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that debt to the heart, which can only be discharged to the
dust.

CHEERFULNESS.

Cheerfulness is just as natural to the heart of a man in
strong health as color to his cheek; and wherever there is
habitual gloom, there must be either bad air, unwholesome
food, improperly severe labor, or erring habits of life.

EXTRACT FROM THOMAS DE QUINCEY'S ESSAY " ON
MURDER, CONSIDERED AS A FINE ART.”

As to-murder, I never committed one in my life. It's a
well-known thing amongst all my friends. I can get a paper
to certify as much, signed by lots of people. Indeed, if you
come to that, I doubt. whether many people could produce
as strong a certificate. Mine would be as big as a breakfast
tablecloth. There is indeed one member of the club, who
pretends to say he caught me once making too free with his
throat on a club night, after everybody else had retired.
But, observe, he shuffles in his story according to his state
of civilization. When not far gone he contents himself with
saying that he caught me ogling his throat; and that I was
melancholy for some-weeks after, and that my voice sounded
in a way expressing, to the nice ear of a connoisseur, /e
sense of apportunities lost; but the club all know that he is a
disappointed man himself, and that he speaks querulously at
times about the fatal neglect of a man’s coming abroad with-
out his tools. Besides, all this is an affair between two
amateurs, and everybody makes allowances for little asper-
ities and fibs in such a case. “ But,” say you, “if no murderer,
you may have encouraged, or even. have bespoken a mur-
der.” No, upon my honor—no. And that was the very
point I wished to argue for your satisfaction. The truth is,
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I am a very particular man in everything relating to murder;
and perhaps I carry my delicacy toofar. . . . . . A
golden mean is certainly what every man should aim at.
But it is easier talking than doing; and, my infirmity being
notoriously too much milkiness of heart, I find it difficult to
maintain that steady equatorial line between the two poles
of too much murder on the one hand, and too little on the
other. I am too soft—and people get excused through me
—nay, go through life without an attempt made upon them,
that ought 7o¢ to be excused. I believe, if I had the manage-
ment of things, there would hardly be a murder from year’s
end to year's end. In fact, I'm for peace, and quietness, and
fawningness, and what may be styled knocking-underness. A
man came to me as a candidate for the place of my servant,
just then vacant. He had the reputation of having dabbled
a little in our art; some said, not without merit. What
startled me, however, was, that he supposed this art to be
part of his regular duties in my service, and talked of having
it considered in his wages. Now, that was a thing I would
not allow; so I said at once, “ Richard (or James, as the case
might be), you misunderstand my character. If a man will
and must practice this difficult (and allow me to add,
dangerous) branch of art—if he has an overruling genius
for it, why, in that case, all I say is, that he might as well
pursue his studies whilst living in my service as in another’s.
And also, I may observe, that it can do no harm either to
himself or to the subject on whom he operates, that he
should be guided by men of more taste than himself. Genius
may do much, but long study of the art must always entitle
a man to offer advice. So far I will go—general principles
I will suggest. But as to any particular case, once for all I
will have nothing to do with it. Never tell me of any special
work of art you are meditating—I set my face against it i
tolo. For, if once a man indulges himself in murder, very
soon he comes to think little of robbing: and from robbing
he comes next to drinking and Sabbath-breaking, and from
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that to incivility and procrastination. Once begin upon this
downward path, you never know where you are to stop.
Many a man has dated his ruin from some murder or other
that perhaps he thought little of at the time. Principiss
obsta—that’s my rule.”

Fie on these dealers in poison, say I: can they not keep.

to the old honest way of cutting throats, without introducing
such abominable innovations from Italy? 1 consider all
these poisoning cases, compared with the lcgitimat'e style, as
no better than waxwork by the side of sculpture, or a litho-
graphic print by the side of a fine Volpato. But, dismissing
these, there remain many excellent works of art in a pure
style, such as nobody need be ashamed to own; and this
every candid connoisseur will .admit. Candid, observe, -1
say; for great allowances must be made in these cases; no
artist can ever be sure of carrying through his own fine pre-
conception. Awkward disturbances will arise; people will
not submit to have their throats cut quietly; they will run,
they will kick, they will bite; and whilst the portrait painter
often has to complain of too much torpor in his subject, the
artist in our line is generally embarrassed by too ‘much
animation. At the same time, however disagreeable to the
artist, this tendency in murder to excite and irritate the sub-
ject is certainly one of its advantages to the world in general,
which we ought not to overlook, since it favors the develop-
ment of latent talent. - Jeremy Taylor notices with admira-
tion the extraordinary leaps which people will take under the
influence of fear. Talents also of the most brilliant descrip-
tion for thumping, and, indeed, for all the gymnastic exer-
cises, have sometimes been developed by the panic which
accompanies our artists; talents else buried and hid under a
bushel, to the possessors as much as to their friends. I
remember an interesting illustration of this fact, in a case
which I learned in Germany.

Riding one day in the neighborhood of Munich, I overto.ok
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a distinguished amateur of our society, whose name, for
obvious reasons, I shall conceal. This gentleman informed
me that, finding himself wearied with the frigid pleasures
(such he esteemed them) of mere amateurship, he had quit-
ted England for the continent—meaning to practice a little
professionally, For this purpose he resorted to Germany,
conceiving the police in that part of Europe to be more
heavy and drowsy than elsewhere. His debut as a practi-
tioner took place at Mannheim; and, knowing me to be a
brother amateur, he freely communicated the whole of his
maiden adventure. “ Opposite to my lodging,” said he,
“lived a baker; he was somewhat of a miser, and dived
quite alone. Whether it were his great expanse of chalky
face, or what else, I know not, but the fact was, 1 * fancied’
him, and resolved to commence business upon his throat,
which, by the way, he always carried bare—a fashion which
is very irritating to my desires. Precisely at eight o’clock
in the evening, I observed that he regularly shut up his win-
dows.” One night T watched him when thus engaged—bolted
in after him—locked the door—and, addressing him with
great suavity, acquainted him with the nature of my errand;
at the same time advising him te make no resistance, which
would be mutually unpleasant. So saying, I drew out my
tools; and was proceeding to operate. But at this spectacle
the baker, who seemed to have been struck by catalepsy at
my first announcement, awoke into tremendous agitation.
¢ T will #0f be murdered!’ he shrieked aloud; ¢ what for will
1’ (meaning skal/ I) ‘lose my precious throat?’ ¢What
for?’ said I; “if for no other reason, for this—that you put
alum into your bread. But no matter, alum or no alum’
(for I was resolved to forestall any argument on that point),
¢know that I am a virtuoso in the art of murder—am desir-
ous of improving myself in its details—and am enamored of
your vast surface of throat, to which I am determined to be
a customer.” ‘Is' it'so?’ said he, ‘but T'll find you a
customer in another line;’
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and so saying, he threw himself
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into a boxing attitude. The very idea of his boxing struck
me as ludicrous. It is true, a London baker had disting-
uished himself in the ring, and became known to fame under
the title of the Master of the Rolls; but he was young and
unspoiled; whereas, this man was a monstrous feather-bed
in person, fifty years old, and totally out of condition. Spite
of all this, however, and contending against me, who am a
master in the art, he made so desperate a defence, that many
times I feared he might turn the tables upon me; and thatl,
an amateur, might be murdered by a rascally baker. What
a situation! Minds of sensibility will sympathize with my
anxiety. How severe it was, you may understand by this,
that for the first thirteen rounds the baker positively had the
advantage. Round the 14th, I received a blow on the right
eye, which closed it up; in the end, I believe, this was my
salvation; for the anger it roused in me was so great, that,
in the next, and every one of the three following rounds, I
floored the baker.

“ Round 1gth. The baker came up piping, and mani-
festly the worse for wear: His geometrical exploits in the
four last rounds had done him no good. However, he
showed some skill in stopping a message which I was send-
ing to his cadaverous mug; in delivering which, my foot
slipped, and I went down. ,

“ Round zoth. Surveying the baker, I became ashamed
of having been so much bothered by a shapeless mass of
dough; and I went in fiercely, and administered some severe
punishment. A rally took place—both went down—baker
undermost—ten to three on amateur. :

“Round z1st. The baker jumped up with surprising
agility; indeed, he managed his pins capitally, and fought
wonderfully, considering that he was drenched in perspira-
tion; but the shine was now taken out of him, and his game
was the mere effect of panic. It was now clear that he
could not last much longer. In the course of this round we
tried the weaving system, in which I had greatly the
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advantage, and hit him repeatedly on the conk. My reason
for this was, that his conk was covered with carbuncles; and
I thought I should vex him by taking such liberties with his
conk, which in fact I did.

« The three next rounds, the master of the rolls staggered
about like a cow on the ice. Seeing how matters stood, in
round 24th I whispered something into his ear, which sent
him down like a shot. It was nothing more than my private
opinion of the value of his throat at an annuity office. This
little confidential whisper affected him greatly; the very
perspiration was frozen on his face, and for the next two
rounds I had it all my own way. And when I called zime
for the 27th round, he lay like a log on the floor.”

« After which,” said I to the amateur, “ It may be presumed
that you accomplished your purpose.” *You are right,”
said he mildly, I did; and a great satisfaction, you know, it
was to my mind, for by this means I killed two birds with
one stone;” meaning that he had both thumped tbe baker
and murdered him. Now, for the life of me, I could not
see that; for, on the contrary, to my mind it-appeared that
he had taken two stones to kill one bird, having been
obliged to take the conceit out of him first with his fist, and
then with his tools. But no matter for his logic. The moral
of his story was good, for it showed what an astonishing
stimulus to latent talent is contained in any reasonable pros-
pect of being murdered. A pursy, unwieldly, half cataleptic
baker of Mannheim had absolutely fought seven-and-twenty
rounds with an accomplished English boxer, merely upon
this inspiration; so great was natural genius exalted and sub-
limed by the genial presence of his murderer.

ALONE IN LONDON.
No man ever was left to himself for the first time in the
streets, as yet unknown, of London, but he must have been

desertion and utter loneliness which belong to his situation.

saddened and mortified, perhaps terrified, by the sense of
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No loneliness can be like that which weighs upon the heart
in the centre of faces never ending, without voice or utter-
ance for him; eyes innumerable, that have “ no speculation™
in their orbs which /e can understand; and hurrying figures
of men and women weaving to and fro, with no apparent
purposés intelligible to a stranger, seeming like a mask of
maniacs, or, oftentimes, like a pageant of phantoms. The
great length of the streets in many quarters of London; the
continual opening of transient glimpses into other vistas
equally far stretching, going off at right angles to the one
which you are traversing; and the murky atmosphere which,
settling upon the remoter end of every long avenue, wraps
its termination in gloom and uncertainty—all these are cir-
cumstances aiding that sense of vastness and illimitable
proportions whicli forever brood over the aspect of London
in its interior. . . . . . AIll that I remember is one
monotonous awe and blind sense of mysterious grandeur
and Babylonian confusion, which seemed to pursue and to
invest the whole equipage of human life, as we moved for
nearly two hours through streets, sometimes brought to
anchor for ten minutes or more by what is technically called
a “lock,” that is, a line of carriages of every description
, Inextricably massed, and obstructing each other, far as the
eye.could stretch: and then, as if under an enchanter’s rod,
the “lock ” seemed to thaw; motion spread with the fluent
race of light or sound through the whole ice-bound mass,
until the subtle influence reached ws also, who were again
absorbed into the great rush of flying carriages; or, at times,
we turned off into some less tumultuous street, but of the
same mile-long character, and, finally, drawing up about
noon, we alighted at some' place, which is as little within my
distinct remembrance as the route by which we reached it.

—DeQuincey.
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