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again, and with the reddest coal T ever saw. There is
something mysterious about this stranger. What a whiff
of smoke was that! Dim and faded did you call him?
Why, as he turns about, the star on his breast is all
ablaze.”

It is, indeed,” said his companion; “and it will go
near to dazzle pretty Polly Gookin, whom T see peeping
at if out of the chamber-window.”

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to. the
crowd, made a stately bend of his body like a great man
acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort, and
vanished into the house. There was a mysterious kind
of a smile, if it might not better be called a grin or
grimace, upon his visage; but, of all the throng that
beheld him, not an individual appears to have possessed
insight enough to detect the illusive character of the
stranger except a little child and a eur dog.

Our legend ‘here loses somewhat of its continuity, and,
passing over the preliminary explanation between Feath-
ertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the pretty
Polly Gookin. She was a damsel of a soff, round fig-
ure, with light hair and blue eyes, and a fair, rosy face,
which seemed neither very shrewd nor very simple.
This young lady had caught a glimpse of the glistening
stranger while standing af the threshold, and had forth-
with put on a laced cap, a siring of heads, her finest
kerchief, and her stiffest damask petticoat, in prepara-
tion for the interview. Hurrying from her chamber to
the parlor, she had ever since been viewing herself in
the large looking-glass and practising pretty airs, —
now a smile, now a ceremonious dignity of aspect, and
now a softer smile than the former, kissing her hand
likewise, tossing her head, and managing her fan;
while within the mirror an unsubstantial little maid
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tepeated every gesture and did all the foolish things
that Polly did, but without making her ashamed of
them. In short, it was the fault of pretty Polly’s
ability rather than her will if she failed to be as com-
plete an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop himself;
and, when she thus tampered with her own simplicity,
the witeh’s phantom might well hope to win her.

No sooner did Polly hear her father’s gouty footsteps
approaching the parlor-door, accompanied with the stiff
clatter of Feathertop’s high-heeled shoes, than she seated
herself bolt upright and inmocently began warbling a
song.

“Polly! daughter Polly!” cried the old merchant.
% Come hither, child.”

Master Gookin’s aspect, as he opened the door, was
doubtful and troubled.

“This gentleman,” continued he, presenting the stran-
ger, “is the Chevalier Feathertop, —nay, I beg his
pardon, my Lord Feathertop, —who hath brought me
a token of remembrance from an ancient friend of mine.
Pay your duty to his lordship, child, and honor him as
his quality deserves.”

After these few words of introduction, the worshipful
magistrate immediately quitted the room. But, even
in that brief moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside
at her father instead of devoting herself wholly to the
brilliant guest, she might have taken warning of some
mischief nigh at hand. The old man was nervous,
fidgety, and very pale. Purposing a smile of courtesy,
he had deformed his face with a sort of galvanic grin,
which, when Feathertop’s back was turned, he ex-
changed for a scowl, at the same time shaking his fist
and stamping his gouty foot, —an incivility which
brought its retribution along with it. The truth ap-
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peats to have been, that Mother Righy’s word of intro-
«duction, whatever it might be, had operated far more
on the rich merchant’s fears than on his good-will.
Moreover, being a man of wonderfully acute observa-
tion, he had noticed that the painted figures on the
bowl of Feathertop’s pipe were in motion. Looking more
closely, he became convinced that these figures were a
party of little demons, each duly provided with horns
and 2 tail, and dancing hand in hand, with gestures of
diabolical merriment, round the circumference of the
pipe-bowl. Asif to confirm his suspicions, while Mas-
ter Gookin ushered his guest along a dusky passage
from his private room to the parlor, the star on Featl-
«ertop’s breast had scintillated actual flames, and threw
a flickering gleam upon the wall, the ceiling, and the
floor.

With such sinister prognostics manifesting themselves
on all hands, it is not to be marvelled at that the mer.
chant should have felt that he was committing his daugh-
tt?r to a very questionable acquaintance. He cursed, in
his secret SDl.ll_,. the insinuating elegance of Feathertop’s
manuers, as this brilliant personage bowed, smiled, put
his hand on his heart, inhaled a long whiff from his pipe
and enriched the atmosphere with the smoky vapor of a
fragrant and visible sigh. Gladly would 1:;001‘ Master
Gookin have thrust his dangerous guest into the street ;
but there was a constraint and terror within him. This
respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an earlier period
of life, had given some pledge or other to the evil prin-
eiple, and perhaps was now to redeem it by the sacrifice
of his daughter.

It so happened that the parlor-door was partly of
glass, shaded by a silken curtain, the folds of which
hung a little awry. So strong was the merchant’s in-
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terest in witnessing what was to ensue between the fair
Polly and the gallant Feathertop, that after quitting the
room he could by no means refrain from peeping through
the crevice of the curfain.

But there was nothing very miraculous to be seen;
nothing — except the trifles previously noticed —to con-
firm the idea of a supernatural peril environing the pretiy
Polly. The stranger, it is true, was evidently a thorough
and practised man of the world, systematic and self-pos-
sessed, and therefore the sort of a person to whom a
parent ought not to confide a simple, young girl, without
due watchfulness for the result. The worthy magistrate,
who had been conversant with all degrees and qualities
of mankind, could nof but perceive every motion and
gesture of the distinguished Featherfop came in its
proper place; nothing had been left rude or native in
him ; a well-digested ‘conventionalism had incorporated
itself thoronghly with his substance and transformed him
into a work of art. Perhaps it was this peculiarity that
invested him with a species of ghastliness and awe. It
is the effect of anything completely and consummately
artificial, in human shape, that the person impresses us
as an unreality and as having hardly pith enough to
cast a shadow upon the floor. As regarded Feathertop,
all this resulted in a wild, extravagant, and fantastical
impression, as if his life and being were akin to the
smoke that curled upward from his pipe.

But pretty Polly Gookin felt not thus. The pair were
now promenading the room ; Feathertop with his dainty
stride and no less dainty grimace ; the girl with a native
maidenly grace, just touched, not spoiled, by a slightly
affected manner, which seemed caught from the perfect
artifice of her companion. 'The longer the interview con-
tinued, the more charmed was pretty Polly, until, within
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the first quarter of an nour (as the old magistrate noted
by his watch), she was evidently beginning to be in love.
Nor need it have been witcheraft that subdued her in
such a hurry ; the poor child’s heart, it may be, was so
very fervent that it melted her with its own warmth as
reflected from the hollow semblance of a lover. No mat-
ter what Feathertop said, his words found depth and re-
verberation in her ear ; no matter what he did, his action
was heroic to her eye. And by this time it is to be sup-
posed there was a blush on Polly’s cheek, a tender smile
about her mouth, and a liquid softness in her glance ;
while the star kept coruscating on Feathertop’s breast,
and the little demons careered with more frantic merri-
ment than ever abous the circumference of his pipe-bowl.
O pretty Polly Gookin, why should these imps rejoice so
madly that a silly maiden’s heart was about to be given
to a shadow! TIs it so unusual a misfortune, so rare a
triumph ?

By and by Feathertop paused, and, throwing himself
mfo an imposing attitude, seemed to summon the fair
girl to survey his figure and resist him longer if she
could. His star, his embroidery, his buckles, glowed at
that instant with unutterable splendor; the picturesque
hues of his attire took a richer depth of coloring; there
was a gleam and polish over his whole presence betoken-
ing the perfect witchery of well-ordered manners. The
maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to linger upon
her companion with a bashful and admiring gaze. Then,
as if desirous of judging what value her own simple come-
liness might have side by side with so much brilliancy,
she cast a glance towards the full-length looking-glass in
front of which they happened to be standing. It was
one of the truest plates in the world, and incapable of
flattery. No sooner did the images therein reflected
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meet Polly’s eve than she shrieked, shrank from the
stranger’s side, gazed at him for a moment in the wildest
dismay, and sank insensible upon the floor. Feathertop
likewise had looked towards the mirror, and there beheld,
not the glittering mockery of his outside show, but a
pieture of the sordid patehwork of his real composition,
stripped of all witcheraft.

The wretehed simulacrum! We almost pity him.  He
threw up his arms with an expression of despair that
went further than any of his previous manifestations
towards vindicating his claims to be reckoned human:
for, perchance the only time since this so often empty and
deceptive life of mortals began its course, an illusion had
seen and fully recognized itself.

Mother Righy was seated by her kitchen hearth in the
twilicht of this eventful day, and had just shaken the
ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurried tramp
along the road. Yet it did not seem so much the tramp
of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the rattling
of dry bones.

“Ha!” thought the old witch, “ what step is that?
Whose skeleton is out of its grave now, I wonder?”

A figure burst headlong into the cottage-door. It was
Feathertop! His pipe was still alight; the star still
flamed upon his breast; the embroidery still glowed upon
his garments; nor had he losf, in any degree or manner
that could be estimated, the aspect that assimilated him
with our mortal brotherhood. But yet, in some inde-
scribable way (as is the case with all that has deluded us
when onee found out), the poor reality was felt beneath
the cunning artifice. .

“What has gone wrong?” demanded the witch.
“Did yonder sniffling hypocrite thrust my darling from
his door? The villain! TI°ll set twenty fiends to tor-
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ment him till he offer thee his daughter on his bended
knees ! >

“No, mother,” said Feathertop, despondingly ; ““it was
not that.”

“Did the girl scorn my precious one ?”” asked Mother
Rigby, her fierce eyes glowing like two coals of Tophet.
“ 1’1l cover her face with pimples! Her nose shall be 4s
red as the coal in thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop
out! In a week hence she shall not be worth thy
having | >

““ Let her aloue, mother,” answered poor Feathertop ;
“the girl was half won; and methinks a kiss from her
sweet lips might have made me altogether human.  But,”
he added, after a brief pause and then a howl of self-con-
tempt, “1 ’ve seen myself, mother! I1’ve seen myself
for the wretched, ragged, empty thing I am! I°ll exist
no longer !

Snatching the pipe from his mouth, he flung it with all
his might against the chimney, and at the same instant
sank upon the floor a medley of straw and tattered gar-
ments, with some sticks protruding from the heap and a
shrivelled pumpkin in the midst. The eyeholes were now
lustreless ; but the rudely carved gap, that just before
had been a mouth, still scemed to twist itself into a de-
Spairing grin, and was so far human.

“Poor fellow!” quoth Mother Righy, with a rueful
glance at the relics of her illfated contrivance. “My
poor, dear,  pretty Feathertop! There are thousands
upon thousands of coxcombs and charlatans in the world,
made up of just such a jumble of worn-out, forgotten, and
good-for-nothing trash as he was! Yet they live in fair
repute, and never see themselves for what they are.
And why should my poor puppet be the only one to
know himself and perish for it ?*
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While thus muttering, the witch had filled a fresh pipe
of tobacco, and held the stem between her fingers, as
doubtful whether to thrust it into her own mouth or
Feathertop’s. ;

<Poor Feathertop!” she continued. I could easily
give him another chance and send him forth again to-
morrow. But no; his feelings are too tender, his sen-
sibilities too deep. He seems to have too much hearb
to bustle for his own advantage in such an empty and
heartless world. Well! well! I°Il make a scarecrow
of him after all. T is an innoeent and a useful vocation,
and will suit my darling well ; and if each of his human
hrethren had as fit a one, ’t would be the better for man-
kind ; and as for this pipe of tobacco, I need it more
than he.”

So saying Mother Rigby put the stem between her
lips. “Dickon!” cried she, in her high, sharp tone,
* another coal for my pipe!”




