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THE DOMAIN OF ARNHEIM

[Published in the Columbian Magazine, March, 1847.]

The garden like a lady fair was cut,
That lay as if she slumbered in delight,
And to the open skies her eyes did shut;
The azure flelds of heaven were 'sembled right
In a large round set with the flowers of light:
The flowers de luce and the round sparks of dew
That hung from their azure leaves did shew
Like twinkling stars that sparkle fan the evening blue,
—{Giles Fileicher.
Froym his cradle to his grave a gale of pros-
perity bore my friend Ellison along. Nor do I
use the word prosperity in its mere worldly
sense. I mean it as synonymous with happiness,
The person. of whom I speak seemed born for
the purpose of foreshadowing the doctrines of
Tuargot, Price, Priestly, and Condoreet—of ex-
emplifying by individual instance what has been
deemed the chimera'of the perfectionists. In the
brief existence of Ellison I faney that I have
seen refuted the dogma, that in man’s very na-
ture lies some hidden prineiple, the antagonist
of bliss. - An anxious éxamination of his eareer
has given me to understand that, in general, from
the violation of a few simple laws of humanity

arises the wretchedness of mankind—that as s
A
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species we have in our possession the as yet un-
wrought elements of content—and that, evén now
in the present darkness and madness of all
thought on the great question of the social condi-
tion, it is not impossible that man, the individual,
under certain nnusual and highly fortuitous con-
ditions may be happy.

With opinions such as these my young friend,
too, was fully imbued, and thus it is worthy of
observation that the uninterrupted enjoyment
which distinguished his life was, in great meas-
ure, the result of preconcert. It is indeed evi-
dent that with less of the instinetive philosophy
which, now and then, stands so well in the stead
of experience, Mr. Ellison would have found
himself precipitated, by the very extraordinary
sucecess of his life, into the common vortex of
unhappiness which yawns for those of pre-emi-
nent endowments. But it is by no means my ob-
Ject to pen an essay on happiness. The ideas of
my friend may be summed up in a few words.
He admitted but four elementary principles, or
more strictly, condifions, of bliss. That which he
considered chief was (strange to say!) the simple
and purely physical one of free exercise i the
open air. ‘* The health,”” he said, *‘ attainable
by other means is scarcely worth the name.’’ He
instanced the ecstasies of the fox-hunter, and
pointed to the tillers of the earth, the only people
who, as 'a‘class, can be fairly considered happier
than others. His second condition was the love
of woman. His third, and most difficult of reali-
zation, was the contempt of ambition. His fourth

THE DOMAIN OF ARNHEIM 7

was an object of uneeasing pursuit; and he held
that, other things being equal, the extent of at-
tainable happiness was in proportion to the spir-
ituality of this object.

Ellison was remarkable in the continuous pro-
fusion of good gifts lavished upon him by for-
tune. In personal grace and beauty he exceeded
all men. His intellect was of that order to which
the aequisition of knowledge is less a labor than
an intuition and a necessity. His family was one
of the most illustrious of the empire. His bride
was the loveliest and most devoted of women.
His possessions had been always ample; but on
the attainment of his majority, it was diseovered
that one of these extraordinary freaks of fate had
been played in his behalf which startle the whole
social world amid which they oceur, and seldom
fail radically to alter the moral constitution of
those who are their objects.

It appears that about a hundred years before
Mr. Ellison’s coming of age, there had died, in
a remote. province, one Mr. Seabright Ellison.
This gentleman had amassed a princely fortune,
and, having no immediate connections, econceived
the whim of suffering his wealth to acenmulate
for a eentury after his decease. ' Minutely and
sagaciously directing the various modes of in-
vestment, he bequeathed the aggregate amount
to the nearest of blood, bearing the name of Elli-
son, who should be alive at the end of the hun-
dred years. Many attempts had been made to sef
aside this singular bequest; their ez post facto
character rendered them abortive ; but the atten-
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tiox} of a jealous government was aroused, and a
legisiative act finally obtained, forbidding aW
similar aceumulations. This act, however, did
not prevent young Ellison from entering into
possession, on his fwenty-first birthday, as the
heir of his aneestor Seabright, of a fortune of
four hundred and fifty millions of dollars.*®
When it had become known. that such was the
enormous wealth inherited; there were, of course,
many speculations as to the mode of its disposal.
The magnitude and the immediate availability of
the sum bewildered all who thought on the topie.
The possessor of any appreciable amount of
money might haye been imagined to perform any
one of a thousand things. With- riches merely
surpassing those of any eitizen, it would have
been easy. to suppose him engaging to supreme
excess in the fashionable extravaganeces of his
time—or busying himself with political mtrigue
—_or aming at ministerial power—or purchasing
nerease of nobility—or eollecting larze musenms
of virtu—or playing the munificent patron of let-
ters, of science, of art—or endowing, and bestow-
ing his name upon extensive institutions of char-
* An incident, similar in cutline to the ene here imagined,
occurred, not very long ago, in/ England. | The name of the
fortunate heir was Thelluson. [ first saw an account of this
matter in the * Tour " of Prince Piickler Muskan, who makes
the sum inherited ninety millions of pounds, and justly ob-
serves that * in the contemplation of so vast a sum, and of the
services to which it might be applied, there is' something even
of the sublime."”” To suit the views of this'artiele T have fol-
lowed the Prince’s statement, although a grossly exaggerated
one. The germ, and in fact, the commencement of the presen
paper was published many Yyears ago—previous to the issue of

the first number of Sue’s admirable * Juif Errant,” which may
possibly have been suggested to him by Muskau's account
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ity. But for the inconceivable wealth in the
actual possession of the heir, these objects and
all ordinary objeets were felt to afford too lim-
ited a field. Recourse was had to figures, and
these but sufficed to confound. It was seen that,
even at three per cent., the annual income of
the inheritance amounted to no less than thirteen
millions and five hundred thounsand dollars:
which was one million and one hundred and
twenty-five thousand per month; or thirty-six
thousand nine hundred and eighty-six per day;
or one thousand five hundred and forty-one per
hour; or six and twenty dollars for every minute
that flew. Thus the usual track of supposition
was thoroughly broken up. ~Men knew not what
to imagine. There were some who even coneeived
that Mr. Ellison would divest himself of at least
one-half of his fortune, as of utterly superfluous
opulence—enriching whole troops of his relatives
by division of his superabundance. To the near-
est of these he did, in fact, abandon the very
unusual wealth-which was his own before the in-
heritance.

I was not surprised, however, to pereeive that
he had long made up his mind on a point which
had oceasioned so much discussion to his friends,
Nor was I greatly astonished at the nature of his
decision. In regard to individual charitiés he
had satisfied his conscience.  In the possibility
of any improvement, properly so called, being
effected by man himself in the general condition
of man, he had (I am sorry to confess it) little
faith. Upon the whole, whether happily or un-
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happily, he was thrown baeck, in very great meas-
ure, upon self.

In the widest and noblest sense he was a poet.
He comprehended, moreover, the true charaecter,
the august aims, the supreme majesty and dig-
nity of the poetie sentiment. The fullest, if not
the sole proper satisfaction of this sentiment he
instinctively felt to lie in the ereation of mnovel
forms of beauty. Some peculiarities, either in his
early education, 'or in the nature of his intellect,
had tinged with what is termed materialism
all his ethical speculations; and it was this bias,
perhaps, which led him fo believe that the most
adyvantageous at least, if not the sole legitimate
field for the poetic exercise, lies in the ereation of
novel moods of purely physical loveliness. Thus
it happened he became neither musician nor poet
—if we use this latter term in its every-day ac-
ceptation.. Or it might have been that he neg-
leeted to become either, merely in pursuance of
his idea that/in eontempt of ambition i1s to be
found one of the essential principles of happiness
on earth. Is it not indeed, possible that, while a
high order of genius is necessarily ambitious, the
highest is above that which is téermed ambition?
And may it not thus happen that many far
greater than Milton have contentedly remained
““mute and inglorious?’’ I believe that the
world has never seen—and that, unless through
some series of accidents goading the noblest order
of mind into distasteful exertion, the world will
never see—that full extent of trimmphant exe-
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cution, in the richer domains of art, of which
the human nature is absolutely eapable.

Ellison became npeither musician nor poet; al-
though no man lived more profoundly enamored
of music and poetry. Under other circumstances
than those which invested him, it is not impos-
sible that he would have become a painter. Seulp-
ture, although in its nature rigorously poetical,
was too limited in its extent and consequences,
to have oceupied, at any time, much of his atten-
tion. And I have now mentioned all the prov-
inces in whieh the common understanding of the
poetic sentiment has declared it capable of ex-
patiating. But Ellison maintained that the rich-
est, the truest, and mest natwral, if not alto-
gether the most extensive province, had been un-
aceountably neglected. No definition had spoken
of the landscape-gardener as of the poet; yet it
seemed to my friend that the ereation of the land-
scape-garden offered fo the proper Muse the most
magnificent of opportunities. Here, indeed, was
the faintest field for the display of imagination
in the endless combining of forms of novel
beauty; the elements to enter into combination
being, by .a vast superiority, the most glorious
which the earth c¢ould afford. Tn the multiform
and multicolor of the flowers and the trees, he
recognised the most direet and energetic efforts
of Nafture at physical loveliness. And in the
direction or concentration of this effort—or,
more properly, in its adaptation to the eyes
which were to behold it on earth—he perceived
that he should be employing the best means—
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laboring to the greatest advantage—in the ful-
filment, not only to his own destiny as poet, but
of the angust purposes for which the Deity had
Implanted the poetic sentiment in man.

‘¢ Its adaptation to the eyes which were to be-
hold it on earth.’’ . In_his explanation of this
phraseology, Mr. Ellison did much toward solv-
ing" what has always seemed-to me an enigma :
—_I mean the faet, (syhich none but the ignorant
ghspute) that no such combination of sceliery ex-
Ists in nature as the painter of genius may pro-
duce. No such paradises are to be found in real-
1ty as have glowed on the canvas.of Claude. In
the most enchanting of natural landscapes, there
will always be found a defect or an excess—many
excesses and defeets: 'While the com ponent parts
may defy, individually, the highest skill of the
artist, the arvangement of these parts will always
be susceptible of improvement, In short, no po-
sition can be attained on the wide surface of the
natural earth, from which an artistical eye, look-
mg steadily; will not find matter of offence in
what is termed the “ composition *’ of the land-
seape.  And yetf how unintelligible is this! In
all other matfers we, are Justly. instructed to re-
gard, nature ‘as  supreme./ With her. details we
shrink from competition. Who shall presume to
imitate the colors of the tulip; or to improve the
proportions of the lily of the valley?. The criti-
cism which says, of sculpture or portraiture, that
here nature is to be exalted or idealized rather
than imitated, is in error. No pictorial or sculp-
tural combinations of points of human loveliness
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do more than approach the living and breathing
beauty. In landsecape alone is the prineiple of
the eritic true; and, having felt its truth here, it
is but the headlong spirit of generalization which
has led him to pronounce it true throughout all
the domains of art. Having, T say, felf its truth
here ; for the feeling is no affectation or chimera.
The mathematices afford no more absolute demon-
strations than the sentiments of his art yields
the artist. He not only believes, but positively
knows, that such and such apparently arbitrary
arrangements of matter constitute and alone eon-
stitute the true beauty. His reasons, however,
have not yet been matured into expression. It
remains for a more profound analysis than the
world has yet seen, fully to investigate and ex-
press them. Nevertheless he is confirmed in his
instinetive opinions by the voice of all his breth-
ren. Let a ** composition ’’ be defective: let an
emendation be wronght in ifs mere arrangement
of form; let this emendation be submitted to
every artist in the world; by each will its neces-
sity be admitted. .And even far more than this;
in remedy of the defeetive composition, each in-
sulated’ member| of| the fraternity would have
suggested the identical emendation.

I repeat that in landseape arrangementsalone
is the physical nature suseeptible of exaltation,
and that, therefore, her susceptibility of improve-
ment at this one point; was a mystery I had been
unable to solve. My own thonghts on the subject
had rested in the idea that the primitive inten-
tion of nature would have so arransed the earth’s
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surface as to have fulfilled at all points man’s
sense of perfection in the beautiful, the sublime,
or the piefuresque; but that this primifive inten-
tion had been frustrated by the known geologieal
disturbances—disturbances of form and color-
grouping, in the correction or allaying of which
lies the soul of art. The foree of this idea was
mueh weakened, however, by the neecessity which
it involved of considering the: disturbances ab-
normal and unadapted to any purpose. It was
Ellison who suggested that they were prognostie
of death. "He thus explained :—Admit the earth-
ly immortality of man to have been the first in-
tention. We have then the primitive arrangze-
ment of the earth’s surface adapted to his bliss-
ful estate, as not existent but designed. The dis-
turbances were the preparations for his subse-
quently eonceived deathful eondition.

¢¢ Now,’”said my friend, ** what we rezard as
exaltation of the landsecape may be really sueh,
as respects only the moral or human pont of
view. Each alteration of the natural seenery may
possibly effect a blemish in the picture, if we ean
suppose this picture viewed at large—in mass—
from some point distant from the earth’s sur-
face, althongh not beyond the limits of its atmos-
phere. 1t is easily understood that what might
improve a closely serutinized detail, may at the
same time injuré a’ general or more distinetly
observed effect. There may be a class of beings,
human once, but now invisible to humanity, to
whom, from afar, our disorder may seem order
—our unpicturesqueness picturesque; in a word,
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the earth-angels, for whose serutiny more espe-
cially than our own, and for whose death-refined
appreeiation of the beautiful, may have been set
in array by God the wide landseape-gardens of
the hemispheres.”’

In the course of discussion, my friend quoted
some passages from a writer on landseape-
gardening, who has been supposed to have well
treated his theme:

““ There are properly but two styles of land-
scape-gardening, the natural and the artificial.
One seeks to recall the original beauty of the
eountry, by adapting its means to the surround-
ing scenery; enltivating trees in harmony with
the hills or plains of the neighboring land: de-
teeting and bringing into praetice those nice re-
lations of size, proportion and eolor which, hid
from the common observer, are revealed every-
where to the experienced student of nature. The
result of the natural style of gardening, is seen
rather in the absence of all defects and inecon-
gruities—in the prevalence of ahealthy harmony
and order—than in the creation of any special
wonders or miracles. The artificial style has as
many, varieties as there are different tastes to
gratify. It has a certain general relation to the
various styles of building. There are the stately
avenues and retirements of Versailles; Italian
terraces; and a various mixed old English style,
which bears some relation to the domestie Gothie
or English Elizabethan architecture. Whatever
may be said against the abuses of the artificial
landscape-gardening, a mixture of pure art in
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the garden scene adds to it a great beauty. This
is partly pleasing to the eye, by the show of order
and design, and partly moral. A terrace, with
an old moss-covered balustrade, ealls up at once
to the eye the fair forms that have passed there
in other days. | The slightest exhibition of art
is an ¢vidence of care and human interest,’’

* From what I have already observed,”” said
Ellison, ** yon willl understand that I reject the
idea, here expressed, of recalline the original
beauty of the ecountry. The original beauty is
never so great ‘as that which may be introduced.
Of eourse, every thing depends on the seleetion
of a spot with capabilities. What is said about
detecting' and bringing into practice nice rela-
tions of size, proportion, and color, is one of those
mere vagnenesses of speech which serve to veil
mmaceuracy of thought. The phrase quoted may
mean any thing, or nothing, and guides in no de-
gree. That the true resnlt of the natural style
of gardening is seen rather in the absence of all
defects and incongruities than in the creation of
any special wonders or miracles, is a proposition
better suited to the grovelling apprehension of
the herd than to the fervid dreams of the man
of genius. ‘The negative merit suggested apper-
tains to that hobbling ecriticism which, in lefters,
would elevate Addison into apotheosis, In truth,
while that wirtue which consists in the mere
avoidance of vice appeals directly to the under-
standing, and ean thus be eirenmseribed in rule,
the loftier virtue, which flames in creaftion, ean
be apprehended in its results alone. Rule applies
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but fo the merits of deniai—to the exeellencies
which refrain. Beyond these, the eritical art ean
but suggest. We may be instructed to build a
* Cato,”” but we are in vain told how to eonceive
a Parthenon or an *‘ Inferno.”” The thing done,
however; the wonder accomplished; and the ca-
pacity for apprehension becomes universal. The
sophists of the negative school who, through in-
ability to ereate, have seoffed at creation, are now
found the loudest in applause. What, in its
chrysalis condition of prineiple, affronted their
demure reason, never fails, in its maturity of ac-
complishment, to extort admiration from their
instinet of beauty.

‘“ The author’s observations on the artificial
style,”’ continued Ellison, ‘‘are less objection-
able. A mixture of pure art in a garden scene
adds fo it a great beauty. This is just; as also
is«the reference to the sense of human interest.
The principle expressed is ineontrovertible—but
there may be something beyond it. - There may
be an object in keeping with the principle—an
object nnattainable by the means ordinarily pos-
sessed by individuals, yet which, if attained,
would lend\a charm to the landseape-garden far
surpassing that which a sense of merely human
interest eould bestow. A poet, having very un-
usual pecuniary resources, might, while retain-
mg)the mecessary idea of'art or culture, or, as
our author expresses it, of interest, so imbue his
designs at onee with extent and novelty of
beauty, as to convey the sentiment of spiritual
interference. It will be seen that, in bringing

VII. 2
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about such result, he secures all the advantages
of interest or design, while relieving his work of
the harshness or technieality of the worldly art.
In the most rugged of wildernesses—in the most
savage of the scenes of pure nature—there is ap-
parent the ar{ of a creator; yet this art is appar-
ent to reflection only; in no respect has it the
obyious force of a feeling. ) Now let us suppose
this sense of the Almighty design to be one step
depressed—+to| be, brought inte something like
harmony or consistency with the‘sense of human
art—to form an intermedium between the two:
—let us imagine, for/example, a landscape whose
combined ‘yastness’ and  definitiveness—whose
united beauty, magnificence, and strangeness,
shall convey the idea of eare, or eilture, or super-
mtendence, on the part of beings superior, yet
akin to humanity—then the sentiment of inferest
is\preserved, while the art intervolved is made
to assume the air of an intermediate or secondary
nature—a nature which is not God, nor an ema-
nation from God, but which stll is nature in the
sense of the handiwork of the angels that hover
between man and 'God.”

It was in devoting his enormous wealth to the
embodiment of & vision such as this—in the free
exercise in the open air ensured by the personal
superintendence of his plans—in the unceasing
object which these plans afforded—in the high
spirituality of the object—in the contempt of
ambition which it enabled him truly to feel—in
the perennial springs with which it gratified,
without possibility of satiating, that one master
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passion of his soul, the thirst for beauty; above
all, it was in the sympathy of a woman, not un-
womanly, whose loveliness and love enveloped
his existence in the purple atmosphere of Para-
dise, that Ellison thought to find, end found, ex-
emption from the ordinary eares of humanity,
with a far greater amount of positive happiness
than ever glowed in the rapt day-dreams of De
Stael.

I despair of conveying to the reader any dis-
tinct coneeption of the marvels which my friend
did actonally accomplish. I wish to deseribe, but
am disheartened by the difficulty of deseription,
and hesitate between detail and generality. Per-
haps the better course will be to unite the two in
their extremes.

Mr. Ellison’s first step regarded, of course, the
choice of a locality; and searcely had he com-
meneed thinking on this point, when the luxuri-
ant nature of the Paeific Islands-arrested his at-
tention. In fact, he had made up hisaind for a
voyage to the South Seas, when a night’s reflec-
tion induced him to abandon the idea. ‘“Were
I misanthropie,”” he said, ““such a locale would
suit me. The thoroughness of its insulation and
seclusion, and the difficulty of ingress and egress,
would in such ecase be the charm of charms: but
as yet I am not Timon. I wish the composure
but mot the depression of solitude. There must
remain with me a eertain control over the extent
and duration of my repose. There will be fre-
quent hours in which I shall need, too, the sym-
pathy of the poetfic in what I have done. Let me
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seek, then, a spot not far from a populous eity—
whose vieinity, also, will best enable me to exe-
cute my plans.”’

In search of a suitable place so situated, Elli-
son fravelled for several years, and I was permit-
ted to aceompany him. A thousand spots with
which T was enraptured he rejected without hesi-
tation; for reasons which satisfied me, in the end,
that he was right. We came at length to an ele-
vated table-land 6f wonderful fertility and bean-
ly, affording a panoramie prospect very little
less in extent: than that of Ztna, and, in Elli-
son’s opinion as well as my own; surpassing the
far-famed view from that nmountain in all the
true elements of the picturesque.

I am aware,”’ said the traveller, as he drew a
sigh of deep delight after gazing on this scene,
entranced, for nearly an hour, ““I know that
here, in 'my cireumstances, nine-tenths of the
most fastidious of men would rest contenf. This
panorama s indeed glorious, and I shonld re-
Joice in it but for the excess of its glory. The
taste of all the architects I have ever known
Teads them, for the sake of ‘prospeet,’ to put up
buildings  on hill-tops.. The -error 1§ " obvious.
Grandeur in any of its moods, but' espeecially in
that of extent, startles, exeites—and then fa-
tigues, depresses. For the occasional scene noth-
ing ean be better—for the constant view nothing
worse. Aud, in the constant view, the most ob-
Jectionable phase of grandeur is that of extent:
the worst phase of extent, that of distance. It is
at war with the sentiment and with the sense of
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seclusion—the sentiment and sense which we
seek to humor in ‘retiring to the country.’ In
looking from the summit of a mountain we can-
not help feeling abroad in the world. The heart-
sick avoid distant prospects as a pestilence,’’

It was not until toward the close of the fourth
year of our search that we found a locality with
which Ellison professed himself satisfied. It is,
of course, needless to say where was the locality.
The late death of my friend, in causing his do-
main to be thrown open to certain classes of visi-
tors, has given to Arnheim a species of seeret and
subdued if not solemn celebrity, similar in kind,
although infinitely superior in degree, to that
which so long distinguished Fonthill,

The usual approach to Arnheim was by the
river. The visitorleft the cif y in the early morn-
ing, During the forenoon he passed between
shores of a tranquil and domestic beauty, on
which' grazed innumerable sheep, their white
fleeces spotting the vivid green of rolling mead-
ows. ‘By deégrees the idea of enltivation subsided
into that. of inerely pastoral-care: ‘Phis slowly
became merged in a sense of retirement—ihis
agaur,in’ a'.conseiousness of solitude. “ As the
evening approaehed, the channel Zrew more nar-
row; the banks more and more precipitous; and
these latter were elothed in richer, more profuse,
and more sombre foliage. The water iner sased
in transparency. = The stream took a thou-
sand turns, so that at no moment ecould its
gleaming surface be seen for a greater distance
than a furlong. At every instant the vessel
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seemed imprisoned within an enchanted eircle,
having insuperable and impenetrable walls of fo-
liage, a roof of ultra-marine satin, and no floor—
the keel balancing itself with admirable nicety
on that of a phantom bark which, by some acei-
dent having been turned upside down, floated in
constant company with the substantial one,.for
the purpose of sustaining it. The channél now
became a gorge—although the ferm is somewhat
inapplicable, and I employ it merely because the
language has no word which better represents the
most striking—mnot the most distincetive—feature
of the scene. The character of gorge was main-
tained only in the height and parallelism of the
shores; it was lost altogether in their other traits.
The walls of the ravine (through which the clear
water still tranquilly flowed) arose to an eleva-
tion of a hundred and occasionally of a hundred
and fifty feet, and inclined so much toward each
other as, in a great measure, to shut out the light
of day; while the long plume-like moss which
depended densely from the intertwining shrub-
beries overhead, gave the whole chasm an air of
funereal gloom. The windings became more fre-
quent and intricate, and seemed often as if re-
turning in upon themselves, so that the voyager
had long lost all idea of direction. He was, more-
over, enwrapt in an exquisite sense of the
strange. The thought of nature still remained,
but her character seemed to have undergone
modification, there was a weird symmetry, a thril-
ling uniformity, a wizard propriety in these her
works. Not a dead branch—not, a withered leaf
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—not a stray pebble—not a pateh of the brown
earth was anywhere visible. The crystal water
welled up against the clean granite, or the un-
blemished moss, with a sharpness of outline that
delighted while it bewildered the eye.

Having threaded the mazes of this channel for
some hours, the gloom deepening every moment,
a sharp and unexpected turn of the vessel
brought it suddenly, as if dropped from heaven,
into a eirecular basin of very considerable extent
when compared with the width of the gorge, It
was about two hundred yards in diameter, and
girt it at all points but one—that immediately
fronting the vessel as it entered—by hills equal
in general height to the walls of the chasm, al-
though of a thoroughly different charaecter.
Their sides sloped to the water’s edge at an angle
of some forty-five degrees, and they were elothed
from base to summit—not a perceptible point es-
caping—in a drapery of the most gorgeous flow-
er-blossoms; scarcely a green leaf being visible
among the sea of odorous and fluctuating eolor.
This basin was of great depth, but so transparent
was the water that the bottom, whieh seemed to
consist of a thick mass of small round alabaster
pebbles, was distinetly visible by glimpses—that
is to say, whenever the eye could permif itself
not to see, far down in the inverted heaven; the
duplicate blooming of the hillr On these latter
there were no trees, nor even shrubs of any size.
The impressions wrought on the observer were
those of richness, warmth, color, quietude, uni-
formity, softness, delicacy, daintiness, voluptu-
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ousness, and a miraculous extremeness ot: c_u!h_lre
that suceested dreams of a new race _ot _ta._lrms,
laborious, tasteful, magniﬁe.en.t. and tgstui}ous;
but as the eye traced upward “the myriad-tinted
slope, from its sharp junction with the water tf)
its vague termination amid the f(_»l(‘ls of over-
hanging eloud, it beeame, ind(:cd, difficult not t{m
fancy a panoramie eataract of rubies, sapphxresé
opals, and golden' onyzxes, rolling silently out o
th?l'lsll;} ;‘isitOI‘, shooting suddenly into this bay
from out the gloom of the rayine, is del}gl}ted but
astonnded by the full orb of the declining sun,
which he had supposed to be alreéady far below
the horizon, but which now coqfronts l_nm,_az}d
forms the sole termination of an otherwise Limit-
less vista seen through another chasm-like rift in
th*Bll]llt”?;ere the voyager quits the vg*ssal which
has borne him so-far, and descends into a light
canoe of ivory, stained with arabesque deviees in
vivid searlet, both within and without. The poop
and beak of this boat arise high above the water,
with sharp points, so that the general form is
that of an irregnlar crescent. It lies'on the sur-
face of the bay with the proud graee of a swan.
On its ermined floor reposes a single teath(?ry
paddle of satin-wood; but no oarsman or attcni-?
dant is to be seen  The guest.is bidden to be o
good cheer—that the fates will take eare of him.
The larger vessel disappears, and he is left alone
in the eanoe, which lies apparently nlof,lonlesshln
the middle of the lake. While he considers what
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course to pursue, however, he becomes aware of a
gentle movement in the fairy bark. It slowly
swings itself around until its prow points toward
the sun. Tt advances with a gentle but gradually
accelerated veloeity, while the slight ripples it
creates seem to break about the ivory side in di-
vinest melody—seem to offer the only possible
explanation of the soothing yet melancholy mu-
sic for whose unseen origin the bewildered voy-
ager looks around him in vain.

The ecanoe steadily proceeds, and the rocky
gate of the vista is approached, so that its depths
can be more distinetly seen. To the right arise a
ehain of lofty hills rudely and luxuriantly wood-
ed. It is observed, however, that the trait of ex-
quisite cleanness where the bank dips into the
water, still prevails. There is not one token of
the usnal river débris. To the left the charaeter
of the scene is softer and more obviously artifi-
cial.  Here the bank slopes upward from the
stream in a very gentle ascent, forming a broad
sward of grass of a texture resembling nothing
80 much as velvet, and of a brilliancy of green
which would bear eomparison with the tint of the
purest emerald. ' This plateau varies in width
from ten to three handred yards; reaching from
the river-bank to a wall, fifty feet high, which
extends, in an infinity of curves, but following
the general direction of the river, until lost in the
distanee to the westward. This wall 18 of one
eontinuous roek, and has been formed by cutting
perpendicularly the onece rugged precipice of the
stream’s southern bank ; but no trace of the labor
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has been suffered to remain. The chiselled stone
has the hue of ages, and is profusely overhung
and overspread with the ivy, the coral honeysuc-
kle, the eglantine, and the clematis. The uni-
formity of the top and bottom lines of the Wa_l].
is fully relieved' by oeceasional trees of gigantie
height; growing singly or in small groups, both
along the plateaw and in the domain behind the
wall, but in close proximity fo it; so that fre-
quent limbs (of 'the black walnut especially)
reach over and dip their pendent extremities in
the water. Farther back within the domain, the
vision is impeded by an impenetrable screen of
foliage. y
These things are observed during the canoe’s
gradual approach to what I havelealled the gate
of the vista. On drawing nearer to this, how-
ever, its chasm-like appearance vanishes; a new
outlet from the bay is discovered to the left—in
which direction the wall is also seen to sweep,
still following the general course of the stream.
Down this new opening the eye cannot penetrate
very far; for the stream, accompanied by the
wall, still bends to the left, until both are swal-
lowed up by the leaves. X )
The boat, nevertheless, glides magiecally into
the winding channel; and here the shore Oppo-
gite the wall is found to resemble that opposite
the wall in the straight vista. Lofty hills, rising
occasionally | into mountains, and covered with
vegetation in wild luxuriance, still shut in the
seene. i y
Floating gently onward, but with a veloeity
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slightly augmented, the voyager, after many
short turns, finds his progress apparently barred
by a gigantic gate or rather door of burnished
gold, elaborately earved and fretted, and reflect-
ing the direct rays of the now fast-sinking sun
with an effulgence that seems to wreathe the
whole surrounding forest in flames, This gate i3
inserted in the lofty wall; which here appears
to cross the river at right angles. In a few mo-
ments, however, it is seen that the main body of
the water still sweeps in a gentle and extensive
curve to the left, the wall following it as before,
while a stream of considerable volume, diverging
from the prinecipal one, makes its way, with a
slight ripple, under the door, and is thus hidden
from sight. The canoe falls into the lesser chan-
nel and approaches the gate. Its ponderous
wings are slowly and musically expanded. The
boat glides between them, and commeneces a rapid
descent into a vast amphitheatre entirely begirt
with purple mountains, whose bases are laved
by a gleaming river throughout the full extent
of their eircuit. Meantime the whole Paradise of
Arnheim bursts upon the view. There is a gush
of entrancing melody: there is an oppressive
sense of strange sweet odor;—there is a dream-
like intermingling to the eye of tall slender East-
ern trees—bosky shrubberies—flocks of golden
and erimson birds—lily-fringed lakes—meadows
of violets, tulips, poppies, hyaeinths, and tube-
roses—long intertangled lines of silver stream-
lets—and, upspringing confusedly from amid
all, a mass of semi-Gothie, semi-Saracenic archi-
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tecture, sustaining itself by miracle in mid-air;
glittering in the red sunlight with a hundred
;;riols, minarets, and pinnacles; and seeming the
phantom handiwork, eonjointly, of the Sylphs,
of the Fairies, of the Genii, and of the Gnomes.*

* See also *The Landscape Garden ™ in the present volume.
—~EDITOR.

LANDOR’S COTTAGE

A PENDANT TO ‘‘THE DOMAIN OF ARNHEDRL’

[Published in R. W. Griswold’s collection of Poe’s
Works, 1849.]

DuriNG apedestrian trip last summer, through
one or two of the river eounties of New York, T
found myself, as the day declined, somewhat em-
barrassed about the .road I was pursning. The
land undulated very remarkably; and my path,
for the last hour, had wound about and about so
confusedly, in its effort to keep in the valleys,
that T'no Tonger knew in what direction lay the
Sweet _village of B—— — _where-J-had- deter-
mined to stop for the night. The sun had searce-
ly shene—strictly speaking—during | the day,
whichy ‘nevertheless; had  been unpleasantly
warm. A smoky mist, resembling that of the
Indian summer, enveloped all things, and of
course, added | to my mncertainty. Not that I
cared’ much 'about the ‘matfer. If I did
not hit upon the village before sunset, or even
before dark, it was more than possible that a lit-
tle Duteh farmhouse, or something of that kind,

20
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would soon make its appearance—although, in
fact, the neighborhood (perhaps on aecount of
being more pieturesque than fertile) was very
sparsely inhabited. At all events, with my knap-
sack for a pillow; and my hound as a sentry, a
bivouae in the open air was just the thing which
would haye amused me. I sauntered on, there-
fore, quite at ease—Ponto taking charge of my
gun—until at length, just as I had begun to eon-
sider whether the numerous little glades that led
hither and thither, were intended to be paths at
all, T was condueted by one of them into an un-
questionable carriage track. There could be no
mistaking it.  The traces of light wheels were
evident: and although the tall shrubberies and
overgrown undergrowth met overhead, there was
no obstruction whatever below, even to the pas-
sage of a Virginian mountam wagon—the most
aspiring vehiele, I take it, of its kind. The road,
however, exeept in being open through the wood
—if wood be not too weighty a name for sueh an
assemblage of light trees—and except in the par-
ticulars of evident wheel-tracks—bore. no resem-
blance to any road I had before seen. The tracks
of 'which I speak were but faintly perceptible—
having been impressed upon the firm, yet pleas-
antly moist surface of—what looked more like
green Genoese velvet than any thing else. It
was grass, elearly—but grass'such as we seldom
see out of England—so short, so thick, so even,
and so vivid in eolor. Not a single impediment
lay in the wheel-rounte—not even a chip or dead
twig. " The stones that once obstructed the way
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had been carefully placed—not thrown—alon
the sides of the lane, so as to define its boundarie%
at bottom with a kind of half-preecise, half-ne li‘-
ggl]é‘ilalng wholly pieturesque definition. Clun%ps
oL inters%‘;z::. grew everywhere, luxuriantly, in
What to make of all this, of course
Here was arf undoubtedly—that did ’nIo:{gix‘Y ?f:e
me—all roads, in the ordinary sense, are worll:s of
art; nor can I say that there was much to won
der at in the mere ezcess of art manifested - '1[;
that secemed to have been done, might have ,be‘exi
done Iwre——_-xﬁt.h such natural “ca};abi]itieé” (as
they hav_e 1t in the books on Landsecape Gzlrden-
ing)—with very little Iabor and expense No;
1t was not the amount but the character .of the
art which caused me to take a seat on one of thc,:
b}ossomy stones and gaze up and down this fairy-
like avenue for half an hour or more in bewil-
dered a(}mlmti()xx. One thing became more and
more evident the longer I gazed: an artist and
one with a most serupulous eye for form ha.d su-
perintended all these arrangements. Tﬁe gre:at-
est care had been taken to preserve a due me-
dinm between the meat and graceful on the un'P
hand, and the pittoresque, in the true semse of
the ‘Itahan term, on the other. There WL"PU few
straight, and no long uninterrupted lines. The
same effeet of eurvature or of color appeared
twice, usually, but not oftener, at any one point
of view. E.verywhere was variety in 'uniformity.
It was a piece of ““composition,”” in which the
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most fastidiously eritical taste could searcely
have snggested an emendation.

I had turned to the right as I entered this
road, and now, arising, I continued in the same
direction. The path was so serpentine, that at
no moment could T trace its course for more than
two or three paces in advance. Its character did
nof nndergo any material change,

Presently the murmur of water fell gently
upon my ear—and in & few moments afterward,
as I turned with the road somewhat more
abruptly than hitherto, I became aware that a
building of some kind lay at the foot of a gentle
deelivity just before me. T eould see nothing
distinetly on account of the mist which oceupied
all the little valley below. A gentle breeze, how-
ever, now arose, as the sun was about desecend-
ing; and while T remained standing on the brow
of the slope, the foz gradually became dissipated
into wreaths, and so floated over the scene.

As it eame fully into view—thus gradually as
I describe it—piece by piece, here a tree, there a
glimpse of water, and here again the summit of
a chimney, I could scarcely help faneying that
the whole was one of the ingenious illusions
sometimes exhibited under the name of ““vanish-
ing pictures.”’

By the time, however, that the fog had thor-
oughly disappeared, the sun had made ifs way
down behind the gentle hills, and thence, as if
with a shight chassez to the south, had come again
fully into sight, glaring with a purplish lustre
through a chasm that entered the valley from the
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west. Suddenly, therefore—and as if by the
hand of magic—this whole valley and every
thing 1 it became brilliantly visible.

The first coup d’ @il, as the sun slid into the
position deseribed, impressed me very much as
I have been impressed, when a boy, by the con-
cluding scene of some well-arranged theatrieal
spectacle or melodrama. Not even the monstros-
ity of color was wanting; for the sunlight came
out through the chasm, tinted all orange and
purple; while the vivid green of the grass in tha
valley was reflected more or iess upon all objeets
from the curtain of vapor that still hung over-
head, as if loth to take its total departure from a
seene so enchantingly beauntiful.

The little vale into which I thus peered down
from under the fog-canopy could not have been
more than four hundred yards long; while in
breadth it varied from fifty to one hundred and
fifty or perhaps two hundred. It was most nar-
row at its northern extremity, opening out as it
tended southwardly, but with no very precise
regularity. The widest portion was within
eighty yards of the southern extreme. The
slopes which encompassed the vale could not
fairly be called hills, unless at their northern
face. Here a precipitous ledge of granite arose
to a height of some ninety feet; and, as I have
mentioned, the valley at this point was not more
than fifty feet wide; but as the visitor proceeded
southwardly from this cliff; he found on his
right hand and on his left, declivities at once less
high, less precipitous, and less rocky. All in a

VIL 3
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word, sloped and softened to the south; and ye:
the whole vale was engirdled by eminences, more
or less high, exeept at two points. One of these
I have already spoken of. It lay considerably
to the north of west, and was where the setting
sun made its way, as I have before deseribed,
into the amphitheatre, through a clean ent nat-
ural_cleff in the granite embankment: this fis-
sure might have been ten yards wide at its wid-
est point, so far as the eye could trace it. It
seemed to lead up; up like a natural causeway,
into the recesses of nnexplored mountains and
forests. The other opening was directly at the
southern end of the vale. Here, generally, the
slopes were nothing more than gentle inelina-
tions, extending from east to west about one hun-
dred and fifty yards. In the middle of this ex-
tent was a depression, level with the ordinary
floor of the valley. As rezards vegetation, as
well as in respect to every thing else, the scene
softemed and sloped to the south. To the north
—on the eraggy precipice—a few paces from the
verge—upsprang the magnificent trunks of nu-
merous hickories, black walnuts; and echestnuts,
interspersed with occasional oak; and the strong
lateral branches thrown, out by the walnuts' eés-
pecially, spread far over the ‘edge of the cliff.
Proceeding southwardly,the explorer saw,at first
the same class of trees, but less and less lofty and
Salvatorish in character; then he saw the gen-
tler elm; suceeeded by the sassafras and locust—
these again by the softer linden, red-bud, eatalpa,
and maple—these yet again by still more grace-
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ful and more modest varieties. The whole face
of the southern declivity was covered with wild
shrubbery alone—an oceasional silver willow or
white poplar excepted. In the bottom of the
valley itself—(for it must be borne in mind that
the vegetation hitherto mentioned grew only on
the cliffs or hillsides)—were to be seen three in-
sulated trees. One was an elm of fine size and
exquisite form: it stood guard over the sonthern
gate of the vale. Another was a hickory, much
larger than the elm, and altogether a much finer
tree, although both were exceedingly beautiful :
it seemed fo have taken charge of the north-
western entrance, springing from a group of
rocks in the very jaws of the ravine, and throw-
ing its graceful body, at an angle of nearly forty-
five degrees, far out into the sunshine of the
amphitheatre. About thirty yards east of this
tree stood, however, the pride of the valley, and
beyond all question the most magnificent tree I
have ever seen, unless, perhaps, among the
cypresses of the Ttchiatuckanee. It was a triple-
stemmed tulip-tree—the Iiriodendron Tulipi-
ferwm—one of the natural ordér of magnolias.
Its three tranks separated from the parent at
ahout three feet from the soil, and diverging very
slightly and gradually, were not more than four
feet apart at the point where the largest stem
shot out into foliage: this was at an elevation of
abont eighty feet. The whole height of the prin-
cipal division was one hundred and twenty feet.
Nothing ean surpass in beaunty the form, or the
glossy, vivid green of the leaves of the tulip-tree.
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In the present instance they were fully eight
inches wide; but their glory was altogether
eclipsed by the gorgeous splendor of the profuse
blossoms. Coneeive, closely congregated, a mil-
lion of the largest and most resplendent tulips!
Only thus can the reader get any idea of the pie-
ture I would convey.  And then the stately grace
of the clean, delicately. granulated columnar
stems; the largest four feet in diameter, at
twenty from the ground.’ The innumerable
blossoms, mingling with those of other trees
searcely less beautiful, although infinitely less
majestie, filled the valley with more than Ara-
bian perfumes.

The general floor of the amphitheatre was
grass of the same character as that T had found
in the road; if any thing, more deliciously soft,
thick, velvety, and miraculously green. Tt was
hard to conceive how all this beauty had been
attained:

I have spoken of two openings into the vale.
From the one to the north-west issued a rivulet.
which came, gently murmuring and slightly
foaming, down the ravine, until it dashed
against the group of rocks out of which sprang
the insulated hickory. Here, afier enecircling
the tree, it passed on a little to the north of east,
leaving the tulip tree some twenty feet to the
south, and making no decided alteration in its
course nnfil it came near the midway between
the eastern and western houndaries of the valley.
At this point, after a series of sweeps, it turned
off at right angles and pursued a generally
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southern direction—meandering as it went—
until it became lost in a small Iake of irregular
figure (although roughly oval), that lay gleam-
ing near the lower extremity of the vale. This
lakelet was, perhaps, a hundred yards in diam-
eter at its widest part. No crystal could be
clearer than its waters. Ifs bottom, which eonld
be distinetly seen, consisted altogether of pebbles
brilliantly white. Tts banks, of the emerald
grass already described, rounded, rather than
sloped, off into the clear heaven below: and sp
clear was this heaven, so perfectly, at times, did
it reflect all objects above if, that where the true
bank ended and where the mimie one eommenced,
it was a point of no little diffienlty to determine.
The trout; and some other variéties of fish, with
which this pond seemed to be almost inconveni-
ently crowded, had all the appearance of veri-
table flying-fish.© It was almost impossible to be-
lieve that they were nof absolutely suspended in
the air. A light bireh eanoe that lay plaeidly on
the water, was reflected in its minutest fibres
with-a fidelity- unsurpassed by the most exqui-
sitely polished mirror. A small island, fairly
langhing with flowers in full bloom, and afford-
ing little more space than just enonghfor a pic-
turesque little building, seemingly a' fowl-house
—arose from the lake not far from its northern
shore—to which it was connected by means of
an  ineonceivably  light-looking and vet very
primitive 'bridge. It ‘was formed of a single,
broad and thick plank of the tulip wood. This
was forty feet long, and spanned the interval
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between shore and shore with a slight but very
perceptible arch, preventing all oseillation.
From the southern extreme of the lake issued a
continuation of the rivulet, which, after mean-
dering for, perhaps, thirty yards, finally passed
through the ‘‘depression’ (already deseribed)
in the middle! of the southern declivity, and
tumbling down a sheer precipice of a hundred
feet, made its devious and unnoticed way to the
Hudson.

The lake was ‘deep—at some points thirty feet
—but the rivulet seldom exceeded three, while
its greatest width was about eight. Its bottom
and banks were as those of the'pond—if a defect
could have been  attributed, in point of pie-
turesqueness, it was that of excessive neatness.

The expanse of the green turf was relieved,
here and there, by an oeccasional showy shrub,
such as the hydrangea; or the common snow-ball,
or the aromatic syringa; or, more frequently, by
a elump of geraniums blessoming gorgeously in
great varieties. These latter grew in pots which
were carefully buried in the soil, so as to give the
plants the appearance of being indigenous. Be-
sides all this, the lawn’s velvet was exquisitely
spotted with sheep—a considerahle/flock of which
roamed about 'the vale, in company with three
tamed deer, and a vast number of brilliantly
plumed ducks. A very large mastiff seemed to
be in vigilant attendance upon these animals,
each and ‘all.

Along the eastern and western cliffs—where,
toward the upper portion of the amphitheatre,
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the boundaries were more or less precipitons—
grew 1vy in great profusion—so that only here
and there conld even a glimpse of the naked
rock be obtained. The northern precipice, in
like manner, was almost entirely clothed by
grape-vines of rare luxuriance; some springing
from the soil at the base of the cliff, and others
from ledges on its face.

The slight elevation which formed the lower
boundary of this little domain, was crowned by a
neat stone wall, of sufficient height to prevent
ﬂ_w eseape of the deer. Nothing of the fence
kind was observable elsewhere, for nowhere else
was an artificial enclosure needed:—any stray
sheep, for example, which should at,te'mpt to
make its way out of the wale-by means of the
ravine, would find its progress arrested, after a
few yards” advance, by the precipitous ledge of
rock over whieh tumbled the ecascade that had
arrested my attention as I first drew near the
domain. In short, the only ingress or egress
was through a gate oeenpying a rocky pass in the
road, a few paces below the point at which I
stopped to reconnoitre the scene.

T have deseribed the brook as meandering very
irregularly through. the whole of its eourse. Its
two general directions, as T have said. were first
from west to east, and then from north to south.
At the turn, the stream, sweeping backward.
ma(!e an almost circular loop, so as to form a
peninsula which was very nearly an island, and
wt*:r'lll_me]uqed about the sixteenth of an acre.
Cn this peninsula stood a dwelling-house—and
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when T say that this house, like the infernal fer-
race seen at Vathek, ““élait d'une architecture
wmconnue dans les annales de la terre,”” T mean,
merely, that its tout ensemble struck me with the
keenest sense of combined novelty and propriety
—in a word, of poeiry—(for, than in the words
Just employed, I could searcely give, of poetry
in the abstract, a more rigorous definition)—and
1"do not mean that the merely ouiré was per-
ceptible in any respeet.

In faet nothing could well be more simple—
more utterly unpretending than this cottage.
Its marvellous effect lay altogether in ifs artistic
arrangement as a picture.  Iiwcould have fancied,
while T looked at it, that some eminent landseape-
painter had built it with his brush.

The point of view from which I first saw the
yalley, was not allogether, although it was
nearly, the best point from which to survey the
house. T .will therefore deseribe it as I after-
wards saw if—from a position on the stone wall
at the southern extreme of the amphitheatre.

The main building was about twenty-four feet
long and sixteen broad—certainly not more. TIts
total height, from the ground to the apex of the
roof; could not have exceeded eighteen feet. To
the west end ef this strueture was attached one
about a third smaller in all its proportions:—the
line of its front standing back about two yards
from that of the larcer honse; and the line of its
roof, of conrse, heing considerably depressed be-
low that of the roof adjoining. At right angles
to these buildings, and from the rear of the main
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one—not exaectly in the middle—extended a third
eompartment, very small—being, in general, one
third lesss than the western wing. The roofs of
the two larger were very steep—sweeping down
from the ridge-beam with a long concave eurve,
and extending at least four feet beyond the walls
in front, so as to form the roofs of two piazzas.
These latter roofs, of course, needed no sup-
port; but as they had the air of needing it, slight
and perfeetly plain pillars were inserted at the
corners alone. The roof of the northern wing
was merely an extension of a portion of the main
roof. Between the chief building and western
wing arose a very tall and rather slender square
chimney of hard Dutch bricks, alternately black
and red :—asslight corniee of projecting bricks at
the top. Over the gables the roofs also projected
very much:—in the main building about four
feet to the east and two to the west. The prin-
cipal door was nof exactly in the main division,
being a little to the east—while the two windows
were to the west. These latter did not extend te
the floor, but were much longer and narrower
than usual—they had single shutters like doors—
the panes were of lozenge form, but quite large.
The door itself had its npper half of glass, also
in lozenge panes—a movable shutter seeured it
at night. The door to the west wing was inits
gable, and quite simple—a single window looked
ouf to the sonth. - There was no external door to
the north wing, and it also had oaly one window
to the east.

The blank wall of the eastern gable was re-
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lieved by stairs (with a balustrade) running
diagonally across it—the aseent being from the
south. Under cover of the widely projecting
cave these steps gave access to a door leading
into the garret, or rather loft—for it was lighted
only by a single window to the north, and seemed
to have been intended as a store room.

The piazzas of the main building and western
wing had no floors, as is usual; but at the doors
and at each window, large, flat, irregular slabs
of cranite lay imbedded in the delicious turf,
affording comfortable footing in all weather. Ex-
cellent paths of the same maferial—not nicely
adapted, but with the velvety sod filling frequent
intervals between the stones, led hither and
thither from the house, to a erystal spring abouf
five paces off, to the road, or to one or two out-
houses that lay to the north, beyond the brook,
and were theroughly eoncealed by a few locusts
and catalpas.

Not ' more than six steps from the main door
of the cottage stood the dead trunk of a fantastic
pear-tree, so clothed from head to foot in the gor-
geous begonia-blossoms that one required no lit-
tle serutiny to determine what manner of sweet
thing it could ‘be. | From various arms of this
tree hung ecages of different kinds. In one, a
large wicker cylinder with a ring at top, revelled
a mocking bird; in another an oriole; in a third
the impudent bobolink—while three or four more
delicate prisons were loudly vocal with canaries.

The pillars of the piazza were enwreathed in
jasmine and sweet honeysuckle; while from the
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angle formed by the main structure and its west
wing, in front, sprang a grape-vine of unexam-
pled luxuriance. Scorning all restraint. it had
clambered first to the lower roof—then to the
higher; and along the ridge of this latter it con-
tinued to writhe on, throwing out tendrils to the
right and left, until at length it fairly attained
the east gable, and fell trailing over the stairs.

The whole house, with its Wwings, was eon-
structed of the old-fashioned Dutch shingles—
bro.ad._ and with unrounded corners. It isba pe-
culiarity of this material to give houses built of
it the appearance of being wider at bottom than
at top—after the manner of Egyptian architee-
tare; and in the present instance, this exceed-
ingly picturesque effect was aided by numerous
pots of gorgeous flowers that almost encompassed
the base of the buildings.

The shingles were painted a dull gray: and the
}lappmcss'“jxth which this nentral tint melted
nto the vivid green of the tulip tree leaves that
partmlly. overshadowed the eottage, ean readily
be coneeived by an artist. .

I:‘rom the position near the stone wall. as de-
seribed, the buildings were seen at great advan-
tage—for., the sonth-eastern angle) was thrown
forward—so that' the eye took in at once the
whole of the two fronts, with the picturesque
vash*r‘n gable, and at the same time obtained just
a sufficient glimpse of' the northern wine, with
parts of a 'pretty roof to the spring-hou&. and
nearly half of a light bridge that §panne£] the
brook in the near vicinity of the main buildings.
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I did not remain very long on the brow of
the hill, althouzh longz encugh to make a thor-
ongh survey of the seene at my feet. Tt was clear
that I had wandered from the road to the vil-
lage, and I had thus good travellers’ excuse to
open the gate before me, and inquire my way,
at all events: so, without more ado, I proceeded.

The road, after passing the gate, seemed to lie
npon a natural ledge, sloping gradually down
along the face of the north-eastern cliffs. It led
me on to the foot of the northern precipice, and
thence over the bridge, round. by the eastern
gable to the front door. In this progress, I took
notice that no sight of the out-houses could be
cbtained.

As 1 turned the corner of the gable, the mas-
tiff bounded towards me in stern silence, but with
the eye and the whole air of a figer. I held him
out my hand, however; in token of amity—and I
never yet, knew the dog who was proof acainst
such an ‘appeal fo his courtesy. He not only shut
his mouth ‘and wageed his tail, but absolutely
offered me his paw—afterward extending his
eivilities to Ponto.

As no bell was discernible, I rapped with my
stick against the door, which stood half open. Tu-
stantly a ficure advanced to the threshcld—that
of a youngz woman about twenty-eight years of
age—slender, or rather slight, and somewhat
above the medium height, 'As she approached,
with a eertain modest decision of step altogether
indeseribable, I said to myself, *“ Surely ‘here I
have found the perfection of natural, in eontra-
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distinetion from artificial grace.”” The second
impression which she made on me, but by far the
more vivid of the two, was that of enthusiasm.
So intense an expression of romance, perhaps I
should eall it, or of unworldiness, as that which
gleamed from her deep-set eyes, had never so
sunk into my heart of hearts before. I know not
how it is, but this peculiar expression of the eye,
wreathing itself occasionally into the lips, is the
most powerful, if not absolutely the sole spell,
which rivets my interest in woman. ““ Romance,”’
provided my readers fully comprehend what I
would here imply by the word—*‘‘ romance *’ and
‘“ womanliness *” seem to me convertible terms:
and, after-all, what man truly loves in woman, is
simply, her womanhood. The eyes of Annie (I
heard some one from the interior call her *“ An-
nie, darling!’") were °‘ spiritual gray;’’ her
hair, a light chestnut: this is all I had time to
observe of her.

At her most courteouns of invitations, I entered
—passing first into a tolerably wide vestibule.
Having come mainly to observe, 1 took notiee
that to my right as I stepped in, was a window,
sueh as those in front of the house; to the left,
a door leading into \the prineipal room: while,
opposite me, an open door enabled me to-see a
small apartment, just the size of the vestibule,
arranged as a study, and having a large bow
window; looking ouf ‘to the north.

Passing into the parlor, T found myself with
Mr. Landor—for this, I afterwards found, was
his name. He was civil, even eordial in his man-
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ner; but just then, I was more intent on observ-
ing the arrangements of the dwelling which had
so much interested me, than the personal appear-
ance of the tenant.

The north wing, T now saw, was a bed-
chamber ;-its door opened into the parlor. West
of this door was a single window, looking toward
the brock. At the west/end of the parlor, were
a fire-place, and a door leading info the west
wing—probably a kitchen.

Nothing eould be more rigorously simple than
the furniture of the parlor. On the floor was
an ingrain carpet, of excellent texture—a white
ground, spotted with small cireular green fig-
ures. At the windows were curtains of snowy
white jaconet muslin: they were tolerably full,
and hung decisively, perhaps rather formally in
sharp, parallel plaits fo the floor—jusé to the
floor. The walls were prepared with a French
paper of great delicacy, a silver ground, with a
faint green cord running zig-zag throughount. Its
expanse ‘was relieved merely by three of Julien’s
exquisite lithographs a #rois crayons, fastened to
the wall withont frames. One of these drawings
was a scene of Oriental luxury, or rather volup-
fuousnessy another was a “‘ carnival (piece,”’
spirited beyond eompare; the third was a Greek
female head—a face so divinely beautiful, and
vet of an expression so provokingly indetermi-
nate, neyver before arrested my attention.

The more substantial furniture consisted of a
round table, a few chairs (including a large rock-
ing-chair), and a sofa, or rather ‘‘ seftee ”’; iifs
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material was plain maple painted a creamy
white, slightly interstriped with green—the seat
of eane. The chairs and table were ** to mateh *’;
but the forms of all had evidently been designed
by the same brain which planned *¢ the
grounds ’’; it is impossible to conceive any thing
more graceful.

On the table were a few books; a large, square,
crystal bottle of some novel perfume; a plain,
ground glass astral (not solar) lamp, with an
Italian shade; and a large vase of resplendently-
blooming flowers. Flowers indeed of gorgeous
colors and delicate odor formed the sole mere
decoration of the apartment. The fire-place was
nearly filled with a vase of brilliant geranium.
On a triangular shelf in each angle of the room
stood also a similar vase, varied only as to its
lovely contents. One or two smaller bouquets
adorned the mantel; and late violets clustered
about the open windows.

It is not the purpose of this work to do more
than give, in detail, a picture of Mr. Landor’s
residence—as I found .




THE LANDSCAPE GARDEN *

[Published in Snowden’s Lady’s Companion, October
1842.]

o déen lke a lady falr was eut,
Th’l'bf::rlay as if she slumbered in delight,
And to the open skies her eyes did shut;

The azure fields of heaven were 'sembied right
In a large round set with the flow'rs-of light:
The flowers de luce and the round sparks of dew

That bhung upon their azure leaves did shew

k¢ twinkling stars that sparkle in the evening blue
Like twinkling stars that sp Jasrgts .

No more remarkable man ever lived than my
friend, the young Ellison. He was remarkable
in the entire and continuous profusion of zood
gifts ever/lavished upon him by fortune.  From
his eradle to-his grave, a gale of the blandest
prosperity bore him along. Nor do I use the word
Prosperity in its mere worldly or external sense.
I mean it as synonymeus, with happiness. - The
person of whom I speak seemed !.nm for thr‘* pur-
pose of foreshadowing the wild 41«)«'1!‘111:?5 of Iul:-
got, Price, Priestley, and Condorcet—of exempli-
fying, by individual instanece, what has been t_he
mere chimera of the perfectionists, | In ‘the brief
existence of Ellison, I fancy that I have seen re-

* See also '"The Domain of Arnhelm™ in the preseat

volume.—EBDIToR,
43
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futed the dogma—that in man’s physieal and
spiritual nature lies some hidden principle, the
antagonist of Bliss. An intimate and Anxious ex-
amination of his career has taught me to under-
stand that, in general, from the violation of a
few simple laws of Humanity, arises the Wretch-
edness of mankind; that. as a species, we have
in our possession the as yet unwronght elements
of Content; and that, even now, in the present
blindness and darkness of all idea on the great
question of the Social Condition, it is not impos-
sible that Man, the individunal, under eertain un-
usuzal and highly fortuitous conditions, may be
happy.

With opinions such s {hese Was my young
friend fully imbued: and thus is it espeeially
worthy of observation that the uninterrupted en-
Joyment which distinguished his life was in great
part the result of preconcert, It 18, indeed, evyi-
dent, that with less of the instinetive philosophy
which; now and then. stands 80 well in' the stead
of experience, Mr. Ellison would have found
himself precipitated. by the very extraordinary
successes of his life, into the common vorfex of
Unhappiness| which yawns for those of\ pre-emi-
nent/endowments. < But if is by no means my
present objeet to pen an essay on Happiness!"The
ideas of my friend may be summed up in a fow
words. . He admitted but four unvarying laws.
or rather elementary prineiples, of Bliss. That
which he considered chief, was (strange to say!)
the simple and purely physical one of free exer.
eise {“1 the open air. ““ The health,’’ he said,

11, 4
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‘¢ attainable by other means than this is searcely
worth the name.”” He pointed to the fillers of
the earth—the only people who, as a class, are
proverbially more happy than others—and then
he instanced the high eestasies of the fox-hunter.
His second prineiple was the loye of woman. His
third was the contempt of ambition. His fourth
was an object of nneeasing pursuif; and he held
that, other/things'being equal, the extent of hap-
piness was proportioned to  the spirituality of
this object.

I 'have said that Ellison was remarkable in the
continuous profusion of good gifts lavished upon
him by Fertune. In personal grace and beauty
he exceeded all men. His intéllect was of that
order to whiech the attainment of knowledge is
less\a labor than a mecessify /and an intuition.
His family was one of the most illustrious of the
empire, - His bride was the loveliest and most
devoted of women. His possessions had been al-
ways-ample, but, upon the attainment of his one
and twentieth year, it was discovered that ene'of
those extraordinary freaks of Fate had been
played in his behalf, which startle the whole so-
cial world jamid rwhich: they oecur, and seldom
fail radically to alter the entire moral constita-
tion of those who are their objects. It appears
that about one hundred years prior to Mr. Elli-
son’s attainment of his majority, there had died,
in a remote provinee, one Mr, Seabright Ellison.
This gentleman had amassed a princely fortune,
and, having no very immediate connections, con-
ceived the whim of suffering his wealth to aceu-
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mulate for a eentury after his decease. Minutely
and sagaciously directing the various modes of
mvestment, he bequeathed the aserecate am(l»uut
to the nearest of blood, bearing the name Ellison
who should be alive at the end of the hum]red’
years. Many futile attempts had been made to
set aside this singular bequest : their oz post fd('tb
c}mruc.tvr rendered them abortive: but the uttcﬁ-
tion of a jealous government was aroused, and
a decree finally obtained, forbidding all similar
accumulations. This aet did not prevent vum‘w
E“.ISUH: upon his twenty-first birthday, from en-
t.f‘rmg." into possession, as the heir of his ancestor
bc'ab_nght. of a fortune of four hundred and }i/'i
millions of dollars.* i
When it had become definitely known - that
such was the enormouns wealth inherited thv;‘u
were, of eourse, many speculations as to the mode
of its disposal. The gigantic magnitude and th:>
immedm!vly available nature of the sum dazzled
fl‘n(l bewildered all who thought npon the topi’r'
I'he POssessor” of any appreciable amount n1:
money might have been imagined to perform any
one of a thousand things. With riches merely
surpassmg. those of ‘any eitizen, it wounld have
beén’ easy to suppose him engaging to snprf:m»*

=, .
mulf\:\dln:i;!len.!lx-'hnllnr in outline to the one here imagined
P b':l nr‘_\ long ago, in Eogland. The name of the
o o £ :h;' (who, still lives) 5 Thelluson I first saw an
bl e h ': matter in the “ Tour, ™ of Prince Pickler Mus-
- ubur-rw‘: es the sum fecelved ninety millions of pounds,
S e Wwith much force, that * in the contemplation of
Dlod th‘n :ulm. and to the services to which it might be ap-
e S:Iapui(l,ir:f-:mlmzl even of the subiime.”” To suit the
—i grossly exaggerﬁu‘d lonr;t:.: rx;gh:;::';%t.lhe Sriteez statant
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exeess in the fashionable extravagances of his
time ; or busying himself with political intrignes:
or aiming at ministerial power; or purchasing
inerease of nobility; or devising gorgeous archi-
teetural piles; or-collecting large specimens of
Virtu;-or playing the munificent patron of Tiet-
ters and Art; or endowing and bestowing his
name upon extensive institutions of charity. But,
for the ineoneceivable ‘wealth in the actual posses-
sion of the young heir; these objects and all ordi-
nary objeets were felt to be inadequate. Re-
course was had to figures ; and figures but sufficed
to confonnd. ' It was seen, that éven at three per
cent., the annual income of the inheritance
amounted fo no less than thirteen millions and
five hundred thousand dollars; / which was one
million and one hundred and twenty-five thou-
sand per month;or thirty-six thonsand, nine
hundred and eizhty-six per day; or one thousand
five hundred and forty-one per hour: or six and
twenty dollars for every minute that flew. Thus,
the usunal track of supposition was thoroughly
broken up. Men knew not what to imagine.
There were some who even coneceived that Mr.
Ellison. wonld divest \himself forthwith of at
least two thirds of his fortane as'of utterly super-
fluous opulence; enriching whole troops of his
relatives by division of his superabundance.

I was not surprised, however, to perceive that
he had long made op hismind upon a topie which
had oceasioned so munch of discussion to his
friends. Nor was I greatly astonished at the
nature of his decision. In the widest and noblest
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sense; he was a poet. He comprehended, more-
over, the true character, the august aims, the su-
preme majesty and dignity of the poetic senti-
ment. The proper gratification of the sentiment
he instinctively felt to lie in the ereation of novel
forms of Beauty. Some peculiarities, either in
his early education, or in the nature of his in-
tellect, had tinged with what is termed material-
1sm the whole ecast of his ethieal speculations;
and it was this bias, perhaps, which impercvp:
tibly led him to perceive that the most advanta-
geous, if not the sole legitimate field for the exer-
eise of th}- poetic sentiment, was to be found in
the creation of novel moods of purely physical
luYelmuss‘. Thus it happened that he became
nextlqu' musieian nor poet, if we use this latter
ferm in its every-day acceptation. Or it might
have been that he became neither the one nor the
other, in pursuance of an idea of his which I have
already mentioned—the idea, that in the con-
tempt of ambition lay one of the essential prin-
eiples of happiness on earth. Is it not. indeed

possible that while a high order of genius i.;
necessarily ambitious, the highest is_invariably
above)that whieh is termed ambition § And may
it not thus happen that many far greater than
_Mlltt)g, have contentedly remained ** mute and
inglorious? > T believe that the world has never
yet seen; and that, unléss through some series of
aceidents goading the noblest order of mind into
distasteful exertion, the world will never behold

that full extent of triumphant execution, in the
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richer productions of Art, of which the human
nature is absolutely capable.

Mr. Ellison became neither musician nor poet;
although no man lived more profoundly enam-
ored both of Music and the Muse. Under other
cirecumstances than those which invested him, it
is not impossible that he would have become a
painter. - The field of sculpture, although in its
nature rigidly poetical, was too limited in its ex-
tent and in its consequences to have occupied, at
any time, much of his attention. And I have
now mentioned all the provinees in which even
the nost liberal understanding of the poetic sen-
timent has declared this sentiment capable of
expatiating. T mean the most liberal public or
recognized conception of the idea involved in the
phrase ‘‘poetic sentiment.”” But Mr. Ellison
imagined that the richest, and altogether the
most natural and most suitable province, had
been blindly neglected. © No definition had
spoken of the Landscape-Gardener, or of the
poet; yet my friend could not fail to perceive
that the creation of the Landscape-Garden of-
fered to the true muse the most magnificent of
opportunities. Here was, indeed, the fairest
field for the display of invention, or imagina-
tion, in the endless combining of forms of novel
Beauty; the elements which should enter into
combination being, at all times, and by a vast
superiority, the most glorious which the earth
could afford. In the multiform of the tree, and
in the multicolor of the flower, he recognized the
most direct and the most energetic efforts of Na-
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ture at physical loveliness. And in the direc-
tion or concentration of this effort, or, still more
properly, in its adaptation to the eyes which
were to behold it upon earth, he perceived that
he should be employing the best means—Ilaboring
to the greatest advantage—in the fulfilment of
his destiny as Poet.

““Its adaptation to the eyes which were to be-
hold it upon earth.”” In his explanation of this
phraseology, Mr. Ellison did much toward solv-
ing what has always seemed to me an enigma.
I mean the fact (which none but the ignorant
dls_pute), that no such ecombinations of scenery
exist in Nature as the painter of genius has in
his power to produce. No such Paradises are
to be found in reality as have glowed upon the
canvas of Claude. In the most enchanting of
natural landseapes, there will always be found a
decht or an excess—many exceesses and defects.
W]nle the component parts may exceed, indi-
vidually, the highest skill of the artist, the ar-
rangement of the parts will always be suseep-
tible of improvement. In short, no position ean
be attained, from which an artistical eye, look-
g steadily, will not find matter of offence, in
what is technically termed the composition of a
natural landscape. And yet how unintelligible
is this. In all other matters we are justly in-
structed fo regard Nature as supreme. With
her details e shrink from competition. 'Who
shall presure ts imitate the colors of the tulip,
or to improve the proportions of the lily of the
valley? The eriticism which says, of seulpture
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or of portraiture, that ‘‘Nature is to be exalted
rather than imitated,’” is in error. No pictorial
or seulptural combinations of poinis of human
loveliness do more than approach the living and
breathing human beaunty as it gladdens our daily
path. Byron, who often erred, erred not in
gaying:

T've seen more living beauty, ripe and real,
Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal.

In landscape alone is the prineiple of the eritie
true: and, having felt its truth here, it is but
the headlong spirit’ of generalization which has
induced him to pronounee itdrne throughout all
the domains of Art. Having, I'say, felf its truth
here.  For the feeling is. no affectation or
chimera. - The mathematies afford no more abso-
lute demonstrations, than the sentiment of his
Art yields to _the artist.. He not only believes,
but positively knows, that such and sueh appar-
ently arbitrary arrangements of matter, or form,
constitute, and alone constitute, the true Beauty.
Yet his reasons have not yet been matured into
expansion. . 1t remains for a more profound
analysis than the world has yet seen, fully te in-
vestigate and express them. Nevertheless is he
confirmed in his instinetive opinions by the econ-
currence of all his compeers. TLet a composition
be defective; let an emendation be wrought in its
mere arrangement of form; let this emendation
be submitted to every artist in the world; by
each will its necessity be admitted. And eyen
far more than this; in remedy of the defective
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composition, each insulated member of the fra-
ternity will sugeest the identical emendation.

I repeat that in landseape arrangements, or
collocations alone, is the physical Nature Sus-
cepfible of *‘exaltation,’’ and that, therefore, her
susceptibility of improvement at this one point,
was a mystery which, hitherto, T had been unable
to solve. ‘It was Mr. Ellison who first suggested
the idea that what we regarded as improvement
or exaltation of the natural beauty, was really
sm’fh, as respected only the mortal or human
point of view; that each alteration or disturb-
ance of the primitive seenery might possibly ef-
fect a blemish in the pieture, if we could suppose
thll.’\' picture viewed at large from some remote
point in the heavens. “‘It is easily understood,”’
says Mr. Ellison; ‘“‘that what might improve a
c.lose]y. scrutinized detail might at the same
time, injure a general and more distantly ob-
served effeet.”” He spoke upon this fopic with
\mr_mth: regarding not so much its immediate or
obvious importanee (which is little), as the char-
acter of the conclusions to which it might lead,
or of the collateral propositions whieh it might
serve fo corroborate or sustain. < There might be
a class of beings, human once, but now to hu-
manity invisible, for whose serutiny, and for
whose refined appreciation of the beautiful, more
especially. than 'for ‘our own, had been set in
order by God the great landscape-garden of the
whole earth. :

In the course of our discussion, my young
friend took occasion to quote some passages from
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a writer who has been supposed to have well
treated this theme.
“Phere are, properly,”’ he writes, ‘‘but two
styles of landscape-gardening, the natural and
the artificial.  One seeks to recall the original
heanty of the conntry, by adapting its means o
the 'surrounding scenery; cultivating trees in
harmony with the hills or plains of the neigh-
boring land: detecting and bringing into prac-
tiee those mice relations of size, proportion, and
color which, hid from the common observer, are
revealed everywhere to the experienced student
of nature. \ The result of the natu ral style of
gardening is seen rather in the absence of all
defacts and ineongruities, in the prevalence of a
beautiful harmony and order, than in the erea-
tion 'of any special wonders or miracles. The
artifieial style has as many varieties as there are
different tastesto gratify.” It hasa certain gen-
eral relation to the various styles of building.
There are the stately avenues and retirements of
Versailles: Italian terraces; and a various mixed
old English style, which bears some relation to
+he domestic ~(Gothie jor English Elizabethan
architecture. « Whatever may be said against
the abuses of the artificial landseape-gardening,
a mixture of pure art in a garden scene adds to
it a great beauty. ; This is partly pleasing to the
eye, by the show of order and design, and partly
moral. A terrace, with an old moss-covered bal-
nstrade, calls up at onee to the eye the fair
forms that have passed there in other days. The
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slightest exhibition of art is an evi iene
zm:;!Fl‘mmzm interest.”’ b i
ol Pf;l)ilg():h‘:‘lt-«l ha.\l'e already observed,’’ said
tho i h(:re .e\);u m‘ l. nndfr_st:md that I reject
. : prl‘emvd, of ‘recalling the oric-
e e H,PW? ‘t e »eountry.’ The original
introduced. Oyi"' ':f(*mL’r:a ;J:l:hth;‘ - “'ll]i‘i'll o
Sl X . 3 Y s B O ependas upo 3
:'_lg«(.iotilgnr:;: )fogwm mtl} «'apa.l,,'lili(’s. Vrcfh'},ttl::
o o 1 ot ((? th«; dutect_mg and bringing

_practice those nice relations of size, pro-
portion, and color,” is a mere vnguer‘;c:sspm;
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Z]:t;:”hﬂ which .m.a_v mean much, or little, :))r
Tt trll;; Fsgunhu}htfzmdcs I no. degree. That
t true “re of the natural style of garden-
e : garden
an% 1;;;:;;:1;-3?;;; ltrlx“t;wl a}:%l;anuc of all defects
And Ancongrhities; the n the creation of any
:ﬁ:c;:::t‘-‘ ;)m_iers or mn'ac.les,’ iS & proposition ligt}
l;ex-(.l thﬂ to the Qtove.ﬂlllﬂ apprehension of the
UErC an to the fervid dreams of the man of
;;_u'mus. The merit suggested, isy at hf:st ‘nr:lw:
‘;;‘fphm;in al;?tw;r:m:u:;; it,h:;t }ll;i)blil;%'nritiCi;ll‘
apotheosis. Im truth \(v}n;l;‘gh:;t“r;,‘ lf‘m e
POticpan , /Whil erit which
31;1::;‘9 :1’ Ilh» mere avoul_mg demerit, ‘appeals
furegh-.“]o“ujk‘ understanding, z-md ean thas be
i)r.;:ath:.s : (i(ﬂ}n Ix’u‘h‘.._thv l(.)ft‘mr merit, which
s and flames in invention or creation, can
# "plpreheudcd solely 'in /its results. Rule ap-
?’iri:n-;utvlt(? -ltlhc excellence of 'avoidance—té the
S m;:t' lm deny or refrain. Beyond these
ttical art can but suggest. 'We may be in-

e of care
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struected to build an Odyssey, but it is in vain
that we are fold how to eonceive a ‘Tempest,’ an
‘Inferno,” a ‘Prometheus Bound,” a ‘Nightin-
gale’ such as that of Keats, or the ‘Sensitive
Plant’ of Shelley. Baut, the thing done, the won-
der accomplished, and the capacity for appre-
hension becomes universal. The sophists of the
negative sehool, who, through inability to create,
have scoffed at ereation, are now found the loud-
est in applause.. What, in its chrysalis condi-
tion of principle, affronted their demure reason,
never fails, in its maturity'of accomplishment,
to extort admiration from their instinct of the
beautiful or of the sublime.
¢“Our author’s observations on the artificial
style of gardening,’”’ continued Mr. Ellison,
““are less objectionable. ‘A mixture of pure art
in a garden scené adds to it a great beauty.’
This is just, and the reference to the sense of
human interest is equally so. I repeaf that the
principle here expressed is incontrovertible ; but
there may be something even beyond it. There
may. be an object in full keeping ywith the prin-
ciple suggested—an object unattainable by the
means ordinarily in: possession of mankind, yet
which, if attained, would lend' a charm to the
landseape-garden immeasurably surpassing that
which a merely huwman interest could bestow.
The true poet, possessed of very unusual peous
niary resources, might possibly, while retaining
the necessary idea of art or interest or culture,
so imbue his designs af once with extent and nov-
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elty_of Beanty, as to convey the sentiment of
spiritual interference. It will be seen that. in
bringing about such result, he secures all the ad-
vantages of inferest or design, while relieving
his work of all the harshness and techni ality o’i"
Art. In the most rugged of wildernesses—in
the most savage of the scenes of pure Nature—
there is apparent the art of a Creator : yet is this
art apparent only to reflection; in no respeect
pns it the obvious foree of a feeling. Now, if we
nnagme_this.sense of the Almightff Design to be
harmonized in a measurable degree! if we sSup-
pose a landscape whose ecombined strangeness
vastness, definiteness, and magnificence, shall in-’
spire the idea of culture, or care, or superintend-
ence, on the part of intelligences superior yet
«:ka to humanity—then the sentiment of interest
I8 preserved, while the Art is made to assume the
air of an intermediate or secondary Nature—a
Nature which is not God, nor an emanation of
Gu_d. but) which still is Nature, in the sense that
it 1s the handiwork of the angels that hover be-
tween man and God.”’

1t was in devoting his gigantic wealth to the
practical embodiment of a vision such as this—
in the free exercise in' the open air, which re-
sulted from personal direction of his plans—in
the continuous and unceasing object which these
plans afforded—in. the high spirituality of the
object itself—in the contempt of ambition which
1t onal)lfd him more to feel than to affect—and,
lastly, it was in the companionship and sym-
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iS ht to
> ife, that Ellison thoug 0
e ‘:\:eg‘nption from the or(hual}f
v;'ith a far greater amount o
er glowed in the rapt
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athy of a d
gnd, and fou‘nd..ztm
cares of Humam Yy 2
positive happiness th;z'm1 ev
day-dreams of De Stael.

THE ISLAND OF THE FAY

[Published in Graham’s Magazine, June, 1841.]

Nullus enlm locus sine gknlo est.—Seorvius,

‘“La musique,”’ says Marmontel, in those
““Contes Moraux’’® which in all our translations,
we have insisted upon calling ““Moral Tales.’’ as
if in mockery of their Spirit—*‘la musique est le
seul des talens qui jowissent de 1 wi-meéme; tous
les autres veulent des temoins.”” He here con-
founds the pleasure derivable from sweet sounds
with the capacity for ereating them. No more
than any other talent, is that for music STS-
ceptible of eomplete énjoyment, where there is
no second party to appreciate its exercise. And
it is only. in.eommon with other talents that it
produees effects which may be fully enjoyed in
solitude. |The idea which ' the  raconteur has
either failed to entertain clearly, or has sSacri-
ficed in its expression to his national love' of
point, is, doubtless, the very tenable one that the
higher order of music is'the most thoroughly
estimated when we are exelusively alone. The

* Moraux iz here derived from maurs, and its meaning s
“Jashionadle” or, more strictly, * of manners.
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proposition, in this forn, will be admitted at
price by those who love the lyre for its own sake,
and for its spiritual uses. But there is one
pleasure still within the reach of fallen mortality
—and perhaps only one—which owes even more
than dees musie to the accessory sentiment of se-
clusion. = I mean the happiness experienced in
the contemplation of natural scenery. In truth,
the man who would behold aright the glory of
God upon' earth’ must in seolitude behold that
glory. To me, at least, the presence—not of
human life only, but of life’in any other form
than that of the green things which grow upon
the soil and are voiceless—is a stain upon the
landscape—is at war with the genius of the
seene. I love, indeed, to regard the dark val-
leys, and the gray rocks, and the waters that
silently smile, and the forests that sigh in un-

easy slumbers, and the proud watchful moun-
tains that leok down upon all—1 love to regard
these as themselves but the colossal members of &
one vast animate and sentient whole—a, whole
whose form (that of the sphere) is the most per-
fect and most inclusive of all; whose path-is

among « associate planets whose meek hand-
maiden is the moon, whose mediate sovereign 1S

the sun; whose life is eternity ; whose thought™

is that of a God; whose enjoyment is knowledges;
whose. destinies are lost in immensity ; whose
cognizanee of ourselves is akin with our own

coonizance of the animaleule which infest the"

brain—a being which we, in consequence, rega
as purely inanimate and material, much in the
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same manner as th ;
ese animalc
o wmalcule must re-
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poral or future destinies, to be of more moment
in the universe than that vast ‘“‘clod of the val-
Jey’’ which he fills and contemns, and to which
he denies a soul for no more profound reason
than that he does not behold it in operation.®

These fancies, and such as these, have always
given to my mediations among the mountains
and the forests. by the rivers and the ocean, a
tinge of what the everyday world would not fail
o term fantastic. My wanderings amid such
scenes have been many, and!far-searching, and
often solitary; and the interest with which I
have strayed through many a-dim, deep valley,
or gazed into the reflected heaven of many a
bright lake, has been an interest . greatly
deepened by the thought that T have strayed and
gazed alome. What flippant Frenchmani was
it who said-in allusion to_the well-known work
of Zimmerman, that, ‘“‘la solitude est ume belle
chose; mais il faut quelgu’un pour vVOus dire
que la solitude est une belle chose?’” The epi-
gram cannot be gainsaid; but the necessity is a
thing that does not exist,

Tt was during one of my lonely journeyings,
amid a far distant region of mountain locked
within mountain, and sad rivers and melancholy
tarns writhing or sleeping within all—that I
chanced upon a certain rivulet and island. I
came upon them suddenly in the leafy June, and
threw ~myself ‘upon the  turf, beneath. the

* Speaking of the tides, Pomponius Mela, in his treatiss

« pe Kitu Orbis;” says * either the world i{s a great ani-

mal, or " ete.
$ Balzac—Iin substance—T do not remember the words.
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br_anchcfs of an unknown odorous shrub, that T
might doze as I contemplated the scene ’ 'I‘f(*lt
that thus only shounld I look upon i{—s.uch was
the (flmr:lct_er of phantasm which it wore
On all sides—save to the west, wlmre'thc sun
was abount sinking—arose the verdant wa’lli\ of
the forest. The little river which turned sha;'lwly
in ifs course, and was thus immediatelv'lnst to
sight, seemed to have no exit from its pl:iqnx{ but
to be absorbed by the deep green t‘oliau;1 'of‘ thé
trees to the east—while in the upposit: qﬁartef
(so 1t appeared to me as I lay at length and
glaneed 1_1pward) there poured ‘down fln?iclmSI
an((]l continuously into the valley, a ri(-h‘,t.éol;ieg
g;)th(;r;?{l;.on waterfall from the sunset fountains
About midway in the short vista which m
dreamy vision took in, one small cirenlar iﬂzmdy
£d

rofusely v :
tph :sﬁm .xerdured, reposed mpon the bosom of

So'blended bank and shad
That each seomed penaulol?: ht'xhearlz'—-

80 mirror-like was the glassy wat ]

‘ ! : S > glassy er, that it was
:lcglx)‘gei)}f Izgssnble to say at what point upon the
oy e emerald torf its erystal dominion

My position enabled 1 1

e " me to include in a single
: ﬁevg {)oth the eastern and western extremities of
: e islet; and I observed a singularly marked dif-
exiqnce in their aspects. The latter was all one
ra(dlant harem of garden beauties. It glowed
and blushed beneath the, eyes of the slant sun-
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light, and fairly laughed with flowers. The grdss
was short, springy, sweet-scented, and asphodel-
interspersed. The trees were lithe, mirthful,
erect—bright, slender, and graceful,—of Eastern
ficure and foliage, with bark smooth, glossy,
and parti-colored. | There seemed a deep sense of
life'and joy about all; and although no airs blew
from out through the gentle sweepings to and fro
of innumeérable butterfiies, that might have been
mistaken for tulips with wings.*®
The  other or eastern end of the isle was
whelmed in the blackest shade.. A sombre, yet
beautiful and peaceful gloom here pervaded all
things. The trees were dark in color, and mourn-
ful in form and attitude, wreathing themselves
into sad, solemn, and spectral shapes that con-
veyed ideas of mortal sorrow and untimely
death. " The grass wore the deep tint of the cy-
press, and the heads of its blades hung drooping-
ly, and hither and thither among it were many
small unsightly hillocks, low and narrow, and
not very long, that had the aspeet of graves, but
were not: although over and all about them the
rue and the rosemary clambered.. The shade of
the trees fell heavily upon the water, and seemed
to bury itself therein, impregnating the depths
of the element with darkness. 1 faneied that
each |shadow; as the|sun deseended lower and
lower, separated iteelf sullenly from the tronk
that gave it birth, and thus became absorbed by
the stream: while other shadows issued moment-

* Florem putares nare per liquidum sthera.—P. Commire.
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ly from the trees, taking the place of their prede-
eessors thus entombed.

This idea, having once seized upon my faney
greatly excited if, and I lost myself forthwith {x'
revery. ““If ever island were enchanted,”’ said 1
to myself, ““this is it. This is the haunt of the
few gentle Fays who remain from the wreck vof
l!]k‘? race, Are these green tombs theirs?—or do
they yield up their sweet lives as mankind yield
up their own? In dying, do they not rather
waste away mournfully, rendering unto God, lit-
tle by little, their existence, as these trees re*fxdvf
up shadow after shadow, exhausting their sub-
stance unto dissclution? What the wasting tree
i§ to the water that imbibes its shade, «'r?)wing
f}lluslbjacqu by what it preys upon, 1;ay not
!;flign]};eit?$’ the Fay be to the death which

As I thus mused, with half-shut eyes, while the
sun sank rapidly to rest, and eddying currents
careered round and round the island bearing
upon their bosom large, dazzling white flakes
of the bark of the syoamore—ﬂz{kﬂs which, in
their multiform positions upon the water a
r;uxck‘ xmaginatiun might| have converted i’uto
anything it pleased,—while 1 thus mused. it
appeared fo me that the form of (wné’ of
those very Fays about whom I had been ponder-
Ing made its way slowly into.the darkness from
f)‘nt the light at the western end of the ‘islaml
She st<_md erect in a singunlarly fragile cahoe anr-i-
urged it with the mere phantom of an oar \ifhil;g
within the influence of the lingering suﬁbeams

= 2
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her attitnde seemed indicative of joy—Dbut sor-
row deformed it as she passed within the shade.
Slowly she glided along, and at length rounded
the islet and reentered the region of light. ‘*‘The
revolution which has juost been made by the
Fay,”’ continued I, musingly, ‘‘is the eyele of the
brief year of her life.. She has floated through
her 'winter and through' ber summer. She is a
year nearer unto death; for I did not fail to see
that, as she came into the shade, her shadow fell
from ber, and was swallowed up in the dark wa-
fer, mating its blackness more black.”’

And again the boat appeared, and the Fay;
but about the. attitude of the latter there was
more of care and uncertainty, and less of elastie
Joy. She floated again from out the light, and
into the gloom (which deepened momently), and
again her shadow fell from her into the ebony
water, and became absorbed into its blackness.
And again and again she made the cireait of the
island, '(while the sun rushed down to his slum-
bers}, and at each issuing into the light, there
was more sorrow about her person, while it grew
feebler; and far fainter, and more indistinet;
and at each passage into the gloom, there fell
from her a darker shade, which/be¢ame whelmed
in a shadow more black. But at length, when
the sun had utterly departed, the Fay, now the
mere ghost of her former self, went disconsolate-
ly with her boat info the region of the' ebony
flood—and that she issned thence at all I cannot

say, for darkness fell over all things, and I be-
held her magieal figure no more.

THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH

[Published in Groham’s Magazin . May, 1842.]

TrE “Red Death> had long devastated the
country. No pestilence had ever been so fatal
or so hideous. Blood was its Avatar and its Q(dl,
—the redness and the horror of blood. There
were sharp pains, and sudden dizziness, and then
profuse bleeding at the pores, with dissolution.
The scarlet stains upon the body and especially
upon the face of the vietim, were the pest ban
whieh shut him out from the aid and from the
sympathy of his fellow-men. And the whole seiz-
ure, ‘progress, and termination of the disease
were the ineidents of half-an hour. :

But the Prince Prospero was happy and
dauntless and sagacious. When his dominions
were half depopulated, he summoned to his pres-
ence a thonsand halé and light-hearted friends
from among the knights and dames of his eourt,
and with these retired to the deep seclusion of
one of his castellated abbeys. This was an ex-
tensive and magnificent structure, the creation of
the prinee’s own eccentric yet august taste. A
strong and lofty wall girdled it in. This wall
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had gates of iron. The courtiers, having entered,
brought furnaces and massy hammers and weld-
ed the bolts. They resolved to leave means
neither of ingress or egress to the sudden im-

ses of i enzy f ithin. The
pulses of despair or of frenzy from wi :

o T3 - .,

abbey was amply provisioned. With suech pre-
cautions the eourtiers might bid defiance to con-

tacion. The external world could take care of it-
self.. In the meantime it was folly to grieve, or

to think. The prince had provided all the appll_-
ances of pleasure.  There were buffoons, there
were improvisafori, there were ballet-dancers,
there were musicians, there was Beauty, there
was wine. —All these and security were within.
Without was the ‘‘Red Death.”’ .

It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth
month of his séelusion, and while the pestilence
raced most furiously ‘abroad, that t_he Prinee
Prospero entertained his thousand frlgl_lds dl a
masked ball of the most unusual magnifieence.

It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade.

But first let me tell of the rooms in which it was
held. There were seven—an im‘pvrm_l saite. In
many. palaces, however, such suites form a !u_gg
and straicht vista, while the folding doors slide
back mearly to) the walls on either hand; so that
the view of the whole exfent is scarcely 'lmpo«lvd.
Here the ease was very different; as might have
been expected from the duke’s love of lh}* ln-
zarre The apartments were so |rrv,le}larl_\ dis-
posed that the vision embraced but little THOFE
than one at a time. There was a sharp turn ai

every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn
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a novel effect. To the right and left, in the mid-
dle of each wall, a tall and narrow Gothie win-
dow looked out upon a closed corridor which pur-
sued the windings of the snite. These windows
were of stained glass whose color varied in aceor-
dance with the prevailing decorations of the
chamber into which it opened. That at the east-
ern extremity was hung, for example in blue—
and vividly blue were its windows. The second
chamber was purple in its ornaments and tapes-
tries, and here the panes were purple. The third
was green throughout, and so were the casements.
The fourth was furnished and lighted with
orange—the fifth with white—the sixth with vio-
let. The seventh apartment.was closely shroud-
ed in black Velyet tapestries that hung all over
the eeiling and down the walls, falling in heavy
folds upon a earpetiof the same material and hue.
But in this chamber only, the eolor of the win.
dows failed to correspond with the decorations.
The panes here were searlet—a deep bload eolor.
Now in ne.oneof the seven apartments was there
any lamp or eandelabrum, amid the profusion of
golden ornaments that 18y scatfered fo and fro
or depended from the roof. There was no lighy
of any kind emansating from lamp ‘or\ candle
within the suite of chambers. But in the COrTi-
dors that followed the suite, there stood, oppo-
site to each window. a heayvy tripod, bearing a
brazier of fire, that projécted its rays through the
tinted glass and so glaringly illumined the room.
And thus were produced.a multitude of gaudy
and fantastie appearances. But in the western
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or black chamber the effect of the fire-light that
streamed upon the dark hangings through the
blood-tinted panes was ghastly in the extreme,
and procured so wild a look upon the counte-
nances of those who entered, that there were few
of the company bold enough to set foot within its
precinets at all.

It ‘was in this apartment, also, that there
stood against the western wall, a gigantic
clock of ebony. TIts' pendulum swung to and
fro with —a dull,;-heavy monotonous clang;
and when the minute hand 'made the ecir-
cuit of the face, and the hour was to be
stricken, there came from the brazen lungs of
the clock a sonnd which was clear and loud and
deep and exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar
a note and emphasis that, at each lapse of an
hour, the musicians of the orchestra were con-
strained to pause, momentarily, in their perform-
ance. to hearken to the sound; and thus the walt-
zers perforce eeased their evolutions; and there
was a brief diseoncet.of the whole gay company ;
and. while the chizaes of the elock yet rang, it
was observed that the giddiest grew pale, and the
more aged and sedate passed their hands over
thieir brows as if in confused revery or medita-
tion. But when the echoes had fully ceased, a

licht laughter at once pervaded the assembly ;
the musicians looked at each other and smiled as
if at their own! nervousness and folly, and made
whispering vows, each to the other, that the next
chiming of the clock should produce in them no
similar emotion; and then after the lapse of
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sixty minutes (which embrace three thonsand
and six thousand seconds of the Time that flies)
there came yet another chiming of the eloek, and
then were the same diseconeert and tremulousness
and meditation as before.

I’,nt..-in spite of these things, it was a gay and
magnificent revel. The tastes of the duke were

peculiar. He had a fine eye for colors and ef-
feets. He disregarded the decora of mere fash-

ion. His plans were bold and fiery, and his con-
ceptions glowed with barbarie lustre. There are
some who would have thought him mad. His fol-
lowers felt that he was not. It was necessary to
hear and see and toueh him to be sure that he
was not.

He had.directed, in great part, the movable
eml_wlhshnwnts of the seven e¢hambers, upon oe-
casion of this great féfe; and it was his own
guiding taste which had given character to the
masqueraders. Be sure they were grotesque.
There were much glare and glitter an? pigunanecy
and phmnrasnl—~11|ll(~h of what has been since
seen. in "‘]-Ionu‘mi." There were arajesque fie-z-
ures with umsuited limbs and appointments.
There were delirious faneies such as the mad-
man_ fashions. There were much of the beauti-
ful, ml.u-h of the wanton, much of the bizarre
sun.lelhm': of the terrible, and not a little of t.]lﬂt:
which might have excited disgust. To and £ro in
the seven chambers there stalked, in fact, a multi-
tu@e uf. dreams And’ these—the dreams—
writhed in and about, taking hue from the rooms,
and causing the wild music of the orchestra to
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seem as the echo of their steps. And, anon, there
strikes the ebony elock which stands in the hall
of the velvet. And then, for a moment, all is
still, and all is silent save the voice of the eclock.
The dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand. But
the echoes of the ehime die away—they have en-
dured but an mstant—and a licht; half-subdued
laughter floats after them as they depart. And
now again the musie swells, and the dreams live,
and writhe' to ‘and' fro more merrily than ever,
takine hue from the many-tinted windows
through which stream the rays from the tripods.
But to the chamber which lies most westwardly
of the seven there are now none of the maskers
who venture: for the night is waning away ; and
there flows a raddier light through the blood-col-
ored panes; and the blackness of the sable drap-
ery appalls; and to him whose foot falls upon
the sable carpet, there eomes from the near clock
of ebony a:mulfled peal more solemnly emphatie
than any which reaches their ears who indulge
in the more remote gaieties of the other apart-

ments.
But. these other apartments were densely
~owded. and in them beat feverishly the heart of
life.. And the revél went whirlingly om, until at
length there commenced the sounding of ‘mid-
night upon the elock. And then the music ceased,
as I have told: and the evolutions of the waltzers
were qnieted; 'and there was an uneasy cessation
of all things as before.

twelve strokes to be sounded by the bell of the
aslock; and thus it happened, perhaps that more

3ut now- there were &8
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of thought erept, with more of time, into the
meditations of the thoughtful among those w‘u;
rovellml: And thus too, it happened p;rh‘i .)x'
that before the last echoes of the last (,‘hililt‘ (h!
utterly sunk into silence, there were many mu
viduals in the crowd who had found leisure t‘n
bec_mn-‘- aware of the presence of a masked figare
w.hr'ch had arrested the attention of no silnu': in
dividual before. And the rumor of ‘th&‘new:
presence having spread itself whispvrinu‘lv
around, there arose at length from the WhT)ll‘
eompany a buzz, or murmur, expressive of disap-
probmmn and surprise—then, finally, of te <
of horror, and of disgust. , il e
In an assembly of phantasms such as I have
painted, it may well be supposed that no urdit-
nary appearance could have exeited such sensa
tion. . In truth the masquerade license (;t' ’fllf:
mght was nearly unlimited; but the fizcure in
question had out-Heroded Herod and -':ne be-
yond the bounds of even the prince’s i;ulnﬁnit ]
decorum. . There are chords in the hesrts of thﬁ
most reckless which cannot be touched iwithout
emotion: Even with the utterly 1ost. to whom
hfe and death are equally jests, thereare matters
of which no jest can be made. The u:hnlv( m:n :
pany, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel lixzi.t Jlu
th‘e- costume and bearing of the stranger neither
wit nor propriety existed. The figure was tall
:mtlg_uum. and/shrouded from hva:l:tn fnnt‘ihn t‘} e
habiliments of the grave. The mask which ’0]
cealed the visage was made 50 nearly to r#wuﬁl:]l«;
the countenance of a stiffened corpse that the
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closest serutiny must have had difficulty in de-
tecting the cheat. And yet all this might have
been endured, if not approved, by the mad revel-
lers around. But the mummer had gone so far
as to assume the type of the Red Death. His
vesture was. dabbléd -in blood—and his broad
brow; with all the features of the face, was be-
sprinkled with the searlet horror.

When the eyes, of Prinee Prospero fell upon
this spectral image (which, with a slow and sol-
emn moyement, as if more fully fo sustain its
role, stalked to and fro among the waltzers) he
was seen to be convulsed, in the first moment
with a strong shudder either of terror or dis-
taste: bnt, in the next, his brow reddened with
rage.

** Who dares '"—he demanded hoarsely of the
courtiers who stood near him—* who dares in-
sult us with this blasphemous moekery? Seize
him and unmask him—that we may know whom
we have/to hang, at sunrise, from the battle-
ments! 7 :

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which
stood the Prince Prospero as he uttered these
words.. They rang throughont the seyen rooms
loudly.and elearly, for the prince was a bold and
robust man, and the music had beecome hushed
at the waving of his hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the prinee,
with a group of pale courtiers by his side. <At
first, as he spoke, there was a slight rushing move-
ment of this group in the direction of the in-
truder, who, at the moment was also near at
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hand, and now, with deliberate and stately step
made closer approach to the speaker. But from
a certamn nameless awe with which the mad as-
sumptions of the mummer had inspired the whole
party, there were found none who put forth hand
to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed with-
m a yard of the prince’s person; and, while the
vast assembly, as if with one impulse, shrank
from the centres of the rooms to the walls he
made his way uninterruptedly, but with the same
solemn and measured step which had distin-
guished him from the first, throngh the blue
chamber to the purple—through the purple to
the green—through the green to the orange—
through this again to the white—and even thence
to the violet, ere a deeidéd movement had been
made to arrest him. It was then, however, that
the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage and
the shame of his own momentary eowardice
rushed hurriedly through the six chambers, while
none followed him on account of a deadly terror
that had seized upon all. He bore aloft 4 drawn
dagger, and had approachéd, in rapid impetuos-
iy, to within three or four feet.of the retreat-
ing figure, when the latter, having attained the
extremity, of the velyet apartment, furned sud-
denly and eonfronted his pursuer. - There was a
sharp ery—and the dacger dropped gleaming
upon the sable carpet, npon which, instantly
afterward, | fell ;prostrate in death the Prince
P"USP_"I'O. Then, summoning the wild couraze of
despair, a throng of the revellers at once threw
themselves into the black apartment, and, seizing




80 WORKS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE

the mummer, whose tall figure stood erect and
motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock,
gasped in unutterable horror at finding the grave
cerements and corpse-like mask, whieh they
handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted
by any tangible form.

And now was acknowledged the presence of
the Red Death. He had come like a thief in
the night. And one by one dropped the revellers
in.the blood-bedewed halls of their revel, and
died each in the despairing posture of his fall.
And the life of the ebony cloek went out with
that of the last of the gay. And the flames of
the tripods expired. And Darkness and Deeay
and the Red Death held illimitable dominion
over all.

KING PEST

A TALE CONTAINING AN ALLEGORY

[Published in the Southern Literary Messenger, Sep-
tember, 1835.]

The gods do bear and well allow in kings
The things which they abhor In rascal routes.
~—Buckhurst’s Tragedy of Ferrex and Porres,

ABouT twelve o’clock, one night in the month
of October, and during the chivalrous reign of

the third Edward, two seamen belonging to the
erew of the °“ Free and Easy,”” a trading
schooneér plying between Sluys and the/Thames,
and then at anchor in that river, wereé much as-
tonished to find themselves seated in the tap-
room of -an -ale-house in the parish of St. An-
drews, London—which ale-house bore for sign
the portraiture of a\*f Jolly, Tar.?’ '

The room, although ill-contrived, smoke-black-
ened, low-pitched, and in every other reéspect
agreeing with the general character of such
pl:_m;s at| the period-—was mevertheless, in the
opinion of the grotesque groups seattered here
and there within it, sufficiently well adapted te
its purpose.

VIIL 6 8
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Of these groups our two seamen formed, I
think, the most interesting, if not the most con-
Splcuous.

The one who appeared to be the elder, and
whom his companion addressed by the character-
istic appellation of *‘Legs,”” was at the same
time mueh the taller of the two. He might have
measured six feet and a half, and an habitual
stoop in the shoulders seemed!to have been the
necessary consequence of an’altitude so enor-
mous. Superfluities in height \were, however,
more than acconunted for by defielencies in other
respects. He was exceedingly thin; and might,
as his associates asserted, have-answered, when
drunk, for a pennant at the masthead,-or, when
sober, have served for a jibboom. But these jests,
and others of a similar nature, had evidently
produced, at.no time, any effect upon the eachin-
natory musecles-of the tar. /“With high eheek-
bomes, a large hawk-nose, retreating chin, fallen
under-jaw, and huge protruding white eyes, the
expression of -his eountenance, although tinged
with a species of dogged indifference to matters
and things in general, was not the less utterly
solemn: and seripus beyond all attempts at imi-
tation or description.

The younger seaman was, in all ontward ap-
pearance, the converse of his companion. His
stature-could. not have exceeded four feet. A
pair of stumpy bow-legs supported his squat, un-
wieldly figure, while his unusually short and
thick arms, with no ordinary fists at their ex-
tremities, swung off dangling from his sides like
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the fins of a sea-turtle. Small eyes, of no par-
tieular color, twinkled far back in his head. His
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 eomplacent self-satis-
t.a(-t_mn, mueh heightened by the owner’s habit of
h.ckm;' them at intervals. He evidently reearded
his tall shipmate with a feeling half-wondrous
half-quizzical ; and stared up oceasionally 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
ghrf different tap-houses of the neighborhood dur-
mg the earlier hours of the might. Funds even
the most ample, are not always everlasting : and
1t 'was with empty pockets onr friends had ven-
tured tipon the present hostelrie.

At the precise period, then, when this history
pr(-;mrl)‘. commences, Legs, 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 upon either cheek. They
were eving, fl:um behind a huge flagon of impni(i-
f:)r_“ humming-stuff,”* the portentous words,

T\n‘(v'h:xlk.” which to their indignation and
astonishment were scored over the doorwav by
means of that very mineral (whose presence they
purported fo deny - Not that the gift of deev-
phering written characters—a gift among the
commonalty of that day considered little less
cabalistical than the art of inditing—could, in
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striet justice, have been laid to the charge of
either diseiple of the sea; but there lurch about
the whole—whieh foreboded, in the formation of
the letters—an indeseribable lee-lurch about the
whole—which foreboded, in the opinion of both
seamen, a long ran of dirty weather; and deter-
mined them at onee, in the allegorical words of
Liegs himself, to °f pump ship, clew up all sail,
and scud before the wind.”’

Having aceordingly disposed of what remained
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 fire-
place, mistaking it for the door, yet their escape
was at length happily effected—and half after
twelve \o’clock found our heroes ripe for mis-
chief, and running for life down a dark alley
in the direction of St. Andrew ’s Stair, hotly pur-
sued by the landlady of the ¢ Jolly Tar.”’

At the epoch of this eventful tale, and periodi-
cally, for many years before and after, all Eng-
land, but more especially the metropolls, re-
sonnded with the fearful'ery of ¢ Plague!’” The
citywas in-a great measure depopulated—and in
those horrible ) regions, in) the vicinity of the
Thames, where, amid the dark, narrow, and
filthy lanes and alleys, the Demon of Disease,
was supposed to have had his nativity, Awe,
Terror, and Superstition ~vere alone to be found
stalking abroad.

By authority of the king such distriets were
placed under ban, and all persons forbidden,
under pain of death, to intrude upon their dismal
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solitude. Yet neither the mandate of the men-
arch, nor the huge barriers erected at the en-
trance of the streets, nor the prospect of that
loathsome death which, with almost absolufe cer-
tainty, overwhelmed the wretech whom no peril
could deter from the adventure, prevented the
}mfurn_lshed and untenanted dwellings from be-
ing stripped, by the hand of nightly rapine, of
every article, suech as iron, bm.{s, or le;xd-W;rk
which could in any manner be turned to a )roﬁt:
able account. :
Above all, it was usnally found, upon the an-
nual winter opening of the barriers, that locks
bolts, and secref cellars had proved but sleu(le;‘
protection to those rich stores of wines and
liquors whieh, in consideration of the risk and
trouble pf removal, many of the numerous deal-
ers having shops in the neighborhood had con-
sented to frust, during the period of exile to s0
insufficient a security. T
But there were very few of the terror-stricken
people who attributed these doings to the am"‘n(:y
of human hands. Pest-spirits, L\!azllt'-svlfl’)iixx;e
an_d fever—demons were the popular-imps 3ot‘ mis;
chief: and tales so blood-chilling were hou"l.y
told, that the whole mass of forbidden Inlxil(lix;k's
was, at length, enveloped in terror asin a shroud
and the plunderer himself was often scared away
by the hn'rmrs his own depredations had m‘w;-
ated ; leaving) the entire vast cireunit of pru];ﬂ;-
)‘te*dthdlsh'l(:t to gloom, silence, pr'st.ileno;* and
Aeath. '

It was by one of the terrific barriers already
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mentioned, and which indicated the region be-
vond to be under the Pest-ban, thaf, in seram-
bling down an alley, Legs and the worthy Hugh
Tarpaulin found their progress suddenly im-
peded. To return was out of the question, and
no time was . to be lost, as their pursuers were
close npon their heels:  With thoroughbred sea-
men to elamber up the roughly fashioned plank-
work was a trifle; and, maddened with the two-
fold excitement of exereise and liquor, they
leaped unhesitatingly down within the enclosure,
and holding on their drunken course with shouts
and yellings; were soon bewildered in its noisome
and intricate recesses.

Had they not, indeed, been intoxicated beyond
moral sense, their reeling footsteps must have
been palsied by the horrors of their situation.
The air was cold and misty.- The paving-stones,
Joosened. from their beds, lay in wild disorder
amid the tall rank grass, which sprang up around
the feet and ankles. Fallen houses choked up
the streets.  The most fetid and poisonous smells
everywhere prevailed —and by the aid of that
ghastly light which, even at midnicht; never
fails te emanate from a yapory 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 the plague in
the very perpetration of his robbery.

But it lay not in the power of images, or sen-
sations, or impediments such as these, to stay the
course of men who, naturally brave, and at that
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‘tllme especially, brimful of courage and of
hamming-stuff,”” would have reeled, as straight
as their condition might have permitted, un-
‘Iznu'tt«'dly into the very jaws of Death. Ou.ward
—still onward stalked the grim Legs, making the
desolate solemnity echo and re-echo with }e]lé
like the terrifie war-whoop of the Indian; and
onward, still onward rolled the dumpy Ta;'[;all-
lin, lmu;zmg on to the doublet of his more active
companion, and far surpassing the latter’s most
strenuous exertions in the way of vocal musie, by
bull-roarings in basso, from the proflmdit: of
hxslstemnrian lungs. -
They had now evidenfly reache
hold of the pestilence, Their \\'avuzlittel;-.lseff'rzﬁ?-
or plunge grew more noisome and more h«.m-'iblg
—the paths more narrow and more iutricatx.:
Huge stones and beams falling momently from
the decaying roofs above them, gave evidence
by their sullen and heavy descent, of the vast
height of the surrounding houses; and while ac-
tual exertion became necessary to foree a passage
through frequent heaps of rubbish, it was }i\" no
means seldom that the hand fell npon a skeleton
()rqrnslhlld lllPl')n a more fleshy corpse. il
sSuddenly, as the seamen s 2 ains
entrance of a tall nn3n:}:;:&t?;ﬂ;ﬁﬁggi;:‘?i\(t]-.thf?-
o 3 ing
:}‘)'n‘]l more than usually shrill from the thrn;t;
of the execited Legs, was replied to from within
m a rapid suceession of wild, laughter-like an(i
ﬁen_dmh shricks. Nothing d;mnt;d at qr;;md'i
which, of such a nature’ at snch a time, and in
such a place, might have eurdled the ver'-y blood
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in hearts less irrevocably on fire, the drunken
couple rushed headlong against the door, burst it
open, and stagzered into the midst of things
with a volley of curses.

The room-withinwhich they found themselves
proved to be'the shop of an undertaker; but an
open trap-door, in a corner of the floor near the
entranece, looked down upon a long range of wine-
cellars, whose depths the oceasional sound of
bursting bottles prociaimed 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 ‘eordials, together with jugs, pifchers,
and flacons 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 one
by ome:

Fronting the entrance, and elevated a little
above his eompanions, sat a personage who ap-
peared -to- be the president- of the table. ~ His
stature was gaunt and tall, and Legs was con-
founded to hehold in’him a fizure more emaciated
than himself. " His face was as yellow as saffron
—but no feature excepting one alone, was suffi-
ciently marked to merit a particular description.
This one) consisted in a/ forehead s0 unusaally
and hideously lofty, as to have the appearance
of a bonnet or erown of flesh superadded upon
the natural head. His mouth was pueckered and
dimpled into an expression of ghastly affability,
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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-embroidered black silk-velvef pall,
wrapped negligently around his form after the
fashion of a Spanish cloak. His 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
knocking down some member of the company for
a song.

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-
serabled 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. exceedingly-round, red, and full:
and the same peculiarity, or rather want of pe-
culiarity, attached itself to her countenance,
which I before mentioned in the case of the presi-
dent—thatis to say, only one feature of her face
was sufficiently distinguished to need a separate
characterization : indeed the acute Tarpaunlin im-
mediately observed that the same remark might
haye applied to each individual person of the
party; every one of whom seemed to possess a
monopoly of some particular portion of physiog-
nomy With the Iady in question this portion
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proved to be the mouth. Commeneing 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, howeyer, every exertion to keep her
month elosed and look dignified, in a dress eon-
sisting of a newly-starehed and ironed shroud
coming up close under her chin, with a crimpled
ruffie 6f cambrie muslin.

At her right hand sat a diminutive young lady
whom she appeared to patronize. This delicate
little creature, in the trembling of her wasted
fingers, in the livid hue of her lips, and in the
slight hectic spot which tinged her otherwise
leaden complexion, gave evident indications of a
galloping eonsumption. An air of extreme haut
ton, however, pervaded her whole appearance;
she wore in a graceful and dégagé manmner, a
Jarze and beautiful winding-sheet of the finest
Tndia lawn; her hair hung in ringlets over her
neck; a soft smile played about her mouth; but
her nose, extremely long, thin, sinuous, flexible;
and pimpled, hung down far below her under-
Tip, and, in spite of ‘the delieate manner-in whieh
she now and then moved it to one side  or the
other with her tongne, gave to her countenance
a somewhat equivocal expression.

Over against her, and upon the left of the
dropsical lady, was seated a little pufly, wheez
ing, and gouty old man, whose cheeks reposed
upon the shoulders of their owner, like two huge
bladders of Oporto wine. With his arms folded,
and with one bandaged lég deposited upon the
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Eﬁggd:mft(:gﬁwd %)ethtri}ii(illxxltlfl9lf enti]tlsd to some
: : - > evidently prided himself
much upon every inch n;‘ his personal : e
ance, but took more es )cciu].'(l‘?(-':oud. SDpeaSs
attention to his g;md_v-ciwlon’*d elulrlt“nlllxtt - Tcl?ilsmig
say the truth, must have cost him' no ]‘iiﬂ'3
money, agd was made fo fit him exeeedingly w ;IT
—being fashioned from one of the curiouTsl) : :
brmglerod silken covers appertaining to };l;«)g;
glorious escutcheons which, in Euglax;i a‘nd Pl'l‘:t:-
r)l'::le ‘?m] customarily hung up: in some con-
alrist(;t;.;e?au. upon the dwellings of departed
.\'«.*_\;t to him, and at the right hand of the
president,was a gentleman in Jong white hose 'un‘i
foo‘tli()n 'dmwers._ His frame shook, in a \I~'jd‘iou-
“tl;eri:::;-::)(i;', Ffltlihigi;i]t“(;i; Wlﬁl_t Tarpaulin called
S orrda- s fawn, which had been newly
ed, were tightly tied mp by a bandage of
e at,tﬁgd‘::‘s‘tarms bt}mg fastened in a similar
RN R W ‘1?1 S, prm-cn}ed him from helping
2 St eely .t() _the liguors upon the table;
Ofpri;caut}.mn I‘QI](](_‘T(‘LI. necessary, in the opinion
bim:_i;t)yft}!]]q peculiarly sottish and wine-bib-
Sng n(’.ver&t‘h 1ls visage. A pair of prodigious
in1p6&<iblo ; e.essh“hleh it was no d.nubt found
mnsp'h'ere‘ E)t(fl()ll ne, towered away into the at-
als prick:d e apartment, and were occasion-
b yiage a‘::gr;: a spasm, at the sound of the
. f;rtlnt]m:r; hm}. sixthly and lastly, was sitnated
ffi' ngularly stiff-looking personage, who being
afficted with paralysis, must, to speak seriorusly,
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have felt very ill at ease in his nnaccommodating
habiliments. He was habited, somewhat unigue-
ly, in a new and handsome mahogany coffin. Iis
top or head-piece pressed upon the skull of the
wearer, and extended over it in the fashion of a
hood; eiving to the éntire face an air of inde-
seribable interest. | Arm-holes had been cut in
the sides for the sake not more of eleganece than
of convenience; but the dress, nevertheless, pre-
vented its proprietor from sitting as erect as his
assoeiates; and as he lay reeclining against his
tressel, at an angle of forty-five degrees, a pair
of huge gogele eyes rolled up their awful whites
toward the ceiling in absolute amazement at
their own enormity.

Before each of the party lay a portion of a
skull, which was unsed as a drinking-cup. Over-
head was suspended a human skeleton, by means
of a rope tied round one of the less and fastened
to a ring in the ceiling. The other limb, con-
fined by no such fetter, stuck off from the body,
at right angles, causing the whole loose and raf-
tline frame to dangle and twirl about at the
caprice of every oceasional puff of wind which
found its way into the apartment.  In thel cra-
nium of this hideons thing lay a quantity of
ignited charcoal, which threw a fitful but vivid
licht over the entire scene; while coffins, and
other 'wares appertaining, to the shop of an un-
dertaker, were piled high up around the room,
and against the windows, preventing any ray
from eseaping into the street. )

At sight of this extraordinary assembly, and
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ef their still more extraordinary paraphernalia,
our two seamen did not conduct themselves with
that degree of decorum which might have been
expected. ILegs, leaning against the wall near
which he happened to be standing, dropped his
lower jaw still lower than usunal, and spread open
his eyes to their fullest extent; while Hugh Tar-
paulin, stooping down so as to bring his nose
upon a level with the table, and spreading out a
palm upon either knee, burst info a long, loud,
and obstreperous roar of very ill-timed and im-
moderate laughter.

Without, however, taking offence at behavior
so excessively rude, the tall president smiled very
graciously. upon the.intruders—nodded to them
in a dignified manner with his head of sable
plumes—and, arising, took each by an arm, and
led bim to a seat which some others of the com-
pany had placed in the meanfime for his accom-
modation. Legs to all this offered not the slicht-
est resistanee, but sat down as he was directed ;
while the gallant Hugh, removing his eoffin-fres-
sel from its station near the head of the table, to
the vicinity of the little consumptive lady in the
winding sheet, plnmped down by her side in high
glee, and pouring out.a sknll of red wine, quaffed
it to their better acquaintance. But at this pre-
sumption the stiff gentleman in the coffin seemed
exceedingly nettled; and serious consequences
might | have ensued, had motythe president, rap-
pmg upon the table with his truncheon, diverted
the attention of all present to the following
speech :
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““It becomes our duty upon the present happy

asion .
Oc??j&vast there!’’ interrupted Legs, looking very
serious, ‘‘avast there a bit, I say, and tell us who
the devil ye all are, and what business ye have
here, rigged off like the foul fiends, and swilling
the snug blue ruin stowed away for the winter
by my honest ship-mate, Will Wimble, the un-

ker!”’ :

defat? this unpardonable piece of ill-breeding, all
the original company half-started to their feet,
and uttered the same rapid sucecession of wild
fiendish shrieks which had before_ caught the at-
tention of the seamen. The president, however,
was the first to recover his composure, and at
length, turning to Legs with great dignity, re-
commenced : .

““Most willingly will we gratify any reason-
able curiosity on the part of guests so illustrious,
unbidden though they be. Know then that in
these dominions I am menarch, and here; rule
with undivided empire under the title of ‘King
Pest the First.’ :

“This apartment, which you no doubt pro-
fanely suppose to be the shop of Will Wimble
the undertaker—a man whom we know not, an.d
whose plebeian appellation has never before this
night thwarted our royal ears—this apartment,
I say, is the Dais-Chamber of our Palace, de-
voted to the councils of our kingdom, and to
other sacred and lofty purposes. L

““The noble lady who sits opposite is Queen
Pest, our Serene Consort. The other exalted
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personages whom you behold are all of our fam-

ily, and wear the insignia of the blood royal un-

der the respective titles of ‘His Grace the Arch

Duke Pest-Iferous’— His Grace the Duke Pest-

Ilential’—“His Grace the Duke Tem-Pest’—and

‘PHer Serene Highness the Arch Duchess Ana-
est.’

““As regards,”’ continued he, ““your demand
of the business upon which we sit here in ecoun-
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-
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 thor-
oughly determine the indefinable spirit—the in-
comprehensible qualities and nature—of thoge
inestimable treasures of the palate, the wines,
ales, and liquors of this goodly metropolis: by so
doing to advance not more our own designs than
the true welfare of that unearthly 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 liquenr, and pouring out a second for him-
self.

““Profane varlet!”’ said the president, now
turning his attention to the worthy Hugh, ‘“pro-
fane and execrable wreteh!—we have said, that
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in consideration of those rights which, even in
thy filthy person, we feel no inclination to vie-
late. we have condeseended to make reply to thy
rude and unreasonable inquiries. We neverthe-
less, for your umhallowed intrusion upon our
couneils, (believe it our duty to mulet 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 knees—ye shall be forthwith free either
to proeeed mpon your way, or remain and be ad-
mitted to the privileges of our table, according
to your: respective and individual pleasures.”’
&1t iwould be a matter of ntter unpossibility,”
replied Legs, whom the assnmption and dignity
of King Pest the First had evidently inspired
with some feelings 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 even one
fourth part of that same liguor which your
majesty has just mentioned. To say nothing of

the stuffs-placed on board. in the forenoon by way.

of ballast, and not to mention the various ales
and liquenrs shipped this eyening at various sea-
ports, I have, at present; a full ‘eargo of. ‘hum-
ming-stuff’ taken in and duly paid for at the
sion of the ‘Jolly Tar. You will therefore,
please ) your majesty, ba s0 good as to take the
will for the deed-—for by no.manner of means
either can I or will I swallow another drop—
least of all a drop of that villainous bilge-water
that answers to the name of ‘Black Strap. i
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_ ““Belay that!”’ interrupted Tarpaulin, aston-
ished not more at the length of his comp:aniou s
speech than at the nature of his refusal—‘Belay
that, you lubber!—and I say, Legs, none of your
palaver. My hull is still light, kalthough I con-
fess yon yourself seem to be a little top-heavy;
and as far as the matter of your share of the:
cargo, why rather than raise a squall I woxi]d
tm‘q’.?tqwagmmom for it myself, but——"’ ‘
= ‘This pmceedin‘g,” interposed the president
is by no means in accordance with the t(erms’,
of t}]e mulet or sentence, which is in its nature
T\‘Iedl';u‘l, and not to be altered or recalled. The
conditions we have imposed must be fulfilled to
t!]e l(‘t.ter, 8.l]d that without a-moment’s hcsité-
tion—in failure of which fulfilment we deeree
;lr]:it (\lrmll do ' here be tied neck and heels together,
o :ryb éi:)!""ned as rebels in yon hogshead of
_ "“A sentence!—a sentence!—a righteous and
just sentencel—a glorious deereel—a most
worthy and upright, and holy eondemnation!”’
shouted the Pest family altogether. The king
elevated his forehead info innumerable wrinkle;-
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 cars; she of the shroud
gasped like a dying fish; and he of the coffin
lm‘)l‘(e#l stiff and rolled up his eyes.
Ugh ! ugh! ngh!”’ chuckled Tarpaulin, with-
out heeding the general excitation, ““ugh ! ugh!
ugh !Y;llg.}h !7ugh ! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ughl—I
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was saying,’’ said he,—“I was sq}'ing when Mz,
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 sea-boat
like myself not over-stowed—but when it comes
to drinking the 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 myself to be a sinner, to
be nobody in the whole world but T_im Hurly-
gurly the stage-player —why | it’s quite another
guess sort of a thing, and utterly and altogether
past my comprehension.”’ . \

He was not allowed to finish this speech in
tranquillity. At the name of Tim Hurlygurly
the whole assembly leaped from their seats.

“Treason!’’ shouted his Majesty King Pest
the First.

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

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

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

““Treason !’ growled he of the coffin.

“‘Treason! treason!” shrieked her majesty of
the mouth; and seizing by the hinder part of
his breeches the unfortunate Tarpaulin, who had
just eommenced pouring out for himself a skull
of liqueur, she lifted him high into the air, and
let him fall without ceremony into the huge open
puncheon of his beloved ale. Bobbing up and
down, for a few seconds, like an apple in a bowl
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of toddy, he, at length, finally disappeared amid
the whirlpool of foam which, in the already effer-
veseent liquor, his struggles easily succeeded in
creating.

Not tamely, however, did the tall seaman be-
hold the disecomfiture of his companion. Jos-
tling King Pest through the open trap, the val-
iant 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 light 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 Hugh Tarpaulin, he rolled
it over and over in an instant. Out poured a
deluge of liquor so fierce—so 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 hysterics. Piles of death-furniture flound-
ered about. Jugs, pitchers, and carboys min-
gled promiscuously in the melée, and wicker
flagons encountered desperately 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 vietorious Legs, seizing
by the waist the fat lady in the shroud, rushed
out with her into the street, and made a bee-line
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for the ‘“Free and Easy,”” followed under easy
sail by the redoubtable Hugh Tarpaulin, who,
having sneezed three or four times, panted and
puffed after him with the Arch Duchess Ana-
Pest.

THE THOUSAND-AND-SECOND TALE
OF SCHEHERAZADE

[Published in Godey’s Lady’s Book, February, 1845.1

Truth is stranger than fiction.—Old Saying.

Having had occasion, lately, in the course of
some Oriental investigations, to consult the
*“Tellmenow Isitséornot,”’ 'a work which (like
the ‘‘Zohar” of Simeon Jochaides) is scarcely
known at all, even in Europe; and which has
never beem quoted, to my knowledge, by any
American—if we exeept, perhaps, the author of
the ““Curiosities of Ameriean Literature’’ ;—
having had oceasion, I say, to turn over some
pages of the first-mentioned very remarkable
work, I was not a little astonished to discoyver
that the literary world has hitherto been strange-
Iy In ‘error respecting the fate of the vizier’s
daughter, Scheherazade, as that fate is depicted
in the ““Arabian Nights’’; and that the dénoue-
ment there given, if not altogether inaceurate, as
far as it goes, is af least to blame in not having
gone very much farther..

For full information on this interesting topie,
I must refer the inquisitive reader to the ““TIsit-

10
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soornot’” itself: but in the meantime, I shall be
pardoned for giving a summary of what I there
diseovered. .

It will be rememberea, that, in the usual ver-
sion of the tales; a certain monarch having good
cause to be jealous of his queen, not only puts
her to death, but makes a.vow, by his beard and
the prophet, to espouse each night the most beau-
tiful maiden in his dominions, and the nexi
morning to deliver her up to the executioner.

Havine fulfilled this vow for many years to
the letter, and with a religious punctuality and
method that eonferred great credit upon him as
a man of devont feeling and excellent sense, he
was interrupted one afternoon (no doumbt at his
prayers) by a visit from his grand vizier, to
whose daughter, it appears; there had oceurred
an idea.

Her name was Scheherazade, and her idea was,
that she would either redeem the land from the
depopulating tax upon its beauty, or perish,
after the approved fashion of all heroines, In the
attempt.

Aceordingly, and althougn we do not find it
to be leap-year (which makes the sacrifice more
meritorious). she deputes her father, the grand
vizier. to make an offer to the king of her hand.
This hand the king eagerly accepts—(he had
intended ‘to take it at(all events, and had put off
the matter from day to day, only through fear of
the vizier)—but, in accepting it now, he gives
all parties very distinctly to nnderstand, that,
grand vizier or no grand vizier, he has not the

THE TALE OF SCHEHERAZADE 103

shightest design of giving up one iota of his vow
or of his privileges. When, therefore, the fair
Scheherazade insisted upon marrying the king
and did actually marry him despite her fathurz
excellent advice not to do any thing of the kind—
when she would and did marry him, I say, will I,
nill I, it was with her beautifut black eyes as
thoroughly open as the nature of the ease would
allow.

It seems, however, that this politic damsel
(who had been reading Machiavelli beyond
f_l(}ubl), had a very ingenious liftle plot in her
mmd. On the night of the wedding she econ-
trived, upon I forget what specious pretence, to
have herisister oceupy a eouch sufficiently near
that of the reyal pair to admit of easy conversa-
tion from bed to bed; and, a little before cock-
crowing, she took care to awaken the good mon-
ax:ch. her husband (who bore here none the worse
will because he intended to wring her neck on the
morrow ) ,—she managed to awaken him, T say
(although on aeccount of a capital wmsoieuce’
aml an easy digestion, he slept well,) by the pro-
found interest of a story (about a rat and a black
cat, I think) which she was narrating|(all in an
undertone; of course) to her sister! “When the
day broke, it so happened that this history was
not altogether finished, and that Scheherazade, in
tl_m nature of things could not finish it just th’(en
sinee it was high time for her to get up and be
h()“‘j\'h‘lln‘_’.—ﬂ thing very little more pleasani
thzrm hzu_l_f_'m;', only a trifle more genteel! -

The king’s curiosity, however, prevailing, T am
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sorry to say, even over his sound religious prin-
eiples, induced him for this once to postpone the
fulfilment of his vow until next morning, for the
purpose and with the hope of hearing that night
how it fared in the end with the black cat (a
black cat, T think it was) and the rat.

The night having arrived, however, the lady
Scheherazade not only put the finishing stroke to
the black cat and the rat (the rat was blue) but
before she wéll knew what she was about, found
herself deep in the intricacies of a narration,
having reference {(if I am mnot altogether mis-
taken) to a pink horse (with green wings) that
went, in a violent manner, by cloeckwork, and was
wound up with an indigo key. With this history
the king was even more profoundly interested
than with the other—and, as the day broke be-
fore its econclusion (notwithstanding all the
aueen’s endeavors te get through with it in time
for the bowstringing), there was again no re-
source but to pestpone that ceremony as before,
for twenty-four hours. The next night there
happened a similar accident with a similar re-
sult: and then the next—and then again the
next: so that; in the end, the good monarch, hay-
ing been nunavoidably deprived of all opportuni=
ty to keep his vow during a period of no less than
one thousand and one nights, either forgets it al-
together by the expiration of this time; or geis
himself absolved of it ‘in ‘the regular way, or
(what is more probable) breaks it outright, as
well as the head of his father confessor., At all
events. “Scheherazade, who, being lineally de-
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scended from Eve, tefl heir, perhaps, to the
whole seven baskets of talk, which the latter
lady, we all know, picked up from under the
trees in the Garden of Eden: Scheherazade, 1
say, finally trinmphed, and the tariff upon bean-
ty was repealed.

Now, this coneclusion (which is that of the
story as we have it upon record) is, no doubt, ex-
cessively proper and pleasant—but alas! like a
great many pleasant things,is more pleasant than
true; and I am indebted altogether to the ““Isit-
siiornot"’ for the means of correcting the error.
"Lc.nnmq."’ says a French proverb, ““est I’on-
nemi dw bien,”” and, in mentioning that Scheher-
azade had inherited thé seven baskets of talk, I
should have added that she put them out at com.
pound interest until they amounted to seventy-
seven,

““My dear sister,” said she, on the thousand-
and-seeond night, (I quote the language of the
““Isitsdornot’’ at this point, verbatim) “*my dear
sister;** said she, “now that all this little diffienl-
ty about the bowstring has blown overy-and that
this odious tax is so happily repealed, I fecl that
I have been guilty of great indiscretion in with-
holding from you and the king (who I am SOrTYy
to say, snores—a thing no gentleman would’ do)
the full conclusion of Sinbad the sailor. _ This
person went, through numerous other and more
mnteresting adventures than those which I relat
ed; but the truth is, I felt sleepy on the partie-
_ular mght of their narration, and so was seduced
into cutting them short—a grievous piece of mis
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conduct, for which I only trust that Allah will
forgive me. But even yet it is not too late to
remedy my great neglect—and as soon as I have
given the king a pinch or two in order to wake
him up so far that he may stop making that hor-
rible noise, 1 will forthwith entertain you (and
him if he pleases) with/the sequel of this very re-
markable story.”

Hereupon the sister of Scheherazade, as T have
it from the ** Isitsoornot,”’ expressed no very par-
ticnlar intensity of gratification; but the king,
having been sufficiently pinched, at length ceased
snoring, and finally said, “Hum!”’ and then
““Hoo!’’ when the queen, understanding these
words (whieh are no doubt Arabic) to signify
that he was all attention, and would deo his best
not to snore any more—the queen, I say, having
arranged these mattérs to ber satisfaction, re-en-

tered thus, at once, into the history of Sinbad the
|

sailor :
““<At length, in- my old agze, (these are the
words of Sinbad himself, as retailed by Scheher-

azade)—‘at length, in my old age; and after en-=

joying many years of tranquillity at home, I be-
came onee.anore possessed of a desire 6f visiting
foreign countries; and one day, without aec-
quainting any of my family with my design, 1
packed up some bundles of such merchandise as
was most preeious and least bulky, and, engaging
a porter to carry them, went with him down 10
the sea-shore, to await the arrival of any chanee
vessel that might convey me ont of the kingdom
into some region which I had not as yet explored.
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‘*“ “Having deposited the packages upon the
sands, we sat down beneath some trees, and
looked ount into the ocean in the hope of pereeiv-
ing a ship, but during several hours we saw none
whatever. At length T faneied that T eould hear
a singular buzzing or humming sound—and the
porter, after listening awhile, declared that he
also could distinguish it. Presently it grew lond-
er, and then still louder, so that we eould have no
doubt that the objeet which caused it was ap-
proaching us. At length, on the edge of the hori-
zon, we diseovered a black speeck, which rapidly
mereased in size until we made it out to be a vast
monster, swimming with a great part of its body
above the surface of the sea. Tt came toward us
with inconeeivable swiftness, throwing up huge
waves of foam around its breast, and illuminat-
mg all that part of the sea through which it
passed, with a long line of fire that extended far
off into the distance.

‘ ““ “As the thing drew near we saw it very dis-
tinetly. Ifs length was equal to that of three of
the loftiest trees that grow, and it was as wide as
the great hall of dudience in your palace, O most
sublime and munificent of the ealiphs.: Its body,
which was unlike that of ordinary fishes, was as
solid as a rock, and of a jetty blackness through-
out all that portion of it which floated above the
water with the exeeption of a narrow blood-red
streak that!completely begirdled it. The belly,
which floated beneath the surface, and of which
we eould get only a glimpse now and then as the
monster rose and fell with the billows, was en-
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tirely covered with metallic seales, of a color like
that of the moon in misty weather. The back
was flat and nearly white, and from it there ex-
tended upwards of six spines, about half the
length of the whole body.

“* “This horrible eéreature had no mouth that
we eould perceive; but, as'if to make up for this
defiecieney, it was provided with at least four
seore of eyes, that protruded from their sockets
like those of the green dragon-fly, and were ar-
ranged all around the body in two rows, one
above the ofher, and parallel fo the blood-red
streak, which seemed fo answer the purpose of an
evebrow. Twao or three of these dreadful eyes
were mueh’ larger than the others, and had the
appearance of solid gold.

*t ¢ Although this beast approached us, as 1
have before said, with the greatest rapidity, it
must have been moved altogether by necromancy
—for it had neither fins like a fish nor web-feet
like a duck, nor wings like the sea-shell whieh is
blown along in the manner of a vessel; nor yet
did it writhe itself forward as do the eels. Its
head and its tail were shaped preeisely alike,
only, mot far from the latter were two small holes
that served for nostrils, and throngh which the
monster puffed out its thick breath with prodig-
ious violenee, and with a shrieking, disagreeable
noise.

“* “Our terror at beholding this hideous thing
was very great, but it was even surpassed by our
astonishment, when upon getting a nearer look,
we pereeived upon the creature’s back a vast
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number of animals about the size and shape of
men, and altogether much resembling them, ex-
cept that they wore no garments (as men do),
being supplied (by nature, no doubt,) with an
ugly uncomfortable covering, a good deal like
cloth but fitting so tight fo the skin as to render
the poor wretches laughably awkward, and put
them apparently to severe pain. On the very
tips of their heads were certain square-looking
boxes, which, at first sight, I thought might have
been intended to answer as turbans, but I soon
discovered that they were excessively heavy and
solid, and I therefore concluded they were con-
irivances designed by:their great weight, to keep
the heads of the animals steady and safe upon
their shoulders. Around the necks of the crea-
tures were fastened black eollars, (badges of
servitude, no dombt,) such as we keep on our
dogs, only much wider and infinitely stiffer—so
that it was quite impossible for thesé poor vie-
tims to move their heads in‘any direétion without
moving the body at the same time; and thus they
were doomed fo perpetual contemplation of their
noses—a view puggish-and snonbby. in # wonder-
ful’if not positively in an awful degree.

*“ “When the monster had nearly reached the
shore where we stood, it suddenly pushed out
one of its eyes to a great extent, and emitted
from it a terrible flash of fire, accompanied by
a dense cloud of smoke, and a noise that I ean
compare to nothing but thunder. As the smoke
eleared away, we saw one of the odd man-animals
standing near the head of the large beast with a
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trumpet in his hand, through which (putting it
to his mouth) he presently addressed us in loud,
harsh, and disagreeable accents, thaf, perhaps,
we should have mistaken for language, had they
not come-altogether through the nose.

¢ “Being thus evidently spoken to, I was at a
loss how to reply; as I eonld in no manner under-
stand what was said; and/ in, this difficulty I
furned to the porter, who was near swooning
throneh affright, and demanded of him his opin-
jon as to what species of monster it was, what it
wanted, and what kind of creatures those were
that so swarmed upon its back.  To this the porter
replied, as’' well as he eould for-trepidation, that
he had onee before heard of this sea-beast; that
it was a eruel demon, with bowels of sulphur and
blood of fire, ereated by evil genii as the means of
inflicting misery upen mankind; that the things
upon /its back were vermin, such as sometimes
infest/¢ats and dogs, only a little larger and more
savage: and that these vermin had their uses;
however evil—for, through the torture they
waused the beast By their nibblings and stingings,
it was zoaded into,that degree of wrath which
was requisite to make it roar and commit ill, and
so fulfil the vengeful and malicious designs of
the wicked genii.

¢ ¢his aecount determined me to take to my
heels, ‘and, without onee eyven Jooking hehind
me, I ran at full speed up into the hills, while
the porter ran equally fast, although nearly in
an opposite direction, so that, by these means, he
finally made his eseape with my bundles, of
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whieh I have no doubt he took exeellent care—
althongh this is a point I cannot determine, as I
do not remember that I ever beheld him again.

“ ‘For myself, I was so hotly pursued by a
swarm of the men-vermin (who had come to the
shore in boats) that I was very soon overtaken,
bound hand and foot, and conveyed to the beast,
which immediately swam out again into the mid-
dle of the sea.

¢¢ T now bitterly repented my folly in quitting
a comfortable home to peril my life in such ad-
ventures at this; but regret being useless, I
made the best of my condition, and exerted my-
self to secure the good-will of the man-animal
that owned the trumpet; and who appeared to ex-
ercise anthority over his fellows. I succeeded so
well in this endeavor that, in a few days, the
ereature bestowed upon me warious tokens of his
favor. and in the end even went to the tronble of
teaching me the rudiments of what it was vain
enongh to denominate its langnage; so that, at
length, T-was-enabled to converse with it readily,
and came to make it comprehend the ardent de-
sire I had of seeing the world.

* *Washish squashish. squeak, Sinbad, hey-
diddle diddle, grunmt' unt grumble, hiss, fiss,
whiss,” said he to me one day after dinner—but
I beg a thousand pardons, I had forgotten that
your majesty is not conversant with the dialeet
of the Cock-neighs ' (s¢ the man-animals were
called: I presume beeanse their language formed
the eonnecting link between that of the horse and
that of the rooster). With your permission,




112 WORKS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE

will translate. ‘Washich squashish,” and so
forth:—that is to say, ‘I am happy to find, my
dear Sinbad, that you are really a very excellent
fellow; we are now about doing a thing which is
called cirenmnavigating the globe; and sinee you
are so desirous of seeing the world, I will strain
a point and give you a free passage upon the
back of the beast.” >’

When the Lady Secheherazade had proeeeded
thus far, relates the ““Isitsornot,”’ the king
turned over from his left side to his right, and
said :

It is, in faet, very surprising, my dear
queen, that you omitted, hitherto, these latter
adventures of Sinbad. Do you know T think
them exceedingly entertaining and strange?’’

The king having thus expressed himself, we
are told, the fair Scheherazade resumed her his-
tory in the following words:

‘“Sinbad went on in this‘manner with his nar-
rative—‘T thanked the man-animal for its kind-
ness, and soon found myself very much at home
on the beast, which swam at a prodigious rate
through the ocean; although the surfaee of the
latter 18, in that part of the world, by no means
flat, but round like a pomegranate, so that we
went—so to say—either up hill or down hill ali
the time.” 7

““That, I think, was wvery singular,’
rupted the king. :

““Nevertheless, it 13 quite true,” rephed
Scheherazade.

> inter-
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‘I have my doubts,” rejoined the king; “‘but,
pray, be so good as to go on with the story.”’

“I will,”” said the queen. ‘* “The beast,’ con-
tinued Sinbad, ‘swam, as I have related, up hill
and down hill, until, at length, we arrived at
an island, many hundreds of miles in circumfer-
ence, but which, nevertheless, had been built in
the middle of the sea by a colony of little things
like caterpillars.’ >’*

“Hum! ** said the king,

*“ *Leaving this island,” said Sinbad—(for
Scheherazade, it must be understood. took no
notice of her husband’s ill-mannered ejacula-
tion)—*‘leaving this island, we eame to another
where the forests were of solid stone, and so
hard that they shivered to pieces the finest-tem-
pered axes with which we endeavored to cut
them down.” "’}

*The coralites,

+ * Omne of the most remarkable natural curicelties In Texas
is a petrified forest, near the head of Pasigno river it con-
sists of several hundred trees, in an erect position, all turned
to stone. Some trees, now growing, are partly petrified. This
is a startling fact for natural philosophers, and must cause
them to modify the existing theory of petrifaetion. " —Kennedy.

This acoount, at first discredited, has since been corrobo-
rated by the discovery of a completely petrified forest, near
the héad waters of the Chayenne, or Chieane river, which has
its source in the Black Hills of the Rocky. chatn,

There is scarcely, perhaps, a spectacte on the surface of the
globe more remarkable, either in a geological or picturesque
point of view than that presented by the petrified forest, near
Caliro. The traveiler, having passed the tombs of the caliphs,
Just beyond the gates of the eity, proceeds to the southward,
nearly at right angles to the road seross the desert to Suez,
and after having travelled somo ton miles up a uw barrea
valley, covered with sand, gravel, and sea shells, fresh as if
the tide had retired but yesterday, crosses a low range of
sandhills, which has for some sdistusce run paraliel to his
path. The scene now presentad o him iz beyond conception
singular and desolate, A mass of fragments of trees, all cone

VIL 8
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«Hum! *’ said the king, again; but Scheher-
azade, paying him no attention, continued in
the language of Sinbad.

¢ ¢ Passing beyond this last island, we reached
a country where there was a cave that ran to the
distance of thirty ‘or forty miles within the
bowelsof the earth, and that contained a greater
nnber of far more spacious and more magnifi-
cent palaces than are to be found in all Damas-
cus and Bagdad. From the roofs of these pal-
aces there hung myriads of gems, like dia-
monds, but larger than men; and in among the
streets of  towers and pyramids and temples,
there flowed immense rivers as black as ebony
and swarming with fish that had no eyes.” 1'®

““Hum! ' said the king.

«¢We then swam info a -region of the sea
where we found-a lofty mountain, down whose
sides there streamed torrenis of melted metal,
some of which were twelveé miles wide and sixty

=~

verted into stone, and when struck by his horse’s hoo! ringing
like cast iron, is seen 1o extend itself for miles and miles
around him, in the form of a decayed and. prosirate forest.
The wood is of a dark brown hue, but retains its form in
perfection, the pleces being from one to fifteen feet In length,
amd | from half a foot to three fest in thickness;, strewed S0
closely together, as far &8s the eye can reach, that an Egyptian
donkey can scarcely thread its way through amongst thermn,
and so natural that, were it fn Scotland or Ireland, it might
pass without remark for some enormous drained bog, on which
the exhumed trees lay rotting in the sun. The roots and rudi=
ments of the branches are, in many cases, nearly perfect, and
in some of the worm-holes enten under/ the bark ars

recognizable:” 'The most dolicate of the sap vessels, 7

the finer portions of the eentre of the wood, are perfectly
entire, and bear to be examined with the strongest magulfiers
The whole are so thoroughly silicified as to scratch glass and
are capable of reoceiving the highest polish.—Asiatio Magazing

e The Mammoth Cave of Keutucky.
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ml.le,'s,‘ long® while from an abyss on the sum-
mit, issued so vast a quantity of ashes tlmi the
sun was entirely blotted out from the heavens,
apd it became darker than tne dﬁrkws‘f n'm»l-’
night; S0 that when we were even at V{h’e «li§-
tance of a.humlrwl and fifty miles from ll;-'
mountain, it was impossible to see the whitest
object, however close we held it to .‘oulr m 8.” ns
::Hm.n! ' said the king. T
" "After quitting this coast, the beast con-
tinued his voyage until we met with a hn«{ I
\‘\'hl(_'h the nature of things seemed r‘uv«:mwil—‘
for we here saw a great lake, at the bnt'to'm of
w]ui‘h. more than a hundred feet beneath the
sul't:u‘o of the water, there flourished in full l(‘;'xf
8 forest of tall and luxuriant trees.’ > ‘
*Hoo! ’? said the king. .

L LQ -
Some hundred miles farther on brought
us to a climate where the atmosphere was so

® In Joeland, 1783.

+*“ During the eruptio

x & the ar ption of Hecla, In 1768, clonds
v:t;l(‘(]vh”;‘:d;(:d such n degree of darkoess :h;u.o :Ldf_}l;gln(lg:l‘
b m.”y n,?:) t}mn firty leagues from the mountain peopls;
Sould only find thelr way by groping. During the eruption of
b oy e B 784, at Caserta, four leagues distant, peopl
e s S k by the light of torches.  On the first of Mf\ S
S s 15?1:11:105;“22 n\f‘un-:-; .:nd snn:;deomlm: from a e

the islar S enit, cove t v
gggoo;; :'l’»:t:;\;)légguo:or it so“(nlnns'o a darknx:*?za“x?&ls :{ 'I;?;-
b /- X , one comid not percelvé the ther
o Jmtﬁ&nsr’\rﬂr;lxi:ﬁcg:'ommau:vhlw han.dk(-rchlle‘f !:;:.:n:l'ra?‘?r‘;:

\ > /ay T 7 - =
ofmegvuphy], s s e:lilt.y“ Murray [Encyclopaedia

* In the year 1790, ¥
P , In the Caraceas &
:rr:;!or;lsrr:]:rl the granite soil sank and 1&'1."?&2 :?Sﬁqg;:’
Soen, Toon :1 diameter, and from eighty to a hundred feet
bt "[n';ml:"sa:tr;\fn t::’er forest ;)f Aripao which sanky and
e rees 1 ST BEV ¥ a ’»
Murray [Encyclopaedic of Gnr;;:r’:l1‘;:‘::‘]""-?‘1?I 'l’l‘znld‘r she &
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dense as to sustain iron or steel, just as our own
does feathers.” *’#

“Fiddle de dee,”” said the king.

“ “Proceeding still in the same direction, we
presently arrived at the most magnificent re-
gion in the whole world. Through it there
meandered a glorious river for several thousands
of miles, This river was of unspeakable depth,
and of a transparency richer than that of amber.
It was from three to six miles in width; and
its banks, which arose on either side to twelve
hundred feet in perpendicular height, were
erowned with ever-blossoming trees, and perpet-
ual sweet-scented flowers, that made the whole
territory one gorgeous garden; but the name of
this luxuriant land was the Kingdom of Horror,
and to enter it was inevitable death.’ >’}

“Humph! ’? said the king.

“““We left this kingdom in great haste, and,
after some days, came to another, where we were
astonished to perceive myriads of monstrous
animals with horns resembling seythes upon
their heads. These hideous beasts dig for them-
selves vast caverns in the soil, of a funnel shaps,
and line the side of them with rocks, so dis-
posed one upon the other that they fall in-
stantly, when trodden upon by other animals,
thus precipitating them into the monsters’ dens,
where their blood is immediately sucked, and

M‘Q’I’lﬁo!:;zr’g;oset' étt)gel l.g’ver &ma&ufacu;red 11118%.] under the actlion
- uce an impalpable powder, wh
will float readily in the atmospheric alr.p 4 3 e

+ "I.’he region of the Niger. See Simmond’s * Coloniof Mags-
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their carcasses afterwards hurled contemptuous-
Iy out to an immense distance from ‘‘the caverns
of death.”” ’ 7%

““Pooh! ”’ said the king.

¢ ¢Continuing our progress, we perceived a
distriet with vegetables that grew not upon any
soil, but in the air.f There were others that
sprang from the substance of other vegetables;i
others that derived their substance from the
bodies of living animals;§ and then again, there
were others that glowed all over with intense
fire;|| others that moved from place to place
at pleasure,f] and what was still more wonder-
ful, we discovered flowers that lived and

* The Myrmeleon—Ilion-ant. The term *“ monster ” Is equally
applicable to small abnormal things and to great, while such
epithets as “ vast” are merely comparative. The cavern of
the myrmeleon is vast in comparison with the hole of the com-
mon red ant. A grain of silex is also a * rock.”

¥ The Epidendron, Flos Aeris, of the family of the Orchideew,
grows with merely the surface of its roots attached to a tree
or other object, from which it derives no nutriment—subsisting
altogether upon air.

{ The Parasites, such as the wonderful Rafflesia Arnaldii.

§ Schowtwo advoeates s class of plants that grow upon living
animals—the Plante Epigoe. Of this class are the Fuci and

gll?;'. J. B, Williams, of Salem, Mass., presented the * Nae
tional Institute,” with an insect from New Zealand, with the
following deseription :(—* “ The Hoite,” a decided caterpillar,
or worm, is found growing at the foot of the Raia tree, with
a plant growing out of its head. This most peculiar and most
extraordinary insect travels up both the Raia and Perriri
trees, and entering into the top, eats its way, perforating the
trunk of the tree until it reaches the root, it then comes out
of the roof, and dies, or remains dormant, and the plant propa-
gates ont of its head; the body remains perfect and entire, of
a harder substance than when alive. ¥From this insect the
natives make a eoloring for tattooing.”

| In mines and natural caves we find a species of cryptoga=
mous fungus that emits an intense phosphorescence,

The orchis, scabius and valisneria.
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breathed and moved their limbs at will, and
had, moreover, the detestable passion of man-
kind for enslaving other creatures, and econ-
fining them in horrid and solitary prisons until
the fulfillment of appointed tasks.” >'*

““Pshaw ™ said| the king.

“ *Quitting this land, we soon arrived at
another im which the bees and the birds ave
mathematicians 'of 'such genius and erudition,
that they give daily instruetions in the science
of geometry to the wise mien of the empire.
The king of the place having offered a reward
for the solation of two very difficult problems,
they were solved upon the spot—the one by the
bees, and the other by the birds; but the king
keeping their solution a secret, it was only after
the most profound ‘researches and labor, and

* “The corolla _of this flower (Aristolochia Clematitis),
which is tubular, but terminating upwards in a ligulate limb,
is inflated into A globular figure at the base. The tubular part
Is Internally beset with stiff halrs, pointing downwards. The
globular part contains the pfstil, which consists merely of a
germen and - stigms,  together with the surrcunding stamens
But the stamens, being shorter than even the germen, canngt
discharge the pollen so as to throw it upon the stigma, as the
flower stands always upright tHl after Impregnation. And
hence, without some additional and pecullar aid, the pollen
must necessarily fall down to the battom of the flower. Now,
the did that nature has furnished In this case, is that of the
Tiputa Pennicornis, a small insect, which entering the tube of
ihe corolia in quest of honey, descends to the bottom, and
rummages about till it becomes quite covered with pollen : but
not being able to force its way out again, owing to the down=-
ward position of the hairs, which converge to a point like the
wires of a mouse-trap, and being somewhat impatient of its
confinement, it brushes backwards and forwards, trying ‘every
corner, till, after repeatedly traversing the stigma, it covers
it with pollen sufficient for its Impregnation, in consequenge
of which the flower soon begins to droop, and the halrs o
shrink to the sides of the tube, effecting an easy passage fof
the escape of the lnsect.”—Reov. P. Keith—"' System of Physis
vlogical Botany.”

v
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the writing of an infinity of biz books, during a
long series of years, that the men-mathemati-
eians at length arrived at the identical solutions
which had been given upon the spot by the bees
and by the birds.” 7’®

““Oh, my! ”’ said the king.

““ “We had scarcely lost sight of this empire
when we fonnd ourselves close upen another,
from whose shores there flew over our heads a
flock of fowls a mile in breadth, and two hun-
dred and forty miles long; so that, although
they flew a mile during every minute, it required
no less than four hours for the whole flock to
pass over us—in which there were several mil-
lions of millions of fowl.’ "’§

“Oh fy!?* said the king.

* The bees—ever gince bees were—have been consteucting
their cclls with just such sides, in Just such number, and at
Just such Inclinations, as It has been demonstrated (in a
problem invelving tha profoundest mathematical principles)
are the very sides, in the very number, and at the very angles,
which will afford the creatures the most room that i com-
patible with the greatest stability of structure.

During the latter part of the last century, the guestion
arose among mathematicians—** to determine the best form
that can be given to the =afls of a windmill, sccording to their
varying distances from the revolving vanes, and likewise from
the centres of the revolution,’”. This ls an excessively complex
problem, for it is, In other words, fo . find the best possible
position at an Infinity of varied distances, and mt an infinity
of paints on the arm. There were a thousand futile-attempts
to ansxwer the gquery on the part of the most lllustrious mathe-
maticians ; and when, at length, an undeniable solutlfon was
discovered, men found that the wings of a bird had glven 1t
a—nh lu!!ksnlule precision ever sloce the first bird had traversed

e n

1 Ho obzerved a flock ol plgeons passing betwixt Frankfort
and the Indlan territory, one mile at least In breadth: it took
up four hours in passing; which, at the rate of one mile psr
minute, gives a length of 240 ‘milés;: and, supposing three
plgeons to each sguare yard, gives 2,230,272,000 pigeons.—
“ Travels in Canada and the United Biates,” by Lieut. F. Hall
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“““No sooner had we got rid of these birds,
which occasioned us great annoyance, than we
were terrified by the appearance of a fowl of
another kind, and infinitely larger than even
the rocs which I met in my former voyages; for
it was bigger than the biggest of the domes on
your seraglio, oh, most Munificent of Caliphs.
This terrible fowl had mo head that we could
perceive, but ‘was' fashioned entirely of belly,
which was of a prodigious fatness and round-
ness, of a soft-looking substafce, smooth, shin-
ing and striped with various colors. In its
talons, the monster was bearing away to his
eyrie in the heavens, a house from which it had
knocked off the roof, and in the interior of which
we distinetly saw human beings, who, beyond
doubt, were in a state of frightful despair at the
horrible fate which awaited them. We shouted
with all our might, in the hope of frightening
the bird into letfing go of its prey; but it merely
gave a soort or puff, as if of rage and then lek
fall upon our heads a heavy sack which proved
to.be filled with sand!’’’

““Stuff! ?’ said the king.

‘It was just after this adventure that we
encountered a continent of immense extent and
prodigious solidity, but which, nevertheless, was
supported entirely upon the back of a sky-blue
ecow that had no fewer than four hundred
horns.” %

““That, now, I believe,’’ said the king, “ be-

* *“ The earth fs upheld by a cow of a blue color, havis
Borns four hundred in number.”—=Sale’s Koran.

' 5T e o e 7- _l A ) F_

THE TALE OF SCHEHERAZADE 121

cause I have read something of the kind before
in a book.”’

““ “We passed immediately beneath this con-
tinent, (swimming in between the legs of the
eow), and, after some hours, found ourselves in
a wonderful country indeed, which, I was in-
formed by the man-animal, was his own native
land, inhabited by things of his own species.
This elevated the man-animal very much in my
esteem, and in faet, I now began to feel ashamed
of the eontemptuous familiarity with which I
had treated him; for I found that the man-ani-
mals in general were a nation of the most power-
ful magicians, who lived with worms in their
brain,*® which, no doubt, served.to stimulate them
by their painful writhings and wrigelings to the
most miraculous efforts of imagination.’ *’

**Nonsense ! ** gaid the king.

*“fAmong the magicians, were domesticated
several animals of very singular kinds: for
example, there was a huge horse whose bones
were iron, and whose blood was beiling water.
In place of corn, he had black stones for his
usual food; and yet, in spite of so hard a diet,
he was so strong and swift that he conld drag
a load more weighty than the grandest temple
in this eity, at a rate surpassing that of the
flight of most birds.” "’}

2

*.'“The Entozos, or intestinal worms, have repeatedly been
observed in the museles, and in the cerebral substance of
men."'—See Wyatt’s Physiclogy, p. 143,

7O0n the Great Western Railway, between London and
Exeter, a speed of 71 miles per hour has been attalned A
traln weighing 90 tons was whirled from Puddington to. Dideot
(53 miles) in 51 minutes,
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“T'wattle! ” said the king.

*“ “T saw, also, among these people a hen with-
out feathers, but bigger than a camel: instead
of flesh and bone she had iron and’brick; her
blood, like that of the horse, (to whom, in faet,
she was nearly related,) was boiling water; and
like him she ate nothing but wood or black
stones,  This hen brought forth very fre-
quently, a hundred chickens in the day; and,
after birth, they took up their residence for
several weeks within |the ; stomach of their
mother.” ’*

‘“Flal 1al! ?’ said the king.

‘*Ome of this nation of mighty conjurors
ereated a man out of brass, and wood, and
leather, and endowed him with such ingenuity
that he would have beaten at ehess, all the race
of mapkind with the exeeption of the great
Caliph, Haroun Alraschid.f Another of these
magi constructed (of like material) a creature
that put to' shame even the genius of him who
made it; for so great were its reasoning powers
that, in a second, it performed ecalculations of
so vast an ‘extent that they would have required
the united labor of fifty thousand fleshy men
for'a yeari But a still more wonderful eon-
juror fashioned for himself a michty thing that
was neither man nor beast, but which had brains
of lead, intermixed with '‘a black matter like
piteh, and fingers that employed’ with such in-

* The Eccalobeoion.

T Maelzel’'s Automaton Chess-player.
$ Babbage's Calculating Machine.
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eredible speed and dexterity that it would have
had mo trouble in writing out twenty thousand
copies of the Koran in an hour; and this with
so exquisité a precision, that in all the copies
there should not be foumd one to vary from
another by the breadth of the finest hair. This
thing was of prodigious strength, so that it
erected or overthrew the mightiest empires at a
breath; but its powers were exercised equally
for evil and for good.”

“Ridienlous! '’ said the king.

““ ¢ Among this nation of neeromancers there
was also one who had in his veins the blood of
the salamanders; for he made no scruple of
sitting down. fo smoke his chiboue in a red-hot
oyen until his dinner was theroughly roasted
upon its floor®  Another had the faculty
of converting the common metals into gold, with-
out even looking at them during the process.i
Another had such a delieacy of touch that he
made a wire so fine as to be invisible.f Another
had such. gunickness of perception: that he
counted all the separate motions of an elastie
body, while it was springing backward and
forward at the rate of nine hundred millions of
fimes in a seeond.” ’'§

““ Absurd! *’ said the king.

* Chabert, nnd since him, a hundred others,

4+ The Eilectrotype.

t Wolldston made a platinum for the fleld of views in a
telescope & wire one elghteen-thousandth part of an toch I
thickness. It could be seen only by means of the microscope.

§ Newton demonstrated that the retina beneath the influence
of the violet ray of the spectrum,  vibrated 900,000,000 of
times in a second.
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“ “Another of these magicians, by means of a
fluid that nobody ever yet saw, could make the
corpses of his friends brandish their arms, kick
out their legs, fight, or even get up and danee at
his will.® —Another had cultivated his voice to
80 great an extent that he could have made him-
self heard from one end of the world to the
other.t Another had so long an arm that he
could sit' down in Damaseus and indite a letter
at Bagdad—or indeed at any distance whatso-
ever.I Amother commanded the lightning to
come down to him out of the héavens, and it eame
at his eall; and served him for a plaything when
it eame. Another took two loud sounds and out
of them made a silence. Another constructed a
deep darkness out of two brilliant lights.§ An-
other made ice in a red-hot furnace.| Another

* The Voltale pile.

% The Electro telegraph transmits Intelligence fnstantane-
ously—at least so far as regard€ any distance upon the earth.

{ The Eiectro Telegraph Printing Apparatus.

§ Common experiments in Natural Philosophy. If two red
rays from two luminous points be admitted into a dark
chamber &0 a8 to fall on a white surfaee, and differ in. their
length by 0.0000258 of an inch, their intensity is deubled. _So
also if the difference in length be any whole-number multiple
of that fraction. A multiple by 23, 3%, &, gives an intens
gity equal to one ray only; but a multiple by 21, 3%, &,
gives the result of total darkoess. In violet rays similar effects
arise when the difference in length is 0.000157 of an inch;
and with all other rays the resuits are the same—the differ-
ance varying with a uniform Increase from the violet to
the red.

Annlogous experiments In respest to sound produoce anale-
Rous results.

I Place a platina erueible over » spirit lamp, and keep it a
red heat; pour in some sulphurie aeid, which, though the most
volatile of bodles at a common t ture, wiil be found to
become eompletely fixed in a hot ermeible, and not a drop
evaporates—being surrounded by an atmosphere of its own,
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directed the sun to paint his portrait, and the
sun did.* Another took this luminary with the
moon and the planets, and having first weighed
them with serupulous aceuracy, probed into their
depths and found out the solidity of the sub-
stanee of which they are made. But the whole
nation is, indeed, of so surprising a necromantie
ability, that not even their infants, nor their
commonest cats and dogs have any difficulty in
seeing objects that do not exist at all, or that for
twenty millions of years before the birth of the
nation itself, had been blotted out from the face
of ereation.” ”’

““Preposterous!”’ said the king,

*“ ‘“The wives and daughters of these incom-
parsbly great and wise magi,” *? continued Sche-
herazade, without being in any manner disturbed

it doas mot, in fact, touch the sides. A few drops of water
are now introduced, when the acid, immediately coming in
contact with the heated sides of the crucible, flles off in sul-
phuroua acid vapor, and %o rapid Is Ita progress, that the
caloric of the watler passes off with it, which falls & luamp of
fce to the bottom: by taking advantage of the moment before
it 1s allowad to re-melt, it may be turned out a Iump ef ice
from a red-hot vessel.

* The Daguerreotype.

f Although light travels 167,000 miles in a second, the dfse
tance of 61 Cygnl (the only star whose distance i ascertained)
8 so inconceivably great, that its rays would require more

ten years to reach the earth. For stars beyond this,
20—or even 1000 years—would be a moderate estimate. Thus,
if they had been annihilated 20, or 1000 years ago, we might
Still see them to-day by the light which started from their
#urfaces 20 or 1000 years in the past time. ‘That many which
¥e se¢ daily are really extinct, 14 not lmpossible—not even
improbable.

The elder Herschel maintains that the light of the falntest
ncbuls seen through his great telescops must have taken
8,000,000 years in reaching the earth. Some, made vis{ble by
Lord Ross’ Instrument, must, then, have required at least
20,000,000,
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by these frequent and most ungentlemanly inter-
ruptions on the part of her husband—** ‘the
wives and daughters of these eminent conjurers
are every thing that is acecomplished and refined;
and would be every thing that is interesting and
beautiful, but for'an unhappy fatality that be-
sets them, and from which not even the miraeu-
lous powers of their husbands and fathers has,
hitherto, been adequate to save. Some fatalifies
come in certain shapes, and some in others—but
this of which I speak has eéme in the shape of a
erotehet.” ™’

¢ A what?’’ said the king.

<< A erotehet,”’” said Seheherazade. ¢ ‘One
of the evil genii, who are perpetually upon the
watch to infliet ill, has put it into the heads of
these aecomplished ladies that the thing which
we describe as personal beauty consists altogether
in the protubéranee of the region which lies not
very far below the small of the back. Perfection
of loveliness, they say, is in the*direct ratio of
the extent of this lump. Having been long pos-
sessed of this idea, and bolsters being cheap in
that country, the days have long gone by since it
was possible ‘to distinguish a woman - from a
dromedary 2%

““Stop!’’ said the king—* ‘I can’t stand that,
and I won’t. You have already given me a dread-
ful headache with your lies. The day, too, I

perceive, 18 beginning to break. How long have

we been married? my conscience is getting
to be troublesome again. And then that drome-
dary touch—do you take me for a fool? Upon
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the whole, you mi e
puemiole, you might as well get up and be
These words, as T lear
Is, & earn from the *‘Isitsdor-
got,’f both grieved and astonished Schehe;:lxtzsz:)(‘l:g s
u%, as she knew the king to be a man of %ru:
]p_u ous integrity, and quite unlikely to ff;rfeit
r::fl Wordg,hsh(fl submitted to her fate with a goéd
grace. She derived, however, great ti
Sy g ’ er, great consol:
t(;i)unn, tl}e tightening of the bow-string,) iéxl'gﬁi
t.filreﬂeetxt)rl that much of the history I;.Ymained
§ fx untold, and that the petulance of her brute
of a husband had reaped for him a most rieht:

eous reward, in deprivi i
A 3 ; ne him i
ceivable adventures, . pebiiis




FOUR BEASTS IN ONE

THE HOMO-CAMELEOPARD
[Published | in the Southern  Literary Messenger,
March, 1836.]

ac A Bes vertus.
L —Orébilion's Xerzes.

ANTIOCHUS EP/PHANES s very generally

looked upon as the Gog of the prophet Ezekiel.

This honor is, however, more properly \at"t'.lnl{g:
table to Cambyses, the Son ‘of _Cyrns. y. 111 d s
deed, the character-of the Syrian mf)nar(. g_t_‘ms
by no means stand in need of any .id‘;;’n 1)1 =
embellishment.. His accession to the t'ron;l,“n-
rather his usurpation of the sovereignty, a e
dred and seventy-one years before the ('um)rll: o
Christ; his attempt to plunder the _tf,m;; oty
Diana at Ephesus; his implacable hnstlhlt_y.’ -Oand
Jews: his pollution of the Holy of Ho n.al.t -
his ‘miserable death at Taba, a.ft(-r a tumu uf 4
reion of eleven years, are circumstanees o A3
prf:minont. kind, :md'{hvrofure; more g;nomt »
noticed by the historians of his t.m;r? th;"v]qical
impious, dastardly, cru;l. silly, and whims
=
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achievements which make up the sum total of his
private Jife and reputation.

L - ™ - * ~ R,

Let us suppose, gentle reader, that it is now
the year of the world three thousand eight hun-
dred and thirty, and It us, for a few minutes,
Imagine ourselves at that most grotesque habita-
tion of man, the remarkable city of Antioch. To
be sure there were, in Syria and other countries,
sixteen cities of that appellation, besides the one
to which I more particularly allude. But ours
is that which went by the name of Antiochia
Epidaphne, from its vicinity to the little village
of Daphne, where stood a temple to that divinity.
It was built (although about this matter there
is some dispute) by Seleucus Nicanor, the first
king of the ecountry after Alexander the Great,
in memory of his father Antiochus, and became
immediately the residence of the Syrian mon-
archy. In the flourishing times of the Roman
Empire it.-was the ordinary station of the prefect
of the eastern provinces; and many of the em-
perors of the Queen city (among whom may be
mentioned, especially, Verus and Valens) spent
here the greater part of their time. But 1 per-
ceive we have arrived at the city itself. Let ng
ascend this battlement, and throw our eyes upon
the town and neighboring country.

"“What broad and rapid river is that which
forces its way, with innumerable falls, through
the mountainous wilderness, and finally through
the wilderness of buildings?’’

VIL 9
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That is the Orontes, and it is the only water
in sight, with the exception of the Mediterranean,
which stretches, like a broad mirror, about twelve
miles off to the southward. Every one has seen
the Mediterranean ; but let me tell you, there are
few who haye had a peep at Antioch. By few,
I mean, few who, like you and me, have had,
at the same time, the advantages of a modern
education. Therefore cease to regard that sea,
and give your whole attention to the mass of
houses that lie beneath us. You will remember
that it is now the year of the world three thou-
sand eight hundred and thirty. Were it later—
for example, were it the year of our Lord eight-
een hundred and forty-five—we should be de-
prived of this extraordinary spectacle. In the
nineteenth century Antioch is—that is to say,
Antioch will be—in a lamentable state of decay.
It will have been, by that time, totally destroyed,
at three different periods, by three successive
earthquakes. Indeed, to say the truth, what lit-
tle of its former self may then remain, will be
found in so desolate and ruinous a state that the
patriarch shall have removed his residence to

Damasecus. This is well. I see you profit by my -

adviee, and are making the most of your time
in inspecting the premises—in
—satisfying your. eyes

With the memorials and the things of fame
That most renown this ecity.—

I beg pardon; I had forgotten that Shake-
apeare will not flourish for seventeen hundred
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and fifty years to come. But does not the a
pearance of Epida justi i e
il pidaphne justify me in calling it

‘It is well fortified; and in thi i
much indebted to nature as to artfs”respect &

‘V‘%ry true.
palacg:lf? are a prodigious number of stately

There are.

“Apd the numerous temples, sumptuo
magnificent, may bear comparis’on Wi?h thltlasmags(%
lauded of antiquity.”’

. All this T must acknowledge. Still there is an
infinity of mud huts, and abominable hovels. We
cannot help perceiving abundance of filth in
every kennel, and, were it not for the overpower-
ing fumes of idolatrous incense, I have no doubt
we should find a most intolerable stench. Did
you ever behold streets so insufferably narrow
or houses so miraculously tall? What a gloom’
their s!lad.ows cast upon the ground! It is well
the swinging .lamps in those endless eolonnades
?i}? kept b}ummg};l tlzlroughout the day; we should

erwise have the darkn i i
e hfr e ess of Egypt in the time

£ Qis certainly a strange place! What i
meaning of yonder singu%arpbuilding? agéz 'ﬂii
towers above all others, and lies to the eastward
of what I take to be the royal palace!”’

That_ls the new Temple of the Sun, who is
adored in Syria under the title of Elah Gabalah

_Herpa.fter a very notorious Roman emperor will
institute this worship in Rome, and thence derive
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a coenomen, Heliogabalus. I_dz}ro say you wou!d
like to take a peep at the divinity of ”'ll?.}'i_‘lﬂ[)l.".
You need not look up at the heavens; his Sunship
is not. there—at least not the Snn‘shxp :;f.lore(l by
the Syrians. Zhaf deity will be found in the in-
terior of yonder building: He is worshxpped un-
der the figure of a large stone pillar terminatmg
at the summit in a cone or pyremid, whereby 18
j ed Flire.

de?‘(;tf a%f!——behold!——whn can those ridiculous
beings be, half naked, with their faces p;’l’mtcd,
shoutine and gestienlating to the rabble?

Some few are mountebanks. Others more par-
tieularly belong to the race of philosophers. Tha
greatest portion, however—those espemully }Vhp
belabor the populace with clubs—are the princi-
pal eonrtiers of the palace, executing, as m_dn?y
bound, seme landable eomicality of the king’s.

‘' But what have we here? Heavens! the town
is swarming with wild beasts! I'IS\\v'tm:gyll_)le a
speetacle ' —how dangerous a peculiarity ! i

Perrible if you please; but not-in the least de-
opee dangerous  Each :mimzll: if you \S‘l]l'ii:kf_’
the pains to observe, is following, very ‘qmtetl_y,
in the wake of its master.” Some few, {o be sure,
are led with a rope about the neek, but these are
chiefly the lesser or timid species. The lion, the
tizer, jand the leopdrd jare entirely without\ re-
straint. They have been trained withont ‘diffi-
calty to their present profession, and qttend‘
upon their respective owners in the capaeity of
valets-de-chambre. 1t is true, there are occasions
when Nature asserts her violated dominion;—

FOUR BEASTS IN ONE 283

but then the devouring of a man-at-arms, or the
throttling of a consecrated bull, is a eircumstanee
of too little moment to be more than hinted at in
Epidaphne.

“*‘But what extraordinary tumult do I hear?
Surely this is a loud noise even for Anfioch! It
argues some eommotion of nnusual interest.”’

Yes—undoubtedly. The king has ordered some
novel spectacle—some gladiatorial exhibition at
the hippodrome—or perhaps the massaere of the
Seythian prisoners—or the conflagration of his
new palace—or the tearing down of a handsome
temple—or, indeed, a bonfire of a few Jews. The
uproar inereases. “Shouts of Taughter ascend the
skies. The air becomes dissonant with wind in-
Straments; and horrible with the clamor of a mil-
Hon throafs. T.et us descend, for the love of fun,
and see what is goingon! This way—be careful !
Here we are in the principal street, which is
called the street of Timarchns. The sea of peo-
ple is coming this way, and we shall find a dif-
ficulty in stemming the tide. They are ponring
through the ailey of Heraclides, which leads
directly 'from  the palace—therefore ‘the king is
most probably among the rioters. Yes—I hear
the shouts of the herald proclaiming his Approach
in the pompous phraseology of the East. We
shall have a glimpse(of his person as he passes by
the temple of Ashimah. Let us ensconce our-
selves in the vestibule of the sanctuary; he will
be here anon. In the meantime let us survey
this image. What is it? Oh! it is the god Ashi-
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mah in proper person. You perceive, however,
that he is neither a lamb, nor a goat, nor a satyr;
neither has he much resemblance to the Pan of
the Arcadians. , Yet-all these appearances have
been given—I beg pardon—will be given—by the
learned of future ages,/to the Ashimah of the
Syrians, || Put on your spectacles, and tell me
what it is. /[ What is it

‘“Bless me! it 1s an ape!’

Troe—a baboon; but by no means the less a
deity. His name is a derivation of the Greek
Simia—what great fools are antiguarians! Buat
gee l—see ' —yonder scampers a ragged.little
urchin. Where is he going? What is he bawl-
ing about?! What does he say? Oh! he says
the king is coming in triumph; that he is
dressed in state; that he hdas just finished put-
ting to death, with his own hand, a thousand
ghained Tsraelitish prisoners! For this exploit
the ragamuffin is lauding him tp the skies!
Hark! here comes a troop. of a similar deserip-
tion. They have made a Latin hymn upon the
valor of the king, and are singing it a8 they go:

Mille, mille, mille,

Mille, mille, mille,

Decollavimus, unus homo !

Mille, mille, mille, mille, decollavimus!
Mille, mille, mille,

Vivat 'qui_mille_mille occidit?

Tantum vini habet nemo
Quantum sanguinis effudit! ®

* Flavius Vospicus says, that the hymn here introduced was
supg by the rabble upon the occasion of Aurelian, in the Sar-
matic war, having slain, with his own hand, nine hundred and
fitty of the enemy.
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‘Which may be thus paraphrased:

A thousand, a thousand, a thounsand,
A thousand, a thousand, a thousand,
We, with one warrior, have slain !
A thousand, a thousand, a thousand, a thousand.
Sing a thousand over again !
Soho I—lot us sing
Long life to our king,
Who knockoed over a thousand so fine!
Soho '—1let us roar,
He has given us more
ted gallons of gore
Than all Syria can furnish of wine?

““Do you hear that flourish of trumpetst’”

Yes—the king is coming! See! the people are
aghast with. admiration; and. }ift up their eyes
to the heavens in reverence! He comes!—he is
eoming !—there he is!

“*Who ¥—where —the king?—I do not behold
him ;—eannot say that I perceive him.”’

Then yon must be blind.

““Very possible. Still T see nothing but a
tumultueus mob of idiots-and madmen, who are
busy in prostrating themselves before a gigantie
cameleopard, and endeavoring fo obtain a kiss of
the. animal’s hoofs. , See! the beast has very
Justly kicked one of the rabble oyver—and an-
other—and another—and another. Indeed, I
cannot help admiring the animal for the exeel-
lent use he is making of his feet.”’

Rabble, indeed l—why these are the noble and
free ecitizens of Epidaphne! Beast, did you say?
—take care that you are not overheard. Do you
not perceive that the animal has the visage of a
man? Why, my dear sir, that cameleopard is
no other than Antiochus Epiphanes—Antiochus
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the Tllustrious, King of Syria, and the most
potent of all the auntoerats of the East! It is
true, that he is entitled, at times, Antiochus Epi-
manes—Antiochus the madman—but that is be-
cause all people have not the capacify to appre-
ciate his merits. ' If is also certain that he is at
present ensconced in the hide of a beast, and is
doing his best to play the part of a cameleopard ;
but this is done for the better sustaining his dig-
nity as kine,  Besides, the monarch is of gigan-
tic stature, and the dress is therefore neither un-
becoming nor ovér large. We may, however,
presume he would not have adopted it but for
some occasion of especial state. Such, you will
allow, is the massacre of a thousand Jews. With
how superior a dignity the monarch perambn-
lates on all fours! His tail, you pereeive, is held
aloft by his two prineipal concubines, Elline and
Argelais; and his whole appearanee would be
mfinitely prepossessing, were it not for the pro-
tuberance of his eyes, which will certainly start
out, of his head, and the queer color of his faece,
which has become nondeseript from the quantity
of wine he had swallowed. Let us follow him to
the hippodrome, whither he is proceeding, and
listen to the song of triumph which he is com-
menecing :
Who is king but Epiphanes?
Say—do you Enow?
Who 1s king but Epiphanes?
Bravo !—bravo!
There i& none but Epiphanes,
No—there is none;

So tear down the temples,
And put out the sun!
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Well and strenuously sung! The populace are
hailing him **Prinee of Poets,”” as well as ““ Glory
of the Bast,” ““Delight of the Universe,”” and
s¢Most remarkable of Cameleopards.”” They have
encored his effusion, and—do you hear f—he 18
singing it over again. When he arrives at the
hippedrome, he will be crowned with the poetio
wreath, in antieipation of his vietory at the ap-
proaching Olympics. _

“‘But, good Jupiter! what is the matter in the
erowd behind us?”’ .

Behind us, did you say +—oh! ah !.—I. perceive.
My friend, it is well that you spoke in time. Let
us et into a place of safety as soon as possible.
Here \<let us conceal ourselves in the arch of
this aqueduct, and I will inform you presently
of the origin of the commotion. 1t has _turned
out as I have been anticipating. The singular
appearance of the eameleopard with the head of
a man, has, it seems, given offence to the notions
of propriety entertained in general by the wild
animals domesticated in the cify. A mutiny has
been the result; and, as is nsual upon such oeca-
sions, all human efforts will be of no avail n
guelling the mob.  Several of the Syrians have
already been devoured; but the general voice
of the four-footed patriots seems to be for eating
up the cameleopard. ‘‘The Prince of Poets,’
therefore, is npon his ninder legs running for his
life. His courtiers have left him in the larech,
and his concubines have followed so excellent an
example. “‘Delight of the Universe,”’ thou al;t'
in a sad predicament! *‘Glory of the East,
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thou art in danger of mastication! Therefore
never regard so piteously thy tail; it will un-
doubtedly be draggled in the mud, and for this
there is no help. Look not behind thee, then, at
its unavoidable degradation; but take conrage,
ply thy legs with vigor, and seud for the hippo-
drome! Remember that thou art Anticchus
Epiphanes.  Antiochus  the  Illustrious !'—also
*“Primee of Poets,’” “*Glory of ‘the Bast,”’ ““De-
light of the Universe;”” and ‘“Most Remarkable
of Cameleopards!’”’ Heavens! what a power of
speed thou art displaying! What a capacity for
leg-bail thou art developing! ‘Run, Princel—
Bravo, Epiphanes!—Well done, Cameleopard '—
Glorions Antiochus!-——He runs!—he leaps!—he
flies! Tike an arrow from a catapult he ap-
proaches the ‘Thippodrome!' He Ileaps!—he
shrieks!~—he is there! Thisis/well; for hadst
thou, ““Glory of the East,”” been half a second
longer in reaching the gates of the amphitheatre,
there is“not a bear’s cub in Epidaphne that
would not have had a nibble at thy earcass. et
us be off—let us take our departurel—for we
shall find our delicate modern ears unable to en-
dure the vast uproar which is about to eommence
in celebration of the king’s escape! Listen! it
has already commenced. See!—the whole town
is topsy-turvy.

““Surely this is the most populous city of the
East! What a wilderness of people! What a
Jjumble of all ranks and ages! What a multi-
plicilygr of sects and nations! what a variety of
costumes! what a Babel of languages! what a
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sereaming of beasts! what a tinkling of instru-
ments! what a parcel of philosophers!”’

Come let us be off. .

“Stay a moment! I see a vast hubbub in the
hippodrome; what is the meaning of it, I be-
seech yon?”’ o

That —oh, nothing! The noble and free eciti-
tens of Epidaphne being, as they declare, _W.(‘"
satisfied of the faith, valor, wisdom, and divinity
of their king, and having, moreover, been eye-
witnesses of his late superhuman agility, do thn}k
it no more than their duty to invest his brows (in
addition to the poetic crown) with the wreath
of vietoryin the foot-race—a-wreath which it is
evident he must obtain at the celebration of the
next Olympiad, and which, therefore, they now
give him in advance.




A TALE OF JERUSALEM

[Published in the Southern - Literary Messeng
April, 1836.] 2 =

Intonsos rigidam in frontem ascendere canos
Passus erat———mo-mr—o—

LucaNn—De Catone.
-8, bristly bore. v

Translation.

. “LET us hurry to the walls,”’ said Abel-Phit-
tim to Buzi-Ben-Levi and Simeon the Pharisee,

on the tenth day of the month Thammuz, in the
year of the world three thousand nine hundred
and forty-ome—‘‘let us hasten to the ramparts
adjoining the gate of Benjamin, which is in the
city of Dayvid, and overlooking the camp of the
uncirenmeised; for it is the last honr of the
fourth watch, being sunrise; and the idolaters,
in fulfilment of the promise of Pompey, should
be awaiting us with the lambs for the sacrifices.’”

Simeon, Abel-Phittim, and Buzi-Ben-Levi,
were the Gizbarim, or sub-collectors of the offer-
ing, in the holy city of Jerusalem.

“Verily,’: replied the Pharisee, ““let us has-
ten: for this generosity in the heathen is un-
wonted; and fickle-mindedness has ever been an
attribute of the worshippers of Baal.”’

140
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““That they are fickle-minded and trefcher-
ous is as true as the Pentateuch,’’ said Buzi-Ben-

Levi, “but that is only toward the people of

Adonai. When was it ever known that the Am-
monites proved wanting to their own interests?
Methinks it is no great stretch of generosity to
allow us lands for the altar of the Lord receiv-
ing in lieu thereof thirty silver shekels per
head!”’ 3

“Thou forgettest, however, Ben-Levi,’’ re-
plied Abel-Phittim, ‘‘that the Roman Pompey,
who is now impiously besieging the city of the
Most High, has no assurity that we apply not
the lambs thus purchased for the altar, to the
sustenance of the body, rather than of the
spirit.”’

“Now, by the five corners of my beard!”
shouted the Pharisee, who belonged to the seet
called The Dashers (that little knot of saints
whose manner of dashing and lacerating the feet
against the pavement was long a thorn and a
reproach to less zealous devotees—a stumbling-
block to less gifted perambulators)— ‘by the
five corners of that beard which, as a priest, I am
forbidden to shavel—have we lived to see the
day when a blaspheming and idolatrous upstart
of Rome shall accuse us of appropriating to the
appetites of the flesh the most holy and eonse-
crated elements? Have we lived to see the day
when’’—— '

““Let us not question the motives of the Phil-
istine,”’ interrupted Abel-Phittim, ‘“‘for to-day
we profit for the first time by his avarice or by
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his generosity; but rather let us hurry to the
ramparts, lest offerings should be wanting for
that altar whose fire the rains of heaven eannot
extinguish, and whose pillars of smoke no tem-
pest can turn aside.”’

That | part of the eity to which our worthy
Gizbarim now hastened, and which bore the name
of Jts architect, King David, was esteemed the
most strongly fortified distriet of Jerusalem;
being situated upon the steep and lofty hill of
Zion. Here, a broad, deep, circumvallatory
trench, hewn from the solid rock, was defended
by a wall of great strength ereécted upon its inner
edge. This wall was adorned, at regular inter-
spaces, by square towers of white marble; the
lowest sixty, and the highest-one hundred and
twenty cnbits in height. | But, in the vicinity of
the gate of Benjamin, the wall arose by no means
from the margin of the fosse. On the contrary,
between the level of the ditch and the basement
of the rampart, sprang up a perpendicular chiff
of two hundred and fifty cubits, forming part of
the precipitous Mount Moriah. So that when
Simeon and his asseeiates arrived on the summit
of the tower ecalled Adoni-Bezek—the loftiest of
all the turrets around about Jerusalem, and the
usual place of conference with the besieging
army—they, looked down upon the eamp. of the
enemy from an eminence excelling by many feet
that of the Pyramid of Cheops, and, by several,
that of the temple of Belus.

“Verily,”” sighed the Pharisee, as he peered
dizzily over the precipice, ‘‘the uncircumecised
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are as the sands by the seashore—as the locusts
in the wilderness! The valley of the King hath
become the valley of Adommin.”’ \

‘“And yet,”” added Ben-Levi, ‘“‘thou eanst not
point me out a Philistine—no, not one—~from
Aleph to Tau—from the wilderness to the bat-
tlements—who seemeth any bigger than the let-
ter Jod!"’

“Lower away the basket with the shekels of
silver!"™ here shouted a Roman soldier in a
hoarse, rough voice, which appeared to issue
from the regions of Pluto— ‘lower away the
basket with the aceursed coin which it has broken
the jaw-of a noble Roman to pronounce! Is it
thus you evince your gratitude to our master
Pompeius, who, in his condescension, has thought
fit to listen to your idolatrous importunities?
The god Pheebus, who is a true god, has been
charioted for an hour—and were you not to be on
the ramparts by sunrise? Adepol! do you think
that we, the conquerors of the world, have noth-
ing better to do than stand waiting by the walls
of every kennel, to traffic with the dobs of the
earth?  Lower away! 1 say—and, see that your
frampery be bright in eolor and just in weight!”’

.“El Elohim !’’ ejaculated the Pharisee, as the
discordant tones of the centurion rattled up the
erags of the precipice, and fainted away against
the ' temple—“El Elchim'—who is the God
Phabus ¥—whom doth the blasphemer invoke?
Thon, Buzi-Ben-Tievi! who art read in the laws
of the Gentiles, and hast sojourned among them
who dabble with the Teraphim !—is it Nergal of
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whom the idolater speaketh %—or Ashimah?—or
Nibhaz?—or Tartak?—or Adramalech?—or
Anamalech %—or Succoth-Benith —or Dagon ¥—
or Belial %—or Baal-Perith%—or Baal-Peor?—or
Baal-Zebub?”’

“Verily it is neither—but beware how thon
lettest the rope slip too rapidly through thy
finzers: for shounld the wicker-work chance to
hang on the projection of yonder crag, there will
he a woful ontpouring of the holy things of the
sanctuary.”’

v the assistance of some rudely constructed
machinery, the heavily laden basket was now
carefully lowered down among the multitude;
and, from the giddy pinnacle, the Romans were
seen gathering confusedly round it; but owing
to the vast height and the prevalence of a fog,
no. distinet view of their opéerations could be ob-
tained.

Half an hour had already elapsed.

¢“We shall be too late!”” sighed the Pharisee,
asat the expiration of this period; he looked over
into the abyss—*‘we shall be too late! we shall be
tarned out of office by the Katholim.™

“No more,”’ vesponded Abel-Phittim,— ‘no
more shall we feast upon the fat of the land—no
longer shall our beards be odorous with frank-
incensé—onr loins girded up with fine linen from
the Temple.”’

““Raca!”’ swore Ben-Levi, ‘“Raca! do they
mean to defraud us of the purchase money? or,
Holy Moses! are they weighing the shekels of the
tabernacle?”’
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“They have given the signal at last!’’ eried
the Pharisee— ‘they have given the signal at
last!'—pull away, Abel-Phiitim!—and thou,
Buzi-Ben-Levi, pull away!—for verily the Phil-
istines have either still hold upon the basket, or
the Lord hath softened their hearts to place
therein a beast of good weight!’” And the Giz-
barim pulled away, while their burthen swung
heavily upward through the still increasing mist.

* & * w # - »

“Booshoh he!’’—as, at the conclusion of an
hour, some ohject at the extremity of the rope
became indistinetly visible—*Booshoh he!” was
the exclamation which burst from the lips of
Ben-Levi.

“Booshoh hel—for shamel—it is a ram from
the thickets of Engedi, and as rugged as the val-
ley of Jehoshaphat!”’

“‘Tt is a firstling of the flock,’” said Abel-Phit-
tim, T know him hy the bleating of his lips, and
the innoeent folding of his limbs. His eyes are
more beautiful than the jewels of the Pectoral,
and his flesh is like the honey of Hebron.”

““Tt is a fatted calf from- the pastures of
Bashan.’’ said the Pharisee, ‘‘the heathen have
dealt wonderfully with us!—let us raise up our
voices in g psalm'—let us give thanks on the
shawm and on the psaltery—on the harp and
on the huggab—on the eythern and on the sack-
but!”’

Tt was not nntil the basket had arrived within
a few feet of the Gizbarim, that a low grunt be-

VII. 10
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trayed to their perception a hog of no common
m/r

““Now El Emanu!”’ slowly, and with upturned
eyes ejaculated the trio, as, letting go their hold,
the emaeciated porker tumbled headlong among
the Philistines, ‘Kl Emanu !—God be with us—
it is the unutierable fleshi”

HOP-FROG

[Published in the Flag of our Union, 1849 §

I NeveERr knew any one so keenly alive to « joke
as the king was. He seemed to live only for jok-
ing. To tell a good story of the joke kind, and to
tell it well, was the surest road to his favor. Thus
it happened that his seven ministers were all
noted for their acecomplishments as jokers. They
all took after the king, too, in being large, corpu-
lent, oily men, as well as inimitable jokers.
Whether people grow fat by joking, or whether
there is something in faf itself which predisposes
to a joke, I have never been quite able to deter-
mine: but certain it is that a lean jokeris a rara
avis in ferris.

About the refinements, or, as he ealled them,
the “‘chost’’ of wit, the king froubled himself
very little. He had an especial admiration for
breadih in a jest, and would often put up with
length, for the'sake of it.| Over-niceties wearied
him. He would have preferred Rabelais’ ‘“Gar-
gantua’’ to the “Zadig”” of Voltaire: and, upon
the whole, practical jokes suited his taste far
better than verbal ones.

142
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At the date of my narrative, professing jes-
ters had nof altogether gone out of fashion at
court. Several of the great continental *‘powers”
still retained their ““fools,”” who wore motley,
with-eaps and bells, and who were expected to be
always ready with sharp witticisms, at a mo-
ment’s netice, in consideration of the erumbs
that fell from the royal table,

Our king, as a matter of conrse, retained his
““fool.”” The fact is, he required something in
the way of folly—if only to counterbalance the
heavy wisdom of the seéven wise men who were
his ministers—not fo mention himself.

His fool, or professional jester, was not only
a fool, however. His value was trebled in the
eyes of the king, by-the fact of his being also a
dwarf and a_ecripple. Dwarfs were as eommon
at conrt, in those days, as fools; and many mon-
archs would have found it difficult to get through
their days (days are rather longer at conrt than
elsewhere) without both a jester to langh with,
and a dwarf to langh ai. But, as I have already
observed, your jesters, in ninety-nine cases ont
of ' a hundred, are fat, round and unwieldy—so
that it was no small sonree of self-gratulation
with our king that, in Hop-Frog [(this was the
fool’s name), he possessed a triplicate treasure in
one person.

I believe the name “Hop-Froz’’ was not that
given to the dwarf by his sponsors at baptism,
bnt it was eonferred upon him, by general con-
sent of the seven ministers, on aecount of his
inability to walk as other men do. In fact, Hop-

g
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F'rog could only get along by a sort of interjee-
tional gait—something between a leap and a wig-
gle—a movement that afforded illimitable
amusement, and of course consolation, to the
king, for (notwithstanding the protuberance of
his stomach and a constitutional swelling of the
head) the king, by his whole eourt, was aecount-
ed a eapital figure.

But although Hop-Frog, through the distor-
tion of his legs, could move only with great pain
and difficulty along a road or flogr, the prodigz-
jous muscular power which nature seemed to
have bestowed upon.his.arms, by way of compen-
sation for deficiency in the lower limbs, enabled
him to perform many feats of wonderful dexter-
ity, where trees or ropes were in question, or any
thing else to climb.. At such exercises he certain-
Iy much more resembled a squirrel, or a small
monkey, than a frog,

Lam not able to say, with preeision, from whaf
country Hop-Frog originally eame. It was from
some barbarous rezion, however, that no person
ever heard of—a vast distance from the court of
our king. "Hop-Frog, and a young girh\very litila
less dwarfish than himself (although of exguisite
proportions, and a marvelous dancer), had been
foreibly earried off from their respective homes
i, adjoining provinees, and sent as presents to
the king, by one of his ever-victorious generals.

Under these eirenmstances, it is not to be won-
dered at that a close intimacy arose between the
two little captives. Indeed, they soon became
sworn friends. Hop-Frog, who, although he
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made a great deal of sporf, was by no means pop-
ular, had it not in his power to render Trippetta
many services: but she, on account of her grace
and exquisite beauty (although a dwarf), was
nniversally admired and petted; so she possessed
much influence: and never failed to use it, when-
even she eonld, for the benefit of Hop-Frog.
On some grand state occasion—I forgot what
— the king determined to have a masquerade, and
whenever a masquerade or anything of that kind,
occurred at ‘our court, then the talents both of
Hop-Frog and Trippetta were sure to be called
into play. Hop-Frog, in especial, was so inven-
tive in the way of getting up pageants, suggests
ing novel characters, and arranging ecostumes,
for masked balls, that nothing could be done, it
seems, withont his assistanee.
The night appointed for the féfe had arrived.
A gorizeous hall had been fitted up, nunder Trip-
petta’s eéye, with every kind of device whieh conld
possibly give éeldl to a masquerade. The whole
court was in a fever of expectation. As for cos:
tumes and characters, it might well be supposed
that ‘everybody had eome] to a'décision on such
points. Many had made up their minds (as to
what roles they should assume) a week, or evena
month, in advance; and, in fact, there was not a
particle of indecision anywhere—except in the
case of the king and his seven ministers: Why
they hesitated I never could tell, unless they did
it by way of a joke. More probably, they found
it diffienlt, on aceount of being so fat, to make
up their minds. At all events, time flew; and, a8
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;}a“:(::;s: resort, they sent for Trippetta and Hop-
When the two little friends obeyed the sum-
mons o_f the king, they found him ~sittiuulut his
wine with the seven members of his cahin:t m‘)unA
cil; but the monarch appeared to be in a ver i'l.
hl‘nnpr. H:‘ knew that Hop-Frog was not f)(')n;l
of wine; for it excited the poor (:;ipplv almost to
madness ; and madness is no eomfortable fm‘lih"
But the king loved his practical jokes, and toc:i;
plmsgm- in forcing Hop-Frog to drink and (as
the king called it) “‘to be merry,’* i
"(‘«.une here, Hop-F'rog,’’ said he. as the jester
and his friend entered the room - "‘SWH.“(;\;]' thi
bamper to the health of vour ,ahsent fripr;dqs
lhere‘ Hop-Frogsighed,] and then let us have the
benefit of your invention. We want c-hzlra:':tu-m—'
clulrac(r-'vrs, man,—something novel—out of }he
wa‘y. We are wearied with this everlasting same-
::f;i:y,C”In"" drink! the wine will brighfen your
: I~l<‘3p-F‘r0;: endeavored, as usual, to get up a
Jest.in reply to these advances from the kiu«;'
but the effort was too much. Tt happened to be
thf_‘ poor dwarf’s birthday) and thé command to
dg'mk his “‘absent friends’’ foreed the tears to
hL‘;} lo'!yes. Many ]u'r-zrl. bitter drops fell into‘thﬂ
t,rz;})o) g:zt?]e took it, humbiy from the hand of
“Ah! ha! ha! ha!” roared she latter, as the
dwarf reluetantly drained the beaker. *‘See
what a glass of good wine ean do! \Vliy V;Jﬁr
€yes are shining already |’ -
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Poor fellow! his large eyes gleamed, rather
than shene; for the effect of wine on his exeit-
able brain was not more powerful than instan-
taneons. He placed the goblet nervously on the
tahle, and looked round upon the company with
a 'half-insane stare. ~They all seemed highly
amused at the suceess of the king’s *“ joke.”’

€ And now to business,” said the prime minis-
ter, a very fat man.

““Yeg,”” said-the king; ¢“Comeg Hop-Frog, lend
us your assistanee.  Charaefers, my fine fellow;
we stand in need of characters—all of us—hal
ha! ha!?’ and as this was seriously meant for a
joke, his laugh was chorused by the seven.

Hop-Frog also laughed although feebly and
somewhat vacantly.

“(Yome, eome,’’ said the king, impatiently,
‘“have you nothing to suggest 1’

1/ am endeavoring to think of something
novel,”” Teplied the dwarf, abstractedly, for he
was quite bewildered by the wine.

“Endeavoring!’’ cried the tyrant, fiereely;
““what do you mean by that? | Ah, 1 perceive
You are sulky, and want more wine. Here, drink
this!”’ and he poured out another goblet full and
offered it to the eripple, who merely gazed at if;
gasping for breath.

“Prink, I say!’’ shouted the monster, ““or by
the fiends it

The dwarf hesitated. The king grew purple
with rage. The eourtiers smirked. Trippetta
pale as a corpse, advanced to the monarch’s sealy
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and, falling on her knees before him, imjHop-
him to spare her friend. ' g the

The tyrant regarded her, for some moments
evident wonder at her andacity. He seemed quad
at a loss what to do or say—how most becomingi
to express his indignation. At last, without ut:
tering a syllable, he pushed her violently from
him, and threw the contents of the brimming
goblet in her face. -

The poor girl got up the best she eould, and,
not daring even to sigh, resumed her position at
She foot of the table.

There was a dead silence for about half a min-
ute, during which the falling of a leaf, or of a
feather, might have been heard. It was inter-
rupted by a low, but harsh and protracted grat-
ing sound which seemed to come at once from
every corner of the room.

‘.‘What—whm—whu! are you making that
noise for?"* demanded the king, tnrning furious-
iy to the dwarf. :

The latter seemed to have recovered, in great
measure; from his intoxication, and looking fix-
e{JIy but quietly into the' tyrant’s face, merely
ejaculated : '

“I—It How could it have been me?”’

{“The sound appeared to come from without,”
observed one of the courtiers. ‘‘I faney it was
the parrot at the window, whetting his bill upon
his cage-wires.”’

““True,”” replied the monareh, as if much re-
lieved by the suggestion ; ‘*but, on the honer of a
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Poo't, I could have sworn that it was the grit-
than -of this vagabond's teeth.”
ablexereupon the dwarf laughed (the king was
ta0 confirmed a joker to object to any one’s
tsunzhing), and displayed a set of large, power-
Aul,” and very repulsive teeth. Moreover, he
avowed | (his perfeet willingness to swallow as
mueh wine as!desired. The monarch was paei-
fied; and having drained another bumper with
no very pereepfible ill effect, Hop-Frog enterad
at once, and with spirif, into the plans for the
masquerade.

*“I ecannot téll what was the assogiation of
idea,”” observed he, very tranguilly, and as if he
had never tasted wine in his life, *‘ but just after
your majesty had struck the girl and thrown the
wine in her face—just after your majesty had
done this, and while the parrot was making that
odd noise outside the window, there came into my
mind a capital diversion—one of my own' éoun-
try froliecs—often enacted among us, at onr mas-
querades: but here it will be new altogether.
Unfortunately, however, it requires a ecompany
of eight persons and i

‘““Here we are!’” eried the king, laughing at
his acnte discovery of the coincidence; ““eight to
a fraetion—I and my seven ministers. Come!
what is the diversion 1™

“We eall it,”” replied the eripple, ‘“the Eight
Chained Ourang-Outangs, and it really is exeel-
lent sport if well enacted.”

“We will enaet it,”” remarked the king, draw-
ing himself up, and lowering his eyelids.
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““The beauty of the game,”’ continued Hop-
¥rog, ‘‘lies in the fright it oceasions among the
women. "’

*“Capital !”” roared in chorus the monareh and
his ministry.

“1 will equip you as ourang-outangs,”’ pro-
ceeded the dwarf; ‘“‘leave all that to me. The
resemblance shall be so striking, that the com-
pany of masqueraders will take you for real
beasts—and of course, they will be as much terri-
fied as astonished.”’

**Oh, this 1s exquisite!’” exclaimed the king.
““Hop-Frog! I will make aaman of you.”

““The chains are for the purpose of inereasing
the confusion by their jangling. You are sup-
posed to have eseaped, ¢n masse, from your keep-
ers. Your majesty eannot coneeive the ¢ffect pro-
duced, at a masquerade, by eight chained ourang-
outangs, imagined to be real ones by most of the
company; and rushing in with savage ecries,
among the crowd of delicately and gorgeously
habited men and women. The conirast is inimi-
table.””

1t must be,’” said the king: and the council
arose hurriedly (as it was growing late) to put
in execution the scheme of Hop-Frog.

His mode of equipping the party as ourang-
outangs was very simple, but effective enough
for his purposes. The animals in question had,
at the epoch of my story, very rarely been seen in
any part of the civilized world; and as the imi-
tations made by the dwarf were sufficiently beast-
like and more than sufficjently hideous, their
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fruthfulness to nature was thus thought to be
secured.

The kine and his ministers were first encased
in fight-fitting stockinet shirts and drawers,
They were then saturated with tar. At this
stage of the process, some one of the party sug-
rested feathers: but the sugeestion was at onece
overruled by, the dwarf,’ who soon convineed
the eight, ) by ocular demonstration, that
the hair of sueh a brute as the ourang-outang
was much more efficiently represented by flaz.
A thick eoating of the latter was accordingly
plastered upon the coating of tar. A long chain
was now procured. First, it was passed about
the waist of the king, and #ied; then about
another of the party and also tied ; then about all
sueccessively, in the same manner. When this
chaining arrangement was' complete, and the
party stood as far apart from each other as pos-
sible, they formed a.eircle; and to make all
things appear natural, Hop-Frog passeéd. the
residue of the chain in two diameters, at right
angles, across the cirele, after the fashion adopt-
ed, at, the present day, by those who ecapture
chimpanzees, or other large apes in Borneo.

The grand saloon in which the masquerade was
to take place, was a eireular room, very lofty,
and receiving the light ‘of the sun only through
a single window at.top. Atnight (the season for
which the apartment was especially designed) it
was illuminated prineipally by a large chande-
lier, depending by a chain from the centre of the
skylight, and lowered, or elevated, by means of a
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counter-balance as usnal; but (in order not to
look unsightly) this latter passed outside the
cupola and over the roof.

The arrangements of the room had been left
to Trippetta’s superintendenee ; but, in some par-
ticulars, it seems, she had been guided by the
calmer judgment of her friend the dwarf. At
his suggestion it was that, on this oceasion, the
chandelier was removed. Its waxen drippings
(which, in weather so warm, it was quite impos-
sible to prevent) would have been seriously detri-
mental to the rich dresses of the guests, who, on
account of the erowded state of the saloon, could
not all be expected to keep from out its centre
—that is to say, from under the chandelier. Ad-
ditional sconees were sef in various parts of the
hall, out of the way; and a flambeau, emitting
sweet odor, was placed in the right hand of each
of the Caryatides that stood against the wall—
some fifty or sixty altogether.

The eight ourang-outangs, taking Hop-Frog's
advice, waited patiently until midnight (when
the room was thoroughly filled with masquera-
ders) before making their appearance. No sooner
had the c¢lock ceased striking, however; than they
rushed, or rather rolled in, all together—for the
impediments of their chains eaused most of the
party to fall, and ali to stumble as they entered.

The exeitement among the masqueraders was
prodigious, and filled the heart of the king with
glee. As had been antieipated, there were not
a few of the guests who supposed the ferocions-
looking creatures to be beasts of some kind in
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reality, if not precisely ourang-outangs. Many
of the women swooned with affright; and had
not the king taken the precaution to exclude all
weapons from the saloon, his party might soon
have expiated their frolic in their blood. As it
was, a general rush was made for the doors; but
the king had ordered them to be locked immedi-
ately upon his entrance; and, at the dwarf’s sug-
gestion, the keys had been deposited with him.

‘While the tumult was at its height, and each
masquerader attentive only to his own safety
(for, in faect, there was much real danger from
the pressure of the excited crowd), the chain by
which the echandelier ordinarily hung, and which
had been drawn up on its removal, might have
been seen very gradually to descend, until its
léooked extremity came within three feet of the
3100r.

Soon after this, the king and his seven friends
haying reeled about the hall in all directions,
found themselves, at length, in its centre, and, of
course, in immediate contact with the chain.
While they were thus situated, the dwarf, who
had followed noiselessly at their heels, inciting
them to keep up the commotion, took hold of
their own chain at the intersection of the two
portions which crossed the ecircle diametrically
and at right angles. Here, with the rapidity of
thought, he inserted the hook from which the
chandelier had been wont to depend; and, in an
instant, by some unseen agency, the chandelier-
chain was drawn so far upward as to take the
hook out of reach, and, as an inevitable conse-
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quence, to drag the ourang-outangs tors,—a king
close connection, and face to face.  fenceless girl
. The masqueraders, by this time, hact him in the
In some measure, from their alarm;ply Hop-Frog.
ning to regard the whole matter asit.”” '
trived pleasantry, set up a loud shouty of both the
at the predicament of the apes.  sred, the dwarf
*“ Leave them to me!”’ now schbrief speech be-
Frog, his shrill voice making itsel; complete. The
through all the din. ‘‘Leave them chains, a fetid
I know them. If I can only get inguishable massf
them, 7 can soon tell who they ax them, elambered
Here, serambling over the heasappeared through
he managed %o get to the wall;
flambeau from one of the Ca:a, stationed on the
turned, as he went, to the cent: the accomplice of
leaped, with the agility of a renge, and that, to-
king’s head—and thence clambsscape to their own
the ehain—holding down the:n again.
the group of ourang-outangs
ing: ““I shall'soon find out w
And now, while the whole
included) were convulsed wit:
ter suddenly uttered a shril®
chain flew violently up for
dragging with it the disma;
ourang-outangs, and leaving
mid-air between the sky-lighi
Frog, clinging to the chain .
tained his relative position i
maskers, and still (as if notl
continued to thrust his tore
as though endeavoring to di:




< AR ALLAN POE
158 w(RhS OF EDGAR AL

2 .»uehly astonished was ﬂm wholg com-
rqallty, lf?<:|sé(‘rlt, that a dead silence, of about
L w'-”:(lumtinn. ensued. It was broken by
RuA e kl‘n"nw harsh, grating sound, as had bf.f-
o -in-d t‘hv attention of the king ;u.xd h_ls
g ('xwat(:hen the former threw the wine m
b g(.'ner""i[')l)«:-tt.‘x. But, on the present ocea-
fhekme hmlﬂld be no question as to u'h..r,-nw thn
atv,l_\_f upon his It came from the fang-like teeth
REHRION, the ke who eround them and gn:\sh.ml

While iae thmd at the month, :m(IA glared, with
lll.il.silll‘i’l'.'ldl'l‘ A f ‘maniacal ragé, into the up-
(o, I ast, t-l nees of the king and his seven
the pressure of t

which the chande length the infuriated jester
had been drawn in to seo who these people are
been seen very €., gino to serutinize the king
hooied exiremiyy 1eld the flambean to the flaxen
sloor. T . ped him, and which instantly

Soontafler s, tof vivid flame. In less than
HayHig Freled _“l_)u,(' whole eight ourang-outangs
found themselves, '»]‘l-]v, amid the shrieks of ‘the
course, in_immedidfle ooy from below, horror-
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1€, . NI
them, to keep up th "% © o qdenly increasing in
their own chain at

- : Y a jester to climb hir_:hvr up
portions which cros3 of their reach; and, as he
and at.rightiansles. the crowd again sank, for
thought, he inserted 'qil(-nce. The dwart seized
f-h:uulolwr had lfvc'cn ‘“rn(fe more spoke:

instant, by some Unsey, 7 he said, ““what manner
chain was (}1‘3{\\'11 w ‘éx‘s are. They a great
hook out of reach, an
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king and his seven privy-councillors,—a king
who does not seruple to strike a defenceless girl,
and his seven counecillors who abet him in the
outrage. As for myself, I am simply Hop-Frog.
the jester—and this is my last jest.”’

Owing to the high eombustibility of both the
flax and the tar to which it adhered, the dwarf
had scarcely made an end of his brief speech be-
fore the work of vengeance was complete. The
eight corpses swung in their ehains, a fetid,
blackened, hideous, and indistingunishable mass.
The eripple hurled his torch at them, clambered
leisurely to the ceiling, and disappeared throngh
the sky-light,

It is.supposed that Trippetta, stationed on the
roof of the saloon, had been the accomplice of
her friend in his fiery revenge, and that, to-
gether, they effected their escape to their own
country ; for neither was seen again.




BON-BON

[Published in the Southern Literary Messenger, Au-
gust, 1835.]

Quand un bon vin meublé mon estomac
Je suls plus-savant que Bailzac—

Plus sage que Pibrac;

Mon bras sevl fafsant l'attaque

De la nation Co

La mettrolt ag

De Charon je pa

En dormant dans s

J*irois au fier Hac,

S8ans que mon_crur fit.tic nl tac,

>rés 3 tabie. )
Pribelint O —French Voudeville.

TrAT Pierre Bon-Bon was a restaurafeur ok
nneommon qualifieations, no man who during the
reign-of ~frequented the little cafe m the
sul-de-sac Le Febvre at Rouen, will, I imagine,
foel himself at liberty fo dispute. That, Pierre
Bon.Bon' was, in an equal degree, skilled in the
philosophy of that period 1is, 'I presume, s_t)!lj
more espeeially undeniable. His patés a la foe
were beyond' doubt immaculates but'wh:lt pen
can do justice to his essays sur la ;\a‘{un——lns
thoughts sur ’Ame—his observations Sur
PEsprit? 1f his omelettes—if his fru'mut':"alu.r;
were inestimable, what littérateur of that day
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would not have given twice as much for an *“Idés
de Bon-Bon '’ as for all the trash of aMW the
““Idées’” of all the rest of the savanis? Bon-Bon
had ransacked libraries which no other man had
ransacked—had read more than any other wonld
have entertained a notion of reading—had un-
derstood more than any other would have con-
ceived the possibility of understanding; and al-
though, while he flourished, there were not want-
ing some authors at Rouen to assert ‘‘that his
dicta evinced neither the purity of the Academy,
nor the depth of the Lyceum —although, mark
me, his doetrines were by no means very gen-
erally comprehended, still it did not follow that
they were difficult of comprehension. It was, 1
think, on account of their self-evideney that
many persons were led to eonsider thém abstruse.
1t is to Bon-Bon—but let this go no further—
it is to Bon-Bon that Kant himself is mainly
indebted for his metaphysics. The former was
indeed not a Platonist, nor strietly speaking an
Aristotelian—nor did he, like the modern Leib-
nitz; waste those precions hours which might be
employed in the invention of a fricassée or, facili
gradié, the analysis of la sensation; in frivolous
attempts at reconciling the obstinate oils and
waters of ethiecal discussion. Not at all. Bon-
Bon was Ionic—Bon-Bon was equally Italie. He
reasoned a priori—He reasoned a posteriori, His
ideas were innate—or otherwise. He believed in
George of Trebizond—He believed in Bossarion.
Bon-Bon was emphatically a—Bon-Bonist.

I have spoken of the philosopher in his sapae-
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ity of restaurateur. 1 would mnot, however, have
any friend of mine imagine that, in fulfiling his
hereditary dafies in that line, our hero wanted
a proper estimation of their dignity and impor-
tance. Far from it. It was impossible to say in
whieh branch of ‘his profession he took the great-
er pride. In his opinion the powers of the intel-
leet held infimate connection with the eapabili-
ties of the stomach. I am not sure, indeed, that
he greatly disagreed with the Chinese, who hold
that the soul lies in the abdomen. The Greeks at
all events were right, he thougzht, who employed
the same word for the mind and the diaphragm.*
By this 1/do not mean to insinuate a charge of
gluttony, or indeed any other serious eharge to
the prejudice of the metaphysician. If Pierre
Bon-Bon-had his failings—and what great man
has not a thousand 3—if Pierre Bon-Bon, I say,
had his failings, they were failings of very little
importance—~Ffaults indeed which, in other tem-
pers, have often been looked upon rather in the
light of virtues. As regards one of these foibles,
I 'should not even have mentioned it in this his-
tory but for the remarkable promineney—the ex-
teeme alto relievo—in which it jutted ount from
the plane of his general disposition. He could
never let slip an opportunity of making a
barcain.

Not that he  was avarieious—no. It was by
no means necessary to the satisfaction of the
philosopher, that the bargain should be to his

* Dpéves.
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owh proper advantage. Provided a trade could
be effected—a trade of any kind, upon any
terms, or under any eirécumstances—a trium-
phant smile was seen for many days thereafter
to enlighten his ecountenance, and a knowing
wink of the eye to give evidence of his sagacity.

At any epoech it would not be very wonderful
if a humor so peculiar as the one I have just
mentioned, should elicit attention and remark.
At the epoch of our narrative, had this pe-
culiarity not attracted observation, there would
have been room for wonder indeed. Tf was
soon reported that, upon all occasions of the
kind, the smile of Bon-Bon was found to differ
widely from the downright grin with which he
would laugh at his own jokes, or welcome an ac-
quaintance. Hints were thrown ont of an ex-
citing nature; stories were told of perilous bar-
gains made i a bhurry and repented of at leis-
ure; and instanees were adduoced of unaccount-
able capacities, vague longings, @nd unnatural
melinations implanted by the author of all evil
for wise purposes. of his own.

The philosopher had other witnesses—but
they are searcely ~worthy| our sérious examina-
tion. For example, there are few men of extraor-
dinary profundity, who are found wanting in
an inclination for the bottle. Whether this in-
clination be an exciting cause, or rather a valid
proof 6f sueh' profundity, it is a nice thing to
say. Bon-Bon, as far as I ean learn, did not
think the subject adapted to minute investiga-
tion;—nor do I. Yet in the indulgence of a
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propensity so truly elassieal, it is not to be sup-
posed that the restaurateur would lose sight of
that intuitive diserimination which was wont {o
characterize, at one and the same time, his essais
and his omeleties.. In his seclusions the Vin de
Jourgogne had its allotted hour, and there were
appropriate moments for the (otes du Rhone.
With him Sauterne was to Medoc what Catullus
was to Homer. He would sport with a syllo-
gism in sipping St. Peray, but unravel an argu-
ment over Clos de Vougéot, and upset a theory
in a torrent of Chambertin. <Well had it been
if the same quick sense of propriety had at-
tended him in the peddling propensity to which
I bhave formerly alluded—but this was by no
means the case. Indeed to say the truth, that
traiti of mind in the philosophié Bon-Bon did be-
gim at length to assume a-character of strange
mtensity 'and mysficism, and appeared deeply
tinetured with-the diablerie of his favorite Ger-
man studies.

To enter the little café in the cul-de-sac Le
Febvre was, at the period of our tale, to enter the
sanctum of a man of genius. Bon-Bon was a
man of genius.. There was not a sous-cuisinier
in Rouen, who eould not have told you that Bon-
Bon was a man of genius. His very cat knew
it, and forebore to whisk her tail in the presence
of thelman of genius! | His large water-dog was
acquainted with the fact, and upon the approach
of his master, betrayed his sense of inferiority
by a sanetity of deportment, a debasement of
the ears, and a dropping of the lower jaw not
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altogether unworthy of a dog. Tt is. how-
ever, true that muech of this habitual respect
might have been attributed to the personal ap-
pearance of the metaphysician. A distingunished
exterior will, T am constrained to say, have its
way even with a beast; and I am willing to
allow much in the outward man of the restaura-
teur caleulated to impress the imagination of
the quadruped. There is. a peculiar majesty
about the atmosphere of the little great—if T
may be permitted so equivocal an expression—
which mere physical bulk alone will be found
at all times inefficient in creating. If, however,
Bon-Bon was barely three feet in height, 4nd
if his head was diminutively small, still it was
mmpossible to behold the rotundity of his stom-

.ach without a sense of magnificence nearly bor-

dering upon the sublime. In its size both dogs
and men must have seen & type of his acquire-
ments—in its immensity a fitting habitation for
his immortal sounl.

I might here—if it so pleased me—dilate
upon the matter of “habiliment, and other mere
circnmstanees of the external mefaphysician.
I might hint that the hair of ¢ur hero was worn
short, combed smoothly over his forehead, and
surmounted by a conical-shaped white flannel
cap and tassels—that his pea-green jerkin was
not after the fashion of those worn by the com-
mon elass of restauraleurs at that day—that the
sleeves were something fuller than the reigning
costnme permitted—that the eunffs were turned
up, not as usual in that barbarous period, with
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cloth of the same quality and color as the gar-
ment, but faced in a more fanciful manner with
the particolored velvet of Genoa—that his slip-
pers were of a bright purple, curiously filigreed,
and might have been manufactured in Japan,
but for the exquisite pointing of the toes, and
the brilliant tints of the binding and embroid-
ery—that his breeches were of the yellow satin-
like material called aimable—that his sky-blue
cloak, Tesembling in form a dressing-wrapper,
and richly bestudded all over with crimson de-
viees, floated cavalierly upon his ghounlders like
a mist of ‘the morning—and that his fouf en-
semble zave rise to the remarkable words of
Benevenuta, the Improvisatrice of Florence,
““that is was difficult to say whether Pierre Bon-
Bon was indeed a bird of Paradise, or the rather
a very Paradise of perfection.”” I might, T
say, expiate upon all these points if I pleased,
—but I forbear; merely personal details may
be left to historical novelists,—they are beneath
the moral dignity of matter-of-fact.

T have said that ““to enter the café in the
cul-de-sac Lie Febyre was to enter the sanctum
of a man of genins’’—hnt then it was only the
man of eenins who could duly estimate the
merits of the senctum. A sign, consisting of
a vast folio, swung before the entrance. On
one side of the volume was painted 2 boftle; on
the reverse a paté. On the back were visible
in laree letters (Buvres de Bon-Bon. Thus was
delicately shadowed forth the twofold occupa-
tion of the proprietor.
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) Upon stepping over the threshold, the whole
interior of the building presented itself to view.
_A long, low-pitehed room, of antique construc-
tion, was indeed all the accommodation afforded
by the café. In a corner of the apartment
stood the bed of the metaphysician. An array
of curtains, together with a canopy d la Grecque,
gave it an air at once elassic and comfortable.
In the corner diagonally opposite, appeared, in
direct family communion, the properties of
the kitchen and the bibliothéque. A dish of
polemies stood peacefully wupon the dresser.
Here lay an ovenful of the latest ethics—there
a kettle of duodeeimo mélanges. Volumes of
German morality were hand and glove with the
gridiron—a toasting-fork might be discovered
by the side of Eusebius—Plato reclined at his
ease in the frying-pan—and contemporary man-
useripts were filed away upon the spit.

In other respeets the Café de Bon-Bon might
be said to differ little from the usual restourants
of the period. A large fireplace yawned oppo-
gsite the door. On the right of the fireplace an
open cupboard displayed a formidable array of
labelled bottles.

It ‘'was, here, about twelve o’clock one night,
during the severe winter of , that Pierre
Bon-Bon, after having listened for somé time
to the ecomments of his neighbors upon his sin-
gular propensity—ithat Pierre Bon-Bon, I say,
having turned them all out of his house, locked
the door upon them with an oath, and besook
himself in no very pacific mood to the comforts
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of a leather-bottomed arm-chair, and a fire of
blazing fagots.

It was one of those terrifiec nights which are
only met with once or twice during a century.
It snowed fiercely, and the house tottered to its
centre with the' floods of wind that, rushing
through the crannies of the wall, and pouring
inpetnously down the chimney, shook awfully
the curtaing of the philosopher’s bed, and dis-
organized the economy of \his paté-pans and
papers. — The huge folio sign that swung with-
out, exposed to the fury of the teinpest, ereaked
ominously, and gave out a moaning sound from
its stanchions of solid oak.

It was in no placid temper, 1 say, that the
metaphysician drew up his chair to s custom-
ary station by the hearth: Many -circum-
stanees of a perplexing nature had oceurred dur-
ing the day, to disturb the serenity of his medi-
tations. , In.-attempting des eufs @ la Prin-
cesse, he had unfortunately perpetrated an ome-
lette @ la Reine; the disecovery of a principle in
ethies had been frustrated by the overturning of
a stew; and last, not least, he had been thwarted
in, oné of 'those admirable bargains which he at
all times took such especial delight in bringing
to a sueccessful termination. But in the chafing
of his mind at these unaccountable vicissitudes,
there did not fail to; be mingled some degree of
that nervous anxiety which the ‘fury of ‘a bois-
terous might i3 so well calculated to produce.
Whistling to his more immediate vicinity the
large black water-dog we have spoken of before,
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could not help easting a wary and unc‘miet'e-\:&
tmmrd‘ those distant recesses of the :xpartnu-}lé
\f'hose_ mexorable shadows not even the red fire-
Light itself eould more than partially suceeed in
overcoming. Having completed a serutinv
w}mg;e exact purpose was perhaps unintellicible
to 'himself, he drew elose to his seat a small t'—uh]e
covered with books and papers, and soon }w--uné
absorbed in the task of retonching a vn!u:rnii;dné
manuscript, intended for publication on the
IOrTow.
> He had been thus occupied for some minutes,

I am_in no hurry, Monsieur Bon-Bon,”’ sud-
denly whispered a whining voice in the apart-
ment.

“‘The devil! >’ ejaculated our hero, starting
to h}s feet, overturming the table at his side. and
staring around him in astonishment. :

::\:ery true,’” ealmly replied thevoice.

Very true | —what 48 veéry true’—how came
you heref? ™ yociferated the metaphysician, as
his eye fell upon something which lay stretehed
aty full, length upon the bed. :

I was saying,’” said the intruder, without at-
tending to the interrogatives—‘I wéas saving
timt_ I am not at all pushed for time—that the
Pmsu.xesx upon ‘which I took the liberty of eall-
ng, 38 of no pressing importanee—in short, that
I ean very well wait until you have finished vour
Exposition.”’ )

My Exposition —there now!—how do you
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know?—how came you to understand that I
was writing an Exposition—good God! *’

““Hush!’’ replied the figure, in a shrill un-
dertone; and, arising quickly from the bed, he
_Il.l(]l‘ a single step toward onr hero, while an
iron lamp that depended over-head Swung con-
vulsively back from his approach.

The plnlu.sophm' s amazement did not prevent
a narrow serutiny of the stranzer’s dress and
appearance. . The ontlines ‘of his figure, ex-
ceedingly lean, but much above the common
height, were rendered minutely’ distinet by
means of a faded suit of black cloth which
fitted tight to the skin, but was otherwise cut
yery much in the style of a century ago.  These
garments had evidently been  intended for a
much shorter person than their present owner.
His ankles and wrists were leéft naked for sev-
eral inches. In his shoes, ‘however, a pair of
very brilliant buckles gave the lie to the extreme
poverty implied by the ofher portions of his
dress. His head was bare, and entirely bald,
with the excepfion of the hinder-part, from
which depended a gueue of considerable length.
A pair of greenspectacles, with side glasses, pro-
tected his eyes irom the influence of the licht,
and at the same time prevented our hero from
aseertaining either their color or their confor-
mation; | About the entire person there was ne
evidenee of ‘a shirt; but a white eravat, of filthy
appearanee, was tied with extreme preeision
around the throat, and the ends hanging down
formally side by side gave (although I dare say

i
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uninfentionally) the idea of an eeclesiastic. In-
deed, many other points both in his appearance
and demeanor might have very well sustained a
conception of that nature. Over his left ear,
he earried, after the fashion of a modern clerk,
an instrument resembling the stylus of the
ancients. In a breast-pocket of his coat ap-
peared conspicuously a small black volume
fastened with clasps of steel. -This book,
whether aceidentally er not, was so turned out-
wardly from the person as to discover the words,
““Rituel Catholique’” in white letters upon the
back. His entire physiognomy was interesting-
ly saturnine—even cadaverously pale. The fore-
head was lofty, and deeply furrowed with the
ridges of eontemplation. = The corners of the
mouth were drawn down into an expression of
the most submissive humility. There was also
a clasping of the hands, as he stepped toward
our hero—a deep sigh—and altogether a look of
such utter sanctity as could not haye failed to
be unequivoeally prepossessing. Every shadow
of anger faded from the countenance of the
metaphysician, as, having completed a satisfac-
tory survey of his'visitor’s person, he shook him
eordially by the hand; and eonducted him to a
seat.

There would however be a radical error in at-
1nbutmg this instantaneons transition of feel-
ing ‘in the philosopher, 'to any one of those
causes which might naturally be supposed to
have had an influence. Indeed, Pierre Bon-
Bon, from what T have been able to understand
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of his disposition, was of all men the least likely
to be imposed upon by any speciousness of ex-
terior deportment. It was impossible that so
accurate an observer of men and things should
have failed to-discover, upon the moment, the
real character. ¢f the personage who had thus
intruded upon his hospitality. 1o say no more,
the conformation of his visitor’s feet was suf-
ficiently ' remarkable—he/ maintained lightly
npon his-head an-inordinately tall hat—there
was a tremendous swelling about the hinder part
of his breeches—and the vibration of his coat
tail was a palpable fact. Judge, then, with
what feelings of  satisfaction our hero found
himself thrown thus at once into the soeicty of
4 person for whom he had ‘at all times enter-
tained the most unqualified respeet. He was,
however, too much of the diplomatist to let es-
cape him any intimation of his suspicions in re-
gard to the true state of affairs. It was noi
his cue to appear at all conseiouz of the high
honor he thus unexpectedly enjoyed; but, by
leading his guest - into  conversation,.  to  elieit
some important ethical ideas, which might, in
obtaining a place in his contémplated publica-
tion, enlighten the human race, and at the same
time immortalize himself—ideas which, I
should have added, his, visitor’s great age, and
well-known’ proficiency’ in the science of morals,
mighf very well have enabled him'to afford.
Actuated by these enlightened views, our hero
bade the gentleman sit down, while he himself
took oceasion to throw some faggots upon the fire,
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and place upon the now re-established table some
bottles of Mousseuz. Having quickly completen
these operations, he drew his chair vis-d-vis ts
his companion’s, and waited until the lafter
should open the conversation. But plans ever
the most skilfully matured are often thwarted in
the outset of their application—and the restau-
rateur found himself nonplussed by the very
first words of his visitor’s speech.

“I see you know me, Bon-Bon,”’ said he;
““ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—hi! hi! hi!—ho! ho!
ho!—hu! hu! hu! *—and the Devil, dropping at
onee the sanctity of his demeanor, opened to its
fullest extent a mouth from ear to ear, so as to
display a set of jagged and fang-like teeth, and,
throwing back his head, langhed long, loudly,
wickedly, and uproariously, while the black dog,
erouching down upoen his haunches, joined lust-
ily in the chorns, and the tabby cat, flyine off at
a tangent, stood up on end, and shrieked in the
farthest corner of the apartment.

Not so the philosopher: he was too much a
man of the world either to laugh like the dog,
or by shrieks fo betray the indecorous trepida-
tion of ‘the cat: It must be confessed, he felt a
little astonishment to see the white letters which
formed the words ‘“Rituel Catholique’ ) on the
book in his guest’s pockef, momently changing
hoth their color and their import, and in a few
seconds, in place of the original title, the words
“Regitre des Condamnés® blaze forth in char-
acters of red. This startling cirenmstanee, wl.xen
Bon-Bon replied to his visitor’s remark. im-
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parted to his manner an air of embarrassment
which probably might not otherwise have been
observed.

*“Why, sir,”” said the philosopher, ‘‘why, sir,
to speak sincerely—I believe you are—upon my
word—the d——dest—that is to say, I think—
I imagine—I have some. faint—some very faint
idea of the remarkable honor——?’

*“Oh!—ah!l—yes!—very well!”’ interrupted
his Majesty; “‘say no more—I see how it is.”’
And hereupon, taking off his gre¢n spectacles,
he wiped the glasses carefully with the sleeve of
his coat, and deposited them in his pocket.

If Bon-Bon had been astonished at. the inci-
dent of the book, his amazement was now much
increased by the spectacle which here presented
itself to view. In raising hiseyes, with a strong
feeling of euriosity to ascertain the color of his
guest’s, he found them by no means black, as he
had anticipated—nor gray, as might have been
imagined—nor yet hazel nor blue—nor ndeed
yellow mor red—mnor purple—nor white—nor
green—nor any other c¢olor in the heavens above,
or in the earth beneath, or in the waters under
the earth. In short, Pierre Bon-Bon not only
saw plainly that his Majesty had no eyes what-
soever, but eould disecover no indications of their
having existed at any previous period—for the
space where eyes should naturally have heen was,
I am constrained to say, simply a dead level of
flesh.

It was not in the natnre of the metaphysician
Yo forbear making some inquiry into the sources
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of so strange a phenomepon, and the reply of
his Majesty was at onee prompt, dignified, and
satisfactory.

““Eyes! my dear Bon-Bon—eyes! did you say ?
—oh!—ah!—T perceive! The ridiculons prints,
eh, which are in circulation, have given you a
false idea of my personal appearance? Eyes!—
trune. Eyes, Pierre Bon-Bon, are very well in
their proper place—that, you would say, is the
head %—right—the head of a worm. To you,
likewise, these opties are indispensable—yet I
will convinee you that my vision is more pene-
trating than your own. There is a eat I see in
the corner—a pretty eat—look at her—observe
her well. Now, Bon-Bon, do you behold the
thoughts—the thoughts, I say—the ideas—the
reflections—whieh are being engendered in her
pericranium? There it is, now—you do not!
She is thinking we admire the length of her tail
and the profundify of her mind. She has just
concluded that I am the most distinguished of
ecelesiasties, and that you are the most super-
ficial of metaphysicians. Thus you see I am not
altogether blind; but to one of my profession,
the eyes you speak of would be merely an in-
cumbrance, liable at any time to be put/out by a
toasting-iron or a pitehfork. To you, I allow,
these ' optical affairs are. indispensable. En-
deavor, Bon-Bon, to use them well ;—my vision
is the soul.”

Hereupon the guest heiped himself fo the wine
upon the table, aud pouring out a bumper for

VEL 12
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Bon-Bon, requested him {fo drink it without
seruple, and make himself perfectly af home.
““A clever book that of yours, Pierre,”” re-
snmed his; Majesty, tapping our friend know-
ingly upon the shoulder, as the latter put down
His elass after a thoreugh compliance with his
visitor’s injuncfion. . “A c¢lever book that of
yours, upon my honor. ‘It’s a work after my
own heart. Your-arrangement of the matter, |
think, however, might be improved, and many
of your notions remind me of Aristotle. That
philosopher was one of my most intimate ac-
quaintances. T liked him as much for his ter-
rible ill temper, as for his happy knack at mak-
ing a blunder. There is only one solid truth in
all that he has written, and for that I gave him

the hint out of pure compassion for his absurdity.
I suppose, Pierré Bon-Bon, yon very well know
to what divine moral truth T am alluding?”’

23

‘“Cannot 'say that 1

‘““Indeed ' —why it was I who tfold Anristotle
that by sneezing, men expelled superfluous ideas
through the proboescis.’

““Which is—hide up L—undoubte dly the case,””
said the metaphysician, while he pomvd out for
himself another bumper of Mousseux, and of-
fered his snuff-box to the fingers of his visitor.

“Mhere was Plato, too,”” eontinned his Maj-
esty, modestly deelining the snuff-box and the
mmplmwm it implied— ‘there was Plato, too,
for whom 1, at one time, felt all the affection of
a friend. You knew Plato, Bon-Bon %—ah, no, I
beg a thousand pardons. He met me at Athens,

BON-BON 179

one day, in the Parthenon, and told me he was
distressed for an idea. I bade him write down
that 6 wois o addos. He said that he wonld
do so, and went home, while I stepped over fo
the pyramids. Buf my conscience smote me for
having uttered a truth, even to aid a friend, and
hastening back to Athens, I arrived behind the
philosopher’s chair as he was inditing the‘aiAds.’

““Giving the lambda a fillip with my finger, I
turned it upside down. So the sentence now
reads ‘6 vols forw alyds,” and is, you perceive,
the fundamental doetrines in his metaphysies.”’

““Were you ever at Rome?’’ asked the restau-
ratour; as he fimished higseeond bottle of Mous-
seux, and drew from the eloset a large supply of
Chambertin.

“But onece, Monsieur Bon-Bon, but onece.
There was a time, '’ said the Devil, as if reciting
some passage from a book “‘there was a time
when oecurred an anarchy of fiveyears, during
which the republie, bereft of all its officers, had
no magistracy besides the tribunes of the people,
and these were not legally vested with any degree
of executive power—at that tune, Monsieur Bon-
Bon—at that time only I was in Rome, and I
have no earthly dvqu.ziut nee, m‘»lmwlncutlv. with
any of its ])}5‘1()\\!]7‘1\

““What do;youn think of —what do you think of
—hiceup—Epicurus??

““What do I t.hml\ of whom?’’ said the Devil,
in astonishment, ‘“youn surely do not mean to find

* 1ls torivalent sur la Phllosophle (Cicero, Lucretius, Srm.
ece) mals c'était la Philosophle Grecque—Condoroet.
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any fault with Epicurns! What do I think of
Epicurus! Do you mean me, sir?—I am Epi-
curus! I am the same philosopher who wrote
each of the three hundred treatises ecommemo-
rated by Diogenes Laertes.”’

“That’s a lie!”’ said the metaphysician, for
the wine had gotten a little into his head.

“Very well ' —very well, sir!—very well, in-
deed, sir!”’ said his Majesty, apparently much
flattered.

‘“That’s a lie!”’ repeated the restauraieur,
dogmatieally; ‘‘that’s a—hiecup !—a lie!”’

““Well, well, have it your own way!’’ said the
Devil, pacifically, and' Bon-Bon; having beaten
his Majesty at an argument, thought it his duty
to conelude a second bottle of Chambertin.

““ As T was saying,’’ resumed the visitor—'‘as
1 was observing a little while ago, there are some
very outré notions in that hook of yours, Mon-
sieur Bon-Bon.~ What, for instance, do you
mean by all that humbug about the soul.” Pray,
gir, what 4§ the soul?’’

“The—hicenp —soul,”” replied the metaphy-
sician, referring to his MS,, “‘is undoubt-
edly—"7

“No,/ sir

“Indubitably 32

““No, sir!”’

‘“Indisputably

““No, sir’?

“Evidently

“No, sir!”’

“‘Tnecontrovertibly
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““No, sir!”’

“Hiceup —"*

‘““No, sir!”’

‘“ And beyond all question, a—"'

“No, sir, the soul is no such thing!’’ (Here
the philosopher, looking daggers, took oecasion
to make an end, upon the spot, of his third bottle
of Chambertin.)

“*Then—hiceup '—pray, sir—what—what 1s
it1”’

““That is neither here nor there, Monsieur Bon-
Bon,”” replied his Majesty, musingly. ‘I have
tasted—that is to say, I have known some very
bad souls, and some too—pretty good ones.’’
Here he smacked his lips, and, having unecon-
sciously let fall his hand mpon the volume in
his pocket, was seized with a wviolent fit of
speezing.

He continued.

“There was the soul of Cratinus—passable:
Aristophanes—racy: Plato—exquisite—not your
Plato, but Plato the comie poet; your Plato
would have turned the stomach of Cerberus—
faneh! Then let me see! there were Newevius, and
Andronicus, and Plantus, and Terentins. Then
there were Lueiliug, and Catullug, and Naso, and
Quintus Flaceus—dear Quinty! as I ealled him
when he sung a seculare for my amusement,
while T toasted him, in pure good humor, ¢n a
fork. - But they want flavor, these Romans. One
fat Greek is worth a dozen of them, and besides
will keep, which eannot be said of a Quirite. Let
us taste your Sauterne.’’
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Bon-Bon had by this time made up his mind
to the nil admirari, and endeavored to hand down
{he bottle in question. He was, however, con-
seious of a strange sound in the room like the
waggeing of a tail. Of this, althongh extremely
indecent in his Majesty, the philosopher fook no
notice :i—simply kicking the dog, and requesting
him to be gquiet. The visitor continued:

““T found that Horace tasted very much like
Aristotle ;—~yon know I am\ fond of wvariety.
Terentius I could not have told from Menander.
Naso, to ‘my astonishment, was Nicander in dis-
guise. | Virgilius had a strong twang of Theoeri-
tus. Martial put me much in mind of Archilo-
chus—and Titus Livios was positively Polybius
and none other.”

““Hiecup!’’ here replied Bon-Bon, and his
Majesty proceeded:

“But.if I have a penchant, Monsieur Bon-Bon
—if I'have a penchant, it is for a philesopher.
Yetilet/me tell you, sir, it is not every dev—I
mean it s not every gentleman who knows how
to choose a philosopher. Long ones are not
good; and the best, if not carefully shelled, are
apt to be a little raneid on account of the gall.”

“Shelled "’

“T mean taken out of the earcass.™

““What do you think of a—hiccup ~—physi-
ciani’’

““Don’t mention them!—ught ngh!’t (Here
his Majesty retched violently.) ‘1 never tasted
but one—that rascal Hippocrates!—smelt of
asafeetida—ugh! ugh! ugh!—eaught a wretched
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cold washing him in the Styx—and after all he
gave me the cholera-morbus.”

““The—hicecup —wreteh!’” ejaeulated Bon-
Bon, *‘the—hiccup '—abortion of a pill-box 17—
and the philosopher dropped a tear.

““After all,”” continued the visitor, “‘after all,
if a dey—if a gentleman wishes to live, he must
have more talents than one or two; and with us
a fat face is an evidence of diplomaey.™

“How so?’’

“Why we are sometimes exceedingly pushed
for provisions. You must know that; in a eli-
mate so sultry as mine, it is frequently impos-
sible to keep a spirit alive for more than two or
three hours; and after death, unless pieked im-
mediately(and a picked spirit-is not good), they
will—smell—you understand, eh? Putrefaction
8. always to be apprehended when the souls are
consiened to us in the usual way.”’

“Hiceup '—hiceup !—good God; how do you
manage?’”

Here the iron lamp commenced swinging with
redoubled violence, and the Devil half started
from his seat:—however, with a slight sigh, he
recovered his composure, merely saying fo our
hero inrar low;tone: <1 tell you what, Pierre
Bon-Bon, ‘we must have no more swearing. '’

The host swallowed another bumper, by way
of denoting thorough comprehension and ac-
quiescence, and the visitor continued.

“\Why, there are several ways of managing.
The most of us starve: some put up with the
pickle: for my part I purchase my spirits vivente
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corpore, in which case I find they keep very
well.””

““But the body !—hiecup !—the body!!”’

““The body, the body—well, what of the body?
—oh! ah! T perceive. Why, sir, the body is not
at all affected by the transaction. 1 have made
innumerable purchases of the kind in my day,
and the parties never experienced any incon-
venience.  There were Cain and Nimrod, and
Nero, and; Caligula, and Dionysins, and Pisis-
tratus, and—and a thousand others, who never
Eknew what it was to have a soul daring the latter
part of their lives; yet, sir, these men adorned
society. Why isn’f there A , OW, Whom yon
know as well as T? 1Is e notin possession of all
his faculties, mental and eorporeal? Who writes
a keener epigram? ' 'Who reasons more wittily ?
Who—but stay! T have his agreement in my
pocket-book.”’

Thus saying; he produced a red leather wallet,
and took from it a number of papers. Upon
some of these Bon-Bon caught a glimpse of ‘the
letters Machi—Maza—Robesp—with the words
Caligula, George, Elizabeth. His Majesty se-
lected’ a narrow slip of parchment, and from it
read aloud the following words:

“Tn eonsideration of certain mental endow-
ments which it is unnecessary to speeify, and in
further consideration of one thonsand lonis d'or
1, being ased one year and one month, do hereby
make over to the bearer of this agreement all my
right, title, and appurtenance in the shadow
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called my sounl. (Signed) A , 2Z®
(Here his Majesty repeated a name whicil I' do
not feel myself justified in mdieating more un-
equivoeally.,)
‘“A clever fellow that,’” resamed he; ““but like
you, Monsieur Bon-Bon, he was mjsu'xken ubuut:
the sonl. The soul a shadow, truly! The soul
a shadow; Ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—hu! hu!
ha! Only think of a fricasséed shadow 1>
“Only think—hicenp '—of a fricasséed shad-
ow !’ exelaimed our hero, whose faculties were
becoming much illuminated by the profundity
of his Majesty’s disconrse. .
“Only think of a—hiccup |—fricasséed/ shad-
ow!! Now, damme !—hiceup '—humph! If I
would have been such a—hiccup !—nincom-
po‘(:p} My soul, Mr.—humph!”’
¥ our soul, Monsieur Bon-Bon 17’
*Yes, sir—hiccup!—my soul is——’
‘““What, sir?”’
“No shadow, damme!”’
“*Did you mean to say "
sir“”Ym' Str, my soul is—Hhiccup —humph I—yes,
::Did yon not: infend to assert B
My soul is—hicenp !—peculiarly gualified
for—hicenp I—a s
““What, sir?”’
“Stew.”’
(‘H:‘ !,’
“Souffiée.”’
“Eh)”’

* Query. — Arouet?
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“Fricassée.”’

“Indeed!™’

‘“Ragout and fricandeau—and see here, my
rood fellow; I'll let you have it—hicenp!—a
bargain.”’ | Here ~the philosopher slapped his
Majesty upon the backs

“(ouldn’t think of such a thing,’’ said the
latter lealwly, at the same time rising from his
seat. The metaphysician stared.

““ Am supplied at present,’’ said his Majesty.

““Hic-cup =—e-h?!” said the philosopher.

““Have no funds on hand.”’

“What?’’

““Besides, véry unhandsome ' in me——

“Sirt”?

““To take advantage of:

“Hicenp !

“Your present disgusting and ungentlemanly
sitnation.”’

Here the visitor bowed and withdrew—in what
manner could not preecisely be ascertained—=but
in a well-concerted effort to discharge a bottle at
“‘the willain,”” the slender chain was severed
that depended from the ceiling; and the meta-
physician prostrated by the. downfall’ of the
lamp.

2

THE DUC DE L’OMELETTE

[Published in the Southern Literary Messenger, Feb-
ruary, 1836.] Sl

And stepped at once into a cooler clime.—Cowper.

KeaTs fell by a eriticism. Who was it died
of *“ The Andromache? ’** Tegnoble souls!—De
I;’Omelette perished of an ortolan. I hisioire en
est hréve. Assist me, Spirit of Apicins!

A golden caze bore the little winged wanderer,
enamored, melting, indolent, to the Chaussée
DiAntin, from its home in far Pern. From its
queenly possessor Lia Bellissima, to the Due De
L’Omelette, six peers of the empire conveyed the
happy bird.

fl‘h;lt night the Due was to sup alone. In the
privaey of his bureau he reelined langnidly on
!,Imt ottoman for which he sacrificed his loyally
in outbidding his king,—the notorious otteman
of Cadet.

He buries his face in the pillow. The clock
strikes ! Unable to restrain his feelings, his Grace

* Montfleury The author of the * Parnasse Réforme™
makes him speak {n Hades:—* L’homme done qui vowndratt
2avoir ce dont je suis mort, qw’il ¥ jemande pas si'l fut de
fidore ou de dagre ou d'autre chose, mais qu'fl entende gque
0e fut de * L'Andromache.” ™

187
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swallows an olive. At #%is moment the door
gently opens to the sound of soft music, and lo!
the most delicate of birds is before the most
enamored of men! But what inexpressible
dismay now  overshadows the countenance of
the Duc?— ¢ Horreur! — chien! — Baptiste! —
viseaw! ah, bon Dienl cet oiseau modeste que
tu as déshabillé de ses plumes, et que fu as servi
sans papier!”’ It is superfluous to say more:—
the Due expired in a paroxysm of disgust. e

<Ha! ha! ha!”’ said his Grace on the third
day after his decease.

Ffo! he!l he!’ replied the Devil faintly, draw-
inz himself up with an air of hauteur.

““Why, surely you are not serious,’’ retorted
De L’Omelette. ‘I hayve sinned—eé’est Vra—
but, my good sir; consider!—you have no actnal
intention of putting such—snch—barbarous
threats into execution.’’

<« No what? >’ said his Majesty— < come, Sir,
strip! >

““Strip, indeed! very preity i’ faith! no, sir,
T shall not strip. Who are you, pray; that L
Due.De Li’Omelette, Prince de Foie-Gras, just
come of age, anthor of the ° Mazurkiad;,” and
member of the Academy, should divest myself at
your bidding of the sweetest pantaloons ever
made by Bourdon, the daintiest robe-de-chambre
ever put. together by Rombert—to. say nothing
of the taking my hair out of paper—notf to men-
tion the trouble I should have in drawing off my
gloves?”’

“Who am I?—ah, frue! I am Baal-Zebub,
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Prince of the Fly. T took thea, j

a rose-wood coffin inlaid with iv’o'r]';:qt ?‘?}:t’; 233
cur;ously seented, and labelled as per invoice
Belial sent thee,—my Inspector of Cemeteries'
The pantaloons, whieh thou sayest were made
by Bourdon, are an exeellent pair of linen draw-
ers, and thy rebe-de-chambre is a shroud of no
seanty dimensions.”’

““Sir!’” replied the Due, *‘I am not to be in-
sulted with impunity I—Sir! I shall take the
earliest opportunity of avenging this insult!—
Sir! you shall hear from me! In the meantime
au revoir!”’—and the Due was bowing himself
out of the Satanic presence, when he was inter-
rupted and brounght back by a gentleman in wait-
ing. Hereupon his Grace tubbed his eyes,
yawned, shrugeged his shoulders, reflected. Hav-
mg become satisfied of his identity, he took a
bird’s-eye view of his whereabouts.

The apartment was superb. Even De 1’Om-
elette pronounced it bien comme dl.faut. It was
not its length nor its breadth,—but its height—
ah, that was appalling ! There was 1o ceiling—
certainly none—hut a dense whirling mass of
fiery-colored. clouds. ' His Grace’s brain reeled
as he glanced upward. From above, hung a chain
of an unknown blood-red metal—its upper end
lost, like the city of Beston, parmi les nues. From
its nether extremity swung'a large eresset,. The
Due knew it to be a ruby; but from it there
pour.ed a light sc intense, so still, so terrible,
Persia never worshipped such—Gheber never

imagined such—Mussulman never dreamed of




190 WORKS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE

aged with opium, he has tottered
to a bed of poppies, his back to the flowers, and
his face to the God Apollo. The Duc muttered
a slizht oath, decidedly approbatory.

=
The eorners of the room were rounded mto

niehes. | Three of these were filled with statues
of gigantic proportions. Their beauty was Gre-
eian, their deformity Egyptian, their tout ensem-
ble. French. In ihe fourth niche, the statue was
veiled - it was not colossal, | But then there was
a taper ankle, a sandalled foot. De L’Omelette
pressed his hand upon his heart, closed his eyes,
raised them, and canght his Sataniec Majesty—
in a blush.

But the painfings I_Kupris! Astarfe! As-
toreth '—a thousand and the same! And Rafaelle
has beheld them !/ Yes, Rafaelle has been here;
for did he not paint the 9 and was he not
consequently damned? The paintings ! —the
paintings! O Inxaury !

such when, dru

dainty. devices of the golden frames that besprin-
kled, like stars, the hyacinth and the porphyry*
walls?

But the Duc’s heart
He is not, however, as you SUppOSE, dizzy withs
magnificence, nor drunk with the ecstatic breath
of those innumerable censers. (’est vrai que ds
toutes ces choses il @ pensé
Due De L’ Omelette is terror-stricken; for
lurid vista which a single Oneurs

through the
fording, lo! gleams the most

tained window 1s a
ghastly of all fires!

O love !—who, gazing on g
those forbidden beauties, shall have eyes for thes

i¢ fainting within him/

& Beaucoup—mass! The
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Le pauvre Duc!
» Due! He conld no olp i
: 2 : not help inin
that tl}L glorious, the voluptuous, th I 1{nam iy
melodies which pervaded that h.llllA e n!e\ ey
I e 5 ( I all, a8 they pass
filtered and transmuted thronch the alal S
the enchanted winvluw—pann;: :\\ : (tl;l Syt
Tl . S, were the wailings
?&"ddﬂ“l howlings of the hopeless and the da'“lmﬁh'
: ln there, too!—there!—mpon the uttomu‘lgllt :
;)g;;;oulfl] he l_)'-?~—?1¢', the pr,.tz'tnzai!rc—n;) t}:w
cm.ﬁ}f*»\.x_ 10 sat as if earved in marble e‘t' wi
8 . ‘{. “_lll.h his pale eountenanee, si ann’;-(:;nr% ?
“'A ais ¢l [r.z.u.? agir—that is to say, a Frvﬁd‘
l‘ixlt“ l’lv\er faints outright. Besides his (‘ra.cl:
o e ! : > S, § ']
Tth‘::p 4l'.\f.< n¢ —Ih: ‘L Omelette is himself m:ail;
a]g[ .'an_- some foils upon a table—some pniut-;
; A:). e Due had studied ander B ; ¢l avast
pt;b 6 a};tﬁ hommes. Now, then, il pout 5> échap
¢ e Boithres tio oot tnd il A are
iuimitﬂ:.kmc .;;m« .s} @Wu“pnmts. and, with a grace
able, offers his Majesty the ehoi Hor-
: ; . Maje he choiee. -
ru;;! 'thS I}Iu jesty does not fence! 5
y, > 1 A
o ahl il joue!—how happy a thonghtd—but his
r;i] ace]u}d u:wnys an excellent memory. He had
dipped 1n the ““Diagble”’ 3 :
d d i i 2> of the Abbé Gualtie
: i ‘Dia ) ar,
Therein it is said ““que le-Diable n’ose pas re-
fusér un jeu d’ écarté.”’ A=Y
at;.; i u}:, the chanees—the chances!{ True—desper-
Bo;s.idxlft scarcely more desperafe than the Due.
Sk.i""”\.,l“;xs holnot in the secret?—had he not
ned over Pére Lie Brun?
amed g 2 Lie un?—was he not a
:;(_x;ﬂu ofl the Club! Vingt-un? “‘8i je perds,”
a')ly(l} ]h:n je serai ({c‘iz.r fois perdu—1I shall be
i oly damned—uveila fout! (Here his Grace
e - o B - . . . -
wrugeed his shoulders.) Si je gagne, je revien-
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drai & mes ortolans—que les cartes soient pré-
parées!™

His Graee was all care, all attention—his Maj-
esty all confidence. A spectator would have
thought of Francis and (Charles. His Grace
thought of his game. His Majesty did not think;
he shuffled.  The' Due cut.

The eards are dealt. The trump is turned—
it is—it is—the king! No—it was the queen.
His Majesty cursed her masculine habiliments.
De L ’Omelette placed his hand vpon his heart.

They play. The Due counts. The hand is
ont. His Majesty counts heavily, smiles, and
i taking wine. The Due slips a card.

<17 oot @ vous @ faire,”’ said his Majesty, cut-
ting. (His Grace bowed, dealt, and arose from
the table en presentant le Eor.

His Majesty looked chagrined.

Had Alexander not been Alexander, he would
have been Diogenes; and the Due assured his
antagonist in taking leave, “que sl m’ eut pas

été De L’Omelatte il n” aurat
d’étre le Diable.”’

t point dlobjection

THE ANGEL OF THE ODD

AN EXTRAVAGANZA

{Publis! i s (O :
lsi4,ljmh hed in the Columbian Magazine, Octobery

It was a chilly November afternoon. I had
Just ’c'.:usu.mm::tcd an unusually hearty dinner
of which the dyspeptie truffe  formed not the
least important item, and was sitting alone in
the dining-room, with my feet upon the fender
and at my elbow asmall table which I had ru“»’(i
up to the fire, and npon which were some apolo-
gies for dessert, with some miscellanéous bottles
of ‘wine; spirit and hguetur. Tn the morning I
}1‘&(‘1 been reading Glover’s *‘Leonidas,”™ Wilkie's

Epigoniad,”’ Lamartine’s “*Pilgrimage,’” Bar-
low’s, ““Columbiad,”” Tuckermann’s **Sicily,”’
and' Griswold’s “ Curiosities™; I am willing 1o
confess, therefore, that I now felt a little;stupid
I made effort to arouse myself by aid of frequcnt:
Lafitte; and, all failing, (I betook myself to a
stray newspaper in.despair. Having carefully
perused the column of “‘houses to let,”” and the
column of ““dogs lost,”’ and then the two columns
of *“wives and apprentices runaway,”” I attacked

VIL 13 198 ¢
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with great resolution the editorial matter, and,
reading it from beginning to end withont under-
standing a syllable, conceived the possibility of
its being Chinese, and so re-read it from the end
to the beginning; but with no more satisfactory
result.. I was about throwing away, in diszust,

o his folio of four pages, bappy work
Which not even poets criticise,”

when I felt my attention somewhat aroused by
the paragraph which follows:

The avenues to death are numerocus and strange. A
London paper mentions the deccase of a person from &
singular cause. He was playing at ™ puff. the dart.”
which is played with a long needle inserted in some
worsted, and blown at a targeu through a tin tube. e
placed the needle at the wrong end of the tube, and
drawing his breath’ strongly fo puff the dart forward
with force, drew the meedle into his throate It entered

the lungs, and in o few days killed him,

Upon seeing this I fell into a great rage, with-
out exactly knowing why. ¢This thing,”* T ex-
claimed, ““is a eontemptible falsehood—a. poor
hoax—the lees of the invention of some pitiable
penny-a-liner—of some wretched eoncoctor, of
accidents in Cocaigne. These fellows; knowing
the extravagant gullibility of the age, set their
wits to work in the imagination of improbable
possibilities—of | odd aceidents, | as| they term
them : but to a reflecting intellect  (like mine,
1 added, in parentheses, putting my forefinger
nneonseionsly to the side of my nose,) “‘to a eon-
templative understanding such as 1 myself pos-
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sess, it seems evident at once that the marvello
inerease of late in these ‘odd accidents’ ‘ic. by {HS
the oddest accident of all. For my (‘v\"u. )a .-‘m];
m!vl‘ul_tn believe nothing lh"!l(’-'}fnl';\'al'd t]_fd;;l
any th?.n'_: of the ‘singular’ :mout.‘it." -
":'\]:-lu Gott, den, vat a vool you bees for dat!"’
replied one of the most remarkable voices I‘«v.ur
heard. At first I took it for a rllmMim" in my
v;.:_-s_—su«)h as a man somefimes expcriﬁu-?{-q wfntfx
guztm«_: very drunk—but, upon svcon;] iiimw’it
'I t’:«ms'nl.»'rw:l the sound as more nearly res&'ml)fi.nt;
that which proeeeds from an empty barrel beaten
with a big stick; and, in faet, this I shonld have
concluded it to be, but for the articulation of lti
syllables and words. 1 am by no means Ilntlir'llll:'
nervous, and_ the very few glasses of L:ll‘itf‘l‘
:Vhl{‘h I had sipped served to embolden me a lit-
tle; so that T felt nothing of trepidation, but
merely uplifted my eyes with a leisurely move-
:r;en't., zm«_} looked earefully around the room for
) 6 { 1
(_”1;) x:ttr;:]ll(.«.r. I conld not, however, perceive any
“Humph !"” resumed the voiee, as I continued
my survey; ‘“yonmns pe-so-dronk-as-de bi«' den
for not zee me as 1 zit here at your zide. i ‘
Hereupon I bethonght me of looking immedi-
ately lwt_’nrc my nose, and there; sure enocugh
m;-nfr.untm: me at the table sat a tn;'rsmm,'ze n:n:
?Fﬁoi‘)pt. although not altogether indescribable,
Behdot T ot et mabtes. aad ad u Eo
ething of charaeter, ¢ a traly
Fnl__\t.tn’h:m air. In its nether extremity were in-
serted two kegs, which seemed to answer all the
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purposes of legs. For arms there dangled from
the upper portion of the carcass two tolerably
long bottles, with the necks outward for hands.
All the head that I saw the monster possessed
of was one of those Hessian canteens which re-
semble-a larize snuff-box with a hole in the middie
of the lid. This canteen (with a fonnel on its
fop, like a cavalier cap slonched over the eyes)
was setl on edee upon the puncheon, with the hole
toward myself; and through this hole, which
seemed puckered up like the moufh of a very
preeise old maid, the creature was emittimg cer-
tain rumbling and grumbling 'noises which he
evidently intended for intelligible talk.

‘1 zay,’” said he, “{ you mos pe dronk as de pig,
vor zit dare and not zee me zit ere; and I zay,
doo, yen most pe pigzer vool as de goose, yor to
dispelief vat iz print in de print. T iz de troof
__dat it iz—eberry vord ob/it.”’

<“Who are you, pray ?’’said I, with much digz-
nity, although somewhat puzzled ; ‘“how did you
get here? and what is 1 you are talking about$”

¢ Aq vor ow L com’d ere,”’ replied the figure,
¢ dat iz none of your pizzness; and as vor vat 1
ba talking apout, 1 be talk apout vat I tink
proper; and as vor who T be; vy dat is de very
ting T com’d here for to let you zee for your-
zelf.”’

<“Yon are a drunken vagabond,’’ said T, ‘“and
T shall ring the bell and order my footman te
kick yon into the street.”

TIe! he! he!’’ said the fellow, ‘““hu! hu! hu!
dat you can’t do.”
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“ ) 3 :

- (E’:ll:' t{v&;é?ﬁ“d I, ““what do you mean{—I

X3 - X C

““‘Ring de pell,” he replied, attempting a grin
with his little villainous month.

Upon this I made an effort to get np, in order
to put my threat into execution ; but t,fle ruffian
just reached across the table very deliberately
and hn}:mg me a tap on the forehead with&fwz
peek of one of the long bottles, knocked me lmclé
into the arm-chair from which I had half arisen
I was utterly astounded ; and, for a moment ‘was;
quite at a loss what to do. In the meantime, he
continued his talk. -

““You zee,’” said he, ‘‘it iz te bess vor zit still;
and now you shall know who I pe. Look at me!
zee! I am te Angel ovite Odd.”’

““And odd enough, too,”” I ventured to reply;
““but I was always under the impression that au;
angeél had wings.”’

““Po wing!”* he cried, highly incensed, ““vat I
pe do mit te wing? Mein Gottl.doyon take me
vor a shicken?”’

““No—oh, o 1" T replied, much alarmed, * yon
are no chiecken—eertainly not.” :

““Well, ‘den, zit still and pehabe yoursali, or
I ’I1 rap you again mid me vist. It iz te shicken
ab te wing, und te owl ab te wing, und te imp ab
te wing; und te headteuffel ab te wing. Te angel
ab not te wing, and L am te Angel ov te 0dd.”
: “.-\:nd your business with me at present is—
is—’

““My pizzness!’’ ejaculated the thing, ““vy vot
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a low-bred puppy you mos pe vor to ask a gentle
man und an angel apout his pizzness!™

This language was rather more than I eould
bear, even from an angel; so, plucking up conr-
age, I seized a salt-cellar which lay within reaeh,
and hurled it at the head of the intruder. Either
he dodeged, however, orf my aim was inaceurate;
for all 1 aeccomplished was the demolition of the
crystal which | proteeted / the dial of the
clock mpon the mantel-piece. \As for the Angel,
he evinced his-sense of my assault by giving me
two or three hard consecutive raps upon the fore-
head as before. These redueced me at once to
gubmission, and I am almost-ashamed to confess
that, either through pain op-vexation, there came
a few tears info my eyes.

“*Mein Gott!’>said the Angel of the Odd, ap-
parently mueh soffened at my distress; “‘mein
Gott; te man is eder ferry dronk or ferry zorry.
You mos not trink it 80 strong—you mos put de
water in-te wine. Here, trink dis, like a,goot
veller, und don’t gry now—don’t!”’

Hereupon the Angel of the Odd replenished
my coblet (which was about a third fullof Port)
with a éplorless fluid that he poured from. ong
of his hand bottles. I observed that these botiles
had labels about their necks, and that these
labels were inseribed ‘¢ Kirschenwasser.”’

The eonsiderate kindness ofthe Angel’ molli-
fied me in no little measure; and, aided by the
water with which he diluted my Port more than
once, I at length regained sufficient temper io
listen to his very extraordinary discourse. I
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cannot pretend to recount all that he told me, but
I gleaned from what he said that he was
the genius who presided over the confretemps of
mankind, and whose business it was to bring
about the odd accidents which are eontinually
astonishing the skeptie. Onece or twice, npon my
venturing to express my total ineredulity in re-
spect to his pretensions, he grew very angry in-
deed, so that at length T considered it the wiser
policy to say nothing at all, and let him have
his own way. He talked on, therefore, at great
length, while T merely leaned back in my chair
with my eyes shut, and amused myself with
munching raisins and flipping the stems about
the room.. But, by and by, the Angel suddenly
construed this behayior of mine into contempt.
He arose in a terrible passion, slouched his fun-
nel down over his eyes, swore a vast oath, uttered
a threat of some character which I did not pre-
cisely comprehend; and finally made me a low
bow and 'departed, wishing me, in the language
of the.archbishop in ‘‘ Gil-Blas,”” £‘beaucoup de
bonheur et un pew plus de bon sens.”

His departure afforded me relief. The very
few olasses of Liafitte that I had sipped had the
effect of rendering me drowsy, and I felt inelined
to take a nap of some fiffeen or twenty minutes,
as is my custom after dinner. At six T had anf
appointment of consequence, which it was quite
indispensable that I shonld keep. The policy of
insurance for my dwelling-house had expired the
day before; and, some dispute having arisen, it
was agreed that, at six, I should meet the board
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of directors of the company and settle the terms
of a renewal. Glancing upward at the cloek on
the mantel-piece (for T felt too drowsy to take
out my wateh), I had the pleasure to find that
I had still twenty-five minutes to spare. It was
half-past five; I eould easily walk to the insur-
ance office in five minutes; and my usual siestas
had never been known to exceed five and twenty.
I felt sufficiently safe, therefore, and composed
myself to my slumbers forthwith. y

Having completed them to my satisfaetion, T
again looked toward the time-piece, and was half
inclined to'believe in the possibility of odd aeci-
dents when I found that, instead of my ordinary
fifteen or twenty minutes, T had been dozing only
three; for it still wanted seven and twenty of
the appointed hour. T betook myself again to
my nap, and at length ‘a séeond time awoke,
when, to my  utter amazement, it still wanted
twenty-seven minutes of six: I jumped up to
examine the eloek, and found that it had eeased
running. . My wateh informed me that it was
half-past seven; and, of course, having slept two
hours, I was too late for my appointment. ““T¢
will make no difference,’’ I said: “‘T can call at
the office in the morning and apologize: in the
meantime what can be the matter with the
clock ?’” Upon examining it I discovered that one
of the raisin-stems which I had been flipping
about the room during the discourse of the Angel
of the Odd had flown through the fractured crys-
tal, and lodging, singularly enough, in the key-
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hole, with an end projecting outward, had thus
arrested the revolution of the minute-hand.

““Ah!’? said I; ““I see how it is. This thing
speaks for itself. A natural accident, such as
will happen now and then!”’

I gave the matter no further consideration, and
at my usnal hour retired to bed. Here, having
placed a candle upon a reading-stand at the bed-
head, and having made an attempt to peruse
some pages of the ““Omnipresence of the Deity,”’
I unfortunately fell asleep in less than twenty
seconds, leaving the light burning as it was.

My dreams were terrifically disturbed by vis-
ions of the Angel of the Odd. Methought he
stood at the foot of the couch, drew aside the cur-
tains, and, in the hollow, detestable tones of a
rum-puncheon, menaced me with the bitterest
vengeance for the contempt with which I had
treated him. He concluded a long harangue by
taking off his funnel eap, inserting the tube into
my gullef, and thus deluging me with an ocean
of Kirschenwasser, which he poured. in a con-
tinuous flood, from one of the long-necked bottles
that stood him. instead of an arm. .My agony
was at length insufferable, and I awoke just in
time' to perceive that a rat had run off with the
lighted candle from the stand, but 7ot in season
to prevent his making his escape with it through
the hole. Very soon, a strong suffocating odor
assailed: my nostrils; the chouse, I clearly per-
ceived, was on fire.  In a few minutes the blaze
broke forth with vielence, and in an ineredibly
brief period the entire building was wrapped in
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flames. All egress from my chamber, except
through a window, was cut off. The erowd, how-
ever, quickly proeured and raised a long ladder.
By means of this I was descending rapidly, and
in apparent safety, when a huge hog, about
whose rotund stomaeh, and indeed about whose
whole air and physiognemy, there was something
whieh reminded me of the Angel of the Odd,—
when this hog, I say, which hitherto had been
quietly slumbering in the mud, took it suddenly
into | his-head that his left shoulder needed
seratching, and could find no more convenient
rubbing-post than that afforded by the foot of
the ladder. In an instant I was precipitated,
and had the misfortune to fracture my arm.
This accident, with the loss of my insurance,
and ‘with the more serious loss of my hair—
the whole of which had been singed off by the
fire,—predisposed me 0 serious impressions, so
that, finally, I made up my mind to take a wife.
There was a rich widow disconsolate for the loss
of her seventh husband, and to her wounded
spirit I offered the balm of my vows. She
yielded a reluctant consent to my prayers... L
knelt at her feet in gratitude and adoration.
She| blushed, 'and | bowed her luxuriant tresses
into close eontact with' those supplied me, tem-
porarily, by Grandjean. I know not how the
entanglement took place, but so it was. I arose
with a shining pate, wizless; |she in disdain and
wrath, half buried in'alien hair. Thus ended
my hopes of the widow by an aeccident which
could not have been anticipated, to be sure, but
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which the natural sequence of events had
brought about.

Without despairing, however, I andertook the
siege of a less implacable heart. The fates were
again propitious for a brief period; but again
a trivial incident interfered. Meeting my be-
trothed in an avenue thronged with the élite of
the city, I was hastening to greet her with one
of my best-considered bows, when a small parti-
cle of some foreign matter lodging in the cor-
ner of my eye, rendered me, for the moment,
completely blind. Before I ecould recover my
sight, the lady of my love had disappeared—
irreparably affronted at what she chose to con-
sider my premeditated rudeness in passing her
by ungreeted. While I stood bewildered at the
suddenness of this accident (which might have
happened, nevertheless, to any one under the
sun), and while T still eontinued ineapable of
sight, I was accosted by the Angel of the Odd,
who proffered me his aid with a eivility which
I had no reason to expect. He examined my
disordered -eye with-mueh- gentleness and skill,
informed me that I had a drop in it, and (what-
ever a ‘‘drop’” was) took it out, and afforded
me relief.

I now considered it high time to die, (sinece
fortune had so determined to persecute me, )
and accordingly made my way fo the nearest
river. Here, divesting myself of my clothes,
(Zor there is no reason why we cannot die as
we were born,) I threw myself headlong into
the current; the sole witness of my fate being
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a solitary erow that had been seduced info the
eating of brandy-saturated corn, and so had
staggered away from his fellows. No sooner
had I entered the water than this bird took it
into its head to fly away with the most indis-
pensable portion of my apparel. Postponing,
therefore, for the present, my suicidal design,
I just slipped my nether extremities into the
sleeves of my coat, and betook myself’ to a pur-
suit of the felon with all the nimbleness which
the case required, and its circumstances would
admit. But my evil destiny attended me still.
As I ran at-full speed, with my nose up in the
atmosphere, and intent only upon the purloiner
of my property, I suddenly perceived that my
feet rested no longer upon ferra-firma; the fact
is, I had thrown myself over a precipice, and
should imevitably have been dashed to pieces, but
for my good fortune in grasping the end of a
long gnide-rope, which depended from a passing
balloon.

As soon as I sufficiently recovered my senses
to comprehend the terrifie predicament in
which T stood or rather hung, I exerted all the
power of my lungs fo make that predicament
known to the wmronavt overhead. But for a
long time T exerted myself in vain. Either the
fool eould not, or the villain would not perceive
me. Meantime (the machine (rapidly soared,
while my strength even more rapidly failed. T
was soon upon the point of resigning myself
to my fate, and dropping quietly into the sea,
when my spirits were suddenly revived by hear-
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ing a hollow voice from above, which seemed
to be lazily humming an opera air. Looking
up, I perceived the Angel of the Odd. He was
leaning with his arms folded, over the rim of
the car; and with a pipe in his month, at which
he puffed leisurely, seemed to be upon excellent
terms with himself and the universe. I was
too much exhausted to speak, so I merely re-
garded him with an imploring air.

For several minutes, although he looked me
full in the face, he said nothing. At length re-
moving carefully his meerschaum from the right
to the left corner of his mouth, he condescended
to speak.

“Who pe you,’” he asked, ‘‘und what der teuf-
fel you pe do dare? *’

To this piece of impudenece, cruelty, and affee-
tation, I could reply only by ejaculating the
monosyllable “Help! *’

“Elp! ¥ echoed the rufian—‘not I. Dare iz
te potitle—elp yourself, und pe tam’d! ™’

With these words he let fall a heavy bottle of
Kirschenwasser which, dropping preeisely upon
the erown of my head; caused me to imagine
that my brains were entirely knoecked out. Im-
pressed with this idea, I was about to relinquish
my hold and give up’ the ghost with a good
grace, when I was arrested by the cry of the
Angel, who bade me hold on.

““0l1d en! *’ he said;/ ““don’t pe in te urry—
don't. 'Will you pe taken de odder pottle, or ave
you pe got zober yet and eome to your zenzes? *’

I made haste, hereupon, t0 nod my head
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twice—once in the negative, meaning thereb,
that I would prefer not taking the other bottle
at present—and onece in the affirmative, infend-
ing thus fo imply that I was sober and had
positively come fo my senses. By these means I
somewhat softened the Angel.

‘““Und 'you pelief; ten,’’ he inquired, ““at te
last? You pelief, fen; in te possibility of fe
odd?”’

I again nodded my head in’assent,

““Und you ave pelief in me, te Angel of te
Oddr”

I nodded again.

*“Und youn acknowledge tat you pe te blind
dronk and te vool? >’

I nodded onmce more.

*“Put your right hand into your left hand
preeches pocket, ten, in token ov your vall zub-
mission unto te Angel ov te 0dd.”’

This thing, for very obvious reasons, I found
it quite impossible to . do. In the first place, my
left arm had been broken in my fall from the
ladder, and, therefore, had I let go my hold with
the right hand, I must have let go altogether.
In [the second place, I eould have no| breeches
until I came across the eérow. ' I was therefore
obliged, much to my regret, to shake my head in
the necative—intending thus to give the Angel
‘¢ waderstand that T found it inconvenient, just
at that moment, to eomply with his very reason-
able demand! No sooner, however, had T ceased
shaking my head than—
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““Go to der teuffel, ten!”’ 2 g
e : roared the Angel

In pronouncing these words, he drew a sharp
knife across the guide-rope by which I was sus-
pended, and as we then happened to be precisely
over my own house, (which, during my pere-
grmations, had been handsomely rebuiltt) it so
occnlrredh.that I t(lilm?]ed headlong down the
ample ehimney and alit upo dining-
ape. pon the dining-room

Upon coming to my senses; (for the fall had
very thoroughly stunned me,) I found it about
four o’clock in the morning. I lay outstretched
where I had fallen from the balloon. My head
grqvelled in the ashes of an extinguished fire
while my feet reposed upon the wreek of a small
ta])le, overthrown, and amid the fracments of a
miscellaneons dessert, intermingled with a news-
paper, some broken glass and shattered bottles,
and an empty jug of the Sehiedam Kirschenwas.
?:;(li‘d Thus revenged himself the Angel of the




SILENCE—A FABLE

{Published in the Baltimore Book, 1839.)

*The mountain pinnacles slumber; valleys, crags, and ecaves
are gilemt.”—Alcman,

“LISTEN to me,’” said the Demon, as he placed
his hanq upon my head. ‘The region of which
I 'speak is a dreary region in Libya, by the bor-
ders of the river Ziire, ‘and there is no quiet
there, nor silence.

_““The waters of the river have a saffron and
sickly hue; and they flow not onward fo the
sea, but palpitate forever and forever beneath
the red eye of the sun with a tumultuous and
convulsive motion. For many miles on_either
side of the river’s oozy bed is a pale desert of
gigantic water-lilies. - They sigh one unto the
other' in that solitude, and stretch foward the
heavens their long and ghastly necks, and nod
to and fro their everlasting heads. And there
15 an indistinet murmur which ‘cometh out
from among them like the rushing of subferrene
water. And they sigh one unto the other.

“But there is a boundary to their realm—
the boundary of the dark, horrible, lofty forest,
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There, like the waves about the Hebrides, the
low underwood is agitated continually. But
there is no wind throughout the heaven. And
the tall primeval trees rock eternally hither and
thither with a crashing and mighty sound. And
from their high summits, one by one, drop ever-
lasting dews. And at the roots strange poison-
ous flowers lie writhing in perturbed slumber.
And overhead, with a rustling and loud noise,
the gray clouds rush westwardly forever, until
they roll, a cataract, over the fiery wall of the
horizon. But there is no wind throughout
the heaven. And by the shores of the river
Zaire there is neither quief nor silence.

““It was might, and the rain fell; and, fall-
ing, it was rain, but having fallen, it was blood.
And I stood in the morass among the tall lilies,
and the rain fell upon my head—and the lilies
sizhed one unto the other in the solemnity of
their desolation.

‘“And, all at once, the moon-arose through
the thin ghastly mist, and was erimson in color,
Andmine éyes féll upon a huge gray rock which
stood by the shore of the river, and was lighted
by the(light of the moon. ' And the rock was
gray, and ghastly, and tall,—and the rock was
gray. Upon its front were charaeters en-
graven in the stone; and I walked through the
morass of water-lilies; until. I eame close unto
the shore, that I might read the characters
upon the stone. But I could not decipher them.
And T was going back into the morass, when the
moon shone with a fuller red, and I turned and

VII 14
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looked again upon the rock, and upon the charac-
ters, and the characters were DESOLATION.

““And T looked upward, and there stood a
man upon the summit of the rock; and T hid my-
self among the water-lilies that I might discover
the dctions of ‘the man. And the man was
tall and stately in form, and was wrapped up
from his shoulders to his feet in the toga of old
Rome. And the outlines of his figure were in-
distinet—but his features were the features of a
deity ; (for the mantle of the night, and of the
mist, and of the moon, and of the dew, had left
uncovered the features of (his face. And his
brow was loftly with thought, and his eye wild
with care; and, in the few furrows upon his
cheek T read the fables of 'sorrow, and weariness,
and disgust with-mankind, and a longing after
solitude.

‘“And .the man sat ‘upon the =rock, and
leaned his head upon his hand, and looked out
upon the ' desolation. He looked down into
the low unquiet shrubbery, and up into the tall
primeval trees, and up- higher at the rustling
heaven, and into the erimson moon. - And I
iayclose within shelter of the lilies, and observed
the actions of the man. And the man trembled
in the solitude;—but the night waned, and he
sat npon the rock.

““And the man turned his attention from the
heavén, and looked out upon the dreary river
Zaire, and upon the yellow ghastly waters, and
upon the pale legions of the water-lilies. And
the man listened to the sighs of the water-lilies,
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and to the murmur that came up from among
them. And I lay close within my covert and
observed the actions of the man. And the man
trembled in the solitude:;—but the nizht waned
and he sat upon the rock. -

““Then I went down into the recesses of the
morass and waded afar in among the wilderness
of Iilies, and called upen the hippopotami which
dwelt among the fens in the recesses of the
morass. And the hippopotami heard my call.
and came, with the behemoth, unto the foot of
the rock, and roared londly and fearfully beneath
the moon. And I lay close within my covert and
observed the actions of the man. And the man
trembled in the solitude —but the night waned
and he sat upon the rock. §

““Then I emrsed the elements with the eurse of
tamult; and a frightful tempest gathered in the
heaven, where, before, there had been no wind.
And the heaven beeame livid with the violence of
the'tempest—and the rain beat upon the head of
the man—and the floods of the river eame down
=and-the river was tormented into foam—and
the water-lilies shrieked svithin their beds and
the forest erumbled before the wind—and the
thunder rolled—and the lightning fell—and the
m.ck.mcked to ifs foundation. And Ilayv close
within my covert and observed the actions of
the. man. ( Andl the man. trembled in the soli-
tude ;—but the night waned and he sat upon the
rock.

“Then I grew angry and cursed. with the
curse of silence, the river, and the lilies, and the




212 WORKS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE

wind, and the forest, and the heaven, and the
thunder, and the sighs of the water-lilies. And
they beeame accursed, and were still. And
the moon ceased to totter up its pathway fo
heaven—and the thunder died away—and the
lightning did not flash—and the eclouds hung
motionless—and the waters sunk to their level
and remained—and the trees ceased to rock—
and the water-ilies sighed no more—and the
murmur was heard no longer from among them,
nor any shadow of sound throughout the vast
illimitable desert. And I looked wupon the
characters of the rock, and they were changed;
and the charaeters were SILENCE.

€“And mine eyes fell upon the countenance
of the man and his countenance was wan with
terror. And, hurriedly, he raised his head
from his hand. and stood forth upon the rock
and listened. But there was no voiee through-
out the vast illimitable desert, and the charac-
ters upon the rock were SILENCE. And the
man shuddered, and turned his face away, and
fled afar off, in haste, so that I beheld him no
more.”’

Bl Ed - i % - *

Now there are fine tales in the volumes of the
Magi—in the iron-beund, melancholy volumes
of the Magi. Therein, I say, are glorious histor-
ies of the Heaven; and of the Earth; and of the
michty sea—and of the Genii that overruled the
sea. and the earth, and the lofty heaven. There
were much lore too in the sayings which were
said by the Sibyls; and holy, holy things were

SILENCE—A FABLE 213

heard of old by the dim leaves that trembled
around Dodona—bnuf, as Allah liveth, that fable
which the Demon told me as he sat by my side
in the shadow of the tomb, T hold to be the most
wonderfql of all! And as the Demon made an
end of his story, he fell back within the cavity
of the tomb and laughed. And I could not
laugh with the Demon, and he eursed me because
I conld not laugh. And the lynx which dwelleth
forever in the tomb, eame out therefrom, and lay
down at the feet of the Demon, and looked al
him steadily in the faee .







