
Ercbus. [t was cvident that my considerate
friend, i/ funalico, had quite forgotten Ins ap-
pointment with mysclf—had forgotten it as
soon as it was made. At no time was he a very
scrupulous man of his word. There was no
help for it: so smothering my vexation as well
as L could, I strolled moodily up the strect, pro-
pounding futile inquiries about Madame La-
lande to cvery male acquaintance T met. By
report she was known, T found, to all—to many
by sight—Dbut she had been in town only a few
weeks, and there were very few, therefore, who
claimed her personal acquaintance.  'These few,
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being still comparatively strangers, could not,
or would not, take the liberty of introducing
me through the formality of a mormng call.
While I stood thus in despair, conversing with
a trio of friends upon the all-absorbing subject
of my heart, it so happencd that the subject it-
sell passed by.

“As I live, there she is!” cried one.

“ Surprisingly beautiful!” exclaimed a sec-
ond.

““ An angel upon earth ! ” ejaculated a third.

I looked; and in an open carriage which ap-
proached wus, passing slowly down the street,
sat the enchanting vision of the opera, accom-
panied by the younger lady who had occupicd a
portion of her box.

“Her companion also wears remarkably
well,” said the one of my trio who had spoken
first.

* Astonishingly,” said the sccond; “still
quite a brilliant air; but art will do wonders.
Upon my word, she looks better than she did
at Paris five years ago. A beautiful woman
still:—don’t you think so, Froissart?—Simnp-
son, I mean.”

“Still!” said 1, ““ and why should n’t she be?
But compared with her friend she is as a rush-
light to the evening star—a glow-worm to
Antares.”

“Ha! ha! ha!—why, Simpson, you have an
astonishing tact at making discoveries—orig-
inal ones, I mecan.” And here we scparated,
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while one of the trio began humming a gay
vaudeville, of which [ caught only the lines—

Ninon, Ninon, Ninon A bas—
A bas Ninon De L’Enclos !

During this little scene, however, one thing
had served greatly to console me, although it
fed the passion by which T was consumed. . As
the carriage of Madame Talande rolled by our
group, I had observed that s<he recognized me;
and more than this, she had blessed e, by the
most seraphic of all imaginable smiles, with
no equivocal mark of the rcuwmtmn

As for an introduction, I was obliged to
abandon all hope of it, until such time as Tal-
bot should think proper to return from the
country. In the meantime I perseveringly fre-
quented every reputable place of public amuse-
ment; and, at length, at the theatre, where I
first saw her, I had the supreme bliss of meet-
ing her, and of exchanging glances with her
once again.  This did not occur, however, until
the lapse of a fortmght. ]\cly day, in the
wnteri™e, 1 had inquired for Talbot at his hotel,
and every day had been thrown into a spasm of
wrath by the everlasting “ Not come home yet ”
of his footman.

Upon the evening in question, therefore, 1
was in a condition liftle short of madness.
Madame Lalande, I had been told, was a
Parisian—had lately arrived from Iaris—
might she not suddenly return ?—return before
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Talbot came back—and might she not be thus
lost to me forever? The thought was too ter-
rible to bear. Since my future happiness was
at issue, 1 resolved to act with a manly decis-
ion. In a word, upon the breaking up of the
play, T traced the lady to her residence, noted
the address, and the next morning sent her a
full and elaborate letter, in which I poured
out my whole heart.

I spoke boldly, frecly—in a word, I'spokewith
passion. I concealed nothing—nothing cven on
my weakness. I alluded to the romantic cir-
cumstances of our first meeting—even to the
glances which had passed between us. I went so
far as to say that I felt assured of her love;
while T offered this assurance, and my own in-
tensity of devotion, as two excuses for my other-
wise unpardonable conduct. As a third, I
spoke of my fear that she might quit the city
hefore T could have the opportunity of a formal
introduction. I concluded the most wildly
enthusiastic epistle ever penned, with a frank
declaration of my worldly circumstances—of
my affluence—and with an offer of my heart
and of my hand.

In an agony of expectation I awaited the
reply.  After what scemed the lapse of a cen-
tury it came.

Yes, actually came. Romantic as all this
may appear, I really received a letter from
Madame Lalande—the beautiful, the wealthy,
the idolized Madame Lalande. Her cyes—her
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magnificent eves, had not belied her noble heart.
Like a true Frenchwoman as she was she had
obeyed the frank dictates of her recason—the
generous impulses of her nature—despising the
conventional pruderies of the world. She had
not scorned my proposals. She had not shel-
tered herself in silence. She had not returned
my letter unopened.  She had even sent me, in
reply, one penned by her own exquisite fingers.
It ran thus:

“ Monsieur Simpson vill pardonne me for not
compose de butelulle tong of his contrée so vell
as might. Tt 1s only de late dat I am arrive,
and not yet ave de opportunité for to—
I'étudier,

“ Vid dis apologie for the maniére, I vill now
say dat, hélas!—DMonsienr Simpson ave gness
but de too true.  Need I ¢ay de nore?  Hélas!
am I not ready speak de too moshe?

“ KugeNig LALaNDE.”

This noble-spirited note I kissed a million
times, and commilted, no doubt, on its account,
a thousand other extravagances that have now
escaped my memory.  Still Talbot would not
return.  Alas! could he have formed even the
vaguest idea of the suffering his absence had oc-
casioned his friend, would not his sympathizing
nature have flown immediately to my relief?
Still, however, he eame not. 1 wrote.  Ile re-
plied. e was detained by urgent business—
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but would shortly return. He begged me not
to be impatient—to moderate my transports—
to read soothing books—to drink nothing
stronger than Hock—and to bring the consola-
tions of philosophy to my aid. The fool! if
he could not come himself, why, in the name of
every thing rational, could he not have en-
closed me a letter of presentation? I wrote
him again, entreating him to forward one forth-
with. My letter was returned by that footman,
with the following endorsement in pencil.  The
scoundrel had joined his master in the country:

“TLeft S yesterday, for parts unknown—
did not say where—or when be back—so
thought best to return letter, knowing your
handwriting, and as how you is always, more or

less, in a hurry. Yours sincerely,
“ Srtunps.”

After this, it is needless to say, that T devoted
to the infernal deities both master and valet :—
but there was little use in anger, and no consola-
tion at all in complaint.

But I had yet a resource left, in my consti-
tutional audacity. Hitherto it had served me
well, and T now resolved to make it avail me to
the end. Besides, after the correspondence which
had passed between us, what act of mere in-
formality could 1 commit, within bounds, that
ought to be regarded as indecorous by Madame
Lalande? Since the affair of the letter, I had
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been in the habit of watching her house, and
thus d'scovered that, about twilight, it wa’s her
custom to promenade, attended only by a negro
in livery, in a public square overlooked by her
Wll:ldOWS. Here, amid the luxuriant and shad-
owing groves, in the gray gloom of a sweet mid-
summer evening, I observed my opportunity
and accosted her.

The better to deceive the servant in attend-
ance, T did this with the assured air of an old
and familiar acquaintance.  With a presence of
mind truly Parisian, she took the cue at once,
and, to greet me, held out the most bewitching-
ly little of hands. The valet at once fell into
the rear; and now, with hearts full to overflow-
ing, we discoursed long and unrescrvedly of
our love.

As Madame Lalande spoke English even less
fluently than she wrote it, our conversation was
necessartly in French.  In this sweet tongue,
so adapted to passion, I gave loose to the im-
petuous enthusiasm of my nature, and, with all
the eloquence 1 could command, besought her
to consent to an immediate marriage.

At this impatience she smiled. She urged
the old story of decorum—that bug-bear which
deters o many from bliss until the opportunity
for bliss has forever gone by. I had most im-
prudently made it known among my friends, she
observed, that T desived her acquaintance—thus
that I did not possess it—thus, again, there was
no possibility of concealing the date of our first
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knowledge of each other. And then she ad-
verted, with a blush, to the extreme recency of
this date. To wed immediately would be im-
proper—would be indecorous—would be outré.
All this she said with a charming air ol naiweté
which enraptured while it grieved and con-
vinced me. She went even so far as to accuse
me, laughingly, of rashness—of imprudence.
She bade me remember that T really even know
not who she was—what were her prospects, her
connections, her standing in  socicty. She
begged me, but with a sigh, to reconsider my
proposal, and termed my love an infatuation—
a will o’ the wisp—a fancy or fantasy of the mo-
ment—a baseless and unstable creation rather
of the imagination than of the heart. These
things she uttered as the shadows of the sweet
her fairy-like hand, overthrew, in a single sweet
twilight gathered darkly and more darkly
around us—and then, with a gentle pressure of
her fairy-like hand, overthrow, in a single sweet
instant. all the argumentative fabric she had
reared.

I replied as best T could—as only a true
lover can. T spoke at length, and perseveringly
of my devotion, of my passion—of her exceed-
ing beauty, and of my own enthusiastic admi~
ration.  In conclusion, 1 dwelt, with a convine-
ing energy, upon the perils that encompass the
course of love—that course of true love that
never did run smooth,—and thus deduced the
manifest danger of rendering that course un-

necessarily long.
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This latter argument scemed finally to soften
the rigor of her determination. She relented;
but there was yet an obstacle, she said, which
she felt assured T had not properly considered.
This was a dclicate point—for a woman to
urge, especially so; in mentioning it, she saw
that she must make a sacrifice of her feelings;
still, for me, every sacrifice should be made.
She alluded to the topic of age. Was I aware
—was [ fully aware of the discrepancy between
us?  That the age of the husband should sur-
pass by a few years—even by fifteen or twenty
—the age of the wife, was regarded by the
world as admissible, and, indeed, as cven
proper; but she had always entertained the bo-
Lief that the years of the wife should never
exceed in number those ol the husband. A dis-
erepancy of this unnatural kind gave rise, too
frequently, alas! to a life of unhappiness. Now
she was aware that my own age did not exceed
two and twenty; and I, on the contrary, per-
haps, was not aware that the years of my Eu-
génie extended very considerably beyond that
sum.

Abhout all this there was a nobility of soul—
a dignity of candor—which delighted—which
enchanted  me—which  cternally  riveted my
chams. I could scarcely restrain the excessive
transport which possessed me.

“ My sweetest Kugénie,” 1 cried, “ what is all
this about which you are discoursing? Your
years surpass in some measure my own. Buf




The Spectacles 111

what then? The customs of the world are so
many conventional follies. To those who love
as oursclves, in what respect differs a year from
an honr? I am twenty-two, you say; granted:
indeed, you may as well call me, at once, iwenty-
three. Now you yourself, my dearest Eugénie,
can have numbered no more than—can have
numbered no more than—no more than—than
—than—than—"

Tere T paused for an instant, in the expec-
tation that Madame Lalande would interrupt
me by supplying her true age. But a French-
woman is scldom direct, and has always, by way
of answer to an embarrassing query, some little
practical reply of her own. In the present in-
gtance, Eugénie, who for a few moments past
had scemed to be searching for something in
her bosom, at leigth let fall upon the grass a
miniature, which I immediately picked up and
presented to her.

“XKeep it!” she said, with one of her most
ravishing smiles. “ Keep it for my sake—for
the sake of her whom it too flatteringly repre-
scnts.  Besides, upon the back of the trinket
you may discover, perhaps, the very information
you seem to desire. It is now, to be sure, grow-
ing rather dark—but you can examine it at your
leisure in the morning. In the meantime, you
shall be my escort home to-night. My friends
are about holding a little musical levée. I can
promise you, too, some good singing. We
French are not nearly so punctilious as you
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Americans, and I shall have no difficulty in
smuggling you in, in the character of an old
acquaintance.”

With this, she took my arm, and I attended
her home.  The mansion was quite a fine one,
and, T believe, furnished in good taste.  Of this
lIatter point, however, I am scarcely qualified to
judge; for it was just dark as we arrived ;and in
American mansions of the better sort lights
seldom, during the heat of summer, make their
appearance at this, the most pleasant period of
the day. In about an hour after my arrival, to
be sure, a single shaded solar lamp was hit in
the principal drawing-room; and this apart-
ment, [ could thus see, was arranged with un-
wsual good taste and even splendor; but twe
other rooms of the suite, and 1n which the com-
pany chiefly asscmbled, remained, during the
whole evening, in a very agreeable shadow. This
is a well-conceived custom, giving the party at
least a chowe of light or shade, and one which
our friends over the water could not do better
than immediately adopt.

The evening thus spent was unquestionably
the most delicious of my life. Madame Lalande
had not overrated the musical abilities of her
friends; and the singing 1 here heard T had
never heard excelled in any private circle out
of Vienna. The instrumental performers were
many and of superior talents. The vocalists
were chiefly ladies, and no individual sang less
than well. At length, upon a peremptorycallfor
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“ Madame Lalande,” she arose at once, with-
out affectation or demur, from the chaise longue
upon which she had sat by my side, and, ac-
companied by one or two gentlemen and her fe-
male {riend of the opera, repaired to the piano
in the main drawing-room. I would have cs-
corted her myself, but felt that, under the cir-
cumstances of my introduction to the house, [
had better remain unobserved where T was. I
was thus deprived of the pleasure of sceing, al-
though not of hearing, her sing.

The impression she produced upon the com-
pany seemed clectrical—but the elfect upon
mysclf was something even more. I know not
how adequately to describe it. It arose in part,
no doubt, from the sentiment of love with which
1 was imbued; but chiefly from my conviction
of the extreme sensibility of the singer. It 1s
beyond the reach of art to endow either air or
recitative with more impassioned expression
than was hers.  ler utterance of the romance
in Otello—the tone with which she gave the
words “ Sul mio sasso,” in the Capuletti—is
ringing in my memory yet. Her lower tones
were absolutely miraculous. Her voice em-
braced three complete octaves, extending from
the contralto D to the D upper soprano, and,
though sulticiently powerful to have filled the
San Carlos, executed, with the minutest precis-
ion, every difficulty of vocal composition—as-
cending and descending  scales, cadences or
fioriturt. In the finale of the Somnambula, she
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brought about a most remarkable effect at the
words:

Ah ! non guinge uman pensiero
Al contento ond 10 son piena.

Tlere, in imitation of Mahbran, she modified
the original phrase of Bellini, so as to let her
voice descend to the tenor (¢, when, by a rapid
transition. she struck the G above the treble
stave, springing over an interval of two oe-
taves.

Upon rising from the piano after these mira-
eles of vocal execution, she resumed her seat
by my side; when I expressed to her, in terms
of the deepest enthusiasm, my delight at her
performance.  Of my surprise I said nothing,
and yet was I most unfeignedly surprised ; for a
certain feebleness, or rather a certain tremu-
lous indecision of voice in ordinary conversa-
tion, had prepared me to anticipate that, in
ginging, she would not acqmit herself with any
remarkable ability.

Our conversation was now long, earnest, unin-
terrupted, and totally unreserved.  She made
me relate many of the earlier passages of my
life, and listened with breathless attention to
every word of the narrative. I concealed noth-
ing—felt that I had a right to conceal nothing
—from her confiding affection.  Kncouraged by
her candor upon the delicate point of her age,
I entered, with perfect frankness, not only into
a detail of my many minor vices, but made full
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confession of those moral and even of those
physical infirmities, the disclosure of which, in
demanding so much higher a degree of courage,
is so much surer an evidence of love. I touched
upon my college indiscretions—upon my ex-
travagances—upon my carousals—upon my
debts—upon my flirtations. T even went so far
as to speak of a slightly hectic cough with
which, at one time, T had been troubled—of a
chronic rheumatism—of a twinge of hereditary
gout—and, in conclusion, of the disagrecable
and inconverment, but hitherto carefully con-
cealed, weakness of my eyes.

“ Upon this latter point,” said Madame La-
lande, laughingly, ““you have been surely inju-
dicious in coming to confession; for, without
the confession, I take it for granted that no one
would have accused you of the crime. By the
by,” she continued, “ have you any recollec-
tion—" and here I fancied that a blush, even
through the gloom of the apartment, became
distinetly vixible upon her cheek—*have you
any recollection, mon cher ami, of this little
ocular assistant which now depends from my
neck ?”

As she spoke she twirled in her fingers the
identical double eye-glass, which had so over-
whelmed me with confusion at the opera.

“Iull well—alas! do T remember it,” T ex-
claimed, pressing passionately the delicate hand
which offered the glasses for my inspection.
They formed a complex and magnificent toy,
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richly chased and filigreed, and gleaming with
jewels which, even in the deficient light, 1 could
not help perceiving were of high value.

“Eh bien! mon ami,” she resumed with a
certain empressement of manner thatrathersur-
prised me—* Ik bien! mon ami, you have ecar-
nestly besought of me a favor which you have
heen  pleased to denominate priceless.  You
have demanded of me my hand upon the mor-
row. Should I yield to your entreaties—and,
I may add, to the pleadings of my own bosom—
would [ not be entitled to demand of you a
very—a very little boon in return? ”

“ Name it!” I exclaimed with an energy that
had nearly drawn upon us the observation of the
company, and restrained by their presence alone
from throwing myself impctuously at her feet.
* Name it, my beloved, my IFugénie, my own!
—name it l—but, alas! it is already yielded ere
named.”

“You shall conquer, then, mon amni,” said
she, “ for the sake of the Tugénic whom you
love, this little weakness which you have at last
confessed—this  weakness more moral  than
physical—and -which, let me assure you, is so
unbecoming the nobility of your real natlure—
~o inconsistent with the candor of your usunal
character—and  which, if permitted further
control, will assuredly involve you, sooner or
later, in some very disagreeable serape. You
shall conquer, for my sake, this affectation
which leads you, as you yourzell acknowledge,
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to the tacit or implied denial of your infirmity
of vision. Ior, this infirmity you virtually
deny, in refusing to employ the customary
means for its relief.  You will understand me
to «ay, then, that [ wish you to wear spectacles:
—ah, hush!—you have alrcady consented to
wear them, for my sake. You shall accept the
little toy which T now hold in my hand, and
which, though admirable as an aid to vision,
is really of no very immense value as a gem.
You perceive that, by a trifling modification
thus—or thus—it can he adapted to the eyes in
the form of spectacles, or worn in the waistcoat
pocket as an eye-glass. It is in the former
mode, however, and habitually, that you have
already conzented to wear it for my sake.”

This request—must T confess it ?—confused
me in no hittle degree.  But the condition with
which it was coupled rendered hesitation, of
courge, a matter altogether out of the question.

“ It is done!” 1 eried, with all the enthusi-
asm that 1 could muster at the moment. “ 1Tt
is done—it is most cheerfully agreed. T sac-
rifice every feeling for your sake. To-night I
wear this dear eye-glass, as an cye-glass, and
upon my heart; but with the carlicst dawn of
that morning which gives me the pleasure of
calling you wife, T will place it upon my—
upon my nose,—and there wear it ever after-
ward, in the less romantic, and less fashionable,
but certainly in the more serviceable, form
which you desire.”
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Our conversation now turned upon the details
of our arrangements for the morrow. Talbot, I
learned from my betrothed, had just arrived in
town. I was to sce him at once, and procure a
carriage. The soitrée would scarcely break up
before two; and by this hour the vehicle was to
be at the door; when, in the confusion ocea-
sioned by the departure of the company, Ma-
dame . could easily enter it unobserved. We
were then to call at the house of a clergyman
who would be in waiting; there be married,
drop Talbot, and proceed on a short tour to the
Fast; leaving the fashionable world at home to
make whatever comments upon the matter it
thought best.

Ilaving planned all this, T immediately took
leave, and went in search of Talbot, but, on
the way, I could not refrain from stepping into
a holel, for the purpose of inspecting the minia-
ture; and this I did by the powerful aid of the
glasses.  The countenance was a surpassingly
beautiful one!  Those large luminous eyes !—
that proud Grecian nose !—those dark luxuriant
curls!—“Ah!” waid I, exultingly to mysclf,
“this is indeed the speaking image of my be-
loved!” 1 turned the reverse, and discovered
the words—* lingénie Lalande—aged twenty-
seven years and seven months.”

I found Talbot at home, and proceeded at
once to acquaint him with my good fortune.
He profesced excessive astonishment, of course,
but congratulated me most cordially, and prof-
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fered every assistance in his power. In a word,
we carried out our arrangement to the letter,
and, at two in the morning, just ten minutes
after the ceremony, I found myself in a close
carriage with Madame Lalande—with Mrs.
Simpson, 1 should say—and driving at a great
rate out of town, in a direction northeast by
north, half-north.

1t had been determined for us by Talbot,
that, as we were to be up all night, we should
make our first stop at C , a village about
twenty miles from the city, and there get an
carly breakfast and some repose, before pro-
ceeding upon our route. At four precisely,
therefore, the carriage drew up at the door of
the principal inn. I handed my adored wife
out, and ordered breakfast forthwith. In {he
meantime we were shown into a small parlor,
and sat down.

It was now nearly if not altogether daylight;
and, as | gazed, enraptured, at the angel by my
side, the singular idea came, all at once, into
my head, that this was really the very first mo-
ment since my acquaintance with the celebrated
loveliness of Madame Talande, that T had en-
joyed a mear inspection of that loveliness by
dayhight at all.

“ And now, mon ami,” said she, taking my
hand, and so interrupting this tram of reflec-
tion, ““ and now, mon cher ami, since we are in-
dissolubly one—since I have yielded to your
passionate entreaties, and performed my portion
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of our agreement—I presume you have not for-
gotten that you also have a little favor to be-
rtow—a little promise which it is your intention
to keep. Ah! let me see! Let me remember!
Yes; full casily do I call to mind the preeise
words of the dear promise you made to INugénie
last night. Listen! You spoke thus: €1t is
done !—it is most cheerfully agreed! 1T sacri-
fice every fecling for your sake. To-night T
wear this dear eve-glass as an eye-glass, and
upon my heart; but with the carliest dawn of
that morning which gives me the privilege of
calling you wife, I will place it upon my—upon
my nose,—and there wear it ever afterward, in
the less romantie, and less fashionable, but cer-
tainly in the more serviceable, form which you
desire.” These were the exact words, my beloved
hushand, were they not?”

*“They were,” T said; “ you have an excellent
memory ; and assuredly, my beautiful Kugénie,
there is no disposition on my part to evade the
performance of the trivial promise they imply.
See! Behold! Thev are becoming—rather—
are they not?” And here, having arranged the
glasses in the ordmary form of spectacles, I
applied them gingerly in their proper position ;
while Madame Simpeon, adjusting her cap, and
folding her arms, sat holt upright in her chair,
in a somewhat stifl and prim, and indeced, in a
somewhat undignified position.

* (Goodness gracious me!” T exclaimed, al-
most at the very instant that the rim of the
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spectacles had settled upon my nose—“My!
goodness gracious me!-—why what can be the
matter with these glasses? and taking them
quickly off, T wiped them carefully with a silk
handkerchief, and adjusted them again.

But if, in the first instance, there had oc-
curred somcthing which occasioned me sur-
prise, in the second, this surprise became ele-
vated into astonishment; and this astonishment
was profound—was extreme—indeed I may say
it was horrifie.  What, in the name of every
thing hideous, did this mean? Could I believe
my eyes ?—could I?—that was the question.
Was that—was that—was that rouge? And
were those—and werethose—werethose wrinkles,
upon the visage of KEugénie Lalande? And
oh! Jupiter, and every one of the gods and god-
desses, little and big!—what—what—what—
what had become of her teeth? I dashed the
spectacles violently to the ground, and, leaping
to my feet, stood ecrect in the middle of the
floor, confronting Mrs. Simpson, with my arms
get a-kimbo, and grinning and foaming, but, at
the same time, utterly speechless with {error
and with rage.

Now T have already said that Madame
Tugénie Talande—that is to say, Simpson—
spoke the Fnglish language but very little better
than she wrote it; and for this reason she very
properly never attempted to speak it upon ordi-
nary occasions. But rage will carry a lady to
any extreme; and in the present case it carried
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Mrs. Simpson to the very extraordinary extreme
of attempting to held a conversation in a
tongue that she did not altogether understand.

“Vell, Monsicur,” said she, after surveying
me, in great apparent astonishment, for some
moments—<< Vell, Monsicur !'—and vat den?—
vat de matter now? 1Is it de dance of de Saint
Vitusse dat you ave? 1f not hke me, vat for
vy buy de pig in de poke?”

“You wreteh!” caid I, eatching my breath
—“you—you—ryou villainous old hag!”

“ Ag?—ole?—me not =0 ver ole, after all!
me not one single day more dan de eighty-doo.”

“ Bighty-two!” 1 ecjaculated, staggering to
the wall—eighty-two hundred thousand hab-
oons! The minmature said twenty-seven years
and seven months!”

“To be sure!—dat is so!—ver true! but den
de portraite has been take for dese fifty-five
year. Ven 1 go marry my segonde usbande,
Monsicur Lalmde, at dat time I had de por-
traite take for my daughter by my first us-
bande, Monsieur Moissart!?”

“ Moissart!” saad L.

“Yes, Moissart,” said she, mimicking my
pronunciation, which to speak the truth, was
none of the best; “and vat den?  Vat you know
about de Moissart?”

“ Nothing, you old fright!—T know nothing
about him at all; only I had an ancestor of
that name, once upon a time.”

* Dat name! and vat you ave for say to dat
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name? T is ver goot name; and so is Voissart
—dat is ver goot name too. My daughter,
Mademoiselle Moissart, she marry von Mon-
sicur Voissart; and de name is both ver respec-
taable name.”

“Moissart?” I exclaimed, “and Voissart!
why what is it you mean?”

“Vat T mean?—I[ mean Moissart and Vois-
sart ; and for de matter of dat, 1 mean Crois-
sart and Froissart, too, if I only tink proper
to mean it. My daughter’s daughter, Made-
moiselle Voissart, she marry von Monsieur
Croissart, and den agin, my daughter’s grande
daughter, Mademoisclle Croissart, she marry
von Monsieur Froissart; and I suppose you say
dat dat is not von ver respectaable name.”

“ Froissart!” said I, beginning to faint,
“why surcly you don’t say Moissart, and Vois-
sart, and Croissart, and Froissart?”

“Yes,” she replied, leaning fully back in her
chair, and stretching out her lower limbs at
great length ; < yes, Moissart, and Voissart, and
Croissart, and Froissart. But Monsieur Frois-
sart, he vas von ver big vat you call fool—he
vas von ver great big donce like yourself—for
he lef la belle France for come to dis stupide
Amérique—and ven he get here he vent and
ave von ver stupide, von wver, ver stupide sonn,
so I hear, dough I not yet av ad de plaisir to
meet vid him—ncither Me nor my companion,
de Madame Stephanie Lalande. He is name
de Napolcon Bonaparte Froissart, and I suppose
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you say dat daf, too, is not von wer respecta-
ble name.”

BEither the length or the nature of this speech,
had the effect of working up Mrs. Simpson
into a very extraordinary passion indeed: and
as she made an end of it, with great labor, she
jumped up from her chair like somebody be-
witched, dropping upon the floor an entire
universe ol bustle as she jumped. Once upon
her fect, she gnashed her gums, brandished her
armg, rolled up her sleeves, shook her fist in my
face, and concluded the performance by tearing
the cap from her head, and with it an immense
wig ol the most valuable and beautiful black
hair, the whole of which she dashed upon the
ground with a yell, and there trampled and
danced a fandango upon it, in an absolute ec-
slasy and agony of rage.

Meantime 1 sank aghast into the chair which
the had vacated.  “ Moissart and Voissart!” 1
repeated, thoughtfully, as she cut one of her
pigeon-wings, and “ Croissart and Froissart!”
as she compleled another—* Moissart and Vois-
sart and Croissart and Napoleon Bonaparte
IFroissart '—why, you ineffable old serpent,
that’s me—that’s me— d’ye hear ?—that’s me 7
—here T sereamed at the top of my voice—
“that’s me-e-¢/ [ am Napoleon Bonaparte
Iroissart ! and if T have not married my great,
great, grandmother, I wish I may be everlast-
ingly confounded! ™

Madame Lugénic Lalande, quast Simpson—



The Spectacles 12§

formerly Moissart—was, in sober fact, my
great, great, grandmother. In her youth she
had been beautiful, and even at eighty-two, re-
tained the majestic height, the sculptural con-
tour of head, the fine cyes and the Grecian nose
of her girlhood. By the aid of these, of pearl-
powder, or rouge, of false hair, false teeth, and
false tournure, as well as of the most skilful
modistes of Paris, she contrived to hold a re-
spectable footing among the beauties en peu
passées of the French metropolis. In this re-
spect, indeed, she might have been regarded as
little less than the equal of the celebrated Ninon
De [’ Enclos.

She was immensely wealthy, and being left,
for the gecond time, a widow wi‘hout children,
she bethought herself of my existence in Amer-
ica, and for the purpose of making me her heir,
paid a visit to the United States, in company
with a distant and exeeedingly lovely relative of
her second hushand’s—a Madame Stephanie
Lalande.

At the opera, my great, great, grandmother’s
attention was arrested by my notice; and, upon
surveying me through her eye-glass, she was
struck with a certain family rescmblance to her-
gelf.  Thus interested, and knowing that the
heir she sought was actually in the city, she
made inquiries of her party respecting me. The
gentleman who attended her knew my person,
and told her who I was. The information thus
obtained induced her to renew her scrutiny;
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and this scrutiny it was which so emboldened
me that I behaved in the absurd manner already
detatled.  She returned my bow, however, un-
der the impression that, by some odd accident, I
had discovered her identity. When, deceived
by my weakness of vision, and the arts of the
toilet, in respect to the age and charms of the
strange lady, I demanded so enthusiastically of
Talbot who she was, he coneluded that T meant
the vounger Leauty, as a matter of course, and
co informed me, with perfect truth, that she
was “the celebrated widow, Madame Talande.”

In the street, next morming, my great, great,
erandmother encountered Talbot, an old Pari-
sian acquaintance; and the conversation, very
naturally, turned upon myself. My deficiencies
ol vision were then explained; for these were
notorious, although T was enlirely ignorant of
their notoriety; and my good old relative dis-
covered, much to her chagrin that she had been
deceived in supposing me aware of her identity,
and that T had been merely making a fool of
my=clf in making open love, in a theatre, to an
old woman unknown. DBy way of punishing
me for this imprudence, she concocted with Tal-
bot a plot. Ile purposcly kept out of my way
to avoid giving me the introduction. My sireet
inquiries ahout *“the lovely widow, Madame
Lalande,” were supposed to refer to the younger
lady, of course; and thus the conversation with
the three gentlemen whom T encountered
shortly after leaving Talbot’s hotel will be easily
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explained, as also their allusion to Ninon De
L’Enclos. 1 had no opportunity of seeing
Madame Lalande closely during daylight, and,
at her musical soirée, my silly weakness in re-
fusing the aid of glasses effectually prevented
me from making a discovery of her age. When
“ Madame Lalande” was called upon to sing,
the younger lady was intended ; and it was she
who arose to obey the call; my great, great,
grandmother, to further the deception, arising
at the same moment and accompanying her to
the piano in the main drawinz-room. Had I
decided upon escorting her thither, it had been
her design to suggest the propriety of my re-
maining where I was; but my own prudential
views rendered this unnecessary. The songs
which I so much admired, and which so con-
firmed my impression of the youth of my mis-
tress, were executed by Madame Stephanie La-
lande. The eye-glass wag presented by way
of adding a reproof to the hoax—a sting to the
epigram of the deception. Its presentation
afforded an opportunity for the lecture upon
affectation with which I wassoespeciallyedified.
1t is almost superfluous to add that the glasses
of the instrument, as worn by the old lady, had
been exchanged by her for a pair better adapted
to my years. They suited me, in fact, to a .
The clergyman, who merely pretended to tie
the fatal knot, was a boon companion of Tal-
bot’s, and mno priest. He was an excellent
“ whip,” however; and having doffed his cas-
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sock to put on a great-coat, he drove the hack
which conveyed the “happy couple” out of
town. Talbot took a seat at his side. The two
scoundrels were thus “in at the death,” and
through a half-open window of the back parlor
of the mmn, amused themselves in grinning at
the dénouement of the drama. 1 believe I
shall be forced to call them both out.
Nevertheless, I am not the husband of my
great, great, grandmother; and this is a reflee-
tion which affords me infinite relief;—but I
am the husband of Madame Lalande—ot Ma-
dame Stephanic Lalande—with whom my good
old relative, besides making me her sole heir
when she dies—if she ever does—has been at
the trouble of concocting me a match. In con-
clusion: I am done forever with billets doux,
and am never to be met without sprcTacLES.



KING PEST.

‘A TALE CONTAINING AN ALLEGORY.

The gods do bear and will allow in kings
The things which they abhor in rascal routes.
—Buckhurst’s Tragedy of Ferrex and Porvex.

Apoutr twelve o’clock, one night in the
month of October, and during the chivalrous
reign of the third Edward, two scamen belong-
ing to the crew of the “ Frce and Easy,” a
trading schooner plying between Sluys and the
Thames, and then at anchor in that river, were
much astonished to find themselves seated in
the tap-room of an ale-house in the parish of
St. Andrews, London—which ale-house bore
for sign the portraiture of a “ Jolly Tar.”

The room, although ill-contrived, smoke-
blackened, low-pitched, and in every other re-
gpect agreeing with the general character of
such places at the period—was nevertheless, in
the opinion of the grotesque groups scattered
here and there within it, sufficiently well
adapted to its purpose.

Of these groups our two seamen formed, I
think, the most interesting, if not the most
conspicuous.

129
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The one who appeared to be the elder, and
whom his companion addressed by the charac-
teristic appellation of ““ Legs,” was at the same
time much the taller of the two. Ile might
have measured six feet and a half, and an
habitual stoop in the shoulders secmed to have
been the necessary consequence of an altitude
g0 cnormous.  Superfluities in height were,
however, more than accounted for by deficiencies
in other respeets. Ile was exceedingly thin;
and might, as his associates asserted, have an-
swered, when drunk, for a pennant at the mast-
head, or, when sober, have served for a jib-
boom. But these jests, and others of a sim-
ilar nature, had evidently produced, at no time,
any effect upon the cachinnatory muscles of the
tar.  With high check-bones, a large hawk-
nose, tetreating ¢hing fallen under-jaw, and
huge protruding white eyes, the expression of
Ins countenance, although tinged with a species
of dogged indifference to matters and things
in general, was not the Tess utterly solemn and
serious beyond all attempts at imitation or
deseription.

The younger scaman was, in all outward ap-
pearance, the converse of his companion. 1lis
stature could not have exceeded four feet. A
pair of stumpy bow-legs supported his squat, un-
wicldy figure, while his unusually short and
thick arms, with no ordinary fists at their ex-
tremities, swung off dangling from his sides
like the fins of a sca-turtle. Small eyes, of ne
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particular color, twinkled far back in his head.
ITix nose remained buried in the mass of flesh
which enveloped his round, full, and purple
face: and his thick upper-lip rested upon the
still thicker one beneath with an air of com-
placent sclf-satisfaction, much heightened by
the owner’s habit of licking them at intervals.
He evidently regarded his tall shipmate with
a feeling hall-wondrous, half-quizzical; and
stared up occasionally in his face as the red
setting sun stares up at the crags of Ben Nevis.

Various and eventful, however, had been the
peregrinations of the worthy couple in and
about the different tap-houses of the neighbor-
hood during the carlier hours of the night.
Funds e¢ven the most ample, are not always ever-
lasting: and it was with empty pockets our
{riends had ventured upon the present hostelrie.

At the precise period, then, when this history
properly commences, Tegs, and his fellow,
Hugh Tarpaulin, sat, each with both elbows
resting upon the large oaken table in the middle
of the floor, and with a hand nupon either cheek.
They were eying, from behind a huge flagon of
unpaid-for “humming-stuff,” the portentous
words, “ No Chalk,” which to their indignation
and astonishment were scored over the door-
way by means of that very mincral whose pres-
ence they purported to deny. Not that the
gift of decyphcring written characters—a gift
among the commonalty of that day considored
little less cabalistical than the art of inditing
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—could, in strict justice, have been laid to the
charge of either disciple of the sea; but there
lurch about the whole—which foreboded, in the
formation of the letters—an indescribable lee-
lurch about the whole—which forebooded, in the
opinion of both seamen, a long run of dirty
weather; and determined them at once, in the
allegorical words of Legs himself, to “pump
ship, clew up all sail, and scud before the wind.”

Ilaving accordingly disposed of what re-
mained of the ale, and looped up the points of
their short doublets, they finally made a bolt
for the street. Although Tarpaulin rolled
twice into the fireplace, mistaking it for the
door, yet their escape was at length happily
effected—and half after twelve o’clock found
our heroes ripe for mischief, and running for
life down a dark alley in the direction of St.
Andrew’s Stair, holly pursued by the landlady
of the “ Jolly Tar.”

At the epoch of this eventful tale, and pe-
riodically, for many years before and after, all
England, but more especially the metropolis,
resounded with the fearful cry of « Plague!?”
The city was in a great measure depopulated.
—and in those horrible regions, in the vicinity
of the Thames, where, amid the dark, narrow,
and filthy lancs and alleys, the Demon of Dis-
ease, was supposed to have had his nativity,
Awe, Terror, and Superstition were alone to be
found stalking abroad.

By authority of the king such districts were
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placed under ban, and all persons forbidden,
under pain of death, to intrude upon their dis-
mal solitude. Yet neither the mandate of the
monarch, nor the huge barriers erected at the
entrance of the strects, nor the p-ospect of that
loathsome death which, with almost absolute
cetainty, overwhelmed the wretch whom no peril
could deter from the adventure, prevented the
unfurnished and untenanted dwellings from
being stripped, by the hand of nightly rapine,
of every article, such as iron, brass, or lead-work,
which could in any manner be turned to a pro-
fitable account.

Above all, it was usually found, upon the
annual winter opening of the barriers, that
locks, holts, and secrct cellars had proved but
slender protection to those rich stores of wines
and liquors which, in consideration of the risk
and trouble of removal, many of the numerous
dealers having shops in the neighborhood had
consented to trust, during the period of exile,
to =0 insuflicient a sccurity.

But there were very few of the terror-stricken
people who attributed these doings to the ageney
of human hands. Pest-spirits, plague-goblins,
and fever-demons were the popular imps of mis-
chief; and tales so blood-chilling were hourly
told, that the whole mass of forbidden build-
ings was, at length, enveloped in terror as in
a shroud, and the plunderer himself was often
scared away by the horrors his own depreda-
tions had created; leaving the entire vast
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circuit of prohibited district to gloom, silence,
pestilence, and death.

It was by onc of the terrific barriers already
mentioned, and which indicated the region
beyond to be under the Pest-ban, that, in scram-
Wing down an alley, Tegs and the worthy
Hugh Tarpaulin found their progress suddenly
impeded.  To return was out of the question,
and no time was to be lost, as their pursuers
were close upon their heels.  With thoronch-
bred seamen to clamber up the ronghly fash-
ioned plank-work was a trifle; and, maddened
with the twofold excitement of exercise and
liquor, they leaped unhesitatingly down within
the enclosure, and holding on their drunken
course with shouts and yellings, were soon be-
wildered in its noizome and intricate recesses.

Ilad they not, indeed, been intoxicated be-
yond moral sense, their reeling foolsteps must
have been palsied by the horrors of their situ-
ation.  The air was cold and misty.  The pav-
ing-stones, loosened from their beds, lay in wild
dizorder amid the tall rank grass, which sprang
up around the feet and ankles.  IFallen houses
choked up the streets. The most felid and
poizonous smells everywhere prevailed ;—and
by the aid of that ghastly light which, even at
midnight, never fails to emanate from a vapory
and pestilential atmosphere, might be discerned
lying in the by-paths and alleys, or rotting in
the windowless habitations, the carcass of many
a nocturnal plunderer arrested by the hand of
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the plague in the very perpetration of his rob-
bery.

But it lay not in the power of images, or
sensations, or impediments such as these, to
stay the course of men who, naturally hrave,
and at that time espccially, brimful of courage
and of “humming-stulf,” would have recled,
as straight as their condition might have per-
mitted, undauntedly into the very jaws of
Death.  Onward—still onward stalked the
grim Legs, making the desolate solemnity echo
and re-ccho with yells like the terrific war-whoop
of the Indian; and onward, still onward rolled
the dumpy Tarpaulin, hanging on to the doub-
Tet of hix more active companion, and far sur-
passing the latter’s most strenuous exertions in
the way of vocal musie, by bull-roarings in
basso, from the profundity of his stentorian
lungs.

They had now evidently reached the strong-
hold of the pestilence. Their way at cvery
step or plunge grew more noisome and more
horrible—the paths more narrow and more in-
tricate.  Huge stones and heams falling mo-
mently from the decaying roofs above them,
gave evidence, by their sullen and heavy deseent,
of the vast height of the surrounding houses;
and while actual exerlion became necessary to
force a passage through frequent heaps of rub-
bish, it was by no means seldom that the hand
fell upon a skeleton or rested upon a more fleshy
corpse.



136 King Pest

Suddenly, as the seamen stumbled i

> ags
fhc entrance of a tall and ghastly-looking %Zﬁf
ing, a yell more than usually shrill from the
throat of the excited Legs, was replied to from
within, in a rapid succession of wild, laughter-
like, and fiendish shrieks. Nothing daunted at
sounds, which, of such a nature, at such a time,
and in such a place, might have curdled the
very blood in hearts less irrevocably on fire,
the drunken couple rushed headlong against
the door, hurst it open, and staggered into the
midst of things with a volley of curses.

The room within which they found them-
selves proved to be the shop of an undertaker;
but an open trap-door, in a corner of the floor
near the entrance, looked down upon a long
range of wine-ccllars, whose depths the occa-
sional sound of bursting bottles proclaimed to
be well-stored with their appropriate contents.

In the middle of the room stood a table—in
the centre of which again arose a huge tub of
what appeared to be punch. Bottles of various
wines and cordials, together with jugs, pitchers,
and flagons of every shape and quality, were
scattered profusely upon the board. Around it,
upon coffin-tressels, was seated a company of
six. This company I will endeavor to delineate
onc by one.

Fronting the centrance, and clevated a little
above his companiong, sat a personage who ap-
pearcd to be the president of the table. His
stature was gaunt and tall, and Legs was con-



King Pest 137

founded to behold in him a figure more ema-
ciated than himself. His face was as yellow
as saffron—but no feature excepting one alone,
was sufficiently marked to merit a particular
description. This one consisted in a forehead
so unusually and hideously lofty, as to have the
appearance of a bonnet or crown of flesh su-
peradded upon the natural head. 1Ilis mouth
was puckered and dimpled into an expression
of ghastly affability, and his eyes, as indeed
the eyes of all at table, were glazed over with
the fumes of intoxication. This gentleman
was clothed from head to foot in a richly-em-
broidered black silk-velvet pall, wrapped neg-
ligently around his form after the fashion of a
Spanish cloak. Iis head was stuck full of
sable hearse-plumes, which he nodded to and
fro with a jaunty and knowing air; and, in his
right hand, he held a huge human thigh-bone,
with which he appeared to have been just knock-
ing down some member of the company for a
gong.

Opposite him, and with her back to the door,
was a lady of no whit the less extraordinary
character. Although quite as tall as the person
just described, she had no right to complain of
his unnatural emaciation. She was evidently
in the last stage of a dropsy; and her figure re-
sembled nearly that of the huge puncheon of
October beer which stood, with the head driven
in, close by her side, in a corner of the chamber.
Her face was cxceedingly round, red, and full;
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and the same peculiarity, or rather want of
peculiarity, attached itself to her countenance,
which I before mentioned in the case of the
president —that is Lo say, only one feature of her
face was sufliciently distinguished to need
separate characterization: indeed the acute
Tarpaulin immediately observed that the same
remark might have applied to each individual
person of the party; every one of whom scemed
to possess a monopoly of some particular por-
tion ol physiognomy. With the lady in question
this portion proved to be the mouth. Commenc-
ing at the right ear, it swept with a terrific
chasm to the left—the short pendants which
she wore in either auricle continually bobbing
into the aperture. She made, however, every
exertion to keep her mouth closed and look dig-
nified, in a dress consisting of a newly-~ %t'Lr(hul
and jroned shroud coming up clos¢ under her
chin, with a crimpled ruftle of canbric muslin.
At her right hand sat a diminutive young
Iady whom she appearcd to patronize.  This
delicate little ereature, in the trembling of her
wasted fingers, in the livid hue of her hps, and
in the slight hectie spot which tinged her other-
wire leaden complexion, gave evident indica-
tions of a galloping Lonsumptlon. An air of
extreme haut lon, however, pervaded her whole
appearance ; she wore in a graceful and degagé
manner, a large and hes lutllal winding-sheet of
the finest India lawn; her hair hung in ring-
lets over her neck; a soft smile played about
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her mouth ; but her nose, extremely long, thin,
cinuous, flexible, and pimpled, hung down far
below her under-lip, and, in spite of the delicate
manner in which she now and then moved it
{o onc side or the other with her tongue, gave
to her countenance a somewhat equivocal ex-
pression.

Over against her, and upon the left of the
dropsical lady, was seated a little pufly, wheez-
ing, and gouty old man, whose checks reposed
upon the shoulders of their owner, Like two
huge bladders of Oporto wine.  With his arms
folded, and with one bandaged leg deposited
upon the table, he scemed to think himsell en-
titled to some consideration. He ecvidently
prided himself much upon every inch of his
personal appearance, but took more especial de-
light in calling attention to his gaudy-colored
surtout. "This, to say the truth, must have
‘cost him no little money, and was made o fit
him exceedingly well—being  fashioned from
one of the curiously embrowdered silken covers
appertaining to those glorious escutcheons
which, in England and elsewhere, are custom-
arily hung up, in some conspicuous place, upon
the dwellings of departed aristocracy.

Next to him, and at the right hand of the
president, was a gentleman in long white hose
and cotton drawers. Ilis frame shook, in a
ridiculous manner, with a fit of what Tarpaulin
called “ the horrors.” 1is jaws, which had been
newly shaved, were tightly tied up by a ban-
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dage of muslin; and his arms being fastened in
a similar way at the wrists, prevented him from
helping himself too freely to the liquors upon
the table; a precaution rendered necessary, in
the opinion of lLiegs, by the peculiarly sottish
and wine-bibbing cast of his visage. A pair of
prodigious ears, nevertheless, which it was nt
doubt found immpossible to confine, towered away
into the atmosphere of the aparfment, and were
occasionally pricked up in a spasm, at the sound
of the drawing of a cork.

Fronting him, sixthly and lastly, was situ-
ated a singularly stifl-looking personage, who
being alllicted with paralysis; must, to speak
seriously, have felt very ill at ease in his un-
accommodating habiliments. He was habiled,
somewhat uniquely, in a new and handsome
mahogany coflin.  Its top or head-piece pressed
upon the skull of the wearer, and extended
over it in the fashion of a hood, giving to the
entire face an air of indescribable interest.
Arm-holes had been cut in the sides for the
sake not more ol clegance than of convenience
but the dress, nevertheless, prevented its pro-
prictor from sitling as ercet as his associates;
and as he lay rechiming against his tressel, at
an angle of forty-five degrees, a pair of huge
goggle cyes volled up their awful whites toward
the ceiling in absolute amazement at their own
enormity.

Belore each of the party lay a portion of a
skull, which was used as a drinking-cup.
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Overhead was suspended a human skeleton, by
means of a rope tied round one of the legs and
fastened to a ring in the ceiling. The other
limb, confined by mno such fetter, stuck
off from the body at right angles, causing the
whole loose and rattling {frame to dangle and
twirl about at the caprice of every occasional
puff of wind which found its way into the apart-
ment. In the cranium of this hideous thing
lay a quantity of ignited charcoal, which threw
a fitful but vivid light over the entire scene;
while coffins, and other wares appertaining
to the shop of an undertaker, were piled high
up around the room, and against the windows,
preventing any ray from escaping into the
street.

At sight of this extraordinary assembly, and
of their still more extraordinary paraphernalia,
our two seamen did mnot conduct them-
selves with that degree of decorum which might
have been expected. Legs, leaning against the
wall near which he happenced to be standing,
dropped his lower jaw still lower than usual, and
spread open his eyes to their fullest extent;
while Hugh Tarpaulin, stooping down so as to
bring his nose upon a level with the table, and
spreading out a palm upon either knee, burst
into a long, loud, and obstreperous roar of very
ill-timed and immoderate laughter.

Without, however, taking offence at behavior
so excessively rude, the tall president smiled
very graciously upon the intruders—nodded to
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them in a dignified manner with his head of
1bleplum(~~~——and arising, took cach by an arm,
and led him to a seat which some others of th(,
company had placed in the meantime for his
accommodation. Legs to all this offered not
the slightest resistance, but sat down as he was
dirccted ; while the gallant Hugh, removing his
coflin-tressel [rom its station near the head of
the table, to the vicinity of the little consump-
tive lady in the winding sheet, plumped
down by her side in high "loo and pouring out
a skull of red wine, qua(led it to their better
acquaintance.  But at this presumption the
stifl’ gentleman in the collin seemed exceedingly
nettled; and serious consequences might have
ensued, had not the president, rapping upon
the table with his truncheon, diverted the at-
tention of all present to the following speech :

“ It becomes our duty upon the present happy
occasion »

“Avast there!™ interrupled Tegs, looking
very scrious, “avast there a bit, I say, and tell
us who the devil ye all arve, and what business
ye have here, rigged ofl like the foul fiends, and
swilling the snug blue ruin stowed away for the
winter by my honest ship-mate, Will Wimble,
the undertaker!”

At this unpardonable picee of ill-breeding,
all the original company half-started to their
feet, and uttered the same rapid succession of
wild fiendish shricks which had before caught
the attention of the seamen. The president,
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however, was the first to recover his composure,
and at length, turning to Legs with great
dignity, rccommenced :

“ Most willingly will we gratify any reason-
able curiosity on the part of guests so illus-
trious, unbidden though they be. IKnow then
that in these dominions I amm monarch, and here
rule with undivided empire under the title of
¢ King Pest the First.’

“This apartment, which you no doubt pro-
fancly supposc to be the shop of Will Wimble
the undertaker—a man whom we know not, and
whose plebeian appellation has never beflore
this night thwarted our royal cars—this apart-
ment, I say, is the Dais-Chamber of our Palace,
devoted to the councils of our kingdom, and
to other sacred and lofty purposes.

“The noble lady who sits opposite is Queen
Pest, our Screne Consort. The other exalted
personages whom you  behold are all of our
{family, and wear the insignia of the blood
royal under the respective titles of € Ilis Grace
the Arch Duke Pest-1ferous’—¢ Ilis (irace the
Duke Pest-llential >—* His  Grace the Duke
Tem-Pest >—and € Her Serene Highness the
Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.

“ As regards,” continued he, “your demand
of the business upon which we sit here in coun-
cil, we might be pardoned for replying that it
concerns, and concerns alone, our own private
and regal interest, and is in no manner impor-
tant to any other than ourself. But in consider-
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ation of those rights to which as guests and
strangers you may feel yourselves entitled, we
will furthermore explain that we are here this
night, prepared by deep research and accurate
investigation, to examine, analyze, and
thoroughly determine the indefinable spirit—
the incomprehensible qualities and nature—of
those inestimable treasures of the palate, the
wines, ales, and liquors of this goodly me-
tropolis: by so doing to advance not more our
own designs than the true welfare of that un-
earthly sovereign whose reign is over us all,
whose dominions are unlimited, and whose
name is ‘ Death.

“Whose name is Davy Jones!” ejaculated
Tarpaulin, helping the lady by his side to a
skull of liqueur, and pouring out a second
for himself.

“ Profane varlet!” said the president, now
turning his attention to the worthy Hugh,
“ profane and exccrable wretch !—we have said,
that in consideration of those rights which, even
in thy filthy person, we feel no inclination to
violate, we have condescended to make reply to
thy rude and unreasonable inquiries. We never-
theless, for your unhallowed intrusion upon
our councils, believe it our duty to mulct thee
and thy companion in each a gallon of Black
Strap—having imbibed which to the prosperity
of our kingdom—at a single draught—and upon
your bended knces—ye shall be forthwith free
either to proceed upon your way, or remain and
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be admitted to the privileges of our table, ac-
cording to your respective and individual pleas-
vres.”

“ 1t would be a matter of utter unpossibility,”
replied Legs, whom the assumption and dignity
of Ning Pest the First had evidently inspired
with come feclings of respeet, and who arose and
steadied himself by the table as he spoke—“it
would, please your majesty, be a matter of utter
unpossibility to stow away in my hold cven one
fourth part of that same liquor which your
majesty has just mentioned. To say nothing
of the stuffs placed on board in the forcnoon by
way of ballast, and not to mention the various
ales and liqueurs shipped this evening at various
seaports, 1 have, at present, a full cargo of
‘humming-stuft > taken in and duly paid for
at the sign of the ¢ Jolly Tar.” You will there-
fore, please your majesty, be so good as to take
the will for the deed—I[lor by no manner of
means either can I or will T swallow another
drop—IJeast of all a drop of that villainous bilge-
water that answers to the name of Black
Strap.””

“ Belay that!” interrupted Tarpaulin, as-
tonished not more at the length of his compan-
ion’s specch than at the nature of his refusal
—“ Belay that, you lubber!—and I say, Legs,
none of your palaver. My hull is still light,
although I confess you yourself seem to be a
little top-heavy; and as far as the matter of
your share of the cargo, why rather than raise
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a squall T would find stowage-room for it my-
sclf, but >

“This proceeding,” interposed the president,
“is by no means in accordance with the terms
of the mulet or sentence, which 1s in its nature
Median, and not to be altered or recalled.  The
conditions we have imposed must be fulfilled to
the letter, and that without a moment’s hesita-
tion—in failurc of which fulfilment we decrce
that you do here be tied neck and heels together,
and duly drowned as rebels in yon hogshead of
October beer!”

“ A senfence —a sentence —a righteous and
just sentencel—a  glorious  decrce!l—a  most
worthy and upright, and holy condemnation!”
shouted the Pest  family altogether.  The
king clevated his forehead into innumerable
wrinkles; the gouty little old man puffed like a
pair of bellows; the lady of the winding-sheet
waved her nose to and fro; the gentleman in the
cotton drawers pricked up his ears; she of the
shroud gasped hike a dymg fish; and he of the
collin looked stifl and rolled up his eyes.

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!” chuckled Tarpaulin,
without heeding the general excitation, “ ugh!
ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh!
ugh! ugh!—I was saying,” said he—“1T
was saying when Mr. King Pest poked in his
marlinspike, that as for the matter of two or
three gallons more or less of Black Strap, it was
a trifle to a tight ¢ca-boat like myself not over-
stowed—but when it comes to drinking the

>
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health of the Devil (whom God assoilzie) and
going down upon my marrow-bones to his ill-
{favored majesty there, whom I know, as well
as I know mysclf to be a sinner, to be nobody
in the whole world but Tim Hurlygurly the
stage-player!—why ! it’s quite another guess
sort of a thing, and utterly and altogether past
my comprehension.”

ILe was not allowed to finish this speech in
tranqguillity. At the name of Tim ITurlygurly
the whole assembly leaped from their seats.

“MTreason!” shouted his Majesty King Pest
the Fimt.

“Treason!” said the little man with the gout.

“Treason!” sereamed the Arch Duchess Ana-
Pest.

“ Treason!” muttered the gentleman with
his jaws tied up.

“MTrearon!” growled he of the coffin.

“Preason! treason!” shricked her majcsty
of the mouth ; and seizing by the hinder part of
hiz breeches the unfortunate Tarpaulin, who
had just commenced pouring out for himself
a skull of ligueur, she lifted him high into
the air, and let him fall without ccremony
into the huge open punchicon of his beloved ale.
Bobbing up and down, for a few seconds, like
an apple in a bowl of toddy, he, at length, finally
disappeared amid the whirlpool of foam which,
in the already effervescent liquor, his struggles
easily succeeded in creating.

Not tamely, however, did the tall scaman be-
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hold the discomfiture of his companion. Jos-
tling King Pest through the open trap, the
valiant Legs slammed the door down upon him
with an oath, and strode toward the centre of
the room. Here tearing down the skeleton
which swung over the table, he laid it about
him with so much energy and good-will that, as
the last glimpses of lisht died away within the
apartment, he succeeded in knocking out the
brains of the little gentleman with the gout.
Rushing then with all his force against the
fatal hogshead full of October ale and ITugh
Tarpauhn, he rolled it over and over in an in-
stant. Out poured a deluge of liquor so ficrce
—so0 impetuous—so overwhelming—that the
room was flooded from wall to wall—the loaded
table was overturned—the tressels were thrown
upon their backs—the tub of punch into the
fire-place—and the ladies into hysteries.  Piles
of dcath-furniture {loundered about. Jugs,
pitchers, and carboys mingled promiscuously in
the melée, and wicker flagons encountered  des-
perately with bottles of junk. The man with
the horrors was drowned upon the spot—the
little stiff gentleman {floated off in his coffin
—and the victorious Legs, seizing by the waist
the fat lady in the shroud, rushed out with her
into the street, and made a bee-line for the
“Tree and Easy,” followed under easy sail by
the redoubtable Hugh Tarpaulin, who, having
sncezed three or four times, panted and puffed
after him with the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.



THREE SUNDAYS IN A WEEK.

“You hard-hearted, dunder-headed, obstinate,
rusty, crusty, musty, fusty, old savage!” said
I, in fancy, one afternoon, to my grand-uncle
dumgudgeon—shaking my fist at him in im-
agination.

Only in imagination. The fact is, some triv-
ial diserepancy did exist, just then, between
what T said and what T had not the courage to
say—hetween what I did and what I had half
a mind to do.

The old porpoise, as I opened the drawing-
room door, was sitting with his feet upon the
mantel-picce, and a bumper of port in his paw,
making strenuous ecfforts to accomplish the
ditty.

Remplis ton verre vide !
Vide ton verre plein!

“My dear uncle,” =aid I, closing the door
gently, and approaching him with the blandest
of smiles, “you are always so very kind and
considerate, and have evinced your benevolence
in so many—so very many ways—that—that
I feel I have only to suggest this little point

149
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to you once more to make sure of your full ac-
quiescence.”

“ Ilem!” said he, “ good boy! go on!”

“T am sure, my dearest uncle [you con-
founded old rascall], that you have no design
really, seriously, to oppose my union with
Kate. This is merely a joke of yours, I know
—ha! ha! ha!—how very pleasant you are at
times.”

“1a! ha! ha! 7 said he, “curse you! yes!”

“To be surc—of course! 1 knew you were
jesting.  Now, uncle, all that Kate and my-
self wish at present, is that you would oblige
us with your advice as—as regards the (me
—you know, uncle—in short, when will it be
moxt convenient for vourself, that the wedding
shall—shall—come off, you know?”

“ Come off, you scoundrel!—what do you
mean by that ?—Better wait till it goes on.”

“ Ha! ha! hal—he! he! he!—hi! hi! hi!
—ho! ho! ho!—hu! hu! hu!—oh, that ’s
good!—oh that’s capital—such a wit! DBut
all we want just now, you know, uncle, is that
you would indicate the time precisely.”

“ Ahl—precisely 27

“Yes, uncle—that is, if it would be quite
agree: 1})10 to yourself.”

“Would n't it answer, Bobby, if T were to
leave it at 1.111(10111—501110 time within a year
or =0, for example?—must T say proclbely?”

“If you please, uncle—precisely.”

“Well, then, Bobby, my boy—you ’re a fine
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fellow, are n’t you?—since you will have th‘e
exact time I ’1l—why I 11 oblige you for once.”

“ Dear unele!”

« Jtush, sir!” [drowning my voice]—I ’Il
oblige you for once. You shall have my con-
sent—and  the plum, we musn’t forget the
plum—Iet me see! when shall it be?  To-day’s
Sunday—isnt it?  Well, then, you shall be
married  precisely—precisely, now mind!—
when (hree Sundays come logether in a week!
Do you hear me, sit! What are you gaping at?
1 say, vou shall have Kate and her plum when
three Sundays come together in a week—Dhut
not ¢/l then—you young scapegrace—not till
then, 1f I die forit.  You know me—I"m a man
of my word—now bhe off 1”7 Ilere he swallowed
his bumper of port, while I rushed from the
room 1n despair.

A very “fine old English gentleman,” was
my granduncle Rumgudgeon, but unlike him
ol the =ong, he had his weak points.  Ile was a
little, pursy, pompous, passionale semicircular
somebody, with a red nose, a thick skull, a long
purse, and a strong sense of his own conse-
quence. With the best heart in the world, he
contrived, through a predominant whim of con-
tradiction, to earn for himsell, among those who
only knew him superficially, the character of
a curmudgeon. Like many excellent people,
he seemed possessed with a spirit of tantaliza-
tion, which might casily, at a casual glance,
have been mistaken for malevolence. To every
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request, a positive “ No!” was his immediate
answer; but in the end—in the long, long end
—there were exceedingly few requests which he
refused. Against all attacks upon his purse
he made the most sturdy defence; but the
amount extorted from him, at last, was gener-
ally in direct ratio with the length of the siege
and the stubbornness of the resistance. In
charity no onc gave more liberally or with a
worse grace.

For the finc arts, and especially for the
belles-lettres, he entertained a profound con-
tempt. With this he had been inspired by
Casimir Perier, whose pert little query “ A quot
un poele est il bon?” he was in the habit of
quoting, with a very droll pronunciation, as the
ne plus ultra of logical wit. Thus my own ink-
ling for the Muses had excited his entire dis-
pleasure. He assured me one day, when I
asked him for a new copy of Ilorace, that the
translation of “ Poeta nascitur non fit” was
“a nasty poet for nothing fit”—a remark
which I took in high dudgeon. 1Ilis repug-
nance to ““ the humanities ” had, also, much in-
creased of late, by an accidental bias in favor
of what he supposed to be natural science.
Somebody had accosted him in the street, mis-
taking him for no less a personage than Doc-
tor Dubble L. Dece, the lecturer on quack phy-
sics. 'This set him off at a tangent; and just
at the cpoch of this story—for story it is get-
ting to be after all—my grand-uncle Rumgud-
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geon was accessible and pacific only upon points
which happened to chime in with the caprioles
of the hobby he was riding. For the rest, he
laughed with his arms and legs, and his politics
were stubborn and easily understood. He
thought, with Horsley, that “the people have
nothing to do with the laws but to obey them.”

I had lived with the old gentleman all my
life. My parentg, in dying, had bequeathed me
to him as a rich legacy. I believe the old vil-
lain loved me as his own child—nearly if not
quite as well as he loved Kate—but it was a
dog’s existence that he led me, after all.  From
my first year until my fifth, he obliged me with
very regular floggings. From five to (ifteen, he
threatened me, hourly with the IHouse of Cor-
rection. From fiftcen to twenly, not a day
passed in which he did not promise to cut me
off with a shilling. I was a sad dog, it is true
—but then it was a part of my nature—a point
of my faith. In Kate, however, I had a firm
friend, and I knew it. She was a good girl,
and told me very swectly that I might have her
(plum and all) whenever I could badger my
grand-uncle Rumgudgeon, into the nccessary
consent. Poor girl!—she was barely fifteen,
and without this consent, her little amount in
the funds was not come-at-able until five
immeasurable summers had “dragged their
slow length along.” What, then, to do? At fif-
teen, or cven at twenty-one (for I had now
passed my fifth olympiad) five years in pros-



15+  Three Sundays in a Week

pect are very mucl} the same as five hundred,
In vain we besicged the old gentleman
w11}1 umportunities.  Here was a  pidee de
résistance  (as  Messicurs Ude and  Carne
would say) which suited his perverse fancy to
a 'l 1t would have stirred the indignation of
Job himself, to see how much like an old
mouser he bhehaved to us two poor wretched
little mie2.  In his heart he wished for nothing
more ardently than our union. ITe had made
up his mind to this all along. In fact, he
would have given ten thousand pounds from his
own pocket (Kate’s plum was her own) if he
could have invented any thing like an excuse
for complying with our very natural wishes.
But then we had been so imprudent as to broach
the subject ourselves. Not to oppose it under
such cirewmmstances, I sincerely believe, was not
in his power.

I have said alrcady that he had his weak
points; but in speaking of these, 1 must not he
understood as referring to his obstinacy : which
was one of his strong points—*“ assurcment ce
n’ élait pas sa foible.”  When I mention his
weakness 1 have allusion to a bizarre old-woman-
ish superstition which beset him.  He was great
in dreams, portents, ef id genus omne of rigma-
role. Ile was excessively punctilious, too, upon
snall points of honor, and, after his own fash-
ion, was a man of his word, beyond doubt.
This was, in fact, one of his hobbies. The
spirit of his vows he made no scruple of sctting
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at naught, hut the letter was a b‘oml.]nvxplnb?c.
Now it was this latter pqc-u]mrl.ty in his dis-
position, of which Kate’s mgcnmt): cnal{lcd us
one fine day, not long after our interview in
the dining-room, to take a very uneapected ad-
vantage, and, having thus, in the fa<hion of
all modern bards and orators, exhausted in pro-
legomena, all the time at my command, and
nearly all the room at my disposal, I will sum
up in a few words what constitutes the whole
pith of the story.

[t happened then—so the Trates ordered it—
that among the naval acquaintances of my
betrothed, were two gentlemen who had just set
foot upon the shores of England, after a year’s
absenee, cach, in foreign travel. In company
with these gentlemen, my cousin and I, precon-
certedly paid unele Rumgndgeon a visit on the
afternoon of Sunday, October the tenth,—just
three weeks after the memorable decision which
had so cruelly defeated our hopes.  For about
half an hour the conversation ran upon ordinary
topics; but at last, we contrived, quite naturally,
to give it the following turn:

Capt. Pratt. “Well T have bheen ahsent
just one year. Just one year to-day, as I live
—Ilet me sce! yes!—this is October the tenth.
You remember, Mr. Rumgudgeon, I called, this
day year to bid you good-bye. And by the way,
it does seem something like a coincidence, does
it nol—that our friend, Captain Smitherton,
here, has been absent exactly a year also—a year
to-day!”
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Smitherton. “Yes! just one year to a
fraction. You will remember, Mr. Rumgud-
geon, that I called with Capt. Pratol on this
very day, last year, to pay my parting respects.”

Uncle. “Yes, yes, yes—I remember it very
well—very queer indeed! Both of you gone
just one year. A very strange coincidence, in-
deed! Just what Doctor Dubble 1. Dee would
denominate an extraordinary concurrence of
events.  Doctor Dub—"

Kate. [Interrupting.] “To be sure, papa,
it i¢ c=omething strange; but then Captain Pratt
and Captain Smitherton did n't go altogether
the same route, and that makes a difference,
you know.”

Uncle. “T don’t know any such thing, you
huzzy ! How should T? T think it only makes
the matter more remarkahle, Doctor Dubble L.
Dee »

Kate. “Why, papa, Captain Pratt went
round Cape Ilorn, and Captain Smitherton
doubled the Cape of Good Hope.”

Uncle. < Precizely I—the one went cast and
the other went west, you jade, and they both
have gone quite round the world. By the by,
Doctor Dubble L. Dee—"

Myself. [ Hurriedly.] “ Captain Pratt, you
must come and spend the evening with us to-
morrow—you and Smitherton—you can tell us
all about your voyage, and we’ll have a game
of whist and—"

Pratt.  “ Whist, my dear fcllow—you forget.
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To-morrow will be Sunday. Some other even-
ing—"

Kate. “Oh, no, fic'—Robert’s not quite so
bafl as that. To-day’s Sunday.”

Uncle. “To be surc—to be sure!”

Pratt. “I beg both your pardons—but I
can’t be so much mistaken. I know to-mor-
row’s Sunday, because—"

Smiatherton. (Much surprised.) “What
are you all thinking about? Was n't yesterday
Sunday, I should like to know?”

All. ““ Yesterday, indeed! you are out!”

Uncle. “To-day’s Sunday, Isay—don’t I
know?”

Pratt. < Oh no!—to-morrow’s Sunday.”

Smitherton. “ You are «ll mad—every one
of you. I am as positive that yesterday was
Sunday as I am that I sit upon this chair.”

Kate. (Jumping up eagerly.) “1 see it
—I see it all. Papa, this is a judgment upon
you, about—about you know what. TLet me
alone, and I’ll explain it all in a minute. It’s
a very simple thing, indeed. Captain Smith-
erton says that yesterday was Sunday : so it was;
he is right. Cousin Bobby, and uncle and 1,
say that to-day is Sunday: so it is; we are
right. Captain Pratt maintains that to-mor-
row will be Sunday: so it will; he is right, too.
The fact is, we are all right, and thus three
Sundays have come together wn a week.”

Smitherton. (After a pause.) By the by,
Pratt, Kate has us completely. What fools we
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two are! Mr. Rumgudgeon, the matter stands
thus: the carth, you know, is twenty-four thou-
sand miles in circumfercnce. Now this globe
of the curth turns upon its own axis—revolves—
spins round—these twenty-four thousand miles
of extent, going from west to east, in precisely
twenty-four hours. Do you understand Mr.
Rumgudgeon ?—"

Unele. “To be sure—to be sure—Doctor
Dub—"

Smitherton. (Drowning lhis voice.) “ Well,
sir; that is at the rate of one thousand miles
per hour.  Now, suppose that I sail from this
position a thousand miles cast.  Of course 1
anticipate the rsing of the sun here at London
by just one hour. I see the sun rise one hour
hefore you do. Proceeding, in the same di-
rection, yet another thousand miles, T anticipate
the rising by two hours—another thousand, and
I anticipate it by three hours, and so on, until
I go entirely round the globe, and back to this
#pot, when, having gone twenty-four thousand
miles east, I anticipate the rising of the London
sun by no less than twenty-four hours; that is
to say, I am a day in  advance of your time.
Understand, ¢h?”

Uncle. ¢ But Dubble L. Dee—"

Suiilherton.  (Speaking very loud.) ¢ Cap-
tain Pratt, on the contrary, when he had
sailed a thousand miles west of this position,
was an hour, and when he had sailed twenty-
four thousand miles west, was twenty-four
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hours, or one day, behind the time at London.
Thus, with me, yesterday was Sunday—thus,
with you, to-day is Sunday-—and thus, with
Pratt, to-morrow will be Sunday. And what is
more, Mr. Rumgudgeon, it is positively clear
that we are all right; for there can be no phil-
osophical reason assigned why the idea of one
of us should have preference over that of the
other.”

Uncle. “My  eyes!—well,  Kate—well,
Bobby !—this is a judgment upon me, as you
say. But I am a man of my word—mark that!
you shall have her, boy, (plum and all,) when
vou please. Done up, by Jove! Three Sun-
days all in a row! Tl go, and take Dubble L.
Dec’s opinion upon that,”




THE DEVIL IN THE BELFRY.

What o'clock is it ¥—O0ld Saying.

EveEryBopY knows, in a general way, that
the finest place in the world is—or, alas, was
~—the Dutch borough of Vondervotteimittiss.
Yet, as it lies some distance from any of the
main roads, being in a somewhat out-of-the-way
situation, there are, perhaps, very few of my
readers who have ever paid it a visit. TFor the
benefit of those who have not, therefore, it will
be only proper that I should enter into some
account of 1it.  And this is, indeed, the more
necessary, as with the hope of enlisting public
sympathy in bchalf of the inhabitants, I design
here to give a history of the calamitous events
which have so lately occurred within its limits.
No one who knows me will doubt that the duty
thus self-imposed will be executed to the best
of my ability, with all that rigid impartiality,
all that cautious examination into facts, and
diligent collation of authorities, which should
ever distinguish him who aspires to the
title of historian.

160
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By the united aid of medals, manuscripts,
and inscripticns, I am enabled to say, positively,
that the borough of Vondervotteimittiss has ex-
isted, from its origin, in preciscly the same
condition which it at present preserves. Of
the date of this origin, however, I grieve that I
can only speak with that species of indefinite
definiteness which mathematicians are, at times,
forced to put up with in certain algebraic for-
mule. The date, I may thus say, in regard to
the remotencss of its antiquity, cannot be less
than any assignable quantity whatsoever.

Touching the derivation of the name Vonder-
votteimittiss, I confess myself, with sorrow,
equally at fault. Among a multitude of opin-
inions upon this declicate point—some acute,
some learncd, some sufficiently the reverse—I
am able to sclect nothing which ought to be con-
sidered satisfactory. Terhaps the idea of Grog-
swigg—nearly coincident with that of Krout-
aplenttey—is to be cautiously preferred.—It
runs :— Vondervotteimitlis—Vonder, lege Don-
der—Volteimitits, quasi und Bleitziz—DBleit-
ziz obsol: pro Blitzen.” This derivation, to say
the truth, is still countenanced by some traces of
the electric fluid evident on the summit of the
steeple of the House of the Town-Council. I
do not choose, however, to commit myself on
a theme of such importance, and must refer
the reader desirous of information, to the
“ Oratiuncule de Rebus Prater-Veteris,” of
Dundergutz. See, also, Blunderbuzzard “ De
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Derivationibus,” pp. 27 to 5010, Folio, Gothie
edit., Red and Black character, Catch-word and
No Cypher; wherein consult, also, marginal
notes 1 the autograph of Stuffundpufl, with
the Sub-Commentaries of Gruntundguzzell.

Notwithstanding the obscurity which thus
cnvelops the date of the foundation of Vonder-
votteimittiss, and the derivation of ils name,
there can be no doubt, as T said before, that it
has always existed as we find it at this epoch.
The oldest man in the borough can remember
not the slightest difference in the appearance of
any portion of it; and, indecd, the very sugges-
tion of such a possibility is considered an insult.
The site of the village 1s in a perfectly circular
valley, about a quarter of a mile in circumfer-
ence, and entirely surrounded by gentle hills,
over whose summit the people have never yet
ventured to pass. For this they assign the
very good reason that they do not believe there
is anything at all on the other side.

Round the skirts of the valley (which is
quite level, and paved throughout with flat
tiles), extends a continuous row of sixty little
houses.  These, having their backs on the hills,
must look, of course, to the centre of the plain,
which is just sixty yards from the front door
of cach dwelling. Every house has a small
garden before it, with a circular path, a sun-
dial, and twenty-four cabbages. The buildings
themselves are so precisely alike, that one can
in no manner be distinguished from the other.
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Owing to the vast antiquity, the style of archi-
tecture is somewhat odd, but it is not for that
rearon the less strikingly picturesque. They
are fashioned of hard-burned little bricks, red,
with black ends, so that the walls look like a
chess-hoard upon a great scale.  The gables are
turned to the front, and there are cornices, asg
big as all the rest of the house, over the eaves
and over the main doors. The windows ara
narrow and deep, with very tiny panes and a
great deal of sash. On the roof is a vast
quantity of tiles with long curly ears. 'The
wood-work, throughout, is of a dark hue and
there is much carving about it, with but a tri-
fling varicty of pattern for, time out of mind,
the carvers of Vondervotteimitliss have never
been able to carve more than two ohjects—a
timepicce and a cabbage. But these they do
exceedingly well, and intersperse them, with
singular ingenuity, wherever they find room for
the chisel.

The dwellings are as much alike inside as
out, and the furniture is all upon one plan.
The floors are of square tiles, the chairs and
tables of black-looking wood with thin crooked
legs and puppy feet. The mantel-picces are
wide and high, and have not only time-picces
and cabbages sculptured over the front, but a
Teal time-piece, which makes a prodigious tick-
ing, on the top in the middle, with a flower-pot
containing a cabbage standing on each extrem-
ity by way of oulrider. Betwecn each cabbage
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and the time-picce, again, is a little China
man having a large stomach with a great round
hole in it, through which is seen the dial-plate
of a watch.

The fireplaces are large and deep, with fierce
crooked-looking fire-dogs. 'There is constantly
a rousing fire, and a huge pot over it, full of
saner-kraut and pork, to which the good woman
of the house is always busy in attending. She
is a little fat old lady, with blue eyes and a red
face, and wears a huge cap like a sugar-loaf, or-
namented with purple and yellow ribbons.  Her
dress is of orange-colored linsey-woolsey, made
very full behind and very short in the waist—
and indeed very short in other respects, not
rcaching below the middle of her leg.  This is
somewhat thick, and so are her ankles, but she
has a fine pair of green stockings to cover them.
Ier shoes—of pink leather—are fastened cach
with a bunch of yellow ribbons puckered up in
the shape of a cabbage. TIn her left hand she
has a little heavy Dutch watch; in her right
she wields a ladle for the sauer-kraut and pork.
By her side there stands a fat tabby cat, with a
gilt toy-repeater tied to its tail, which “the
bovs ”” have there fastened by way of a quiz.

The boys themselves are, all three of them, in
the garden attending the pig. They are each
two feet in height. They have three-cornered
cocked hats, purple waistcoats reaching down
to their thighs, buckskin knee-breeches, red
woollen stockings, heavy shoes with big silver
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buckles, and long surtout coats with large but-
tons of mother-of-pearl. Iach, too, has a pipe
in his mouth, and a little dumpy wateh in his
right hand. He takes a puff and a look, and
then a look and a puff. The pig—which is
corpulent and lazy—is occupied now in picking
up the stray leaves that fall from the cabbages,
and now in giving a kick behind at the gilt re-
peater, which the urchins have also tied to his
tail, in order to make him look as handsome as
the cat.

Right at the front door, in a high-backed
leather-bottomed armed chair, with crooked legs
and puppy fect like the tables, is scated the old
man of the house himself. He is an excced-
ingly puffy little old gentleman, with big cir-
cular cyes and a huge double chin. Ilis dress
resembles that of the boys—and I need say
nothing further about it. All the difference is,
that his pipe is somewhat bigger than theirs,
and he can make a greater smoke. Like them,
he has a watch, but he carries his watch in his
pocket. To say the truth, he has something of
more importance than a watch to attend to—
and what that is, I shall presently explain. He
sits with his right leg upon his left knce, wears
a grave countenance, and always keeps oneof his
eyes, at least, resolutely bent upon a certain re-
markable object in the centre of the plain.

This object is situated in the stecple of the
House of the Town Council. The Town Coun-
eil are all very little, round, oily, intelligent
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men, with big saucer eyes and fat double chins,
and have their coats much longer and their
shoe-buckles much bigger than the ordinary in-
habitants of Vondervotteimittiss. Since my so-
journ in the borough, they have had several
special meetings, and have adopted these three
important resolutions:—

“That it 15 wrong to alter the good old
course of things:”

“That there is nothing tolerable out of
Vondervotteimittizs:” and—

“That we will stick by our clocks and our
cabbages.”

Above the session-room of the Council is the
steeple, and in the steeple is the belfry, where
existy, and has existed time out of mind, the
pride and wonder of the village—the great
clock of the borough of Vondervotteinmnitiss,
And this is the object to which the eyes of the
old gentlemen are turned who =it in the leather-
bottomed arm-chairs.

The great clock has seven faces—one in cach
of the seven sides of the steeple—=so that it can
be readily seen from all quarters.  Its faces are
large and white, and its hands heavy and black.
There is a belfry-man whose sole duty is to at-
tend to it but this duty is the most perfect of
sinecures—for the clock of Vondervottei-
mittiss was never yet known to have any thing
the matter with it. Until lately, the bare sup-
position of such a thing was considered hereti-
cal.  Fromn the remotest period of antiquity to
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which the archives have reference, thehourshave
been regularly struck by the big bell. And, in-
deed the case was just the same withalltheother
clocks and watehes in the borough. Never was
such a place for keeping the true time. When
the large clapper thought proper to say
“Twelve oclock!” all its obedient followers
opened their throats simultaneously, and re-
sponded like a very echo.  1In short, the good
burghers were fond of their saner-kraut, but
then they were proud of their clocks.

All people who hold sinecure oflices are held
in more or less respect, and as the belfry-man
of Vondervottemeitiss has the most perfect of
sinccures, he is the most perfectly respected of
any man in the world. Ile is the chicef dig-
nitary of the borough, and the very pigs look up
to him with a sentiment of reverence.  Tlis
coat-lail is very far longer—his pipe, his shoe-
buckles, hig eyes, and his stomach, very far hig-
ger—than those of any other old gentleman in
the village; and as to his chin, it is not only
double, but triple.

I have thus painted the happy estate of Von-
dervoticimittiss: alas, that so fair a picture
should ever experience a reverse!

There has been long a saying among the
wisest inhabitants, that “no good can come
from over the hills ”; and it really seemed that
the words had in them something of the spirit
of prophecy. It wanted five minutes of noon,
on the day before yesterday, when there ap-
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peared a very ,dd-looking object on the sum-
mit of the ridge of the eastward. Such an oc-
currence, of course, attracted universal atten-
tion, and every little old gentleman who sat in
a leather-bottomed arm-chair turned onc of his
eyes with a stare of dismay upon the phenome-
non, still keeping the other upon the clock in
the steeple.

By the time that it wanted only three minutes
to noon, the droll objeet in question was per-
ccived to be a very diminutive foreign-looking
young man. He descended the hills at a great
rate, so that everybody had soon a good look at
him. He was rcally the most finicky little
personage that had ever been seen in Vonder-
votteimittiss. His countenance was of a dark
snuff-color, and he had a long hooked nose, pea
eyes, a wide mouth, and an excecllent set of
teeth, which latter he seemed anxious of display-
ing, as he was grinning from ear to car. What
with mustachios and whiskers, there was none
of the rest of his face to be secen.  His head was
uncovered, and his hair neatly done up in
papillotes. 1lis dress was a tight-fitting swal-
low-tailed black coat (from one of whose pock-
ets dangled a vast length of white handker-
chief), black kerseymere knee-breeches, black
stockings, and stumpy-looking pumps, with
huge bunches of black satin ribbon for bows.
Under one arm he carried a huge chapeau-de-
bras, and under the other a fiddle nearly five
times as big as himself. In his left hand was a
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gold snuff-box, from which, as he capered down
the hill, cutting all manner of fantastic steps,
he took snuff incessantly with an air of the
greatest possible self-satisfaction. God bless
me !—here was a sight for the honest burghers
of Vondervotteimittiss!

To speak plainly, the fellow had, in spite of
his grinning, an audacious and ¢inister kind of
face; and as he curvetted right into the village,
the old stumpy appearance of his pumps excited
no little suspicion; and many a burgher whe
beheld him that day would have given a trifle
for a peep beneath the white cambric handker-
chief which hung so obtrusively from the pocket
of his swallow-tailed coat. But what mainly
occasioned a righteous indignation was, that the
scoundrelly popinjay, while he cut a fandango
here, and a whirligig there, did not scem to
have the remotest idea in the world of such a
thing as keeping time in his steps.

The good people of the horough had scarcely
a chance, however, to get their eyes thoroughly
open, when, just as it wanted half a minute
of noon, the rascal bounced, as I say, right into
the midst of them; gave a chassez herc, and a
balancez there; and then, after a pirouette and
a pas-de-zephyr, pigeon-winged himself right
up into the belfry of the House of the Town
Council, where the wonder-stricken belfry-man
sat smoking in a state of dignity and dismay.
But the little chap seized him at once by the
nose; gave it a swing and a pull; clapped the
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big crapeaii-de-bras upon his head; knocked it
down over his eyes and mouth ; and then lifting
up the big fiddle, beat him with 1t so lon(r fmd
80 boundly, that What with the belfry-man be-
ing so fat, and the fiddle being so hollow, you
would have sworn that therc was a regiment of
double-bass drummers all beating the devil’s
tattoo up in the belfry of the steeple of Vonder-
votteimittiss.

There is no knowing to what desperate act
of vengeance this unprineipled attack might
have aroused the inhabitants, but for the impor-
tant fact that it now wanted only half a second
of noon.  The bell was about to strike, and it
was a matter of absolute and pre-eminent neees-
sity that everybody should look well at his
watch. Tt was evident, however, that just at
this moment the fellow in the sfeeple was do-
ing something that he had no business to do
with the clock.  But as it now began to strike,
nobody had any time {o attend to his man-
wuvres, for they had all to count the strokes of
the bell as it \mmdod

“One!” said the clock.

“Von!” echoed every little old gentleman in
every leather-bottomed arm-chair in Vonder-
votleimittiss.  “Von!” <aid his watch also;
“von! " said the watch of his vrow; and “von!”
said the watches of the boys, and the little gilt
repeaters on the tails of the eat and pig.

“MTwo!” continued the big bell ; and

“ Doo!” repeated all the repeaters.
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«Three! Four! Five! Six! Seven! Eight!
Nine! Ten!” said the bell.

“PDree! Vour! IFibe! Sax! Seben! Aight!
Noin! Den!” answered the others.

“Tileven!” said the big one.

“TEleben !> assented the little ones.

“Twelve!” said the bell.

“Dvelf!” they replied, perfectly satisfied,
and dropping their voices.

“TUnd dvelf it is!” said all the little old gen-
tlemen, putting up their watches.  But the big
bell had not done with them yet.

“Thirleen!” said he.

“Der Teufel!” gasped the little old gentle-
men, turning pale, dropping their pipes, and
putting down all their right legs from over their
Ieft knees.

“Der Teufel!” groaned they, ¢ Dirteen! Dir-
teen!!—Mein Gott, it is Dirteen o’clock!1”

Why attempt to describe the terrible seene
which ensued? All Vondervotteimittiss flew
at once into a lamentable state of uproar.

“Vot 1s cum’d to mein pelly?” roared all
the boys,—*“ I’ve heen ongry for dis hour!”

“ Vot is cum’d to mein kraut?”” screamed all
the vrows, ““ 1t has been done to rags for this
hour!?>

“ Vot is cum’d to mein pipe?” swore all the
little old gentlemen, “ Donder and Blitzen ;) it
has been smoked out for dis hour!”—and they
filled them up again in a great rage, and
sinking back in their arm-chairs, puffed away
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go fast and so fiercely that the whole valley was
immediately filled with impenetrable smoke.
Meantime the cabbages all turned very red in
the face, and it seemed as if old Nick himself
had taken possession of every thing in the shape
of a time-picce. The clocks carved upon the
furniture took to dancing as if bewitched, while
those upon the mantel-pieces could scarcely con-
tain themselves for fury, and kept such a con-
tinual striking of thirteen, and such a frisking
and wriggling of their pendulums as was really
horrible to see. But, worse than all, neither
the cats nor the pigs could put up any longer
with the behavior of the little repeaters tied to
their tails, and resented it by scamperingall over
the place, scratching and poking, and squeak-
ing and screeching, and caterwauling and
squalling, and flying into the faces, and run-
ning under the petticoats of the people, and
creating altogether the most abominable din
and confusion which it is possible for a reason-
able person to conceive. And to make matters
still more distressing, the rascally little scape-
grace in the steeple was evidently exerting him-
self to the utmost. Ivery now and then one
might catch a glimpse of the scoundrel through
the smoke. There he sat in the belfry upon the
belfry-man, who was lying flat upon his back.
In his tecth the villain held the bell-rope, which
he kept jerking about with his head, raising
such a clatter that my cars ring again even to
think of it. On his lap lay the big fiddle, at
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which he was scraping, out of all time and tune,
with both hands, making a great show, the nin-
compoop ! of playing “ Judy O’Flannagan and
Paddy O’Rafferty.”

Affairs being thus miserably situated, 1 left
the place in disgust, and now appeal for aid to
all lovers of correct time and fine kraut. ILet
us proceed in a body to the borough, and restore
the ancient order of things in Vondervotteimit-

tiss by ejecting that little fellow from the
steeple.



LIONIZING.

——— all people went
Upon therr ten toes in wild wonderment.
—Buwshop Hall’s Satires.

I anmi—that is to say, I was—a great man;
but 1 am necither the author of Junius nor the
man in the mask; for my name, I believe, is
Robert Jones, and I was born somewhere in the
cily of um-Ifudge.

The first action of my life was the taking
hold of my nose with hoth hands. My mother
saw this and called me a genius—my father
wept for joy and presented me with a treatise
on Nosology. This I mastered before I was
dreeched.

T now began to feel my way in the scienee,
and soon came to understand that, provided a
man had a nose sufficiently conspicuous, he
might, by merely following it, arrive at a Tiion-
ship. But my attention was not confined to
theories alone.  Iivery morning I gave my pro-
hoscis a couple of pulls and swallowed a half
dozen of drams.

When 1 came of age my father asked me, one
day, if T would step with him into his study.

“ My son,” said he, when we were seated,
“ what is the chief end of your existence ? >

“My father,” I answered, “it is the study of
Nosology.”

“ And what, Robert,” he inquired, ¢ is Nosol-
Dgy ? 2>

174
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«Sir,” T said, “it is the science of Noses.”

« And can you tell me,” he demanded, ¢ what

s the meaning of a nose?”

“ A nose, my father,” I replied, greatly soft-
ened, “has been variously delined by about a
thousand different authors.” |llere T pulled
out my walch.] <1t is now noon, or there-
abouts—we shall have time enough to get
through with them all before midnight. To
commence then:—The nose, according to Bar-
tholinus, is that protuberance—that bump—
that exerescence—that. ?

“Will do, Robert,” interrupted the good old
gentleman.  “ T am thunderstruck at the extent
of your information—I am positively—upon
my soul.”  {Here he closed his eyes and placed
his hand upon his heart.] “ Come here!”
[ ITere he took me by the arm.]  “ Your educa-
tion may now be considered as finished—it is
high time you should scuflle for yourself—and
you cannot do a better thing than merely {follow
A [ Here he kicked me
down stairs and out of the door.|—*“ So- get out
of my house, and God bless you!”

As I felt within me the divine afflatus, I con-
sidered this accident rather fortunate than
otherwise. I resolved to be guided by the pater-
nal advice. T determined to follow my nose.
T gave it a pull or two upon the spot, and wrote
a pamphlet on Nosology forthwith.

All Fum-Fudge was in an uproar.

“ Wonderful genius!” said the Quarterly.
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“ Superb physiologist!” said the Westmin-
ster.

“ Clever fellow!” said the Foreign.

“ Fine writer!” said the Edinburgh.

“ Profound thinker!” said the Dublin.

¢ Great man!” said Bentley.

“ Divine soul!” said Fraser.

“One of us!” said Blackwood.

“ Who can he be? said Mrs. Bas-Bleu.

“ What can he be?”” said big Miss Bas-Bleu.

“Where can he be?” said little Miss Bas-
Bleu.—But I paid these people no attention
whatever—I just stepped into the shop of an
artist.

The Duchess of Bless-my-Soul was sitting for
her portrait; the Marquis of So-and-So was
holding the Duchess’ poodle; the Earl of This-
and-That was flirting with her salts; and his
Royal ITighness of Touch-me-Not was leaning
upon the back of her chair.

I approached the artist and turned up my
nose.

“ Oh, beautiful!” sighed her Grace.

¢ Oh my!” lisped the Marquis.

“ Oh, shocking!? groaned the Earl.

“ Oh, abominable!” growled his Royal High-
ness.

“ What will you take for it?” asked the ar-
tist.

“ For his nose! ” shouted her Grace.

“ A thousand pounds,” said I, sitting down.

““ A thousand pounds?” inquired the artist,
musingly.
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¢ A thousand pounds,” said L.

“ Beautiful!” said he, entranced.

“ A thousand pounds,” said I.

“ Do you warrant it? > he asked, turning the
nose to the light.

“1 do,” said I, blowing it well.

“Ts it quite original?” he inquired, touch-
ing it with reverence.

“Tlumph!” said T, twisting it to one side.

“Ilas no copy been taken?” he demanded,
surveying it through a microscope.

“ None,” said T, turning 1t up.

“Adiarable!” he cjaculated, thrown quite
off his guard by the beauty of the manceuvre.

“ A thousand pounds,” said 1.

“ A thousand nounds? ” said he.

“ Precisely,” said 1.

“ A thousand pounds?” said he.

“LJust 20,7 said T,

“You shall have them,” said he. “ What a
picce of wirtu! So he drew me a check upon
the spot, and took a sketch of my nose. 1
engaged rooms in Jermyn street, and sent her
Majesty the ninety-ninth edition of the ““ Nos-
ology,” with a portrait of the proboscis.—That
sad little rake, the Prince of Wales, invited me
to dinner.

We were all lions and recherchiés.

There was a modern Platonist. He quoted
Porphvry, Tamblicus, Plotinus, Proclus, Hier-
ocles, Maximus Tyrius, and Syrianus.

There was a human-perfectibility man. He
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quoted Turgdt, Price, Priestley, Condorcét, De
Staél, and the ‘“ Ambitious Student in Ill-
Health.”

There was Sir Positive Paradox. He ob-
served that all fools were philosophers, and that
all philosophers were fools.

There was istheticus Ethix. He spoke of
fire, unity, and atoms; bi-part and pre-existent
soul ; affinity and discord ; primitive 1ntelligence
and homodmeria.

There was Theologos Theology. 1le talked
of Kuscebius and Arianus; heresy and the Coun-
c¢il of Nice; Puseyism and con-substantialism;
Homousios and Tlomouioisios.

There was Fricassée from the Rocher de Can-
cale.  lfe mentioned Muriton of red tongue;
cauliflowers with velouté sauce; veal @ la St.
Menchoult ; marinade @ lae St. Florentin; and
orange jellies en mosaiques.

There was Bibulus O’Bumper. He touched
upon Latour and Markbriinnen; upon Mosseux
and Chambertin; upon Richbourg and St.
(eorge; upon laubrion, Leonville, and Medoc;
upon Barac and Preignac; upon Grive, upon
Sauterne, upon lLafitte, and upon St. Peray.
He shook his head at Clos de Vougeot, and told
with his eyes shut, the difference between
Sherry and Amontillado.

There was Signor Tintontintino from Flor-
ence. e discoursed of Cimabué, Arpino, Car-
paccio, and Argostino—of the gloom of Cara-
vaggio, of the amenity of Albano, of the colors
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of Titian, of the frows of Rubens, and of the
waggerics of Jan Steen.

There was the President of the Fum-Fudge
University. Ilc was opinion that the moon was
called Bendis in Thrace, Bubastis in KEgypt,
Dian in Rome, and Artemis in Greece.

There was a Grand Turk from Stamboul.
e could not help thinking that the angels were
horses, cocks, and bulls; that somebody in the
sixth heaven had seventy thousand heads; and
that the earth was supporled by a sky-bluc cow
with an incalculable number of green horns.

There was Delphinus Polyglott.  Ile told uns
what had become of the eighty-three lost trag-
cdies of ASschylus; of the fifty-four orations of
[sceus; of the three hundred and ninety-one
speeches of Lysias; of the hundred and eighty
treatises of Theophrastus; of the eighth hook of
the conic sections of Apollonius; “of Pindar's
hymns and dithyrambics; and of the five and
forty tragedies of llomer Junior.

There was Ferdinand Fitz Fossillus Feltspar.
Ilc informed us all about internal fires and ter-
tiary formations; about aériforms, fluidiforms,
and solidiforms; about quartz and marl; about
schist and schorl ; about gypsum and trap;about
tale and cale; about blende and horn-blende;
about mica-slate and pudding-stone; about
cyanite and lepidolite; about haeematite and tre-
molite; about antimony and calcedony; about
manganese and whatever you please.

There was myself. I spoke of myself ;~—of
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myself, of myself, of myself ;—of Nosology, of
my pamphlet, and of myself. I turned up my
nose, and I spoke of myself.

“ Marvellous clever man!” said the Prince.

“ Superb ! said his guests ;—and next morn-
g her Grace of Bless-my-Soul paid me a visit.

“Will you go to Almack’s, pretty creature?
she said, tapping me under the chin.

“ Upon honor,” said I.

“Nosc and all?” she asked.

“As T live,” T replied.

“Jlere then is a card, my life. Shall T say
you will be there ”?

“ Dear Duchess, with all my heart.”

¢ Pxhaw, no!—but with all your nosc?”

“Tivery bit of it, my love,” said T:—so I
cave it a twist or two, and found mys=elf at
Almack’s.

The rooms were erowded to suffocation.

“1e is coming!” said somebody on the stair-
case.

“Tle is comi.,g!” said somebody farther up.

“TTe is coming ! ” said somebody farther still.

“ITe is come!” exelaimed the Duchess, < He
is come, the little love ! ”—and, seizing me firm-
v by both hands, she kissed me thrice upon the
nose.

A\ marked sensation immediately ensucd.

“ Diavolo!” eried Count Capricornutti.

“ Dios guarda!” muttered Don Stiletto.

“Mille tonnerres!” cjaculated the Prince de
Grenouille.
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« Tousand teufel!” growled the Elector of
Bluddennuif.

It was not to be borne. T grew angry. I
turncd short upon Bluddennuft.

v “Sir!” said I to him, “ you are a baboon.”

“Sir,” he replied, after a pause, “ Donner
und Dlitzen!”

This was all that could be desired. We ex-
changed cards. At Chalk-Farm, the next morn-
ing, T shot off his nose—and then called upon
my friends.

“ Béte! ” said the first.

“ Tool!” said the second.

“Dolt!” said the third.

“Ass!” gaid the fourth.

“Ninny!” said the fifth.

“ Noodle!” said the sixth.

“Be oft ! ” said the seventh.

At all this I felt mortified, and so called upon
my father.

“ Father,” T asked, “ what is the chief end
of my existence?”

*“ My son,” he replied, “it is still the study
of Nosology; but in hitting the Ilector upon
the nose you have over-shot your mark. You
have a fine nose, it is true; but then Bludden-
nuff has none. You are damned, and he has
become the hero of the day. I grant you that
in Fum-Fudge the greatness of a lion is in pro-
portion to the size of his proboscis—but, good
heavens! there is no competing with a lion who
has no proboscis at all.”



X-ING A PARAGRAB.

As it is well known that the “wise men”
came “ from the East,” and as Mr. Touch-and-
go Bullet-head came from the HKast, it follows
that Mr. Bullet-hcad was a wise man; and if
collateral proof of the matter be needed, here we
have it—Mr. B. was an editor. TIrascibility was
his sole foible; for 1n fact the obstinacy of
which men accused him was any thing but his
foible, since he justly considered it his forte.
It was his strong point—his virtue; and it
would have required all the logic of & Brownson
to convince him that it was “ any thing clse.”

I have shown that Touch-and-go Bullet-head
was a wise man; and the only occasion on which
he did not prove infallible was when, abandon-
ing that legitimate home for all wise men, the
East, he migrated to the city of Alexander-the-
Great-o-nopolis, or some place of a similar title,
out West.

I must do him the justice to say, however,
that when he made up his mind finally to settle
in that town, it was under the impression that
no newspaper, and consequently no cditor,
existed in that particular section of the country.

182
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In establishing T'he T'ea-Pot he expected to have
the field all to himself. I feel confident he
never would have dreamed of taking up his resi-
dence in Alexander-the-Great-o-nopolis had he
been aware that, in Alexander-the-Great-o-nop-
olig, there lived a gentleman named John Smith
(if T rightly remember), who for many years
had there quictly grown fat in editing and pub-
lishing the Alexander-the-Great-o-nopolis Ga-
zette. 1t was solely, therefore, on account of
having been misinformed, that Mr. Bullet-head
found himself in Alex suppose we call it
Nopolis, “ for short *—but, as he did find him-
celf there, he determined to keep up his char-
acter for obst—for firmness, and remain. So
remain he did; and he did more; he unpacked
his press, type, cte., cte., rented an oflice exactly
opposite to that of the Gazette, and, on the
third morning after his arrival, issued the first
number of The Alexan—that is to say, of The
Nopolis Tea-PPot—as nearly as I can recollect,
this was the name of the new paper.

The leading article, I must admit, was bril-
liant—mnot to say severe. It was especially bit-
ter about things in general—and asfortheeditor
of The Gazette, he was torn all to picces in par-
ticular. Somec of Bullet-head’s remarks were
teally so fiery that I have always, since that
time, been forced to look upon John Smith, who
is still alive, in the light of a salamander. 1
cannot pretend to give all the Teq-Pol’s para-
graphs verbatim, but onc of them runs thus:
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“ Qh, yes '—Oh, we perceive! Oh, no doubt!
The editor over the way is a genius—O, my!
Oh, goodness, gracious!—what ¢s this world
coming tor O, tempora! O, Moses!

A philippic at once so caustic and so classical,
alighted like a bombshell among the hitherto
peaceful citizens of Nopolis.  Groups of excited
individuals gathered at the corners of the
streets.  Fvery one awaited, with hearfelt anx-
icty, the reply of the dignified Smith. Next
morning it appeared as follows:

“We quote from The Tea-Pot of yesterday
the subjoined paragraph: €O, yes! O, we
pereeive! Oh, no doubt! Ok, my! Ok, goodness!
Oh, tempora! Oh, Moses!’ Why, the fellow is
all O! That accounts for his reasoning in a
cirele, and explains why there is neither begin-
ning nor end to him, nor to any thing he says.
We really do not believe the vagabond can write
a word that has n’t an O in it. Wonder if this
O-ing is a habil of his? By-the-by, he came
away from Down-Kast in a great hurry. Won-
der if he O’s as much there as he does here?
‘0!t is pitiful””

The indignation of M. Bullet-hcad at these
scandalous insinuations, 1 shall not attempt to
describe.  On the eel-skinning principle, how-
ever, he did not scem to be so much incensed at
the attack upon his integrity as one might have
imagined. It was the sneer at his siyle that
drove him to desperation. What!—7%e Touch-
and-go Bullet-head !—not able to write a word
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without an O in it! He would soon let the
jackanapes see that he was mistaken. Yes! he
would let him sec how much he was mistaken,
the puppy! He, Touch-and-go Bullet-head, of
Frogpondium, would let Mr. John Smith per-
ceive that he, Bullet-head, could indite, if it
so pleased him, a whole paragraph—ay! a
whole article—in which that contemptible
vowel should not once—not even once—make
its appearance. But no;—that would be yield-
ing a point to the said John Smith. //e, Bul-
let-head, would make no alteration in his style,
to suit the caprices of any Mr. Smith in Chris-
tendom. Perish so vile a thought! The O for-
cver! e would persist in the O. 1{e would
be as O-wy as O-wy could be.

Burning with the chivalry of this determina-
tion, the great Touch-and-go, in the next Tea-
Pot, came out nierely with this simple but reso-
Iute paragraph, in reference to this unhappy
affair:

“The editor of the T'ea-Pot has the honor of
advising the editor of the Guazette that he (the
Tea-Pot) will take an opportunity in to-morrow
morning’s paper, of convincing him (the Ga-
zetle) that he (the T'ea-Pot) both can and will
be his own master, as regards style;—he (the
Tea-Pot) intending to show him (the Guzette)
the supreme, and indeed the withering contempt
with which the criticism of him (the Gazetie)
inspires the independent bosom of him (the
Tea-Pot) by composing for the especial grati-
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fication (?) of him (the Gazetie) a leading ar-
ticle, of some extent, in which the beautiful
vowel —the emblem of Kternity—yet so offen-
sive to the hyper-exquisite delicacy of him (the
Gazette) shall most certainly not be avorded by
his (the Gazette’s) most obedient, humble ser-
vant, the Tea-Pof. ‘So much for Bucking-
ham!>>

In fulfilment of the awful threat thus darkly
intimated rather than decidedly enunciated, the
great Bullet-head turning a deaf car to all en-
treaties for “copy,” and simply requesting his
foreman to “go to the d 1,” when he (the
foreman) assured him (the Tea-Pot!) that it
was high time to “ go to press ”: turning a deaf
car to cvery thing, I say, the great Bullet-head
sat up until day-break, consuming the mid-
night oil, and absorbed in the composition of
the really unparalleled paragraph, which fol-
lows:

“So ho, John! how now? Told you so, you
know. Don’t crow, another time, before you're
out of the woods! Does your mother know
you ’re out? Oh, no, no!—so go home at once,
now, John, to your odious old woods of Con-
cord! Go home to your woods, old owl,—go!
You won’t? Oh, poh, poh, John, don’t do so!
You’ve got to go, you know ! So go at once, and
don’t go slow; for nobody owns you here, you
know! Oh! John, John, if you don’t go
you'’re no homo—no! You’re only a fowl,
an owl; a cow, a sow; a doll, a poll; a
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poor, old, good-for-nothing-to-nobody, log
dog, hog, or frog, come out of a Con-
cord bog. Cool, now—cool! Do be coal,
vou fool! Nomne of your crowing, old cock!
Don’t frown so—don’t! Don’t hollo, nor howl,
nor growl, nor bow-wow-wow! Good Lord,
John, how you do look! Told you so, you know
—but stop rolling your goose of an old poll
about so, and go and drown your sorrows in a
bowl!?”

Exhausted, very naturally, by so stupendous
an effort, the great Touch-and-go could attend
to nothing farther that night. TFirmly, com-
posedly, yet with an air of conscious power, he
handed his MS. to the devil in waiting, and
then, walking leisurely home, rctired, with in-
effable dignity to bed.

Meantime the devil, to whom the copy was
entrusted, ran up stairs to his “case,” in an
unutterable hurry, and forthwith made a com-
wencement at ‘“setting ” the MS. “up.”

In the first place, of course,—as the opening
word was “ So,”—he made a plunge into the
capital S hole and came out in triumph with a
capital S. Elated by this success, he immedi-
ately threw himself upon the little-o box with a
blindfold impetuosity—but who shall describe
his horror when his fingers came up without the
anticipated letter in their clutch? who shall
paint his astonishment and rage at perceiving,
as he rubbed his knuckles, that he had been only
thumping them to no purpose, against the bot-
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tom of an empty box. Not a single little-o
was in the little-o hole; and, glancing fearfully
at the capital-O partition, he found that, to his
extreme terror, in a precisely similar predica-
ment. Awe-stricken, his first impulse was to
rush to the foremau.

“Sir!” said he gasping for breath, “I can’t
never set up nothing without no 0’s.”

“What do you mecan by that?” growled the
foreman, who was in a very ill humor at being
kept up so late.

“Why, sir, there beant an o in the office,
neither a big un nor a little un!”

“ What—what the d—1 has become of all that
were in the case?”

“I don’t know, sir,” said the boy, “but one
of them erc G'zelte devils is bin prowling *bout
here all night, and T spect Ze’s gone and cab-
baged em every one.”

“Dod rot him! I have n’t a doubt of it,”
replied the foreman, getting purple with rage—
“but I tell you what you do, Bob, that’s a good
hoy—you go over the first chance you get and
hook every one of their i’s and (d—n them!)
their izzards.”

“Jist s0,” replied Bob, with a wink and a
frown—“I’ll be into ’em, [’ll let em know a
thing or two; but in de mcantime, that cre para-
grab? Mus go in to-night, you know—else
there °ll be the d—1 to pay, and—"

“ And not a bit of pitch hot,” interrupted the
foreman, with a deep sigh, and an emphasis on
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the “bit.” “Is it a very long paragraph,
Bob?”

“ Should n’t call it a wery long paragrab,”
said Bob.

“ Ah, well, then! do the best you can with
it! we must get to press,” said the foreman, who
was over head and ears in work, ““just stick
in some other letter for o, nobody’s going to
read the fellow’s trash anyhow.”

“Wery well,” replied Bob, “ here goes it!”
and off he hurried to his case; muttering as he
went: “Considdeble vell, them ere expres-
sions, perticcler for a man as does n’t swar.  So
I’s to gouge out all their eyes, ¢ch? and d—n all
their gizzards! Vell! this here’s the chap as is
just able for to do it.” The fact is that al-
though Bob was but twelve years old and four
feet high, he was equal to any amount of fight,
n a small way.

The exigency here described is by no means of
rare occurrence in printing-offices; and I cannot
tell how to account for it but the fact is indis-
putable, that when the exigency does occur, it
almost always happens that z 1s adopted as a
substitute for the letter deficient. The true
reason, perhaps, is that z is rather the most su-
perabundant letter in the cases, or at least was
so in the old times long enough to render the
substitution 1n question an habitual thing with
printers. As for Bob, he would have considered
1t heretical to employ any other character, in a
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case of this kind, than the z to whi
been accustomed. vhich he had

“I shell have to z this ere paragrab,” said he
to himself, as he read it over in astonishment
“but it’s jest about the awfulest 0-Wy paragra};
I ever did sce:” so z it he did, unflinchingly,
and to press it went z-ed.

Next morning the population of Nopolis were
taken all aback by reading in The Tea-pot, the
following extraordinary leader:

“S8x hx, Jxhn! hxw nxw? TxId yxu sx, yxu
knxw. Dxn’t crxw, anxther time, befxre yxu ’re
xut xf the wxxds! Dxes yxur mxther knaw
yxu’re xut? Xh, nx, nx!—sx gx hxme at xnce,
nxw, Jxhn, tx yxur xdixus xld wxxds xf Cxn-
exrd! (ix hxme tx yxur wxxds, x1d xwl,—gx!
Yxu wxnt? Xh, pxh, pxh, Jxhn, dxnt dx sx!
Yxu've gzt tx gx, yxu knxw ; sx gx at xnce, and
dxn’t gx slxw; fxr nxbxdy xwns yxu here, yxu
knxw. Xh, Jxhn, Jxhn, if yxu den’t gx yxu’re
nx hema—nx! Yxu ’re xnly a fxwl, an xwl;
a exw, a sxw; a dxll, a pxll, a pxxr xId gxxd-
fxr-nxthing-tx-nxbxdy, lxg, dxg, hxg, xr [rxg,
cxme xut xf a Cxnexrd bxg.  Cxxl, nxw—exxl!
Dx be exx], yxu fxxlI! Nxne xf yxur erxwing,
xld exck! Dxn’t frxwn sx—dxn’t! Dxn’t
hxllx, nxr hxwl, nxr grxwl, nxr bxw-wxw-wxw!
Gxxd Lxrd, Jxhn, hxw yxu dz lxxk! Txld
yxu X, yxu knxw,—but stxp rxlling yxur gxxse
xf an xId pxll abxut sx, and gx and drxwn yxur
sxrrxws in a bxwl!”
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The uproar occasioned by this mystical and
cabalisticgl article, is not to be conceived. The
first definite idea entertained by the populace
was, that some diabolical treason lay concealed
in the hicroglyphics; and there was a general
rush to Bullet-head’s residence, for the purpose
of riding him on a rail; but that gentleman
was nowhere to be found. He had vanished,
no onc could tell how ; and not even the ghost of
him has ever been seen since.

Unable to discover its legitimate object, the
popular fury at length subsided; leaving be-
hind it, by way of sediment, quite a medley of
opinion about this unhappy affair.

One gentleman thought the whole an X-ellent
joke.

Another said that, indeed, Bullet-hcad had
shown much X-uberance of fancy.

A third admitted him X-entric, but no more.

A fourth could only suppose it the Yankee’s
design to X-press, in a general way, his X-asper-
ation.

“ Say, rather, to set an X-ample to posterity,”
suggested a fifth.

That Bullet-head had been driven to an ex-
tremity, was clear to all ; and in fact, since that
editor could not be found, there was some talk
about lynching the other one.

The more common conclusion, however, was
that the affair was, simply, X-traordinary and
in-X-plicable. Even the town mathematician
confessed that he could make nothing of so dark
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a problem. X, everybody knew, was an unknown
quantity; but in this case (as he properly ob-
served), there was an unknown quantity of X.

The opinion of Bob, the devil (who kept dark
about his having “ X-ed the paragrab”), did
not meet with so much attention as I think it
deserved, although it was very openly and very
fearlessly expressed. He said that, for his part,
he had no doubt about the matter at all, that it
was a clear case, that Mr. Bullet-head “ never
could be persvaded fur to drink like other folks,
hut vas continually a-svigging o’ that ere blessed
XXX ale, and, as a naiteral consekvence, it just
puffed him up savage, and made him X (cross)
in the X-treme.”
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