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EDGAR ALLAN POE
AN APPRECIATION

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerc�ful D�saster
Followed fast and followed faster t�ll h�s songs one burden bore—
T�ll the d�rges of h�s Hope that melancholy burden bore
Of “never—never more!”

Th�s stanza from “The Raven” was recommended by James
Russell Lowell as an �nscr�pt�on upon the Balt�more monument wh�ch
marks the rest�ng place of Edgar Allan Poe, the most �nterest�ng and
or�g�nal f�gure �n Amer�can letters. And, to s�gn�fy that pecul�ar
mus�cal qual�ty of Poe’s gen�us wh�ch �nthralls every reader, Mr.
Lowell suggested th�s add�t�onal verse, from the “Haunted Palace”:

And all w�th pearl and ruby glow�ng
    Was the fa�r palace door,
Through wh�ch came flow�ng, flow�ng, flow�ng,
    And sparkl�ng ever more,
A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty
    Was but to s�ng,
In vo�ces of surpass�ng beauty,
    The w�t and w�sdom of the�r k�ng.

Born �n poverty at Boston, January 19, 1809, dy�ng under pa�nful
c�rcumstances at Balt�more, October 7, 1849, h�s whole l�terary
career of scarcely f�fteen years a p�t�ful struggle for mere
subs�stence, h�s memory mal�gnantly m�srepresented by h�s earl�est
b�ographer, Gr�swold, how completely has truth at last routed
falsehood and how magn�f�cently has Poe come �nto h�s own. For
“The Raven,” f�rst publ�shed �n 1845, and, w�th�n a few months, read,
rec�ted and parod�ed wherever the Engl�sh language was spoken,



the half-starved poet rece�ved $10! Less than a year later h�s brother
poet, N. P. W�ll�s, �ssued th�s touch�ng appeal to the adm�rers of
gen�us on behalf of the neglected author, h�s dy�ng w�fe and her
devoted mother, then l�v�ng under very stra�tened c�rcumstances �n a
l�ttle cottage at Fordham, N. Y.:

“Here �s one of the f�nest scholars, one of the most or�g�nal men of
gen�us, and one of the most �ndustr�ous of the l�terary profess�on of
our country, whose temporary suspens�on of labor, from bod�ly
�llness, drops h�m �mmed�ately to a level w�th the common objects of
publ�c char�ty. There �s no �ntermed�ate stopp�ng-place, no respectful
shelter, where, w�th the del�cacy due to gen�us and culture, he m�ght
secure a�d, t�ll, w�th return�ng health, he would resume h�s labors,
and h�s unmort�f�ed sense of �ndependence.”

And th�s was the tr�bute pa�d by the Amer�can publ�c to the master
who had g�ven to �t such tales of conjur�ng charm, of w�tchery and
mystery as “The Fall of the House of Usher” and “L�ge�a”; such
fasc�nat�ng hoaxes as “The Unparalleled Adventure of Hans Pfaall,”
“MSS. Found �n a Bottle,” “A Descent Into a Maelstrom” and “The
Balloon-Hoax”; such tales of consc�ence as “W�ll�am W�lson,” “The
Black Cat” and “The Tell-tale Heart,” where�n the retr�but�ons of
remorse are portrayed w�th an awful f�del�ty; such tales of natural
beauty as “The Island of the Fay” and “The Doma�n of Arnhe�m”;
such marvellous stud�es �n rat�oc�nat�on as the “Gold-bug,” “The
Murders �n the Rue Morgue,” “The Purlo�ned Letter” and “The
Mystery of Mar�e Roget,” the latter, a rec�tal of fact, demonstrat�ng
the author’s wonderful capab�l�ty of correctly analyz�ng the myster�es
of the human m�nd; such tales of �llus�on and banter as “The
Premature Bur�al” and “The System of Dr. Tarr and Professor
Fether”; such b�ts of extravaganza as “The Dev�l �n the Belfry” and
“The Angel of the Odd”; such tales of adventure as “The Narrat�ve of
Arthur Gordon Pym”; such papers of keen cr�t�c�sm and rev�ew as
won for Poe the enthus�ast�c adm�rat�on of Charles D�ckens,
although they made h�m many enem�es among the over-puffed
m�nor Amer�can wr�ters so merc�lessly exposed by h�m; such poems
of beauty and melody as “The Bells,” “The Haunted Palace,”
“Tamerlane,” “The C�ty �n the Sea” and “The Raven.” What del�ght for
the jaded senses of the reader �s th�s enchanted doma�n of wonder-



p�eces! What an atmosphere of beauty, mus�c, color! What resources
of �mag�nat�on, construct�on, analys�s and absolute art! One m�ght
almost sympath�ze w�th Sarah Helen Wh�tman, who, confess�ng to a
half fa�th �n the old superst�t�on of the s�gn�f�cance of anagrams,
found, �n the transposed letters of Edgar Poe’s name, the words “a
God-peer.” H�s m�nd, she says, was �ndeed a “Haunted Palace,”
echo�ng to the footfalls of angels and demons.

“No man,” Poe h�mself wrote, “has recorded, no man has dared to
record, the wonders of h�s �nner l�fe.”

In these twent�eth century days—of lav�sh recogn�t�on—art�st�c,
popular and mater�al—of gen�us, what rewards m�ght not a Poe
cla�m!

Edgar’s father, a son of General Dav�d Poe, the Amer�can
revolut�onary patr�ot and fr�end of Lafayette, had marr�ed Mrs.
Hopk�ns, an Engl�sh actress, and, the match meet�ng w�th parental
d�sapproval, had h�mself taken to the stage as a profess�on.
Notw�thstand�ng Mrs. Poe’s beauty and talent the young couple had
a sorry struggle for ex�stence. When Edgar, at the age of two years,
was orphaned, the fam�ly was �n the utmost dest�tut�on. Apparently
the future poet was to be cast upon the world homeless and
fr�endless. But fate decreed that a few gl�mmers of sunsh�ne were to
�llum�ne h�s l�fe, for the l�ttle fellow was adopted by John Allan, a
wealthy merchant of R�chmond, Va. A brother and s�ster, the
rema�n�ng ch�ldren, were cared for by others.

In h�s new home Edgar found all the luxury and advantages
money could prov�de. He was petted, spo�led and shown off to
strangers. In Mrs. Allan he found all the affect�on a ch�ldless w�fe
could bestow. Mr. Allan took much pr�de �n the capt�vat�ng,
precoc�ous lad. At the age of f�ve the boy rec�ted, w�th f�ne effect,
passages of Engl�sh poetry to the v�s�tors at the Allan house.

From h�s e�ghth to h�s th�rteenth year he attended the Manor
House school, at Stoke-New�ngton, a suburb of London. It was the
Rev. Dr. Bransby, head of the school, whom Poe so qua�ntly
portrayed �n “W�ll�am W�lson.” Return�ng to R�chmond �n 1820 Edgar
was sent to the school of Professor Joseph H. Clarke. He proved an
apt pup�l. Years afterward Professor Clarke thus wrote:



“Wh�le the other boys wrote mere mechan�cal verses, Poe wrote
genu�ne poetry; the boy was a born poet. As a scholar he was
amb�t�ous to excel. He was remarkable for self-respect, w�thout
haught�ness. He had a sens�t�ve and tender heart and would do
anyth�ng for a fr�end. H�s nature was ent�rely free from self�shness.”

At the age of seventeen Poe entered the Un�vers�ty of V�rg�n�a at
Charlottesv�lle. He left that �nst�tut�on after one sess�on. Off�c�al
records prove that he was not expelled. On the contrary, he ga�ned a
cred�table record as a student, although �t �s adm�tted that he
contracted debts and had “an ungovernable pass�on for card-
play�ng.” These debts may have led to h�s quarrel w�th Mr. Allan
wh�ch eventually compelled h�m to make h�s own way �n the world.

Early �n 1827 Poe made h�s f�rst l�terary venture. He �nduced
Calv�n Thomas, a poor and youthful pr�nter, to publ�sh a small
volume of h�s verses under the t�tle “Tamerlane and Other Poems.”
In 1829 we f�nd Poe �n Balt�more w�th another manuscr�pt volume of
verses, wh�ch was soon publ�shed. Its t�tle was “Al Aaraaf,
Tamerlane and Other Poems.” Ne�ther of these ventures seems to
have attracted much attent�on.

Soon after Mrs. Allan’s death, wh�ch occurred �n 1829, Poe,
through the a�d of Mr. Allan, secured adm�ss�on to the Un�ted States
M�l�tary Academy at West Po�nt. Any glamour wh�ch may have
attached to cadet l�fe �n Poe’s eyes was speed�ly lost, for d�sc�pl�ne at
West Po�nt was never so severe nor were the accommodat�ons ever
so poor. Poe’s bent was more and more toward l�terature. L�fe at the
academy da�ly became �ncreas�ngly d�stasteful. Soon he began to
purposely neglect h�s stud�es and to d�sregard h�s dut�es, h�s a�m
be�ng to secure h�s d�sm�ssal from the Un�ted States serv�ce. In th�s
he succeeded. On March 7, 1831, Poe found h�mself free. Mr. Allan’s
second marr�age had thrown the lad on h�s own resources. H�s
l�terary career was to beg�n.

Poe’s f�rst genu�ne v�ctory was won �n 1833, when he was the
successful compet�tor for a pr�ze of $100 offered by a Balt�more
per�od�cal for the best prose story. “A MSS. Found �n a Bottle” was
the w�nn�ng tale. Poe had subm�tted s�x stor�es �n a volume. “Our



only d�ff�culty,” says Mr. Latrobe, one of the judges, “was �n select�ng
from the r�ch contents of the volume.”

Dur�ng the f�fteen years of h�s l�terary l�fe Poe was connected w�th
var�ous newspapers and magaz�nes �n R�chmond, Ph�ladelph�a and
New York. He was fa�thful, punctual, �ndustr�ous, thorough. N. P.
W�ll�s, who for some t�me employed Poe as cr�t�c and sub-ed�tor on
the “Even�ng M�rror,” wrote thus:

“W�th the h�ghest adm�rat�on for Poe’s gen�us, and a w�ll�ngness to
let �t alone for more than ord�nary �rregular�ty, we were led by
common report to expect a very capr�c�ous attent�on to h�s dut�es,
and occas�onally a scene of v�olence and d�ff�culty. T�me went on,
however, and he was �nvar�ably punctual and �ndustr�ous. We saw
but one present�ment of the man—a qu�et, pat�ent, �ndustr�ous and
most gentlemanly person.

“We heard, from one who knew h�m well (what should be stated �n
all ment�on of h�s lamentable �rregular�t�es), that w�th a s�ngle glass of
w�ne h�s whole nature was reversed, the demon became uppermost,
and, though none of the usual s�gns of �ntox�cat�on were v�s�ble, h�s
w�ll was palpably �nsane. In th�s reversed character, we repeat, �t was
never our chance to meet h�m.”

On September 22, 1835, Poe marr�ed h�s cous�n, V�rg�n�a Clemm,
�n Balt�more. She had barely turned th�rteen years, Poe h�mself was
but twenty-s�x. He then was a res�dent of R�chmond and a regular
contr�butor to the “Southern L�terary Messenger.” It was not unt�l a
year later that the br�de and her w�dowed mother followed h�m
th�ther.

Poe’s devot�on to h�s ch�ld-w�fe was one of the most beaut�ful
features of h�s l�fe. Many of h�s famous poet�c product�ons were
�nsp�red by her beauty and charm. Consumpt�on had marked her for
�ts v�ct�m, and the constant efforts of husband and mother were to
secure for her all the comfort and happ�ness the�r slender means
perm�tted. V�rg�n�a d�ed January 30, 1847, when but twenty-f�ve
years of age. A fr�end of the fam�ly p�ctures the death-bed scene—
mother and husband try�ng to �mpart warmth to her by chaf�ng her
hands and her feet, wh�le her pet cat was suffered to nestle upon her
bosom for the sake of added warmth.



These verses from “Annabel Lee,” wr�tten by Poe �n 1849, the last
year of h�s l�fe, tell of h�s sorrow at the loss of h�s ch�ld-w�fe:

I was a ch�ld and she was a ch�ld,
    In a k�ngdom by the sea;
But we loved w�th a love that was more than love—
    I and my Annabel Lee;
W�th a love that the w�nged seraphs of heaven
    Coveted her and me.
And th�s was the reason that, long ago,
    In th�s k�ngdom by the sea.
A w�nd blew out of a cloud, ch�ll�ng
    My beaut�ful Annabel Lee;
So that her h�gh-born k�nsmen came
    And bore her away from me,
To shut her up �n a sepulchre
    In th�s k�ngdom by the sea.

Poe was connected at var�ous t�mes and �n var�ous capac�t�es w�th
the “Southern L�terary Messenger” �n R�chmond, Va.; “Graham’s
Magaz�ne” and the “Gentleman’s Magaz�ne” �n Ph�ladelph�a; the
“Even�ng M�rror,” the “Broadway Journal,” and “Godey’s Lady’s Book”
�n New York. Everywhere Poe’s l�fe was one of unrem�tt�ng to�l. No
tales and poems were ever produced at a greater cost of bra�n and
sp�r�t.

Poe’s �n�t�al salary w�th the “Southern L�terary Messenger,” to
wh�ch he contr�buted the f�rst drafts of a number of h�s best-known
tales, was $10 a week! Two years later h�s salary was but $600 a
year. Even �n 1844, when h�s l�terary reputat�on was establ�shed
securely, he wrote to a fr�end express�ng h�s pleasure because a
magaz�ne to wh�ch he was to contr�bute had agreed to pay h�m $20
monthly for two pages of cr�t�c�sm.

Those were d�scourag�ng t�mes �n Amer�can l�terature, but Poe
never lost fa�th. He was f�nally to tr�umph wherever pre-em�nent
talents w�n adm�rers. H�s gen�us has had no better descr�pt�on than
�n th�s stanza from W�ll�am W�nter’s poem, read at the ded�cat�on
exerc�ses of the Actors’ Monument to Poe, May 4, 1885, �n New
York:



He was the vo�ce of beauty and of woe,
Pass�on and mystery and the dread unknown;
Pure as the mounta�ns of perpetual snow,
Cold as the �cy w�nds that round them moan,
Dark as the caves where�n earth’s thunders groan,
W�ld as the tempests of the upper sky,
Sweet as the fa�nt, far-off celest�al tone of angel wh�spers, flutter�ng from
on h�gh,
And tender as love’s tear when youth and beauty d�e.

In the two and a half score years that have elapsed s�nce Poe’s
death he has come fully �nto h�s own. For a wh�le Gr�swold’s
mal�gnant m�srepresentat�ons colored the publ�c est�mate of Poe as
man and as wr�ter. But, thanks to J. H. Ingram, W. F. G�ll, Eugene
D�d�er, Sarah Helen Wh�tman and others these scandals have been
d�spelled and Poe �s seen as he actually was—not as a man w�thout
fa�l�ngs, �t �s true, but as the f�nest and most or�g�nal gen�us �n
Amer�can letters. As the years go on h�s fame �ncreases. H�s works
have been translated �nto many fore�gn languages. H�s �s a
household name �n France and England—�n fact, the latter nat�on
has often uttered the reproach that Poe’s own country has been slow
to apprec�ate h�m. But that reproach, �f �t ever was warranted,
certa�nly �s untrue.

W. H. R.



EDGAR ALLAN POE

By James Russell Lowell

The s�tuat�on of Amer�can l�terature �s anomalous. It has no centre,
or, �f �t have, �t �s l�ke that of the sphere of Hermes. It �s d�v�ded �nto
many systems, each revolv�ng round �ts several suns, and often
present�ng to the rest only the fa�nt gl�mmer of a m�lk-and-water way.
Our cap�tal c�ty, unl�ke London or Par�s, �s not a great central heart
from wh�ch l�fe and v�gor rad�ate to the extrem�t�es, but resembles
more an �solated umb�l�cus stuck down as near as may be to the
centre of the land, and seem�ng rather to tell a legend of former
usefulness than to serve any present need. Boston, New York,
Ph�ladelph�a, each has �ts l�terature almost more d�st�nct than those
of the d�fferent d�alects of Germany; and the Young Queen of the
West has also one of her own, of wh�ch some art�culate rumor barely
has reached us dwellers by the Atlant�c.

Perhaps there �s no task more d�ff�cult than the just cr�t�c�sm of
contemporary l�terature. It �s even more grateful to g�ve pra�se where
�t �s needed than where �t �s deserved, and fr�endsh�p so often
seduces the �ron stylus of just�ce �nto a vague flour�sh, that she
wr�tes what seems rather l�ke an ep�taph than a cr�t�c�sm. Yet �f pra�se
be g�ven as an alms, we could not drop so po�sonous a one �nto any
man’s hat. The cr�t�c’s �nk may suffer equally from too large an
�nfus�on of nutgalls or of sugar. But �t �s eas�er to be generous than to
be just, and we m�ght read�ly put fa�th �n that fabulous d�rect�on to the
h�d�ng place of truth, d�d we judge from the amount of water wh�ch
we usually f�nd m�xed w�th �t.

Remarkable exper�ences are usually conf�ned to the �nner l�fe of
�mag�nat�ve men, but Mr. Poe’s b�ography d�splays a v�c�ss�tude and



pecul�ar�ty of �nterest such as �s rarely met w�th. The offspr�ng of a
romant�c marr�age, and left an orphan at an early age, he was
adopted by Mr. Allan, a wealthy V�rg�n�an, whose barren marr�age-
bed seemed the warranty of a large estate to the young poet.

Hav�ng rece�ved a class�cal educat�on �n England, he returned
home and entered the Un�vers�ty of V�rg�n�a, where, after an
extravagant course, followed by reformat�on at the last extrem�ty, he
was graduated w�th the h�ghest honors of h�s class. Then came a
boy�sh attempt to jo�n the fortunes of the �nsurgent Greeks, wh�ch
ended at St. Petersburg, where he got �nto d�ff�cult�es through want
of a passport, from wh�ch he was rescued by the Amer�can consul
and sent home. He now entered the m�l�tary academy at West Po�nt,
from wh�ch he obta�ned a d�sm�ssal on hear�ng of the b�rth of a son to
h�s adopted father, by a second marr�age, an event wh�ch cut off h�s
expectat�ons as an he�r. The death of Mr. Allan, �n whose w�ll h�s
name was not ment�oned, soon after rel�eved h�m of all doubt �n th�s
regard, and he comm�tted h�mself at once to authorsh�p for a
support. Prev�ously to th�s, however, he had publ�shed (�n 1827) a
small volume of poems, wh�ch soon ran through three ed�t�ons, and
exc�ted h�gh expectat�ons of �ts author’s future d�st�nct�on �n the
m�nds of many competent judges.

That no certa�n augury can be drawn from a poet’s earl�est l�sp�ngs
there are �nstances enough to prove. Shakespeare’s f�rst poems,
though br�mful of v�gor and youth and p�cturesqueness, g�ve but a
very fa�nt prom�se of the d�rectness, condensat�on and overflow�ng
moral of h�s maturer works. Perhaps, however, Shakespeare �s
hardly a case �n po�nt, h�s “Venus and Adon�s” hav�ng been
publ�shed, we bel�eve, �n h�s twenty-s�xth year. M�lton’s Lat�n verses
show tenderness, a f�ne eye for nature, and a del�cate apprec�at�on
of class�c models, but g�ve no h�nt of the author of a new style �n
poetry. Pope’s youthful p�eces have all the s�ng-song, wholly
unrel�eved by the gl�tter�ng mal�gn�ty and eloquent �rrel�g�on of h�s
later product�ons. Coll�ns’ callow namby-pamby d�ed and gave no
s�gn of the v�gorous and or�g�nal gen�us wh�ch he afterward
d�splayed. We have never thought that the world lost more �n the
“marvellous boy,” Chatterton, than a very �ngen�ous �m�tator of
obscure and ant�quated dulness. Where he becomes or�g�nal (as �t �s



called), the �nterest of �ngenu�ty ceases and he becomes stup�d.
K�rke Wh�te’s prom�ses were �ndorsed by the respectable name of
Mr. Southey, but surely w�th no author�ty from Apollo. They have the
mer�t of a trad�t�onal p�ety, wh�ch to our m�nd, �f uttered at all, had
been less object�onable �n the ret�red closet of a d�ary, and �n the
sober ra�ment of prose. They do not clutch hold of the memory w�th
the drown�ng pert�nac�ty of Watts; ne�ther have they the �nterest of
h�s occas�onal s�mple, lucky beauty. Burns hav�ng fortunately been
rescued by h�s humble stat�on from the contam�nat�ng soc�ety of the
“Best models,” wrote well and naturally from the f�rst. Had he been
unfortunate enough to have had an educated taste, we should have
had a ser�es of poems from wh�ch, as from h�s letters, we could s�ft
here and there a kernel from the mass of chaff. Coler�dge’s youthful
efforts g�ve no prom�se whatever of that poet�cal gen�us wh�ch
produced at once the w�ldest, tenderest, most or�g�nal and most
purely �mag�nat�ve poems of modern t�mes. Byron’s “Hours of
Idleness” would never f�nd a reader except from an �ntrep�d and
�ndefat�gable cur�os�ty. In Wordsworth’s f�rst prelud�ngs there �s but a
d�m forebod�ng of the creator of an era. From Southey’s early
poems, a safer augury m�ght have been drawn. They show the
pat�ent �nvest�gator, the close student of h�story, and the unwear�ed
explorer of the beaut�es of predecessors, but they g�ve no
assurances of a man who should add aught to stock of household
words, or to the rarer and more sacred del�ghts of the f�res�de or the
arbor. The earl�est spec�mens of Shelley’s poet�c m�nd already, also,
g�ve tokens of that ethereal subl�mat�on �n wh�ch the sp�r�t seems to
soar above the reg�ons of words, but leaves �ts body, the verse, to be
entombed, w�thout hope of resurrect�on, �n a mass of them. Cowley
�s generally �nstanced as a wonder of precoc�ty. But h�s early
�ns�p�d�t�es show only a capac�ty for rhym�ng and for the metr�cal
arrangement of certa�n convent�onal comb�nat�ons of words, a
capac�ty wholly dependent on a del�cate phys�cal organ�zat�on, and
an unhappy memory. An early poem �s only remarkable when �t
d�splays an effort of reason, and the rudest verses �n wh�ch we can
trace some concept�on of the ends of poetry, are worth all the
m�racles of smooth juven�le vers�f�cat�on. A school-boy, one would



say, m�ght acqu�re the regular see-saw of Pope merely by an
assoc�at�on w�th the mot�on of the play-ground t�lt.

Mr. Poe’s early product�ons show that he could see through the
verse to the sp�r�t beneath, and that he already had a feel�ng that all
the l�fe and grace of the one must depend on and be modulated by
the w�ll of the other. We call them the most remarkable boy�sh poems
that we have ever read. We know of none that can compare w�th
them for matur�ty of purpose, and a n�ce understand�ng of the effects
of language and metre. Such p�eces are only valuable when they
d�splay what we can only express by the contrad�ctory phrase of
�nnate exper�ence. We copy one of the shorter poems, wr�tten when
the author was only fourteen. There �s a l�ttle d�mness �n the f�ll�ng
up, but the grace and symmetry of the outl�ne are such as few poets
ever atta�n. There �s a smack of ambros�a about �t.

TO HELEN

Helen, thy beauty �s to me
    L�ke those N�cean barks of yore,
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,
    The weary, way-worn wanderer bore
To h�s own nat�ve shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam,
    Thy hyac�nth ha�r, thy class�c face,
Thy Na�ad a�rs have brought me home
    To the glory that was Greece
And the grandeur that was Rome.

Lo! �n yon br�ll�ant w�ndow-n�che
    How statue-l�ke I see thee stand!
The agate lamp w�th�n thy hand,
    Ah! Psyche, from the reg�ons wh�ch
Are Holy Land!

It �s the tendency of the young poet that �mpresses us. Here �s no
“w�ther�ng scorn,” no heart “bl�ghted” ere �t has safely got �nto �ts
teens, none of the draw�ng-room sansculott�sm wh�ch Byron had
brought �nto vogue. All �s l�mp�d and serene, w�th a pleasant dash of
the Greek Hel�con �n �t. The melody of the whole, too, �s remarkable.



It �s not of that k�nd wh�ch can be demonstrated ar�thmet�cally upon
the t�ps of the f�ngers. It �s of that f�ner sort wh�ch the �nner ear alone
can est�mate. It seems s�mple, l�ke a Greek column, because of �ts
perfect�on. In a poem named “L�ge�a,” under wh�ch t�tle he �ntended
to person�fy the mus�c of nature, our boy-poet g�ves us the follow�ng
exqu�s�te p�cture:

    L�ge�a! L�ge�a!
My beaut�ful one,
    Whose harshest �dea
W�ll to melody run,
    Say, �s �t thy w�ll,
On the breezes to toss,
    Or, capr�c�ously st�ll,
L�ke the lone albatross,
    Incumbent on n�ght,
As she on the a�r,
    To keep watch w�th del�ght
On the harmony there?

John Neal, h�mself a man of gen�us, and whose lyre has been too
long capr�c�ously s�lent, apprec�ated the h�gh mer�t of these and
s�m�lar passages, and drew a proud horoscope for the�r author.

Mr. Poe had that �ndescr�bable someth�ng wh�ch men have agreed
to call gen�us. No man could ever tell us prec�sely what �t �s, and yet
there �s none who �s not �nev�tably aware of �ts presence and �ts
power. Let talent wr�the and contort �tself as �t may, �t has no such
magnet�sm. Larger of bone and s�new �t may be, but the w�ngs are
want�ng. Talent st�cks fast to earth, and �ts most perfect works have
st�ll one foot of clay. Gen�us cla�ms k�ndred w�th the very work�ngs of
Nature herself, so that a sunset shall seem l�ke a quotat�on from
Dante, and �f Shakespeare be read �n the very presence of the sea
�tself, h�s verses shall but seem nobler for the subl�me cr�t�c�sm of
ocean. Talent may make fr�ends for �tself, but only gen�us can g�ve to
�ts creat�ons the d�v�ne power of w�nn�ng love and venerat�on.
Enthus�asm cannot cl�ng to what �tself �s unenthus�ast�c, nor w�ll he
ever have d�sc�ples who has not h�mself �mpuls�ve zeal enough to be
a d�sc�ple. Great w�ts are all�ed to madness only �nasmuch as they
are possessed and carr�ed away by the�r demon, wh�le talent keeps



h�m, as Paracelsus d�d, securely pr�soned �n the pommel of h�s
sword. To the eye of gen�us, the ve�l of the sp�r�tual world �s ever rent
asunder that �t may perce�ve the m�n�sters of good and ev�l who
throng cont�nually around �t. No man of mere talent ever flung h�s
�nkstand at the dev�l.

When we say that Mr. Poe had gen�us, we do not mean to say that
he has produced ev�dence of the h�ghest. But to say that he
possesses �t at all �s to say that he needs only zeal, �ndustry, and a
reverence for the trust reposed �n h�m, to ach�eve the proudest
tr�umphs and the greenest laurels. If we may bel�eve the Long�nuses
and Ar�stotles of our newspapers, we have qu�te too many gen�uses
of the loft�est order to render a place among them at all des�rable,
whether for �ts hardness of atta�nment or �ts seclus�on. The h�ghest
peak of our Parnassus �s, accord�ng to these gentlemen, by far the
most th�ckly settled port�on of the country, a c�rcumstance wh�ch
must make �t an uncomfortable res�dence for �nd�v�duals of a poet�cal
temperament, �f love of sol�tude be, as �mmemor�al trad�t�on asserts,
a necessary part of the�r �d�osyncrasy.

Mr. Poe has two of the pr�me qual�t�es of gen�us, a faculty of
v�gorous yet m�nute analys�s, and a wonderful fecund�ty of
�mag�nat�on. The f�rst of these facult�es �s as needful to the art�st �n
words, as a knowledge of anatomy �s to the art�st �n colors or �n
stone. Th�s enables h�m to conce�ve truly, to ma�nta�n a proper
relat�on of parts, and to draw a correct outl�ne, wh�le the second
groups, f�lls up and colors. Both of these Mr. Poe has d�splayed w�th
s�ngular d�st�nctness �n h�s prose works, the last predom�nat�ng �n h�s
earl�er tales, and the f�rst �n h�s later ones. In judg�ng of the mer�t of
an author, and ass�gn�ng h�m h�s n�che among our household gods,
we have a r�ght to regard h�m from our own po�nt of v�ew, and to
measure h�m by our own standard. But, �n est�mat�ng the amount of
power d�splayed �n h�s works, we must be governed by h�s own
des�gn, and plac�ng them by the s�de of h�s own �deal, f�nd how much
�s want�ng. We d�ffer from Mr. Poe �n h�s op�n�ons of the objects of
art. He esteems that object to be the creat�on of Beauty, and perhaps
�t �s only �n the def�n�t�on of that word that we d�sagree w�th h�m. But
�n what we shall say of h�s wr�t�ngs, we shall take h�s own standard
as our gu�de. The temple of the god of song �s equally access�ble



from every s�de, and there �s room enough �n �t for all who br�ng
offer�ngs, or seek �n oracle.

In h�s tales, Mr. Poe has chosen to exh�b�t h�s power ch�efly �n that
d�m reg�on wh�ch stretches from the very utmost l�m�ts of the
probable �nto the we�rd conf�nes of superst�t�on and unreal�ty. He
comb�nes �n a very remarkable manner two facult�es wh�ch are
seldom found un�ted; a power of �nfluenc�ng the m�nd of the reader
by the �mpalpable shadows of mystery, and a m�nuteness of deta�l
wh�ch does not leave a p�n or a button unnot�ced. Both are, �n truth,
the natural results of the predom�nat�ng qual�ty of h�s m�nd, to wh�ch
we have before alluded, analys�s. It �s th�s wh�ch d�st�ngu�shes the
art�st. H�s m�nd at once reaches forward to the effect to be produced.
Hav�ng resolved to br�ng about certa�n emot�ons �n the reader, he
makes all subord�nate parts tend str�ctly to the common centre. Even
h�s mystery �s mathemat�cal to h�s own m�nd. To h�m X �s a known
quant�ty all along. In any p�cture that he pa�nts he understands the
chem�cal propert�es of all h�s colors. However vague some of h�s
f�gures may seem, however formless the shadows, to h�m the outl�ne
�s as clear and d�st�nct as that of a geometr�cal d�agram. For th�s
reason Mr. Poe has no sympathy w�th Myst�c�sm. The Myst�c dwells
�n the mystery, �s enveloped w�th �t; �t colors all h�s thoughts; �t affects
h�s opt�c nerve espec�ally, and the commonest th�ngs get a ra�nbow
edg�ng from �t. Mr. Poe, on the other hand, �s a spectator ab extra.
He analyzes, he d�ssects, he watches

    “w�th an eye serene,
The very pulse of the mach�ne,”

for such �t pract�cally �s to h�m, w�th wheels and cogs and p�ston-
rods, all work�ng to produce a certa�n end.

Th�s analyz�ng tendency of h�s m�nd balances the poet�cal, and by
g�v�ng h�m the pat�ence to be m�nute, enables h�m to throw a
wonderful real�ty �nto h�s most unreal fanc�es. A monoman�a he
pa�nts w�th great power. He loves to d�ssect one of these cancers of
the m�nd, and to trace all the subtle ram�f�cat�ons of �ts roots. In
ra�s�ng �mages of horror, also, he has strange success, convey�ng to
us somet�mes by a dusky h�nt some terr�ble doubt wh�ch �s the secret



of all horror. He leaves to �mag�nat�on the task of f�n�sh�ng the
p�cture, a task to wh�ch only she �s competent.

“For much �mag�nary work was there;
Conce�t dece�tful, so compact, so k�nd,
That for Ach�lles’ �mage stood h�s spear
Grasped �n an armed hand; h�mself beh�nd
Was left unseen, save to the eye of m�nd.”

Bes�des the mer�t of concept�on, Mr. Poe’s wr�t�ngs have also that
of form.

H�s style �s h�ghly f�n�shed, graceful and truly class�cal. It would be
hard to f�nd a l�v�ng author who had d�splayed such var�ed powers.
As an example of h�s style we would refer to one of h�s tales, “The
House of Usher,” �n the f�rst volume of h�s “Tales of the Grotesque
and Arabesque.” It has a s�ngular charm for us, and we th�nk that no
one could read �t w�thout be�ng strongly moved by �ts serene and
sombre beauty. Had �ts author wr�tten noth�ng else, �t would alone
have been enough to stamp h�m as a man of gen�us, and the master
of a class�c style. In th�s tale occurs, perhaps, the most beaut�ful of
h�s poems.

The great masters of �mag�nat�on have seldom resorted to the
vague and the unreal as sources of effect. They have not used dread
and horror alone, but only �n comb�nat�on w�th other qual�t�es, as
means of subjugat�ng the fanc�es of the�r readers. The loft�est muse
has ever a household and f�res�de charm about her. Mr. Poe’s secret
l�es ma�nly �n the sk�ll w�th wh�ch he has employed the strange
fasc�nat�on of mystery and terror. In th�s h�s success �s so great and
str�k�ng as to deserve the name of art, not art�f�ce. We cannot call h�s
mater�als the noblest or purest, but we must concede to h�m the
h�ghest mer�t of construct�on.

As a cr�t�c, Mr. Poe was aesthet�cally def�c�ent. Unerr�ng �n h�s
analys�s of d�ct�ons, metres and plots, he seemed want�ng �n the
faculty of perce�v�ng the profounder eth�cs of art. H�s cr�t�c�sms are,
however, d�st�ngu�shed for sc�ent�f�c prec�s�on and coherence of
log�c. They have the exactness, and at the same t�me, the coldness
of mathemat�cal demonstrat�ons. Yet they stand �n str�k�ngly
refresh�ng contrast w�th the vague general�sms and sharp



personal�t�es of the day. If def�c�ent �n warmth, they are also w�thout
the heat of part�sansh�p. They are espec�ally valuable as �llustrat�ng
the great truth, too generally overlooked, that analyt�c power �s a
subord�nate qual�ty of the cr�t�c.

On the whole, �t may be cons�dered certa�n that Mr. Poe has
atta�ned an �nd�v�dual em�nence �n our l�terature wh�ch he w�ll keep.
He has g�ven proof of power and or�g�nal�ty. He has done that wh�ch
could only be done once w�th success or safety, and the �m�tat�on or
repet�t�on of wh�ch would produce wear�ness.



DEATH OF EDGAR A. POE

By N. P. W�ll�s

The anc�ent fable of two antagon�st�c sp�r�ts �mpr�soned �n one
body, equally powerful and hav�ng the complete mastery by turns-of
one man, that �s to say, �nhab�ted by both a dev�l and an angel
seems to have been real�zed, �f all we hear �s true, �n the character of
the extraord�nary man whose name we have wr�tten above. Our own
�mpress�on of the nature of Edgar A. Poe, d�ffers �n some �mportant
degree, however, from that wh�ch has been generally conveyed �n
the not�ces of h�s death. Let us, before tell�ng what we personally
know of h�m, copy a graph�c and h�ghly f�n�shed portra�ture, from the
pen of Dr. Rufus W. Gr�swold, wh�ch appeared �n a recent number of
the “Tr�bune”:

“Edgar Allen Poe �s dead. He d�ed �n Balt�more on Sunday,
October 7th. Th�s announcement w�ll startle many, but few w�ll be
gr�eved by �t. The poet was known, personally or by reputat�on, �n all
th�s country; he had readers �n England and �n several of the states
of Cont�nental Europe; but he had few or no fr�ends; and the regrets
for h�s death w�ll be suggested pr�nc�pally by the cons�derat�on that �n
h�m l�terary art has lost one of �ts most br�ll�ant but errat�c stars.

“H�s conversat�on was at t�mes almost supramortal �n �ts
eloquence. H�s vo�ce was modulated w�th aston�sh�ng sk�ll, and h�s
large and var�ably express�ve eyes looked repose or shot f�ery tumult
�nto the�rs who l�stened, wh�le h�s own face glowed, or was
changeless �n pallor, as h�s �mag�nat�on qu�ckened h�s blood or drew
�t back frozen to h�s heart. H�s �magery was from the worlds wh�ch no
mortals can see but w�th the v�s�on of gen�us. Suddenly start�ng from
a propos�t�on, exactly and sharply def�ned, �n terms of utmost



s�mpl�c�ty and clearness, he rejected the forms of customary log�c,
and by a crystall�ne process of accret�on, bu�lt up h�s ocular
demonstrat�ons �n forms of gloom�est and ghastl�est grandeur, or �n
those of the most a�ry and del�c�ous beauty, so m�nutely and
d�st�nctly, yet so rap�dly, that the attent�on wh�ch was y�elded to h�m
was cha�ned t�ll �t stood among h�s wonderful creat�ons, t�ll he h�mself
d�ssolved the spell, and brought h�s hearers back to common and
base ex�stence, by vulgar fanc�es or exh�b�t�ons of the �gnoblest
pass�on.

“He was at all t�mes a dreamer dwell�ng �n �deal realms �n heaven
or hell peopled w�th the creatures and the acc�dents of h�s bra�n. He
walked the streets, �n madness or melancholy, w�th l�ps mov�ng �n
�nd�st�nct curses, or w�th eyes upturned �n pass�onate prayer (never
for h�mself, for he felt, or professed to feel, that he was already
damned, but) for the�r happ�ness who at the moment were objects of
h�s �dolatry; or w�th h�s glances �ntroverted to a heart gnawed w�th
angu�sh, and w�th a face shrouded �n gloom, he would brave the
w�ldest storms, and all n�ght, w�th drenched garments and arms
beat�ng the w�nds and ra�ns, would speak as �f the sp�r�ts that at such
t�mes only could be evoked by h�m from the A�denn, close by whose
portals h�s d�sturbed soul sought to forget the �lls to wh�ch h�s
const�tut�on subjected h�m—close by the A�denn where were those
he loved—the A�denn wh�ch he m�ght never see, but �n f�tful
gl�mpses, as �ts gates opened to rece�ve the less f�ery and more
happy natures whose dest�ny to s�n d�d not �nvolve the doom of
death.

“He seemed, except when some f�tful pursu�t subjugated h�s w�ll
and engrossed h�s facult�es, always to bear the memory of some
controll�ng sorrow. The remarkable poem of ‘The Raven’ was
probably much more nearly than has been supposed, even by those
who were very �nt�mate w�th h�m, a reflect�on and an echo of h�s own
h�story. He was that b�rd’s

    “‘Unhappy master whom unmerc�ful D�saster
Followed fast and followed faster t�ll h�s songs one burden bore—
T�ll the d�rges of h�s Hope that melancholy burden bore
    Of ‘Never—never more.’



“Every genu�ne author �n a greater or less degree leaves �n h�s
works, whatever the�r des�gn, traces of h�s personal character:
elements of h�s �mmortal be�ng, �n wh�ch the �nd�v�dual surv�ves the
person. Wh�le we read the pages of the ‘Fall of the House of Usher,’
or of ‘Mesmer�c Revelat�ons,’ we see �n the solemn and stately
gloom wh�ch �nvests one, and �n the subtle metaphys�cal analys�s of
both, �nd�cat�ons of the �d�osyncras�es of what was most remarkable
and pecul�ar �n the author’s �ntellectual nature. But we see here only
the better phases of h�s nature, only the symbols of h�s juster act�on,
for h�s harsh exper�ence had depr�ved h�m of all fa�th �n man or
woman. He had made up h�s m�nd upon the numberless
complex�t�es of the soc�al world, and the whole system w�th h�m was
an �mposture. Th�s conv�ct�on gave a d�rect�on to h�s shrewd and
naturally unam�able character. St�ll, though he regarded soc�ety as
composed altogether of v�lla�ns, the sharpness of h�s �ntellect was
not of that k�nd wh�ch enabled h�m to cope w�th v�llany, wh�le �t
cont�nually caused h�m by overshots to fa�l of the success of honesty.
He was �n many respects l�ke Franc�s V�v�an �n Bulwer’s novel of
‘The Caxtons.’ Pass�on, �n h�m, comprehended many of the worst
emot�ons wh�ch m�l�tate aga�nst human happ�ness. You could not
contrad�ct h�m, but you ra�sed qu�ck choler; you could not speak of
wealth, but h�s cheek paled w�th gnaw�ng envy. The aston�sh�ng
natural advantages of th�s poor boy—h�s beauty, h�s read�ness, the
dar�ng sp�r�t that breathed around h�m l�ke a f�ery atmosphere—had
ra�sed h�s const�tut�onal self-conf�dence �nto an arrogance that turned
h�s very cla�ms to adm�rat�on �nto prejud�ces aga�nst h�m. Irasc�ble,
env�ous—bad enough, but not the worst, for these sal�ent angles
were all varn�shed over w�th a cold, repellant cyn�c�sm, h�s pass�ons
vented themselves �n sneers. There seemed to h�m no moral
suscept�b�l�ty; and, what was more remarkable �n a proud nature,
l�ttle or noth�ng of the true po�nt of honor. He had, to a morb�d
excess, that, des�re to r�se wh�ch �s vulgarly called amb�t�on, but no
w�sh for the esteem or the love of h�s spec�es; only the hard w�sh to
succeed—not sh�ne, not serve—succeed, that he m�ght have the
r�ght to desp�se a world wh�ch galled h�s self-conce�t.

“We have suggested the �nfluence of h�s a�ms and v�c�ss�tudes
upon h�s l�terature. It was more consp�cuous �n h�s later than �n h�s



earl�er wr�t�ngs. Nearly all that he wrote �n the last two or three years
—�nclud�ng much of h�s best poetry—was �n some sense
b�ograph�cal; �n draper�es of h�s �mag�nat�on, those who had taken
the trouble to trace h�s steps, could perce�ve, but sl�ghtly concealed,
the f�gure of h�mself.”

Apropos of the d�sparag�ng port�on of the above well-wr�tten
sketch, let us truthfully say:

Some four or f�ve years s�nce, when ed�t�ng a da�ly paper �n th�s
c�ty, Mr. Poe was employed by us, for several months, as cr�t�c and
sub-ed�tor. Th�s was our f�rst personal acqua�ntance w�th h�m. He
res�ded w�th h�s w�fe and mother at Fordham, a few m�les out of
town, but was at h�s desk �n the off�ce, from n�ne �n the morn�ng t�ll
the even�ng paper went to press. W�th the h�ghest adm�rat�on for h�s
gen�us, and a w�ll�ngness to let �t atone for more than ord�nary
�rregular�ty, we were led by common report to expect a very
capr�c�ous attent�on to h�s dut�es, and occas�onally a scene of
v�olence and d�ff�culty. T�me went on, however, and he was �nvar�ably
punctual and �ndustr�ous. W�th h�s pale, beaut�ful, and �ntellectual
face, as a rem�nder of what gen�us was �n h�m, �t was �mposs�ble, of
course, not to treat h�m always w�th deferent�al courtesy, and, to our
occas�onal request that he would not probe too deep �n a cr�t�c�sm, or
that he would erase a passage colored too h�ghly w�th h�s
resentments aga�nst soc�ety and mank�nd, he read�ly and
courteously assented—far more y�eld�ng than most men, we thought,
on po�nts so excusably sens�t�ve. W�th a prospect of tak�ng the lead
�n another per�od�cal, he, at last, voluntar�ly gave up h�s employment
w�th us, and, through all th�s cons�derable per�od, we had seen but
one presentment of the man—a qu�et, pat�ent, �ndustr�ous, and most
gentlemanly person, command�ng the utmost respect and good
feel�ng by h�s unvary�ng deportment and ab�l�ty.

Res�d�ng as he d�d �n the country, we never met Mr. Poe �n hours
of le�sure; but he frequently called on us afterward at our place of
bus�ness, and we met h�m often �n the street—�nvar�ably the same
sad mannered, w�nn�ng and ref�ned gentleman, such as we had
always known h�m. It was by rumor only, up to the day of h�s death,
that we knew of any other development of manner or character. We



heard, from one who knew h�m well (what should be stated �n all
ment�on of h�s lamentable �rregular�t�es), that, w�th a s�ngle glass of
w�ne, h�s whole nature was reversed, the demon became uppermost,
and, though none of the usual s�gns of �ntox�cat�on were v�s�ble, h�s
w�ll was palpably �nsane. Possess�ng h�s reason�ng facult�es �n
exc�ted act�v�ty, at such t�mes, and seek�ng h�s acqua�ntances w�th
h�s wonted look and memory, he eas�ly seemed personat�ng only
another phase of h�s natural character, and was accused,
accord�ngly, of �nsult�ng arrogance and bad-heartedness. In th�s
reversed character, we repeat, �t was never our chance to see h�m.
We know �t from hearsay, and we ment�on �t �n connect�on w�th th�s
sad �nf�rm�ty of phys�cal const�tut�on; wh�ch puts �t upon very nearly
the ground of a temporary and almost �rrespons�ble �nsan�ty.

The arrogance, van�ty, and deprav�ty of heart, of wh�ch Mr. Poe
was generally accused, seem to us referable altogether to th�s
reversed phase of h�s character. Under that degree of �ntox�cat�on
wh�ch only acted upon h�m by demon�z�ng h�s sense of truth and
r�ght, he doubtless sa�d and d�d much that was wholly �rreconc�lable
w�th h�s better nature; but, when h�mself, and as we knew h�m only,
h�s modesty and unaffected hum�l�ty, as to h�s own deserv�ngs, were
a constant charm to h�s character. H�s letters, of wh�ch the constant
appl�cat�on for autographs has taken from us, we are sorry to
confess, the greater port�on, exh�b�ted th�s qual�ty very strongly. In
one of the carelessly wr�tten notes of wh�ch we chance st�ll to reta�n
possess�on, for �nstance, he speaks of “The Raven”—that
extraord�nary poem wh�ch electr�f�ed the world of �mag�nat�ve
readers, and has become the type of a school of poetry of �ts own—
and, �n ev�dent earnest, attr�butes �ts success to the few words of
commendat�on w�th wh�ch we had prefaced �t �n th�s paper. It w�ll
throw l�ght on h�s sane character to g�ve a l�teral copy of the note:

“FORDHAM, Apr�l 20, 1849

“MY DEAR WILLIS—The poem wh�ch I �nclose, and wh�ch I am so
va�n as to hope you w�ll l�ke, �n some respects, has been just
publ�shed �n a paper for wh�ch sheer necess�ty compels me to wr�te,
now and then. It pays well as t�mes go-but unquest�onably �t ought to



pay ten pr�ces; for whatever I send �t I feel I am cons�gn�ng to the
tomb of the Capulets. The verses accompany�ng th�s, may I beg you
to take out of the tomb, and br�ng them to l�ght �n the ‘Home
Journal?’ If you can obl�ge me so far as to copy them, I do not th�nk �t
w�ll be necessary to say ‘From the ——,’ that would be too bad; and,
perhaps, ‘From a late —— paper,’ would do.

“I have not forgotten how a ‘good word �n season’ from you made
‘The Raven,’ and made ‘Ulalume’ (wh�ch by-the-way, people have
done me the honor of attr�but�ng to you), therefore, I would ask you
(�f I dared) to say someth�ng of these l�nes �f they please you.

“Truly yours ever,
“EDGAR A. POE.”

In double proof of h�s earnest d�spos�t�on to do the best for h�mself,
and of the trustful and grateful nature wh�ch has been den�ed h�m,
we g�ve another of the only three of h�s notes wh�ch we chance to
reta�n:

“FORDHAM, January 22, 1848.

“MY DEAR MR. WILLIS—I am about to make an effort at re-
establ�sh�ng myself �n the l�terary world, and feel that I may depend
upon your a�d.

“My general a�m �s to start a Magaz�ne, to be called ‘The Stylus,’
but �t would be useless to me, even when establ�shed, �f not ent�rely
out of the control of a publ�sher. I mean, therefore, to get up a journal
wh�ch shall be my own at all po�nts. W�th th�s end �n v�ew, I must get
a l�st of at least f�ve hundred subscr�bers to beg�n w�th; nearly two
hundred I have already. I propose, however, to go South and West,
among my personal and l�terary fr�ends—old college and West Po�nt
acqua�ntances—and see what I can do. In order to get the means of
tak�ng the f�rst step, I propose to lecture at the Soc�ety L�brary, on
Thursday, the 3d of February, and, that there may be no cause of
squabbl�ng, my subject shall not be l�terary at all. I have chosen a
broad text: ‘The Un�verse.’



“Hav�ng thus g�ven you the facts of the case, I leave all the rest to
the suggest�ons of your own tact and generos�ty. Gratefully, most
gratefully,

“Your fr�end always,
“EDGAR A. POE.”

Br�ef and chance-taken as these letters are, we th�nk they
suff�c�ently prove the ex�stence of the very qual�t�es den�ed to Mr.
Poe-hum�l�ty, w�ll�ngness to persevere, bel�ef �n another’s fr�endsh�p,
and capab�l�ty of cord�al and grateful fr�endsh�p! Such he assuredly
was when sane. Such only he has �nvar�ably seemed to us, �n all we
have happened personally to know of h�m, through a fr�endsh�p of
f�ve or s�x years. And so much eas�er �s �t to bel�eve what we have
seen and known, than what we hear of only, that we remember h�m
but w�th adm�rat�on and respect; these descr�pt�ons of h�m, when
morally �nsane, seem�ng to us l�ke portra�ts, pa�nted �n s�ckness, of a
man we have only known �n health.

But there �s another, more touch�ng, and far more forc�ble
ev�dence that there was goodness �n Edgar A. Poe. To reveal �t we
are obl�ged to venture upon the l�ft�ng of the ve�l wh�ch sacredly
covers gr�ef and ref�nement �n poverty; but we th�nk �t may be
excused, �f so we can br�ghten the memory of the poet, even were
there not a more needed and �mmed�ate serv�ce wh�ch �t may render
to the nearest l�nk broken by h�s death.

Our f�rst knowledge of Mr. Poe’s removal to th�s c�ty was by a call
wh�ch we rece�ved from a lady who �ntroduced herself to us as the
mother of h�s w�fe. She was �n search of employment for h�m, and
she excused her errand by ment�on�ng that he was �ll, that her
daughter was a conf�rmed �nval�d, and that the�r c�rcumstances were
such as compelled her tak�ng �t upon herself. The countenance of
th�s lady, made beaut�ful and sa�ntly w�th an ev�dently complete
g�v�ng up of her l�fe to pr�vat�on and sorrowful tenderness, her gentle
and mournful vo�ce urg�ng �ts plea, her long-forgotten but hab�tually
and unconsc�ously ref�ned manners, and her appeal�ng and yet
apprec�at�ve ment�on of the cla�ms and ab�l�t�es of her son, d�sclosed
at once the presence of one of those angels upon earth that women



�n advers�ty can be. It was a hard fate that she was watch�ng over.
Mr. Poe wrote w�th fast�d�ous d�ff�culty, and �n a style too much above
the popular level to be well pa�d. He was always �n pecun�ary
d�ff�culty, and, w�th h�s s�ck w�fe, frequently �n want of the merest
necessar�es of l�fe. W�nter after w�nter, for years, the most touch�ng
s�ght to us, �n th�s whole c�ty, has been that t�reless m�n�ster to
gen�us, th�nly and �nsuff�c�ently clad, go�ng from off�ce to off�ce w�th a
poem, or an art�cle on some l�terary subject, to sell, somet�mes
s�mply plead�ng �n a broken vo�ce that he was �ll, and begg�ng for
h�m, ment�on�ng noth�ng but that “he was �ll,” whatever m�ght be the
reason for h�s wr�t�ng noth�ng, and never, am�d all her tears and
rec�tals of d�stress, suffer�ng one syllable to escape her l�ps that
could convey a doubt of h�m, or a compla�nt, or a lessen�ng of pr�de
�n h�s gen�us and good �ntent�ons. Her daughter d�ed a year and a
half s�nce, but she d�d not desert h�m. She cont�nued h�s m�n�ster�ng
angel—l�v�ng w�th h�m, car�ng for h�m, guard�ng h�m aga�nst
exposure, and when he was carr�ed away by temptat�on, am�d gr�ef
and the lonel�ness of feel�ngs unrepl�ed to, and awoke from h�s self
abandonment prostrated �n dest�tut�on and suffer�ng, begg�ng for h�m
st�ll. If woman’s devot�on, born w�th a f�rst love, and fed w�th human
pass�on, hallow �ts object, as �t �s allowed to do, what does not a
devot�on l�ke th�s—pure, d�s�nterested and holy as the watch of an
�nv�s�ble sp�r�t—say for h�m who �nsp�red �t?

We have a letter before us, wr�tten by th�s lady, Mrs. Clemm, on
the morn�ng �n wh�ch she heard of the death of th�s object of her
unt�r�ng care. It �s merely a request that we would call upon her, but
we w�ll copy a few of �ts words—sacred as �ts pr�vacy �s—to warrant
the truth of the p�cture we have drawn above, and add force to the
appeal we w�sh to make for her:

“I have th�s morn�ng heard of the death of my darl�ng Edd�e.... Can
you g�ve me any c�rcumstances or part�culars?... Oh! do not desert
your poor fr�end �n h�s b�tter affl�ct�on!... Ask Mr. —— to come, as I
must del�ver a message to h�m from my poor Edd�e.... I need not ask
you to not�ce h�s death and to speak well of h�m. I know you w�ll. But
say what an affect�onate son he was to me, h�s poor desolate
mother...”



To hedge round a grave w�th respect, what cho�ce �s there,
between the rel�nqu�shed wealth and honors of the world, and the
story of such a woman’s unrewarded devot�on! R�sk�ng what we do,
�n del�cacy, by mak�ng �t publ�c, we feel—other reasons as�de—that �t
betters the world to make known that there are such m�n�strat�ons to
�ts err�ng and g�fted. What we have sa�d w�ll speak to some hearts.
There are those who w�ll be glad to know how the lamp, whose l�ght
of poetry has beamed on the�r far-away recogn�t�on, was watched
over w�th care and pa�n, that they may send to her, who �s more
darkened than they by �ts ext�nct�on, some token of the�r sympathy.
She �s dest�tute and alone. If any, far or near, w�ll send to us what
may a�d and cheer her through the rema�nder of her l�fe, we w�ll
joyfully place �t �n her hands.



THE UNPARALLELED ADVENTURES
OF ONE HANS PFAAL (*1)

By late accounts from Rotterdam, that c�ty seems to be �n a h�gh
state of ph�losoph�cal exc�tement. Indeed, phenomena have there
occurred of a nature so completely unexpected—so ent�rely novel—
so utterly at var�ance w�th preconce�ved op�n�ons—as to leave no
doubt on my m�nd that long ere th�s all Europe �s �n an uproar, all
phys�cs �n a ferment, all reason and astronomy together by the ears.

It appears that on the—— day of—— (I am not pos�t�ve about the
date), a vast crowd of people, for purposes not spec�f�cally
ment�oned, were assembled �n the great square of the Exchange �n
the well-cond�t�oned c�ty of Rotterdam. The day was warm—
unusually so for the season—there was hardly a breath of a�r st�rr�ng;
and the mult�tude were �n no bad humor at be�ng now and then
bespr�nkled w�th fr�endly showers of momentary durat�on, that fell
from large wh�te masses of cloud wh�ch chequered �n a f�tful manner
the blue vault of the f�rmament. Nevertheless, about noon, a sl�ght
but remarkable ag�tat�on became apparent �n the assembly: the
clatter�ng of ten thousand tongues succeeded; and, �n an �nstant
afterward, ten thousand faces were upturned toward the heavens,
ten thousand p�pes descended s�multaneously from the corners of
ten thousand mouths, and a shout, wh�ch could be compared to
noth�ng but the roar�ng of N�agara, resounded long, loudly, and
fur�ously, through all the env�rons of Rotterdam.

The or�g�n of th�s hubbub soon became suff�c�ently ev�dent. From
beh�nd the huge bulk of one of those sharply-def�ned masses of
cloud already ment�oned, was seen slowly to emerge �nto an open
area of blue space, a queer, heterogeneous, but apparently sol�d



substance, so oddly shaped, so wh�ms�cally put together, as not to
be �n any manner comprehended, and never to be suff�c�ently
adm�red, by the host of sturdy burghers who stood open-mouthed
below. What could �t be? In the name of all the vrows and dev�ls �n
Rotterdam, what could �t poss�bly portend? No one knew, no one
could �mag�ne; no one—not even the burgomaster Mynheer
Superbus Von Underduk—had the sl�ghtest clew by wh�ch to unravel
the mystery; so, as noth�ng more reasonable could be done, every
one to a man replaced h�s p�pe carefully �n the corner of h�s mouth,
and cock�ng up h�s r�ght eye towards the phenomenon, puffed,
paused, waddled about, and grunted s�gn�f�cantly—then waddled
back, grunted, paused, and f�nally—puffed aga�n.

In the meant�me, however, lower and st�ll lower toward the goodly
c�ty, came the object of so much cur�os�ty, and the cause of so much
smoke. In a very few m�nutes �t arr�ved near enough to be accurately
d�scerned. It appeared to be—yes! �t was undoubtedly a spec�es of
balloon; but surely no such balloon had ever been seen �n Rotterdam
before. For who, let me ask, ever heard of a balloon manufactured
ent�rely of d�rty newspapers? No man �n Holland certa�nly; yet here,
under the very noses of the people, or rather at some d�stance
above the�r noses was the �dent�cal th�ng �n quest�on, and composed,
I have �t on the best author�ty, of the prec�se mater�al wh�ch no one
had ever before known to be used for a s�m�lar purpose. It was an
egreg�ous �nsult to the good sense of the burghers of Rotterdam. As
to the shape of the phenomenon, �t was even st�ll more
reprehens�ble. Be�ng l�ttle or noth�ng better than a huge foolscap
turned ups�de down. And th�s s�m�l�tude was regarded as by no
means lessened when, upon nearer �nspect�on, there was perce�ved
a large tassel depend�ng from �ts apex, and, around the upper r�m or
base of the cone, a c�rcle of l�ttle �nstruments, resembl�ng sheep-
bells, wh�ch kept up a cont�nual t�nkl�ng to the tune of Betty Mart�n.
But st�ll worse. Suspended by blue r�bbons to the end of th�s fantast�c
mach�ne, there hung, by way of car, an enormous drab beaver hat,
w�th a br�m superlat�vely broad, and a hem�spher�cal crown w�th a
black band and a s�lver buckle. It �s, however, somewhat remarkable
that many c�t�zens of Rotterdam swore to hav�ng seen the same hat
repeatedly before; and �ndeed the whole assembly seemed to regard



�t w�th eyes of fam�l�ar�ty; wh�le the vrow Grettel Pfaall, upon s�ght of
�t, uttered an exclamat�on of joyful surpr�se, and declared �t to be the
�dent�cal hat of her good man h�mself. Now th�s was a c�rcumstance
the more to be observed, as Pfaall, w�th three compan�ons, had
actually d�sappeared from Rotterdam about f�ve years before, �n a
very sudden and unaccountable manner, and up to the date of th�s
narrat�ve all attempts had fa�led of obta�n�ng any �ntell�gence
concern�ng them whatsoever. To be sure, some bones wh�ch were
thought to be human, m�xed up w�th a quant�ty of odd-look�ng
rubb�sh, had been lately d�scovered �n a ret�red s�tuat�on to the east
of Rotterdam, and some people went so far as to �mag�ne that �n th�s
spot a foul murder had been comm�tted, and that the sufferers were
�n all probab�l�ty Hans Pfaall and h�s assoc�ates. But to return.

The balloon (for such no doubt �t was) had now descended to
w�th�n a hundred feet of the earth, allow�ng the crowd below a
suff�c�ently d�st�nct v�ew of the person of �ts occupant. Th�s was �n
truth a very droll l�ttle somebody. He could not have been more than
two feet �n he�ght; but th�s alt�tude, l�ttle as �t was, would have been
suff�c�ent to destroy h�s equ�l�br�um, and t�lt h�m over the edge of h�s
t�ny car, but for the �ntervent�on of a c�rcular r�m reach�ng as h�gh as
the breast, and r�gged on to the cords of the balloon. The body of the
l�ttle man was more than proport�onately broad, g�v�ng to h�s ent�re
f�gure a rotund�ty h�ghly absurd. H�s feet, of course, could not be
seen at all, although a horny substance of susp�c�ous nature was
occas�onally protruded through a rent �n the bottom of the car, or to
speak more properly, �n the top of the hat. H�s hands were
enormously large. H�s ha�r was extremely gray, and collected �nto a
queue beh�nd. H�s nose was prod�g�ously long, crooked, and
�nflammatory; h�s eyes full, br�ll�ant, and acute; h�s ch�n and cheeks,
although wr�nkled w�th age, were broad, puffy, and double; but of
ears of any k�nd or character there was not a semblance to be
d�scovered upon any port�on of h�s head. Th�s odd l�ttle gentleman
was dressed �n a loose surtout of sky-blue sat�n, w�th t�ght breeches
to match, fastened w�th s�lver buckles at the knees. H�s vest was of
some br�ght yellow mater�al; a wh�te taffety cap was set jaunt�ly on
one s�de of h�s head; and, to complete h�s equ�pment, a blood-red
s�lk handkerch�ef enveloped h�s throat, and fell down, �n a da�nty



manner, upon h�s bosom, �n a fantast�c bow-knot of super-em�nent
d�mens�ons.

Hav�ng descended, as I sa�d before, to about one hundred feet
from the surface of the earth, the l�ttle old gentleman was suddenly
se�zed w�th a f�t of trep�dat�on, and appeared d�s�ncl�ned to make any
nearer approach to terra f�rma. Throw�ng out, therefore, a quant�ty of
sand from a canvas bag, wh�ch, he l�fted w�th great d�ff�culty, he
became stat�onary �n an �nstant. He then proceeded, �n a hurr�ed and
ag�tated manner, to extract from a s�de-pocket �n h�s surtout a large
morocco pocket-book. Th�s he po�sed susp�c�ously �n h�s hand, then
eyed �t w�th an a�r of extreme surpr�se, and was ev�dently aston�shed
at �ts we�ght. He at length opened �t, and draw�ng there from a huge
letter sealed w�th red seal�ng-wax and t�ed carefully w�th red tape, let
�t fall prec�sely at the feet of the burgomaster, Superbus Von
Underduk. H�s Excellency stooped to take �t up. But the aeronaut,
st�ll greatly d�scomposed, and hav�ng apparently no farther bus�ness
to deta�n h�m �n Rotterdam, began at th�s moment to make busy
preparat�ons for departure; and �t be�ng necessary to d�scharge a
port�on of ballast to enable h�m to reascend, the half dozen bags
wh�ch he threw out, one after another, w�thout tak�ng the trouble to
empty the�r contents, tumbled, every one of them, most unfortunately
upon the back of the burgomaster, and rolled h�m over and over no
less than one-and-twenty t�mes, �n the face of every man �n
Rotterdam. It �s not to be supposed, however, that the great
Underduk suffered th�s �mpert�nence on the part of the l�ttle old man
to pass off w�th �mpun�ty. It �s sa�d, on the contrary, that dur�ng each
and every one of h�s one-and twenty c�rcumvolut�ons he em�tted no
less than one-and-twenty d�st�nct and fur�ous wh�ffs from h�s p�pe, to
wh�ch he held fast the whole t�me w�th all h�s m�ght, and to wh�ch he
�ntends hold�ng fast unt�l the day of h�s death.

In the meant�me the balloon arose l�ke a lark, and, soar�ng far
away above the c�ty, at length dr�fted qu�etly beh�nd a cloud s�m�lar to
that from wh�ch �t had so oddly emerged, and was thus lost forever to
the wonder�ng eyes of the good c�t�zens of Rotterdam. All attent�on
was now d�rected to the letter, the descent of wh�ch, and the
consequences attend�ng thereupon, had proved so fatally subvers�ve
of both person and personal d�gn�ty to h�s Excellency, the �llustr�ous



Burgomaster Mynheer Superbus Von Underduk. That funct�onary,
however, had not fa�led, dur�ng h�s c�rcumgyratory movements, to
bestow a thought upon the �mportant subject of secur�ng the packet
�n quest�on, wh�ch was seen, upon �nspect�on, to have fallen �nto the
most proper hands, be�ng actually addressed to h�mself and
Professor Rub-a-dub, �n the�r off�c�al capac�t�es of Pres�dent and
V�ce-Pres�dent of the Rotterdam College of Astronomy. It was
accord�ngly opened by those d�gn�tar�es upon the spot, and found to
conta�n the follow�ng extraord�nary, and �ndeed very ser�ous,
commun�cat�on:

“To the�r Excellenc�es Von Underduk and Rub-a-dub, Pres�dent
and V�ce-Pres�dent of the States’ College of Astronomers, �n the c�ty
of Rotterdam.

“Your Excellenc�es may perhaps be able to remember an humble
art�zan, by name Hans Pfaall, and by occupat�on a mender of
bellows, who, w�th three others, d�sappeared from Rotterdam, about
f�ve years ago, �n a manner wh�ch must have been cons�dered by all
part�es at once sudden, and extremely unaccountable. If, however, �t
so please your Excellenc�es, I, the wr�ter of th�s commun�cat�on, am
the �dent�cal Hans Pfaall h�mself. It �s well known to most of my
fellow c�t�zens, that for the per�od of forty years I cont�nued to occupy
the l�ttle square br�ck bu�ld�ng, at the head of the alley called
Sauerkraut, �n wh�ch I res�ded at the t�me of my d�sappearance. My
ancestors have also res�ded there�n t�me out of m�nd—they, as well
as myself, stead�ly follow�ng the respectable and �ndeed lucrat�ve
profess�on of mend�ng of bellows. For, to speak the truth, unt�l of late
years, that the heads of all the people have been set agog w�th
pol�t�cs, no better bus�ness than my own could an honest c�t�zen of
Rotterdam e�ther des�re or deserve. Cred�t was good, employment
was never want�ng, and on all hands there was no lack of e�ther
money or good-w�ll. But, as I was say�ng, we soon began to feel the
effects of l�berty and long speeches, and rad�cal�sm, and all that sort
of th�ng. People who were formerly, the very best customers �n the
world, had now not a moment of t�me to th�nk of us at all. They had,
so they sa�d, as much as they could do to read about the revolut�ons,
and keep up w�th the march of �ntellect and the sp�r�t of the age. If a
f�re wanted fann�ng, �t could read�ly be fanned w�th a newspaper, and



as the government grew weaker, I have no doubt that leather and
�ron acqu�red durab�l�ty �n proport�on, for, �n a very short t�me, there
was not a pa�r of bellows �n all Rotterdam that ever stood �n need of
a st�tch or requ�red the ass�stance of a hammer. Th�s was a state of
th�ngs not to be endured. I soon grew as poor as a rat, and, hav�ng a
w�fe and ch�ldren to prov�de for, my burdens at length became
�ntolerable, and I spent hour after hour �n reflect�ng upon the most
conven�ent method of putt�ng an end to my l�fe. Duns, �n the
meant�me, left me l�ttle le�sure for contemplat�on. My house was
l�terally bes�eged from morn�ng t�ll n�ght, so that I began to rave, and
foam, and fret l�ke a caged t�ger aga�nst the bars of h�s enclosure.
There were three fellows �n part�cular who worr�ed me beyond
endurance, keep�ng watch cont�nually about my door, and
threaten�ng me w�th the law. Upon these three I �nternally vowed the
b�tterest revenge, �f ever I should be so happy as to get them w�th�n
my clutches; and I bel�eve noth�ng �n the world but the pleasure of
th�s ant�c�pat�on prevented me from putt�ng my plan of su�c�de �nto
�mmed�ate execut�on, by blow�ng my bra�ns out w�th a blunderbuss. I
thought �t best, however, to d�ssemble my wrath, and to treat them
w�th prom�ses and fa�r words, unt�l, by some good turn of fate, an
opportun�ty of vengeance should be afforded me.

“One day, hav�ng g�ven my cred�tors the sl�p, and feel�ng more
than usually dejected, I cont�nued for a long t�me to wander about
the most obscure streets w�thout object whatever, unt�l at length I
chanced to stumble aga�nst the corner of a bookseller’s stall. See�ng
a cha�r close at hand, for the use of customers, I threw myself
doggedly �nto �t, and, hardly know�ng why, opened the pages of the
f�rst volume wh�ch came w�th�n my reach. It proved to be a small
pamphlet treat�se on Speculat�ve Astronomy, wr�tten e�ther by
Professor Encke of Berl�n or by a Frenchman of somewhat s�m�lar
name. I had some l�ttle t�ncture of �nformat�on on matters of th�s
nature, and soon became more and more absorbed �n the contents
of the book, read�ng �t actually through tw�ce before I awoke to a
recollect�on of what was pass�ng around me. By th�s t�me �t began to
grow dark, and I d�rected my steps toward home. But the treat�se
had made an �ndel�ble �mpress�on on my m�nd, and, as I sauntered
along the dusky streets, I revolved carefully over �n my memory the



w�ld and somet�mes un�ntell�g�ble reason�ngs of the wr�ter. There are
some part�cular passages wh�ch affected my �mag�nat�on �n a
powerful and extraord�nary manner. The longer I med�tated upon
these the more �ntense grew the �nterest wh�ch had been exc�ted
w�th�n me. The l�m�ted nature of my educat�on �n general, and more
espec�ally my �gnorance on subjects connected w�th natural
ph�losophy, so far from render�ng me d�ff�dent of my own ab�l�ty to
comprehend what I had read, or �nduc�ng me to m�strust the many
vague not�ons wh�ch had ar�sen �n consequence, merely served as a
farther st�mulus to �mag�nat�on; and I was va�n enough, or perhaps
reasonable enough, to doubt whether those crude �deas wh�ch,
ar�s�ng �n �ll-regulated m�nds, have all the appearance, may not often
�n effect possess all the force, the real�ty, and other �nherent
propert�es, of �nst�nct or �ntu�t�on; whether, to proceed a step farther,
profund�ty �tself m�ght not, �n matters of a purely speculat�ve nature,
be detected as a leg�t�mate source of fals�ty and error. In other
words, I bel�eved, and st�ll do bel�eve, that truth, �s frequently of �ts
own essence, superf�c�al, and that, �n many cases, the depth l�es
more �n the abysses where we seek her, than �n the actual s�tuat�ons
where�n she may be found. Nature herself seemed to afford me
corroborat�on of these �deas. In the contemplat�on of the heavenly
bod�es �t struck me forc�bly that I could not d�st�ngu�sh a star w�th
nearly as much prec�s�on, when I gazed on �t w�th earnest, d�rect and
undev�at�ng attent�on, as when I suffered my eye only to glance �n �ts
v�c�n�ty alone. I was not, of course, at that t�me aware that th�s
apparent paradox was occas�oned by the center of the v�sual area
be�ng less suscept�ble of feeble �mpress�ons of l�ght than the exter�or
port�ons of the ret�na. Th�s knowledge, and some of another k�nd,
came afterwards �n the course of an eventful f�ve years, dur�ng wh�ch
I have dropped the prejud�ces of my former humble s�tuat�on �n l�fe,
and forgotten the bellows-mender �n far d�fferent occupat�ons. But at
the epoch of wh�ch I speak, the analogy wh�ch a casual observat�on
of a star offered to the conclus�ons I had already drawn, struck me
w�th the force of pos�t�ve conformat�on, and I then f�nally made up my
m�nd to the course wh�ch I afterwards pursued.

“It was late when I reached home, and I went �mmed�ately to bed.
My m�nd, however, was too much occup�ed to sleep, and I lay the



whole n�ght bur�ed �n med�tat�on. Ar�s�ng early �n the morn�ng, and
contr�v�ng aga�n to escape the v�g�lance of my cred�tors, I repa�red
eagerly to the bookseller’s stall, and la�d out what l�ttle ready money I
possessed, �n the purchase of some volumes of Mechan�cs and
Pract�cal Astronomy. Hav�ng arr�ved at home safely w�th these, I
devoted every spare moment to the�r perusal, and soon made such
prof�c�ency �n stud�es of th�s nature as I thought suff�c�ent for the
execut�on of my plan. In the �ntervals of th�s per�od, I made every
endeavor to conc�l�ate the three cred�tors who had g�ven me so much
annoyance. In th�s I f�nally succeeded—partly by sell�ng enough of
my household furn�ture to sat�sfy a mo�ety of the�r cla�m, and partly
by a prom�se of pay�ng the balance upon complet�on of a l�ttle project
wh�ch I told them I had �n v�ew, and for ass�stance �n wh�ch I sol�c�ted
the�r serv�ces. By these means—for they were �gnorant men—I
found l�ttle d�ff�culty �n ga�n�ng them over to my purpose.

“Matters be�ng thus arranged, I contr�ved, by the a�d of my w�fe
and w�th the greatest secrecy and caut�on, to d�spose of what
property I had rema�n�ng, and to borrow, �n small sums, under
var�ous pretences, and w�thout pay�ng any attent�on to my future
means of repayment, no �ncons�derable quant�ty of ready money.
W�th the means thus accru�ng I proceeded to procure at �ntervals,
cambr�c musl�n, very f�ne, �n p�eces of twelve yards each; tw�ne; a lot
of the varn�sh of caoutchouc; a large and deep basket of w�cker-
work, made to order; and several other art�cles necessary �n the
construct�on and equ�pment of a balloon of extraord�nary
d�mens�ons. Th�s I d�rected my w�fe to make up as soon as poss�ble,
and gave her all requ�s�te �nformat�on as to the part�cular method of
proceed�ng. In the meant�me I worked up the tw�ne �nto a net-work of
suff�c�ent d�mens�ons; r�gged �t w�th a hoop and the necessary cords;
bought a quadrant, a compass, a spy-glass, a common barometer
w�th some �mportant mod�f�cat�ons, and two astronom�cal �nstruments
not so generally known. I then took opportun�t�es of convey�ng by
n�ght, to a ret�red s�tuat�on east of Rotterdam, f�ve �ron-bound casks,
to conta�n about f�fty gallons each, and one of a larger s�ze; s�x
t�nned ware tubes, three �nches �n d�ameter, properly shaped, and
ten feet �n length; a quant�ty of a part�cular metall�c substance, or
sem�-metal, wh�ch I shall not name, and a dozen dem�johns of a very



common ac�d. The gas to be formed from these latter mater�als �s a
gas never yet generated by any other person than myself—or at
least never appl�ed to any s�m�lar purpose. The secret I would make
no d�ff�culty �n d�sclos�ng, but that �t of r�ght belongs to a c�t�zen of
Nantz, �n France, by whom �t was cond�t�onally commun�cated to
myself. The same �nd�v�dual subm�tted to me, w�thout be�ng at all
aware of my �ntent�ons, a method of construct�ng balloons from the
membrane of a certa�n an�mal, through wh�ch substance any escape
of gas was nearly an �mposs�b�l�ty. I found �t, however, altogether too
expens�ve, and was not sure, upon the whole, whether cambr�c
musl�n w�th a coat�ng of gum caoutchouc, was not equally as good. I
ment�on th�s c�rcumstance, because I th�nk �t probable that hereafter
the �nd�v�dual �n quest�on may attempt a balloon ascens�on w�th the
novel gas and mater�al I have spoken of, and I do not w�sh to depr�ve
h�m of the honor of a very s�ngular �nvent�on.

“On the spot wh�ch I �ntended each of the smaller casks to occupy
respect�vely dur�ng the �nflat�on of the balloon, I pr�vately dug a hole
two feet deep; the holes form�ng �n th�s manner a c�rcle twenty-f�ve
feet �n d�ameter. In the centre of th�s c�rcle, be�ng the stat�on
des�gned for the large cask, I also dug a hole three feet �n depth. In
each of the f�ve smaller holes, I depos�ted a can�ster conta�n�ng f�fty
pounds, and �n the larger one a keg hold�ng one hundred and f�fty
pounds, of cannon powder. These—the keg and can�sters—I
connected �n a proper manner w�th covered tra�ns; and hav�ng let
�nto one of the can�sters the end of about four feet of slow match, I
covered up the hole, and placed the cask over �t, leav�ng the other
end of the match protrud�ng about an �nch, and barely v�s�ble beyond
the cask. I then f�lled up the rema�n�ng holes, and placed the barrels
over them �n the�r dest�ned s�tuat�on.

“Bes�des the art�cles above enumerated, I conveyed to the depot,
and there secreted, one of M. Gr�mm’s �mprovements upon the
apparatus for condensat�on of the atmospher�c a�r. I found th�s
mach�ne, however, to requ�re cons�derable alterat�on before �t could
be adapted to the purposes to wh�ch I �ntended mak�ng �t appl�cable.
But, w�th severe labor and unrem�tt�ng perseverance, I at length met
w�th ent�re success �n all my preparat�ons. My balloon was soon
completed. It would conta�n more than forty thousand cub�c feet of



gas; would take me up eas�ly, I calculated, w�th all my �mplements,
and, �f I managed r�ghtly, w�th one hundred and seventy-f�ve pounds
of ballast �nto the barga�n. It had rece�ved three coats of varn�sh, and
I found the cambr�c musl�n to answer all the purposes of s�lk �tself,
qu�te as strong and a good deal less expens�ve.

“Everyth�ng be�ng now ready, I exacted from my w�fe an oath of
secrecy �n relat�on to all my act�ons from the day of my f�rst v�s�t to
the bookseller’s stall; and prom�s�ng, on my part, to return as soon as
c�rcumstances would perm�t, I gave her what l�ttle money I had left,
and bade her farewell. Indeed I had no fear on her account. She was
what people call a notable woman, and could manage matters �n the
world w�thout my ass�stance. I bel�eve, to tell the truth, she always
looked upon me as an �dle boy, a mere make-we�ght, good for
noth�ng but bu�ld�ng castles �n the a�r, and was rather glad to get r�d
of me. It was a dark n�ght when I bade her good-bye, and tak�ng w�th
me, as a�des-de-camp, the three cred�tors who had g�ven me so
much trouble, we carr�ed the balloon, w�th the car and
accoutrements, by a roundabout way, to the stat�on where the other
art�cles were depos�ted. We there found them all unmolested, and I
proceeded �mmed�ately to bus�ness.

“It was the f�rst of Apr�l. The n�ght, as I sa�d before, was dark; there
was not a star to be seen; and a dr�zzl�ng ra�n, fall�ng at �ntervals,
rendered us very uncomfortable. But my ch�ef anx�ety was
concern�ng the balloon, wh�ch, �n sp�te of the varn�sh w�th wh�ch �t
was defended, began to grow rather heavy w�th the mo�sture; the
powder also was l�able to damage. I therefore kept my three duns
work�ng w�th great d�l�gence, pound�ng down �ce around the central
cask, and st�rr�ng the ac�d �n the others. They d�d not cease,
however, �mportun�ng me w�th quest�ons as to what I �ntended to do
w�th all th�s apparatus, and expressed much d�ssat�sfact�on at the
terr�ble labor I made them undergo. They could not perce�ve, so they
sa�d, what good was l�kely to result from the�r gett�ng wet to the sk�n,
merely to take a part �n such horr�ble �ncantat�ons. I began to get
uneasy, and worked away w�th all my m�ght, for I ver�ly bel�eve the
�d�ots supposed that I had entered �nto a compact w�th the dev�l, and
that, �n short, what I was now do�ng was noth�ng better than �t should
be. I was, therefore, �n great fear of the�r leav�ng me altogether. I



contr�ved, however, to pac�fy them by prom�ses of payment of all
scores �n full, as soon as I could br�ng the present bus�ness to a
term�nat�on. To these speeches they gave, of course, the�r own
�nterpretat�on; fancy�ng, no doubt, that at all events I should come
�nto possess�on of vast quant�t�es of ready money; and prov�ded I
pa�d them all I owed, and a tr�fle more, �n cons�derat�on of the�r
serv�ces, I dare say they cared very l�ttle what became of e�ther my
soul or my carcass.

“In about four hours and a half I found the balloon suff�c�ently
�nflated. I attached the car, therefore, and put all my �mplements �n �t
—not forgett�ng the condens�ng apparatus, a cop�ous supply of
water, and a large quant�ty of prov�s�ons, such as pemm�can, �n
wh�ch much nutr�ment �s conta�ned �n comparat�vely l�ttle bulk. I also
secured �n the car a pa�r of p�geons and a cat. It was now nearly
daybreak, and I thought �t h�gh t�me to take my departure. Dropp�ng a
l�ghted c�gar on the ground, as �f by acc�dent, I took the opportun�ty,
�n stoop�ng to p�ck �t up, of �gn�t�ng pr�vately the p�ece of slow match,
whose end, as I sa�d before, protruded a very l�ttle beyond the lower
r�m of one of the smaller casks. Th�s manoeuvre was totally
unperce�ved on the part of the three duns; and, jump�ng �nto the car,
I �mmed�ately cut the s�ngle cord wh�ch held me to the earth, and
was pleased to f�nd that I shot upward, carry�ng w�th all ease one
hundred and seventy-f�ve pounds of leaden ballast, and able to have
carr�ed up as many more.

“Scarcely, however, had I atta�ned the he�ght of f�fty yards, when,
roar�ng and rumbl�ng up after me �n the most horr�ble and tumultuous
manner, came so dense a hurr�cane of f�re, and smoke, and sulphur,
and legs and arms, and gravel, and burn�ng wood, and blaz�ng
metal, that my very heart sunk w�th�n me, and I fell down �n the
bottom of the car, trembl�ng w�th unm�t�gated terror. Indeed, I now
perce�ved that I had ent�rely overdone the bus�ness, and that the
ma�n consequences of the shock were yet to be exper�enced.
Accord�ngly, �n less than a second, I felt all the blood �n my body
rush�ng to my temples, and �mmed�ately thereupon, a concuss�on,
wh�ch I shall never forget, burst abruptly through the n�ght and
seemed to r�p the very f�rmament asunder. When I afterward had
t�me for reflect�on, I d�d not fa�l to attr�bute the extreme v�olence of



the explos�on, as regarded myself, to �ts proper cause—my s�tuat�on
d�rectly above �t, and �n the l�ne of �ts greatest power. But at the t�me,
I thought only of preserv�ng my l�fe. The balloon at f�rst collapsed,
then fur�ously expanded, then wh�rled round and round w�th horr�ble
veloc�ty, and f�nally, reel�ng and stagger�ng l�ke a drunken man,
hurled me w�th great force over the r�m of the car, and left me
dangl�ng, at a terr�f�c he�ght, w�th my head downward, and my face
outwards, by a p�ece of slender cord about three feet �n length, wh�ch
hung acc�dentally through a crev�ce near the bottom of the w�cker-
work, and �n wh�ch, as I fell, my left foot became most prov�dent�ally
entangled. It �s �mposs�ble—utterly �mposs�ble—to form any
adequate �dea of the horror of my s�tuat�on. I gasped convuls�vely for
breath—a shudder resembl�ng a f�t of the ague ag�tated every nerve
and muscle of my frame—I felt my eyes start�ng from the�r sockets—
a horr�ble nausea overwhelmed me—and at length I fa�nted away.

“How long I rema�ned �n th�s state �t �s �mposs�ble to say. It must,
however, have been no �ncons�derable t�me, for when I part�ally
recovered the sense of ex�stence, I found the day break�ng, the
balloon at a prod�g�ous he�ght over a w�lderness of ocean, and not a
trace of land to be d�scovered far and w�de w�th�n the l�m�ts of the
vast hor�zon. My sensat�ons, however, upon thus recover�ng, were
by no means so r�fe w�th agony as m�ght have been ant�c�pated.
Indeed, there was much of �nc�p�ent madness �n the calm survey
wh�ch I began to take of my s�tuat�on. I drew up to my eyes each of
my hands, one after the other, and wondered what occurrence could
have g�ven r�se to the swell�ng of the ve�ns, and the horr�ble
blackness of the f�ngerna�ls. I afterward carefully exam�ned my head,
shak�ng �t repeatedly, and feel�ng �t w�th m�nute attent�on, unt�l I
succeeded �n sat�sfy�ng myself that �t was not, as I had more than
half suspected, larger than my balloon. Then, �n a know�ng manner, I
felt �n both my breeches pockets, and, m�ss�ng therefrom a set of
tablets and a toothp�ck case, endeavored to account for the�r
d�sappearance, and not be�ng able to do so, felt �nexpress�bly
chagr�ned. It now occurred to me that I suffered great uneas�ness �n
the jo�nt of my left ankle, and a d�m consc�ousness of my s�tuat�on
began to gl�mmer through my m�nd. But, strange to say! I was
ne�ther aston�shed nor horror-str�cken. If I felt any emot�on at all, �t



was a k�nd of chuckl�ng sat�sfact�on at the cleverness I was about to
d�splay �n extr�cat�ng myself from th�s d�lemma; and I never, for a
moment, looked upon my ult�mate safety as a quest�on suscept�ble
of doubt. For a few m�nutes I rema�ned wrapped �n the profoundest
med�tat�on. I have a d�st�nct recollect�on of frequently compress�ng
my l�ps, putt�ng my foref�nger to the s�de of my nose, and mak�ng use
of other gest�culat�ons and gr�maces common to men who, at ease �n
the�r arm-cha�rs, med�tate upon matters of �ntr�cacy or �mportance.
Hav�ng, as I thought, suff�c�ently collected my �deas, I now, w�th great
caut�on and del�berat�on, put my hands beh�nd my back, and
unfastened the large �ron buckle wh�ch belonged to the wa�stband of
my �nexpress�bles. Th�s buckle had three teeth, wh�ch, be�ng
somewhat rusty, turned w�th great d�ff�culty on the�r ax�s. I brought
them, however, after some trouble, at r�ght angles to the body of the
buckle, and was glad to f�nd them rema�n f�rm �n that pos�t�on.
Hold�ng the �nstrument thus obta�ned w�th�n my teeth, I now
proceeded to unt�e the knot of my cravat. I had to rest several t�mes
before I could accompl�sh th�s manoeuvre, but �t was at length
accompl�shed. To one end of the cravat I then made fast the buckle,
and the other end I t�ed, for greater secur�ty, t�ghtly around my wr�st.
Draw�ng now my body upwards, w�th a prod�g�ous exert�on of
muscular force, I succeeded, at the very f�rst tr�al, �n throw�ng the
buckle over the car, and entangl�ng �t, as I had ant�c�pated, �n the
c�rcular r�m of the w�cker-work.

“My body was now �ncl�ned towards the s�de of the car, at an angle
of about forty-f�ve degrees; but �t must not be understood that I was
therefore only forty-f�ve degrees below the perpend�cular. So far from
�t, I st�ll lay nearly level w�th the plane of the hor�zon; for the change
of s�tuat�on wh�ch I had acqu�red, had forced the bottom of the car
cons�derably outwards from my pos�t�on, wh�ch was accord�ngly one
of the most �mm�nent and deadly per�l. It should be remembered,
however, that when I fell �n the f�rst �nstance, from the car, �f I had
fallen w�th my face turned toward the balloon, �nstead of turned
outwardly from �t, as �t actually was; or �f, �n the second place, the
cord by wh�ch I was suspended had chanced to hang over the upper
edge, �nstead of through a crev�ce near the bottom of the car,—I say
�t may be read�ly conce�ved that, �n e�ther of these supposed cases, I



should have been unable to accompl�sh even as much as I had now
accompl�shed, and the wonderful adventures of Hans Pfaall would
have been utterly lost to poster�ty, I had therefore every reason to be
grateful; although, �n po�nt of fact, I was st�ll too stup�d to be anyth�ng
at all, and hung for, perhaps, a quarter of an hour �n that
extraord�nary manner, w�thout mak�ng the sl�ghtest farther exert�on
whatsoever, and �n a s�ngularly tranqu�l state of �d�ot�c enjoyment.
But th�s feel�ng d�d not fa�l to d�e rap�dly away, and thereunto
succeeded horror, and d�smay, and a ch�ll�ng sense of utter
helplessness and ru�n. In fact, the blood so long accumulat�ng �n the
vessels of my head and throat, and wh�ch had h�therto buoyed up my
sp�r�ts w�th madness and del�r�um, had now begun to ret�re w�th�n
the�r proper channels, and the d�st�nctness wh�ch was thus added to
my percept�on of the danger, merely served to depr�ve me of the self-
possess�on and courage to encounter �t. But th�s weakness was,
luck�ly for me, of no very long durat�on. In good t�me came to my
rescue the sp�r�t of despa�r, and, w�th frant�c cr�es and struggles, I
jerked my way bod�ly upwards, t�ll at length, clutch�ng w�th a v�se-l�ke
gr�p the long-des�red r�m, I wr�thed my person over �t, and fell
headlong and shudder�ng w�th�n the car.

“It was not unt�l some t�me afterward that I recovered myself
suff�c�ently to attend to the ord�nary cares of the balloon. I then,
however, exam�ned �t w�th attent�on, and found �t, to my great rel�ef,
un�njured. My �mplements were all safe, and, fortunately, I had lost
ne�ther ballast nor prov�s�ons. Indeed, I had so well secured them �n
the�r places, that such an acc�dent was ent�rely out of the quest�on.
Look�ng at my watch, I found �t s�x o’clock. I was st�ll rap�dly
ascend�ng, and my barometer gave a present alt�tude of three and
three-quarter m�les. Immed�ately beneath me �n the ocean, lay a
small black object, sl�ghtly oblong �n shape, seem�ngly about the
s�ze, and �n every way bear�ng a great resemblance to one of those
ch�ld�sh toys called a dom�no. Br�ng�ng my telescope to bear upon �t,
I pla�nly d�scerned �t to be a Br�t�sh n�nety four-gun sh�p, close-
hauled, and p�tch�ng heav�ly �n the sea w�th her head to the W.S.W.
Bes�des th�s sh�p, I saw noth�ng but the ocean and the sky, and the
sun, wh�ch had long ar�sen.



“It �s now h�gh t�me that I should expla�n to your Excellenc�es the
object of my per�lous voyage. Your Excellenc�es w�ll bear �n m�nd that
d�stressed c�rcumstances �n Rotterdam had at length dr�ven me to
the resolut�on of comm�tt�ng su�c�de. It was not, however, that to l�fe
�tself I had any pos�t�ve d�sgust, but that I was harassed beyond
endurance by the advent�t�ous m�ser�es attend�ng my s�tuat�on. In
th�s state of m�nd, w�sh�ng to l�ve, yet wear�ed w�th l�fe, the treat�se at
the stall of the bookseller opened a resource to my �mag�nat�on. I
then f�nally made up my m�nd. I determ�ned to depart, yet l�ve—to
leave the world, yet cont�nue to ex�st—�n short, to drop en�gmas, I
resolved, let what would ensue, to force a passage, �f I could, to the
moon. Now, lest I should be supposed more of a madman than I
actually am, I w�ll deta�l, as well as I am able, the cons�derat�ons
wh�ch led me to bel�eve that an ach�evement of th�s nature, although
w�thout doubt d�ff�cult, and �ncontestably full of danger, was not
absolutely, to a bold sp�r�t, beyond the conf�nes of the poss�ble.

“The moon’s actual d�stance from the earth was the f�rst th�ng to
be attended to. Now, the mean or average �nterval between the
centres of the two planets �s 59.9643 of the earth’s equator�al rad��,
or only about 237,000 m�les. I say the mean or average �nterval, but
�t must be borne �n m�nd that the form of the moon’s orb�t be�ng an
ell�pse of eccentr�c�ty amount�ng to no less than 0.05484 of the major
sem�-ax�s of the ell�pse �tself, and the earth’s centre be�ng s�tuated �n
�ts focus, �f I could, �n any manner, contr�ve to meet the moon, as �t
were, �n �ts per�gee, the above ment�oned d�stance would be
mater�ally d�m�n�shed. But, to say noth�ng at present of th�s
poss�b�l�ty, �t was very certa�n that, at all events, from the 237,000
m�les I would have to deduct the rad�us of the earth, say 4,000, and
the rad�us of the moon, say 1,080, �n all 5,080, leav�ng an actual
�nterval to be traversed, under average c�rcumstances, of 231,920
m�les. Now th�s, I reflected, was no very extraord�nary d�stance.
Travell�ng on land has been repeatedly accompl�shed at the rate of
th�rty m�les per hour, and �ndeed a much greater speed may be
ant�c�pated. But even at th�s veloc�ty, �t would take me no more than
322 days to reach the surface of the moon. There were, however,
many part�culars �nduc�ng me to bel�eve that my average rate of
travell�ng m�ght poss�bly very much exceed that of th�rty m�les per



hour, and, as these cons�derat�ons d�d not fa�l to make a deep
�mpress�on upon my m�nd, I w�ll ment�on them more fully hereafter.

“The next po�nt to be regarded was a matter of far greater
�mportance. From �nd�cat�ons afforded by the barometer, we f�nd that,
�n ascens�ons from the surface of the earth we have, at the he�ght of
1,000 feet, left below us about one-th�rt�eth of the ent�re mass of
atmospher�c a�r, that at 10,600 we have ascended through nearly
one-th�rd; and that at 18,000, wh�ch �s not far from the elevat�on of
Cotopax�, we have surmounted one-half the mater�al, or, at all
events, one-half the ponderable, body of a�r �ncumbent upon our
globe. It �s also calculated that at an alt�tude not exceed�ng the
hundredth part of the earth’s d�ameter—that �s, not exceed�ng e�ghty
m�les—the rarefact�on would be so excess�ve that an�mal l�fe could �n
no manner be susta�ned, and, moreover, that the most del�cate
means we possess of ascerta�n�ng the presence of the atmosphere
would be �nadequate to assure us of �ts ex�stence. But I d�d not fa�l to
perce�ve that these latter calculat�ons are founded altogether on our
exper�mental knowledge of the propert�es of a�r, and the mechan�cal
laws regulat�ng �ts d�lat�on and compress�on, �n what may be called,
comparat�vely speak�ng, the �mmed�ate v�c�n�ty of the earth �tself;
and, at the same t�me, �t �s taken for granted that an�mal l�fe �s and
must be essent�ally �ncapable of mod�f�cat�on at any g�ven
unatta�nable d�stance from the surface. Now, all such reason�ng and
from such data must, of course, be s�mply analog�cal. The greatest
he�ght ever reached by man was that of 25,000 feet, atta�ned �n the
aeronaut�c exped�t�on of Mess�eurs Gay-Lussac and B�ot. Th�s �s a
moderate alt�tude, even when compared w�th the e�ghty m�les �n
quest�on; and I could not help th�nk�ng that the subject adm�tted room
for doubt and great lat�tude for speculat�on.

“But, �n po�nt of fact, an ascens�on be�ng made to any g�ven
alt�tude, the ponderable quant�ty of a�r surmounted �n any farther
ascens�on �s by no means �n proport�on to the add�t�onal he�ght
ascended (as may be pla�nly seen from what has been stated
before), but �n a rat�o constantly decreas�ng. It �s therefore ev�dent
that, ascend as h�gh as we may, we cannot, l�terally speak�ng, arr�ve
at a l�m�t beyond wh�ch no atmosphere �s to be found. It must ex�st, I
argued; although �t may ex�st �n a state of �nf�n�te rarefact�on.



“On the other hand, I was aware that arguments have not been
want�ng to prove the ex�stence of a real and def�n�te l�m�t to the
atmosphere, beyond wh�ch there �s absolutely no a�r whatsoever. But
a c�rcumstance wh�ch has been left out of v�ew by those who
contend for such a l�m�t seemed to me, although no pos�t�ve
refutat�on of the�r creed, st�ll a po�nt worthy very ser�ous
�nvest�gat�on. On compar�ng the �ntervals between the success�ve
arr�vals of Encke’s comet at �ts per�hel�on, after g�v�ng cred�t, �n the
most exact manner, for all the d�sturbances due to the attract�ons of
the planets, �t appears that the per�ods are gradually d�m�n�sh�ng;
that �s to say, the major ax�s of the comet’s ell�pse �s grow�ng shorter,
�n a slow but perfectly regular decrease. Now, th�s �s prec�sely what
ought to be the case, �f we suppose a res�stance exper�enced from
the comet from an extremely rare ethereal med�um pervad�ng the
reg�ons of �ts orb�t. For �t �s ev�dent that such a med�um must, �n
retard�ng the comet’s veloc�ty, �ncrease �ts centr�petal, by weaken�ng
�ts centr�fugal force. In other words, the sun’s attract�on would be
constantly atta�n�ng greater power, and the comet would be drawn
nearer at every revolut�on. Indeed, there �s no other way of
account�ng for the var�at�on �n quest�on. But aga�n:—The real
d�ameter of the same comet’s nebulos�ty �s observed to contract
rap�dly as �t approaches the sun, and d�late w�th equal rap�d�ty �n �ts
departure towards �ts aphel�on. Was I not just�f�able �n suppos�ng w�th
M. Valz, that th�s apparent condensat�on of volume has �ts or�g�n �n
the compress�on of the same ethereal med�um I have spoken of
before, and wh�ch �s only denser �n proport�on to �ts solar v�c�n�ty?
The lent�cular-shaped phenomenon, also called the zod�acal l�ght,
was a matter worthy of attent�on. Th�s rad�ance, so apparent �n the
trop�cs, and wh�ch cannot be m�staken for any meteor�c lustre,
extends from the hor�zon obl�quely upward, and follows generally the
d�rect�on of the sun’s equator. It appeared to me ev�dently �n the
nature of a rare atmosphere extend�ng from the sun outward, beyond
the orb�t of Venus at least, and I bel�eved �ndef�n�tely farther.(*2)
Indeed, th�s med�um I could not suppose conf�ned to the path of the
comet’s ell�pse, or to the �mmed�ate ne�ghborhood of the sun. It was
easy, on the contrary, to �mag�ne �t pervad�ng the ent�re reg�ons of
our planetary system, condensed �nto what we call atmosphere at



the planets themselves, and perhaps at some of them mod�f�ed by
cons�derat�ons, so to speak, purely geolog�cal.

“Hav�ng adopted th�s v�ew of the subject, I had l�ttle further
hes�tat�on. Grant�ng that on my passage I should meet w�th
atmosphere essent�ally the same as at the surface of the earth, I
conce�ved that, by means of the very �ngen�ous apparatus of M.
Gr�mm, I should read�ly be enabled to condense �t �n suff�c�ent
quant�ty for the purposes of resp�rat�on. Th�s would remove the ch�ef
obstacle �n a journey to the moon. I had �ndeed spent some money
and great labor �n adapt�ng the apparatus to the object �ntended, and
conf�dently looked forward to �ts successful appl�cat�on, �f I could
manage to complete the voyage w�th�n any reasonable per�od. Th�s
br�ngs me back to the rate at wh�ch �t m�ght be poss�ble to travel.

“It �s true that balloons, �n the f�rst stage of the�r ascens�ons from
the earth, are known to r�se w�th a veloc�ty comparat�vely moderate.
Now, the power of elevat�on l�es altogether �n the super�or l�ghtness
of the gas �n the balloon compared w�th the atmospher�c a�r; and, at
f�rst s�ght, �t does not appear probable that, as the balloon acqu�res
alt�tude, and consequently arr�ves success�vely �n atmospher�c strata
of dens�t�es rap�dly d�m�n�sh�ng—I say, �t does not appear at all
reasonable that, �n th�s �ts progress upwards, the or�g�nal veloc�ty
should be accelerated. On the other hand, I was not aware that, �n
any recorded ascens�on, a d�m�nut�on was apparent �n the absolute
rate of ascent; although such should have been the case, �f on
account of noth�ng else, on account of the escape of gas through
balloons �ll-constructed, and varn�shed w�th no better mater�al than
the ord�nary varn�sh. It seemed, therefore, that the effect of such
escape was only suff�c�ent to counterbalance the effect of some
accelerat�ng power. I now cons�dered that, prov�ded �n my passage I
found the med�um I had �mag�ned, and prov�ded that �t should prove
to be actually and essent�ally what we denom�nate atmospher�c a�r, �t
could make comparat�vely l�ttle d�fference at what extreme state of
rarefact�on I should d�scover �t—that �s to say, �n regard to my power
of ascend�ng—for the gas �n the balloon would not only be �tself
subject to rarefact�on part�ally s�m�lar (�n proport�on to the occurrence
of wh�ch, I could suffer an escape of so much as would be requ�s�te
to prevent explos�on), but, be�ng what �t was, would, at all events,



cont�nue spec�f�cally l�ghter than any compound whatever of mere
n�trogen and oxygen. In the meant�me, the force of grav�tat�on would
be constantly d�m�n�sh�ng, �n proport�on to the squares of the
d�stances, and thus, w�th a veloc�ty prod�g�ously accelerat�ng, I
should at length arr�ve �n those d�stant reg�ons where the force of the
earth’s attract�on would be superseded by that of the moon. In
accordance w�th these �deas, I d�d not th�nk �t worth wh�le to
encumber myself w�th more prov�s�ons than would be suff�c�ent for a
per�od of forty days.

“There was st�ll, however, another d�ff�culty, wh�ch occas�oned me
some l�ttle d�squ�etude. It has been observed, that, �n balloon
ascens�ons to any cons�derable he�ght, bes�des the pa�n attend�ng
resp�rat�on, great uneas�ness �s exper�enced about the head and
body, often accompan�ed w�th bleed�ng at the nose, and other
symptoms of an alarm�ng k�nd, and grow�ng more and more
�nconven�ent �n proport�on to the alt�tude atta�ned.(*3) Th�s was a
reflect�on of a nature somewhat startl�ng. Was �t not probable that
these symptoms would �ncrease �ndef�n�tely, or at least unt�l
term�nated by death �tself? I f�nally thought not. The�r or�g�n was to be
looked for �n the progress�ve removal of the customary atmospher�c
pressure upon the surface of the body, and consequent d�stent�on of
the superf�c�al blood-vessels—not �n any pos�t�ve d�sorgan�zat�on of
the an�mal system, as �n the case of d�ff�culty �n breath�ng, where the
atmospher�c dens�ty �s chem�cally �nsuff�c�ent for the due renovat�on
of blood �n a ventr�cle of the heart. Unless for default of th�s
renovat�on, I could see no reason, therefore, why l�fe could not be
susta�ned even �n a vacuum; for the expans�on and compress�on of
chest, commonly called breath�ng, �s act�on purely muscular, and the
cause, not the effect, of resp�rat�on. In a word, I conce�ved that, as
the body should become hab�tuated to the want of atmospher�c
pressure, the sensat�ons of pa�n would gradually d�m�n�sh—and to
endure them wh�le they cont�nued, I rel�ed w�th conf�dence upon the
�ron hard�hood of my const�tut�on.

“Thus, may �t please your Excellenc�es, I have deta�led some,
though by no means all, the cons�derat�ons wh�ch led me to form the
project of a lunar voyage. I shall now proceed to lay before you the



result of an attempt so apparently audac�ous �n concept�on, and, at
all events, so utterly unparalleled �n the annals of mank�nd.

“Hav�ng atta�ned the alt�tude before ment�oned, that �s to say three
m�les and three-quarters, I threw out from the car a quant�ty of
feathers, and found that I st�ll ascended w�th suff�c�ent rap�d�ty; there
was, therefore, no necess�ty for d�scharg�ng any ballast. I was glad of
th�s, for I w�shed to reta�n w�th me as much we�ght as I could carry,
for reasons wh�ch w�ll be expla�ned �n the sequel. I as yet suffered no
bod�ly �nconven�ence, breath�ng w�th great freedom, and feel�ng no
pa�n whatever �n the head. The cat was ly�ng very demurely upon my
coat, wh�ch I had taken off, and eye�ng the p�geons w�th an a�r of
nonchalance. These latter be�ng t�ed by the leg, to prevent the�r
escape, were bus�ly employed �n p�ck�ng up some gra�ns of r�ce
scattered for them �n the bottom of the car.

“At twenty m�nutes past s�x o’clock, the barometer showed an
elevat�on of 26,400 feet, or f�ve m�les to a fract�on. The prospect
seemed unbounded. Indeed, �t �s very eas�ly calculated by means of
spher�cal geometry, what a great extent of the earth’s area I beheld.
The convex surface of any segment of a sphere �s, to the ent�re
surface of the sphere �tself, as the versed s�ne of the segment to the
d�ameter of the sphere. Now, �n my case, the versed s�ne—that �s to
say, the th�ckness of the segment beneath me—was about equal to
my elevat�on, or the elevat�on of the po�nt of s�ght above the surface.
‘As f�ve m�les, then, to e�ght thousand,’ would express the proport�on
of the earth’s area seen by me. In other words, I beheld as much as
a s�xteen-hundredth part of the whole surface of the globe. The sea
appeared unruffled as a m�rror, although, by means of the spy-glass,
I could perce�ve �t to be �n a state of v�olent ag�tat�on. The sh�p was
no longer v�s�ble, hav�ng dr�fted away, apparently to the eastward. I
now began to exper�ence, at �ntervals, severe pa�n �n the head,
espec�ally about the ears—st�ll, however, breath�ng w�th tolerable
freedom. The cat and p�geons seemed to suffer no �nconven�ence
whatsoever.

“At twenty m�nutes before seven, the balloon entered a long ser�es
of dense cloud, wh�ch put me to great trouble, by damag�ng my
condens�ng apparatus and wett�ng me to the sk�n. Th�s was, to be



sure, a s�ngular recontre, for I had not bel�eved �t poss�ble that a
cloud of th�s nature could be susta�ned at so great an elevat�on. I
thought �t best, however, to throw out two f�ve-pound p�eces of
ballast, reserv�ng st�ll a we�ght of one hundred and s�xty-f�ve pounds.
Upon so do�ng, I soon rose above the d�ff�culty, and perce�ved
�mmed�ately, that I had obta�ned a great �ncrease �n my rate of
ascent. In a few seconds after my leav�ng the cloud, a flash of v�v�d
l�ghtn�ng shot from one end of �t to the other, and caused �t to k�ndle
up, throughout �ts vast extent, l�ke a mass of �gn�ted and glow�ng
charcoal. Th�s, �t must be remembered, was �n the broad l�ght of day.
No fancy may p�cture the subl�m�ty wh�ch m�ght have been exh�b�ted
by a s�m�lar phenomenon tak�ng place am�d the darkness of the
n�ght. Hell �tself m�ght have been found a f�tt�ng �mage. Even as �t
was, my ha�r stood on end, wh�le I gazed afar down w�th�n the
yawn�ng abysses, lett�ng �mag�nat�on descend, as �t were, and stalk
about �n the strange vaulted halls, and ruddy gulfs, and red ghastly
chasms of the h�deous and unfathomable f�re. I had �ndeed made a
narrow escape. Had the balloon rema�ned a very short wh�le longer
w�th�n the cloud—that �s to say—had not the �nconven�ence of
gett�ng wet, determ�ned me to d�scharge the ballast, �nev�table ru�n
would have been the consequence. Such per�ls, although l�ttle
cons�dered, are perhaps the greatest wh�ch must be encountered �n
balloons. I had by th�s t�me, however, atta�ned too great an elevat�on
to be any longer uneasy on th�s head.

“I was now r�s�ng rap�dly, and by seven o’clock the barometer
�nd�cated an alt�tude of no less than n�ne m�les and a half. I began to
f�nd great d�ff�culty �n draw�ng my breath. My head, too, was
excess�vely pa�nful; and, hav�ng felt for some t�me a mo�sture about
my cheeks, I at length d�scovered �t to be blood, wh�ch was ooz�ng
qu�te fast from the drums of my ears. My eyes, also, gave me great
uneas�ness. Upon pass�ng the hand over them they seemed to have
protruded from the�r sockets �n no �ncons�derable degree; and all
objects �n the car, and even the balloon �tself, appeared d�storted to
my v�s�on. These symptoms were more than I had expected, and
occas�oned me some alarm. At th�s juncture, very �mprudently, and
w�thout cons�derat�on, I threw out from the car three f�ve-pound
p�eces of ballast. The accelerated rate of ascent thus obta�ned,



carr�ed me too rap�dly, and w�thout suff�c�ent gradat�on, �nto a h�ghly
raref�ed stratum of the atmosphere, and the result had nearly proved
fatal to my exped�t�on and to myself. I was suddenly se�zed w�th a
spasm wh�ch lasted for more than f�ve m�nutes, and even when th�s,
�n a measure, ceased, I could catch my breath only at long �ntervals,
and �n a gasp�ng manner—bleed�ng all the wh�le cop�ously at the
nose and ears, and even sl�ghtly at the eyes. The p�geons appeared
d�stressed �n the extreme, and struggled to escape; wh�le the cat
mewed p�teously, and, w�th her tongue hang�ng out of her mouth,
staggered to and fro �n the car as �f under the �nfluence of po�son. I
now too late d�scovered the great rashness of wh�ch I had been
gu�lty �n d�scharg�ng the ballast, and my ag�tat�on was excess�ve. I
ant�c�pated noth�ng less than death, and death �n a few m�nutes. The
phys�cal suffer�ng I underwent contr�buted also to render me nearly
�ncapable of mak�ng any exert�on for the preservat�on of my l�fe. I
had, �ndeed, l�ttle power of reflect�on left, and the v�olence of the pa�n
�n my head seemed to be greatly on the �ncrease. Thus I found that
my senses would shortly g�ve way altogether, and I had already
clutched one of the valve ropes w�th the v�ew of attempt�ng a
descent, when the recollect�on of the tr�ck I had played the three
cred�tors, and the poss�ble consequences to myself, should I return,
operated to deter me for the moment. I lay down �n the bottom of the
car, and endeavored to collect my facult�es. In th�s I so far
succeeded as to determ�ne upon the exper�ment of los�ng blood.
Hav�ng no lancet, however, I was constra�ned to perform the
operat�on �n the best manner I was able, and f�nally succeeded �n
open�ng a ve�n �n my r�ght arm, w�th the blade of my penkn�fe. The
blood had hardly commenced flow�ng when I exper�enced a sens�ble
rel�ef, and by the t�me I had lost about half a moderate bas�n full,
most of the worst symptoms had abandoned me ent�rely. I
nevertheless d�d not th�nk �t exped�ent to attempt gett�ng on my feet
�mmed�ately; but, hav�ng t�ed up my arm as well as I could, I lay st�ll
for about a quarter of an hour. At the end of th�s t�me I arose, and
found myself freer from absolute pa�n of any k�nd than I had been
dur�ng the last hour and a quarter of my ascens�on. The d�ff�culty of
breath�ng, however, was d�m�n�shed �n a very sl�ght degree, and I
found that �t would soon be pos�t�vely necessary to make use of my



condenser. In the meant�me, look�ng toward the cat, who was aga�n
snugly stowed away upon my coat, I d�scovered to my �nf�n�te
surpr�se, that she had taken the opportun�ty of my �nd�spos�t�on to
br�ng �nto l�ght a l�tter of three l�ttle k�ttens. Th�s was an add�t�on to
the number of passengers on my part altogether unexpected; but I
was pleased at the occurrence. It would afford me a chance of
br�ng�ng to a k�nd of test the truth of a surm�se, wh�ch, more than
anyth�ng else, had �nfluenced me �n attempt�ng th�s ascens�on. I had
�mag�ned that the hab�tual endurance of the atmospher�c pressure at
the surface of the earth was the cause, or nearly so, of the pa�n
attend�ng an�mal ex�stence at a d�stance above the surface. Should
the k�ttens be found to suffer uneas�ness �n an equal degree w�th
the�r mother, I must cons�der my theory �n fault, but a fa�lure to do so
I should look upon as a strong conf�rmat�on of my �dea.

“By e�ght o’clock I had actually atta�ned an elevat�on of seventeen
m�les above the surface of the earth. Thus �t seemed to me ev�dent
that my rate of ascent was not only on the �ncrease, but that the
progress�on would have been apparent �n a sl�ght degree even had I
not d�scharged the ballast wh�ch I d�d. The pa�ns �n my head and
ears returned, at �ntervals, w�th v�olence, and I st�ll cont�nued to
bleed occas�onally at the nose; but, upon the whole, I suffered much
less than m�ght have been expected. I breathed, however, at every
moment, w�th more and more d�ff�culty, and each �nhalat�on was
attended w�th a troublesome spasmod�c act�on of the chest. I now
unpacked the condens�ng apparatus, and got �t ready for �mmed�ate
use.

“The v�ew of the earth, at th�s per�od of my ascens�on, was
beaut�ful �ndeed. To the westward, the northward, and the
southward, as far as I could see, lay a boundless sheet of apparently
unruffled ocean, wh�ch every moment ga�ned a deeper and a deeper
t�nt of blue and began already to assume a sl�ght appearance of
convex�ty. At a vast d�stance to the eastward, although perfectly
d�scern�ble, extended the �slands of Great Br�ta�n, the ent�re Atlant�c
coasts of France and Spa�n, w�th a small port�on of the northern part
of the cont�nent of Afr�ca. Of �nd�v�dual ed�f�ces not a trace could be
d�scovered, and the proudest c�t�es of mank�nd had utterly faded
away from the face of the earth. From the rock of G�braltar, now



dw�ndled �nto a d�m speck, the dark Med�terranean sea, dotted w�th
sh�n�ng �slands as the heaven �s dotted w�th stars, spread �tself out to
the eastward as far as my v�s�on extended, unt�l �ts ent�re mass of
waters seemed at length to tumble headlong over the abyss of the
hor�zon, and I found myself l�sten�ng on t�ptoe for the echoes of the
m�ghty cataract. Overhead, the sky was of a jetty black, and the stars
were br�ll�antly v�s�ble.

“The p�geons about th�s t�me seem�ng to undergo much suffer�ng, I
determ�ned upon g�v�ng them the�r l�berty. I f�rst unt�ed one of them, a
beaut�ful gray-mottled p�geon, and placed h�m upon the r�m of the
w�cker-work. He appeared extremely uneasy, look�ng anx�ously
around h�m, flutter�ng h�s w�ngs, and mak�ng a loud coo�ng no�se, but
could not be persuaded to trust h�mself from off the car. I took h�m up
at last, and threw h�m to about half a dozen yards from the balloon.
He made, however, no attempt to descend as I had expected, but
struggled w�th great vehemence to get back, utter�ng at the same
t�me very shr�ll and p�erc�ng cr�es. He at length succeeded �n
rega�n�ng h�s former stat�on on the r�m, but had hardly done so when
h�s head dropped upon h�s breast, and he fell dead w�th�n the car.
The other one d�d not prove so unfortunate. To prevent h�s follow�ng
the example of h�s compan�on, and accompl�sh�ng a return, I threw
h�m downward w�th all my force, and was pleased to f�nd h�m
cont�nue h�s descent, w�th great veloc�ty, mak�ng use of h�s w�ngs
w�th ease, and �n a perfectly natural manner. In a very short t�me he
was out of s�ght, and I have no doubt he reached home �n safety.
Puss, who seemed �n a great measure recovered from her �llness,
now made a hearty meal of the dead b�rd and then went to sleep
w�th much apparent sat�sfact�on. Her k�ttens were qu�te l�vely, and so
far ev�nced not the sl�ghtest s�gn of any uneas�ness whatever.

“At a quarter-past e�ght, be�ng no longer able to draw breath
w�thout the most �ntolerable pa�n, I proceeded forthw�th to adjust
around the car the apparatus belong�ng to the condenser. Th�s
apparatus w�ll requ�re some l�ttle explanat�on, and your Excellenc�es
w�ll please to bear �n m�nd that my object, �n the f�rst place, was to
surround myself and cat ent�rely w�th a barr�cade aga�nst the h�ghly
raref�ed atmosphere �n wh�ch I was ex�st�ng, w�th the �ntent�on of
�ntroduc�ng w�th�n th�s barr�cade, by means of my condenser, a



quant�ty of th�s same atmosphere suff�c�ently condensed for the
purposes of resp�rat�on. W�th th�s object �n v�ew I had prepared a
very strong perfectly a�r-t�ght, but flex�ble gum-elast�c bag. In th�s
bag, wh�ch was of suff�c�ent d�mens�ons, the ent�re car was �n a
manner placed. That �s to say, �t (the bag) was drawn over the whole
bottom of the car, up �ts s�des, and so on, along the outs�de of the
ropes, to the upper r�m or hoop where the net-work �s attached.
Hav�ng pulled the bag up �n th�s way, and formed a complete
enclosure on all s�des, and at bottom, �t was now necessary to fasten
up �ts top or mouth, by pass�ng �ts mater�al over the hoop of the net-
work—�n other words, between the net-work and the hoop. But �f the
net-work were separated from the hoop to adm�t th�s passage, what
was to susta�n the car �n the meant�me? Now the net-work was not
permanently fastened to the hoop, but attached by a ser�es of
runn�ng loops or nooses. I therefore und�d only a few of these loops
at one t�me, leav�ng the car suspended by the rema�nder. Hav�ng
thus �nserted a port�on of the cloth form�ng the upper part of the bag,
I refastened the loops—not to the hoop, for that would have been
�mposs�ble, s�nce the cloth now �ntervened—but to a ser�es of large
buttons, aff�xed to the cloth �tself, about three feet below the mouth
of the bag, the �ntervals between the buttons hav�ng been made to
correspond to the �ntervals between the loops. Th�s done, a few
more of the loops were unfastened from the r�m, a farther port�on of
the cloth �ntroduced, and the d�sengaged loops then connected w�th
the�r proper buttons. In th�s way �t was poss�ble to �nsert the whole
upper part of the bag between the net-work and the hoop. It �s
ev�dent that the hoop would now drop down w�th�n the car, wh�le the
whole we�ght of the car �tself, w�th all �ts contents, would be held up
merely by the strength of the buttons. Th�s, at f�rst s�ght, would seem
an �nadequate dependence; but �t was by no means so, for the
buttons were not only very strong �n themselves, but so close
together that a very sl�ght port�on of the whole we�ght was supported
by any one of them. Indeed, had the car and contents been three
t�mes heav�er than they were, I should not have been at all uneasy. I
now ra�sed up the hoop aga�n w�th�n the cover�ng of gum-elast�c, and
propped �t at nearly �ts former he�ght by means of three l�ght poles
prepared for the occas�on. Th�s was done, of course, to keep the bag



d�stended at the top, and to preserve the lower part of the net-work
�n �ts proper s�tuat�on. All that now rema�ned was to fasten up the
mouth of the enclosure; and th�s was read�ly accompl�shed by
gather�ng the folds of the mater�al together, and tw�st�ng them up
very t�ghtly on the �ns�de by means of a k�nd of stat�onary tourn�quet.

“In the s�des of the cover�ng thus adjusted round the car, had been
�nserted three c�rcular panes of th�ck but clear glass, through wh�ch I
could see w�thout d�ff�culty around me �n every hor�zontal d�rect�on. In
that port�on of the cloth form�ng the bottom, was l�kew�se, a fourth
w�ndow, of the same k�nd, and correspond�ng w�th a small aperture
�n the floor of the car �tself. Th�s enabled me to see perpend�cularly
down, but hav�ng found �t �mposs�ble to place any s�m�lar contr�vance
overhead, on account of the pecul�ar manner of clos�ng up the
open�ng there, and the consequent wr�nkles �n the cloth, I could
expect to see no objects s�tuated d�rectly �n my zen�th. Th�s, of
course, was a matter of l�ttle consequence; for had I even been able
to place a w�ndow at top, the balloon �tself would have prevented my
mak�ng any use of �t.

“About a foot below one of the s�de w�ndows was a c�rcular
open�ng, e�ght �nches �n d�ameter, and f�tted w�th a brass r�m adapted
�n �ts �nner edge to the w�nd�ngs of a screw. In th�s r�m was screwed
the large tube of the condenser, the body of the mach�ne be�ng, of
course, w�th�n the chamber of gum-elast�c. Through th�s tube a
quant�ty of the rare atmosphere c�rcumjacent be�ng drawn by means
of a vacuum created �n the body of the mach�ne, was thence
d�scharged, �n a state of condensat�on, to m�ngle w�th the th�n a�r
already �n the chamber. Th�s operat�on be�ng repeated several t�mes,
at length f�lled the chamber w�th atmosphere proper for all the
purposes of resp�rat�on. But �n so conf�ned a space �t would, �n a
short t�me, necessar�ly become foul, and unf�t for use from frequent
contact w�th the lungs. It was then ejected by a small valve at the
bottom of the car—the dense a�r read�ly s�nk�ng �nto the th�nner
atmosphere below. To avo�d the �nconven�ence of mak�ng a total
vacuum at any moment w�th�n the chamber, th�s pur�f�cat�on was
never accompl�shed all at once, but �n a gradual manner—the valve
be�ng opened only for a few seconds, then closed aga�n, unt�l one or
two strokes from the pump of the condenser had suppl�ed the place



of the atmosphere ejected. For the sake of exper�ment I had put the
cat and k�ttens �n a small basket, and suspended �t outs�de the car to
a button at the bottom, close by the valve, through wh�ch I could feed
them at any moment when necessary. I d�d th�s at some l�ttle r�sk,
and before clos�ng the mouth of the chamber, by reach�ng under the
car w�th one of the poles before ment�oned to wh�ch a hook had
been attached.

“By the t�me I had fully completed these arrangements and f�lled
the chamber as expla�ned, �t wanted only ten m�nutes of n�ne o’clock.
Dur�ng the whole per�od of my be�ng thus employed, I endured the
most terr�ble d�stress from d�ff�culty of resp�rat�on, and b�tterly d�d I
repent the negl�gence or rather fool-hard�ness, of wh�ch I had been
gu�lty, of putt�ng off to the last moment a matter of so much
�mportance. But hav�ng at length accompl�shed �t, I soon began to
reap the benef�t of my �nvent�on. Once aga�n I breathed w�th perfect
freedom and ease—and �ndeed why should I not? I was also
agreeably surpr�sed to f�nd myself, �n a great measure, rel�eved from
the v�olent pa�ns wh�ch had h�therto tormented me. A sl�ght
headache, accompan�ed w�th a sensat�on of fulness or d�stent�on
about the wr�sts, the ankles, and the throat, was nearly all of wh�ch I
had now to compla�n. Thus �t seemed ev�dent that a greater part of
the uneas�ness attend�ng the removal of atmospher�c pressure had
actually worn off, as I had expected, and that much of the pa�n
endured for the last two hours should have been attr�buted
altogether to the effects of a def�c�ent resp�rat�on.

“At twenty m�nutes before n�ne o’clock—that �s to say, a short t�me
pr�or to my clos�ng up the mouth of the chamber, the mercury
atta�ned �ts l�m�t, or ran down, �n the barometer, wh�ch, as I
ment�oned before, was one of an extended construct�on. It then
�nd�cated an alt�tude on my part of 132,000 feet, or f�ve-and-twenty
m�les, and I consequently surveyed at that t�me an extent of the
earth’s area amount�ng to no less than the three hundred-and-
twent�eth part of �ts ent�re superf�c�es. At n�ne o’clock I had aga�n lost
s�ght of land to the eastward, but not before I became aware that the
balloon was dr�ft�ng rap�dly to the N. N. W. The convex�ty of the
ocean beneath me was very ev�dent �ndeed, although my v�ew was
often �nterrupted by the masses of cloud wh�ch floated to and fro. I



observed now that even the l�ghtest vapors never rose to more than
ten m�les above the level of the sea.

“At half past n�ne I tr�ed the exper�ment of throw�ng out a handful of
feathers through the valve. They d�d not float as I had expected; but
dropped down perpend�cularly, l�ke a bullet, en masse, and w�th the
greatest veloc�ty—be�ng out of s�ght �n a very few seconds. I d�d not
at f�rst know what to make of th�s extraord�nary phenomenon; not
be�ng able to bel�eve that my rate of ascent had, of a sudden, met
w�th so prod�g�ous an accelerat�on. But �t soon occurred to me that
the atmosphere was now far too rare to susta�n even the feathers;
that they actually fell, as they appeared to do, w�th great rap�d�ty; and
that I had been surpr�sed by the un�ted veloc�t�es of the�r descent and
my own elevat�on.

“By ten o’clock I found that I had very l�ttle to occupy my
�mmed�ate attent�on. Affa�rs went sw�mm�ngly, and I bel�eved the
balloon to be go�ng upward w�th a speed �ncreas�ng momently
although I had no longer any means of ascerta�n�ng the progress�on
of the �ncrease. I suffered no pa�n or uneas�ness of any k�nd, and
enjoyed better sp�r�ts than I had at any per�od s�nce my departure
from Rotterdam, busy�ng myself now �n exam�n�ng the state of my
var�ous apparatus, and now �n regenerat�ng the atmosphere w�th�n
the chamber. Th�s latter po�nt I determ�ned to attend to at regular
�ntervals of forty m�nutes, more on account of the preservat�on of my
health, than from so frequent a renovat�on be�ng absolutely
necessary. In the meanwh�le I could not help mak�ng ant�c�pat�ons.
Fancy revelled �n the w�ld and dreamy reg�ons of the moon.
Imag�nat�on, feel�ng herself for once unshackled, roamed at w�ll
among the ever-chang�ng wonders of a shadowy and unstable land.
Now there were hoary and t�me-honored forests, and craggy
prec�p�ces, and waterfalls tumbl�ng w�th a loud no�se �nto abysses
w�thout a bottom. Then I came suddenly �nto st�ll noonday sol�tudes,
where no w�nd of heaven ever �ntruded, and where vast meadows of
popp�es, and slender, l�ly-look�ng flowers spread themselves out a
weary d�stance, all s�lent and mot�onless forever. Then aga�n I
journeyed far down away �nto another country where �t was all one
d�m and vague lake, w�th a boundary l�ne of clouds. And out of th�s
melancholy water arose a forest of tall eastern trees, l�ke a



w�lderness of dreams. And I have �n m�nd that the shadows of the
trees wh�ch fell upon the lake rema�ned not on the surface where
they fell, but sunk slowly and stead�ly down, and comm�ngled w�th
the waves, wh�le from the trunks of the trees other shadows were
cont�nually com�ng out, and tak�ng the place of the�r brothers thus
entombed. “Th�s then,” I sa�d thoughtfully, “�s the very reason why
the waters of th�s lake grow blacker w�th age, and more melancholy
as the hours run on.” But fanc�es such as these were not the sole
possessors of my bra�n. Horrors of a nature most stern and most
appall�ng would too frequently obtrude themselves upon my m�nd,
and shake the �nnermost depths of my soul w�th the bare suppos�t�on
of the�r poss�b�l�ty. Yet I would not suffer my thoughts for any length
of t�me to dwell upon these latter speculat�ons, r�ghtly judg�ng the
real and palpable dangers of the voyage suff�c�ent for my und�v�ded
attent�on.

“At f�ve o’clock, p.m., be�ng engaged �n regenerat�ng the
atmosphere w�th�n the chamber, I took that opportun�ty of observ�ng
the cat and k�ttens through the valve. The cat herself appeared to
suffer aga�n very much, and I had no hes�tat�on �n attr�but�ng her
uneas�ness ch�efly to a d�ff�culty �n breath�ng; but my exper�ment w�th
the k�ttens had resulted very strangely. I had expected, of course, to
see them betray a sense of pa�n, although �n a less degree than the�r
mother, and th�s would have been suff�c�ent to conf�rm my op�n�on
concern�ng the hab�tual endurance of atmospher�c pressure. But I
was not prepared to f�nd them, upon close exam�nat�on, ev�dently
enjoy�ng a h�gh degree of health, breath�ng w�th the greatest ease
and perfect regular�ty, and ev�nc�ng not the sl�ghtest s�gn of any
uneas�ness whatever. I could only account for all th�s by extend�ng
my theory, and suppos�ng that the h�ghly raref�ed atmosphere around
m�ght perhaps not be, as I had taken for granted, chem�cally
�nsuff�c�ent for the purposes of l�fe, and that a person born �n such a
med�um m�ght, poss�bly, be unaware of any �nconven�ence attend�ng
�ts �nhalat�on, wh�le, upon removal to the denser strata near the
earth, he m�ght endure tortures of a s�m�lar nature to those I had so
lately exper�enced. It has s�nce been to me a matter of deep regret
that an awkward acc�dent, at th�s t�me, occas�oned me the loss of my
l�ttle fam�ly of cats, and depr�ved me of the �ns�ght �nto th�s matter



wh�ch a cont�nued exper�ment m�ght have afforded. In pass�ng my
hand through the valve, w�th a cup of water for the old puss, the
sleeves of my sh�rt became entangled �n the loop wh�ch susta�ned
the basket, and thus, �n a moment, loosened �t from the bottom. Had
the whole actually van�shed �nto a�r, �t could not have shot from my
s�ght �n a more abrupt and �nstantaneous manner. Pos�t�vely, there
could not have �ntervened the tenth part of a second between the
d�sengagement of the basket and �ts absolute and total
d�sappearance w�th all that �t conta�ned. My good w�shes followed �t
to the earth, but of course, I had no hope that e�ther cat or k�ttens
would ever l�ve to tell the tale of the�r m�sfortune.

“At s�x o’clock, I perce�ved a great port�on of the earth’s v�s�ble
area to the eastward �nvolved �n th�ck shadow, wh�ch cont�nued to
advance w�th great rap�d�ty, unt�l, at f�ve m�nutes before seven, the
whole surface �n v�ew was enveloped �n the darkness of n�ght. It was
not, however, unt�l long after th�s t�me that the rays of the sett�ng sun
ceased to �llum�ne the balloon; and th�s c�rcumstance, although of
course fully ant�c�pated, d�d not fa�l to g�ve me an �nf�n�te deal of
pleasure. It was ev�dent that, �n the morn�ng, I should behold the
r�s�ng lum�nary many hours at least before the c�t�zens of Rotterdam,
�n sp�te of the�r s�tuat�on so much farther to the eastward, and thus,
day after day, �n proport�on to the he�ght ascended, would I enjoy the
l�ght of the sun for a longer and a longer per�od. I now determ�ned to
keep a journal of my passage, reckon�ng the days from one to
twenty-four hours cont�nuously, w�thout tak�ng �nto cons�derat�on the
�ntervals of darkness.

“At ten o’clock, feel�ng sleepy, I determ�ned to l�e down for the rest
of the n�ght; but here a d�ff�culty presented �tself, wh�ch, obv�ous as �t
may appear, had escaped my attent�on up to the very moment of
wh�ch I am now speak�ng. If I went to sleep as I proposed, how could
the atmosphere �n the chamber be regenerated �n the �nter�m? To
breathe �t for more than an hour, at the farthest, would be a matter of
�mposs�b�l�ty, or, �f even th�s term could be extended to an hour and a
quarter, the most ru�nous consequences m�ght ensue. The
cons�derat�on of th�s d�lemma gave me no l�ttle d�squ�etude; and �t
w�ll hardly be bel�eved, that, after the dangers I had undergone, I
should look upon th�s bus�ness �n so ser�ous a l�ght, as to g�ve up all



hope of accompl�sh�ng my ult�mate des�gn, and f�nally make up my
m�nd to the necess�ty of a descent. But th�s hes�tat�on was only
momentary. I reflected that man �s the ver�est slave of custom, and
that many po�nts �n the rout�ne of h�s ex�stence are deemed
essent�ally �mportant, wh�ch are only so at all by h�s hav�ng rendered
them hab�tual. It was very certa�n that I could not do w�thout sleep;
but I m�ght eas�ly br�ng myself to feel no �nconven�ence from be�ng
awakened at �ntervals of an hour dur�ng the whole per�od of my
repose. It would requ�re but f�ve m�nutes at most to regenerate the
atmosphere �n the fullest manner, and the only real d�ff�culty was to
contr�ve a method of arous�ng myself at the proper moment for so
do�ng. But th�s was a quest�on wh�ch, I am w�ll�ng to confess,
occas�oned me no l�ttle trouble �n �ts solut�on. To be sure, I had heard
of the student who, to prevent h�s fall�ng asleep over h�s books, held
�n one hand a ball of copper, the d�n of whose descent �nto a bas�n of
the same metal on the floor bes�de h�s cha�r, served effectually to
startle h�m up, �f, at any moment, he should be overcome w�th
drows�ness. My own case, however, was very d�fferent �ndeed, and
left me no room for any s�m�lar �dea; for I d�d not w�sh to keep awake,
but to be aroused from slumber at regular �ntervals of t�me. I at
length h�t upon the follow�ng exped�ent, wh�ch, s�mple as �t may
seem, was ha�led by me, at the moment of d�scovery, as an �nvent�on
fully equal to that of the telescope, the steam-eng�ne, or the art of
pr�nt�ng �tself.

“It �s necessary to prem�se, that the balloon, at the elevat�on now
atta�ned, cont�nued �ts course upward w�th an even and undev�at�ng
ascent, and the car consequently followed w�th a stead�ness so
perfect that �t would have been �mposs�ble to detect �n �t the sl�ghtest
vac�llat�on whatever. Th�s c�rcumstance favored me greatly �n the
project I now determ�ned to adopt. My supply of water had been put
on board �n kegs conta�n�ng f�ve gallons each, and ranged very
securely around the �nter�or of the car. I unfastened one of these,
and tak�ng two ropes t�ed them t�ghtly across the r�m of the w�cker-
work from one s�de to the other; plac�ng them about a foot apart and
parallel so as to form a k�nd of shelf, upon wh�ch I placed the keg,
and stead�ed �t �n a hor�zontal pos�t�on. About e�ght �nches
�mmed�ately below these ropes, and four feet from the bottom of the



car I fastened another shelf—but made of th�n plank, be�ng the only
s�m�lar p�ece of wood I had. Upon th�s latter shelf, and exactly
beneath one of the r�ms of the keg, a small earthern p�tcher was
depos�ted. I now bored a hole �n the end of the keg over the p�tcher,
and f�tted �n a plug of soft wood, cut �n a taper�ng or con�cal shape.
Th�s plug I pushed �n or pulled out, as m�ght happen, unt�l, after a
few exper�ments, �t arr�ved at that exact degree of t�ghtness, at wh�ch
the water, ooz�ng from the hole, and fall�ng �nto the p�tcher below,
would f�ll the latter to the br�m �n the per�od of s�xty m�nutes. Th�s, of
course, was a matter br�efly and eas�ly ascerta�ned, by not�c�ng the
proport�on of the p�tcher f�lled �n any g�ven t�me. Hav�ng arranged all
th�s, the rest of the plan �s obv�ous. My bed was so contr�ved upon
the floor of the car, as to br�ng my head, �n ly�ng down, �mmed�ately
below the mouth of the p�tcher. It was ev�dent, that, at the exp�rat�on
of an hour, the p�tcher, gett�ng full, would be forced to run over, and
to run over at the mouth, wh�ch was somewhat lower than the r�m. It
was also ev�dent, that the water thus fall�ng from a he�ght of more
than four feet, could not do otherw�se than fall upon my face, and
that the sure consequences would be, to waken me up
�nstantaneously, even from the soundest slumber �n the world.

“It was fully eleven by the t�me I had completed these
arrangements, and I �mmed�ately betook myself to bed, w�th full
conf�dence �n the eff�c�ency of my �nvent�on. Nor �n th�s matter was I
d�sappo�nted. Punctually every s�xty m�nutes was I aroused by my
trusty chronometer, when, hav�ng empt�ed the p�tcher �nto the bung-
hole of the keg, and performed the dut�es of the condenser, I ret�red
aga�n to bed. These regular �nterrupt�ons to my slumber caused me
even less d�scomfort than I had ant�c�pated; and when I f�nally arose
for the day, �t was seven o’clock, and the sun had atta�ned many
degrees above the l�ne of my hor�zon.

“Apr�l 3d. I found the balloon at an �mmense he�ght �ndeed, and the
earth’s apparent convex�ty �ncreased �n a mater�al degree. Below me
�n the ocean lay a cluster of black specks, wh�ch undoubtedly were
�slands. Far away to the northward I perce�ved a th�n, wh�te, and
exceed�ngly br�ll�ant l�ne, or streak, on the edge of the hor�zon, and I
had no hes�tat�on �n suppos�ng �t to be the southern d�sk of the �ces
of the Polar Sea. My cur�os�ty was greatly exc�ted, for I had hopes of



pass�ng on much farther to the north, and m�ght poss�bly, at some
per�od, f�nd myself placed d�rectly above the Pole �tself. I now
lamented that my great elevat�on would, �n th�s case, prevent my
tak�ng as accurate a survey as I could w�sh. Much, however, m�ght
be ascerta�ned. Noth�ng else of an extraord�nary nature occurred
dur�ng the day. My apparatus all cont�nued �n good order, and the
balloon st�ll ascended w�thout any percept�ble vac�llat�on. The cold
was �ntense, and obl�ged me to wrap up closely �n an overcoat.
When darkness came over the earth, I betook myself to bed,
although �t was for many hours afterward broad dayl�ght all around
my �mmed�ate s�tuat�on. The water-clock was punctual �n �ts duty,
and I slept unt�l next morn�ng soundly, w�th the except�on of the
per�od�cal �nterrupt�on.

“Apr�l 4th. Arose �n good health and sp�r�ts, and was aston�shed at
the s�ngular change wh�ch had taken place �n the appearance of the
sea. It had lost, �n a great measure, the deep t�nt of blue �t had
h�therto worn, be�ng now of a gray�sh-wh�te, and of a lustre dazzl�ng
to the eye. The �slands were no longer v�s�ble; whether they had
passed down the hor�zon to the southeast, or whether my �ncreas�ng
elevat�on had left them out of s�ght, �t �s �mposs�ble to say. I was
�ncl�ned, however, to the latter op�n�on. The r�m of �ce to the
northward was grow�ng more and more apparent. Cold by no means
so �ntense. Noth�ng of �mportance occurred, and I passed the day �n
read�ng, hav�ng taken care to supply myself w�th books.

“Apr�l 5th. Beheld the s�ngular phenomenon of the sun r�s�ng wh�le
nearly the whole v�s�ble surface of the earth cont�nued to be �nvolved
�n darkness. In t�me, however, the l�ght spread �tself over all, and I
aga�n saw the l�ne of �ce to the northward. It was now very d�st�nct,
and appeared of a much darker hue than the waters of the ocean. I
was ev�dently approach�ng �t, and w�th great rap�d�ty. Fanc�ed I could
aga�n d�st�ngu�sh a str�p of land to the eastward, and one also to the
westward, but could not be certa�n. Weather moderate. Noth�ng of
any consequence happened dur�ng the day. Went early to bed.



“Apr�l 6th. Was surpr�sed at f�nd�ng the r�m of �ce at a very
moderate d�stance, and an �mmense f�eld of the same mater�al
stretch�ng away off to the hor�zon �n the north. It was ev�dent that �f
the balloon held �ts present course, �t would soon arr�ve above the
Frozen Ocean, and I had now l�ttle doubt of ult�mately see�ng the
Pole. Dur�ng the whole of the day I cont�nued to near the �ce. Toward
n�ght the l�m�ts of my hor�zon very suddenly and mater�ally �ncreased,
ow�ng undoubtedly to the earth’s form be�ng that of an oblate
sphero�d, and my arr�v�ng above the flattened reg�ons �n the v�c�n�ty
of the Arct�c c�rcle. When darkness at length overtook me, I went to
bed �n great anx�ety, fear�ng to pass over the object of so much
cur�os�ty when I should have no opportun�ty of observ�ng �t.

“Apr�l 7th. Arose early, and, to my great joy, at length beheld what
there could be no hes�tat�on �n suppos�ng the northern Pole �tself. It
was there, beyond a doubt, and �mmed�ately beneath my feet; but,
alas! I had now ascended to so vast a d�stance, that noth�ng could
w�th accuracy be d�scerned. Indeed, to judge from the progress�on of
the numbers �nd�cat�ng my var�ous alt�tudes, respect�vely, at d�fferent
per�ods, between s�x A.M. on the second of Apr�l, and twenty
m�nutes before n�ne A.M. of the same day (at wh�ch t�me the
barometer ran down), �t m�ght be fa�rly �nferred that the balloon had
now, at four o’clock �n the morn�ng of Apr�l the seventh, reached a
he�ght of not less, certa�nly, than 7,254 m�les above the surface of
the sea. Th�s elevat�on may appear �mmense, but the est�mate upon
wh�ch �t �s calculated gave a result �n all probab�l�ty far �nfer�or to the
truth. At all events I undoubtedly beheld the whole of the earth’s
major d�ameter; the ent�re northern hem�sphere lay beneath me l�ke
a chart orthograph�cally projected: and the great c�rcle of the equator
�tself formed the boundary l�ne of my hor�zon. Your Excellenc�es may,
however, read�ly �mag�ne that the conf�ned reg�ons h�therto
unexplored w�th�n the l�m�ts of the Arct�c c�rcle, although s�tuated
d�rectly beneath me, and therefore seen w�thout any appearance of
be�ng foreshortened, were st�ll, �n themselves, comparat�vely too



d�m�nut�ve, and at too great a d�stance from the po�nt of s�ght, to
adm�t of any very accurate exam�nat�on. Nevertheless, what could be
seen was of a nature s�ngular and exc�t�ng. Northwardly from that
huge r�m before ment�oned, and wh�ch, w�th sl�ght qual�f�cat�on, may
be called the l�m�t of human d�scovery �n these reg�ons, one
unbroken, or nearly unbroken, sheet of �ce cont�nues to extend. In
the f�rst few degrees of th�s �ts progress, �ts surface �s very sens�bly
flattened, farther on depressed �nto a plane, and f�nally, becom�ng
not a l�ttle concave, �t term�nates, at the Pole �tself, �n a c�rcular
centre, sharply def�ned, whose apparent d�ameter subtended at the
balloon an angle of about s�xty-f�ve seconds, and whose dusky hue,
vary�ng �n �ntens�ty, was, at all t�mes, darker than any other spot
upon the v�s�ble hem�sphere, and occas�onally deepened �nto the
most absolute and �mpenetrable blackness. Farther than th�s, l�ttle
could be ascerta�ned. By twelve o’clock the c�rcular centre had
mater�ally decreased �n c�rcumference, and by seven P.M. I lost s�ght
of �t ent�rely; the balloon pass�ng over the western l�mb of the �ce,
and float�ng away rap�dly �n the d�rect�on of the equator.

“Apr�l 8th. Found a sens�ble d�m�nut�on �n the earth’s apparent
d�ameter, bes�des a mater�al alterat�on �n �ts general color and
appearance. The whole v�s�ble area partook �n d�fferent degrees of a
t�nt of pale yellow, and �n some port�ons had acqu�red a br�ll�ancy
even pa�nful to the eye. My v�ew downward was also cons�derably
�mpeded by the dense atmosphere �n the v�c�n�ty of the surface be�ng
loaded w�th clouds, between whose masses I could only now and
then obta�n a gl�mpse of the earth �tself. Th�s d�ff�culty of d�rect v�s�on
had troubled me more or less for the last forty-e�ght hours; but my
present enormous elevat�on brought closer together, as �t were, the
float�ng bod�es of vapor, and the �nconven�ence became, of course,
more and more palpable �n proport�on to my ascent. Nevertheless, I
could eas�ly perce�ve that the balloon now hovered above the range
of great lakes �n the cont�nent of North Amer�ca, and was hold�ng a
course, due south, wh�ch would br�ng me to the trop�cs. Th�s
c�rcumstance d�d not fa�l to g�ve me the most heartful sat�sfact�on,
and I ha�led �t as a happy omen of ult�mate success. Indeed, the
d�rect�on I had h�therto taken, had f�lled me w�th uneas�ness; for �t
was ev�dent that, had I cont�nued �t much longer, there would have



been no poss�b�l�ty of my arr�v�ng at the moon at all, whose orb�t �s
�ncl�ned to the ecl�pt�c at only the small angle of 5° 8′ 48″.

“Apr�l 9th. To-day the earth’s d�ameter was greatly d�m�n�shed, and
the color of the surface assumed hourly a deeper t�nt of yellow. The
balloon kept stead�ly on her course to the southward, and arr�ved, at
n�ne P.M., over the northern edge of the Mex�can Gulf.

“Apr�l 10th. I was suddenly aroused from slumber, about f�ve
o’clock th�s morn�ng, by a loud, crackl�ng, and terr�f�c sound, for
wh�ch I could �n no manner account. It was of very br�ef durat�on, but,
wh�le �t lasted resembled noth�ng �n the world of wh�ch I had any
prev�ous exper�ence. It �s needless to say that I became excess�vely
alarmed, hav�ng, �n the f�rst �nstance, attr�buted the no�se to the
burst�ng of the balloon. I exam�ned all my apparatus, however, w�th
great attent�on, and could d�scover noth�ng out of order. Spent a
great part of the day �n med�tat�ng upon an occurrence so
extraord�nary, but could f�nd no means whatever of account�ng for �t.
Went to bed d�ssat�sf�ed, and �n a state of great anx�ety and
ag�tat�on.

“Apr�l 11th. Found a startl�ng d�m�nut�on �n the apparent d�ameter
of the earth, and a cons�derable �ncrease, now observable for the
f�rst t�me, �n that of the moon �tself, wh�ch wanted only a few days of
be�ng full. It now requ�red long and excess�ve labor to condense
w�th�n the chamber suff�c�ent atmospher�c a�r for the sustenance of
l�fe.

“Apr�l 12th. A s�ngular alterat�on took place �n regard to the
d�rect�on of the balloon, and although fully ant�c�pated, afforded me
the most unequ�vocal del�ght. Hav�ng reached, �n �ts former course,
about the twent�eth parallel of southern lat�tude, �t turned off
suddenly, at an acute angle, to the eastward, and thus proceeded
throughout the day, keep�ng nearly, �f not altogether, �n the exact
plane of the lunar ell�pse. What was worthy of remark, a very
percept�ble vac�llat�on �n the car was a consequence of th�s change
of route—a vac�llat�on wh�ch preva�led, �n a more or less degree, for
a per�od of many hours.

“Apr�l 13th. Was aga�n very much alarmed by a repet�t�on of the
loud, crackl�ng no�se wh�ch terr�f�ed me on the tenth. Thought long



upon the subject, but was unable to form any sat�sfactory conclus�on.
Great decrease �n the earth’s apparent d�ameter, wh�ch now
subtended from the balloon an angle of very l�ttle more than twenty-
f�ve degrees. The moon could not be seen at all, be�ng nearly �n my
zen�th. I st�ll cont�nued �n the plane of the ell�pse, but made l�ttle
progress to the eastward.

“Apr�l 14th. Extremely rap�d decrease �n the d�ameter of the earth.
To-day I became strongly �mpressed w�th the �dea, that the balloon
was now actually runn�ng up the l�ne of aps�des to the po�nt of
per�gee—�n other words, hold�ng the d�rect course wh�ch would br�ng
�t �mmed�ately to the moon �n that part of �ts orb�t the nearest to the
earth. The moon �tself was d�rectly overhead, and consequently
h�dden from my v�ew. Great and long-cont�nued labor necessary for
the condensat�on of the atmosphere.

“Apr�l 15th. Not even the outl�nes of cont�nents and seas could
now be traced upon the earth w�th anyth�ng approach�ng
d�st�nctness. About twelve o’clock I became aware, for the th�rd t�me,
of that appall�ng sound wh�ch had so aston�shed me before. It now,
however, cont�nued for some moments, and gathered �ntens�ty as �t
cont�nued. At length, wh�le, stupef�ed and terror-str�cken, I stood �n
expectat�on of I knew not what h�deous destruct�on, the car v�brated
w�th excess�ve v�olence, and a g�gant�c and flam�ng mass of some
mater�al wh�ch I could not d�st�ngu�sh, came w�th a vo�ce of a
thousand thunders, roar�ng and boom�ng by the balloon. When my
fears and aston�shment had �n some degree subs�ded, I had l�ttle
d�ff�culty �n suppos�ng �t to be some m�ghty volcan�c fragment ejected
from that world to wh�ch I was so rap�dly approach�ng, and, �n all
probab�l�ty, one of that s�ngular class of substances occas�onally
p�cked up on the earth, and termed meteor�c stones for want of a
better appellat�on.

“Apr�l 16th. To-day, look�ng upward as well as I could, through
each of the s�de w�ndows alternately, I beheld, to my great del�ght, a
very small port�on of the moon’s d�sk protrud�ng, as �t were, on all
s�des beyond the huge c�rcumference of the balloon. My ag�tat�on
was extreme; for I had now l�ttle doubt of soon reach�ng the end of
my per�lous voyage. Indeed, the labor now requ�red by the



condenser had �ncreased to a most oppress�ve degree, and allowed
me scarcely any resp�te from exert�on. Sleep was a matter nearly out
of the quest�on. I became qu�te �ll, and my frame trembled w�th
exhaust�on. It was �mposs�ble that human nature could endure th�s
state of �ntense suffer�ng much longer. Dur�ng the now br�ef �nterval
of darkness a meteor�c stone aga�n passed �n my v�c�n�ty, and the
frequency of these phenomena began to occas�on me much
apprehens�on.

“Apr�l 17th. Th�s morn�ng proved an epoch �n my voyage. It w�ll be
remembered that, on the th�rteenth, the earth subtended an angular
breadth of twenty-f�ve degrees. On the fourteenth th�s had greatly
d�m�n�shed; on the f�fteenth a st�ll more remarkable decrease was
observable; and, on ret�r�ng on the n�ght of the s�xteenth, I had
not�ced an angle of no more than about seven degrees and f�fteen
m�nutes. What, therefore, must have been my amazement, on
awaken�ng from a br�ef and d�sturbed slumber, on the morn�ng of th�s
day, the seventeenth, at f�nd�ng the surface beneath me so suddenly
and wonderfully augmented �n volume, as to subtend no less than
th�rty-n�ne degrees �n apparent angular d�ameter! I was
thunderstruck! No words can g�ve any adequate �dea of the extreme,
the absolute horror and aston�shment, w�th wh�ch I was se�zed
possessed, and altogether overwhelmed. My knees tottered beneath
me—my teeth chattered—my ha�r started up on end. ‘The balloon,
then, had actually burst!’ These were the f�rst tumultuous �deas that
hurr�ed through my m�nd: ‘The balloon had pos�t�vely burst!—I was
fall�ng—fall�ng w�th the most �mpetuous, the most unparalleled
veloc�ty! To judge by the �mmense d�stance already so qu�ckly
passed over, �t could not be more than ten m�nutes, at the farthest,
before I should meet the surface of the earth, and be hurled �nto
ann�h�lat�on!’ But at length reflect�on came to my rel�ef. I paused; I
cons�dered; and I began to doubt. The matter was �mposs�ble. I
could not �n any reason have so rap�dly come down. Bes�des,
although I was ev�dently approach�ng the surface below me, �t was
w�th a speed by no means commensurate w�th the veloc�ty I had at
f�rst so horr�bly conce�ved. Th�s cons�derat�on served to calm the
perturbat�on of my m�nd, and I f�nally succeeded �n regard�ng the
phenomenon �n �ts proper po�nt of v�ew. In fact, amazement must



have fa�rly depr�ved me of my senses, when I could not see the vast
d�fference, �n appearance, between the surface below me, and the
surface of my mother earth. The latter was �ndeed over my head,
and completely h�dden by the balloon, wh�le the moon—the moon
�tself �n all �ts glory—lay beneath me, and at my feet.

“The stupor and surpr�se produced �n my m�nd by th�s
extraord�nary change �n the posture of affa�rs was perhaps, after all,
that part of the adventure least suscept�ble of explanat�on. For the
bouleversement �n �tself was not only natural and �nev�table, but had
been long actually ant�c�pated as a c�rcumstance to be expected
whenever I should arr�ve at that exact po�nt of my voyage where the
attract�on of the planet should be superseded by the attract�on of the
satell�te—or, more prec�sely, where the grav�tat�on of the balloon
toward the earth should be less powerful than �ts grav�tat�on toward
the moon. To be sure I arose from a sound slumber, w�th all my
senses �n confus�on, to the contemplat�on of a very startl�ng
phenomenon, and one wh�ch, although expected, was not expected
at the moment. The revolut�on �tself must, of course, have taken
place �n an easy and gradual manner, and �t �s by no means clear
that, had I even been awake at the t�me of the occurrence, I should
have been made aware of �t by any �nternal ev�dence of an �nvers�on
—that �s to say, by any �nconven�ence or d�sarrangement, e�ther
about my person or about my apparatus.

“It �s almost needless to say that, upon com�ng to a due sense of
my s�tuat�on, and emerg�ng from the terror wh�ch had absorbed
every faculty of my soul, my attent�on was, �n the f�rst place, wholly
d�rected to the contemplat�on of the general phys�cal appearance of
the moon. It lay beneath me l�ke a chart—and although I judged �t to
be st�ll at no �ncons�derable d�stance, the �ndentures of �ts surface
were def�ned to my v�s�on w�th a most str�k�ng and altogether
unaccountable d�st�nctness. The ent�re absence of ocean or sea, and
�ndeed of any lake or r�ver, or body of water whatsoever, struck me,
at f�rst glance, as the most extraord�nary feature �n �ts geolog�cal
cond�t�on. Yet, strange to say, I beheld vast level reg�ons of a
character dec�dedly alluv�al, although by far the greater port�on of the
hem�sphere �n s�ght was covered w�th �nnumerable volcan�c
mounta�ns, con�cal �n shape, and hav�ng more the appearance of



art�f�c�al than of natural protuberance. The h�ghest among them does
not exceed three and three-quarter m�les �n perpend�cular elevat�on;
but a map of the volcan�c d�str�cts of the Camp� Phlegrae� would
afford to your Excellenc�es a better �dea of the�r general surface than
any unworthy descr�pt�on I m�ght th�nk proper to attempt. The greater
part of them were �n a state of ev�dent erupt�on, and gave me
fearfully to understand the�r fury and the�r power, by the repeated
thunders of the m�scalled meteor�c stones, wh�ch now rushed
upward by the balloon w�th a frequency more and more appall�ng.

“Apr�l 18th. To-day I found an enormous �ncrease �n the moon’s
apparent bulk—and the ev�dently accelerated veloc�ty of my descent
began to f�ll me w�th alarm. It w�ll be remembered, that, �n the earl�est
stage of my speculat�ons upon the poss�b�l�ty of a passage to the
moon, the ex�stence, �n �ts v�c�n�ty, of an atmosphere, dense �n
proport�on to the bulk of the planet, had entered largely �nto my
calculat�ons; th�s too �n sp�te of many theor�es to the contrary, and, �t
may be added, �n sp�te of a general d�sbel�ef �n the ex�stence of any
lunar atmosphere at all. But, �n add�t�on to what I have already urged
�n regard to Encke’s comet and the zod�acal l�ght, I had been
strengthened �n my op�n�on by certa�n observat�ons of Mr. Schroeter,
of L�l�enthal. He observed the moon when two days and a half old, �n
the even�ng soon after sunset, before the dark part was v�s�ble, and
cont�nued to watch �t unt�l �t became v�s�ble. The two cusps appeared
taper�ng �n a very sharp fa�nt prolongat�on, each exh�b�t�ng �ts farthest
extrem�ty fa�ntly �llum�nated by the solar rays, before any part of the
dark hem�sphere was v�s�ble. Soon afterward, the whole dark l�mb
became �llum�nated. Th�s prolongat�on of the cusps beyond the
sem�c�rcle, I thought, must have ar�sen from the refract�on of the
sun’s rays by the moon’s atmosphere. I computed, also, the he�ght of
the atmosphere (wh�ch could refract l�ght enough �nto �ts dark
hem�sphere to produce a tw�l�ght more lum�nous than the l�ght
reflected from the earth when the moon �s about 32° from the new) to
be 1,356 Par�s feet; �n th�s v�ew, I supposed the greatest he�ght
capable of refract�ng the solar ray, to be 5,376 feet. My �deas on th�s
top�c had also rece�ved conf�rmat�on by a passage �n the e�ghty-
second volume of the Ph�losoph�cal Transact�ons, �n wh�ch �t �s
stated that at an occultat�on of Jup�ter’s satell�tes, the th�rd



d�sappeared after hav�ng been about 1″ or 2″ of t�me �nd�st�nct, and
the fourth became �nd�scern�ble near the l�mb.(*4)

“Upon the res�stance or, more properly, upon the support of an
atmosphere, ex�st�ng �n the state of dens�ty �mag�ned, I had, of
course, ent�rely depended for the safety of my ult�mate descent.
Should I then, after all, prove to have been m�staken, I had �n
consequence noth�ng better to expect, as a f�nale to my adventure,
than be�ng dashed �nto atoms aga�nst the rugged surface of the
satell�te. And, �ndeed, I had now every reason to be terr�f�ed. My
d�stance from the moon was comparat�vely tr�fl�ng, wh�le the labor
requ�red by the condenser was d�m�n�shed not at all, and I could
d�scover no �nd�cat�on whatever of a decreas�ng rar�ty �n the a�r.

“Apr�l 19th. Th�s morn�ng, to my great joy, about n�ne o’clock, the
surface of the moon be�ng fr�ghtfully near, and my apprehens�ons
exc�ted to the utmost, the pump of my condenser at length gave
ev�dent tokens of an alterat�on �n the atmosphere. By ten, I had
reason to bel�eve �ts dens�ty cons�derably �ncreased. By eleven, very
l�ttle labor was necessary at the apparatus; and at twelve o’clock,
w�th some hes�tat�on, I ventured to unscrew the tourn�quet, when,
f�nd�ng no �nconven�ence from hav�ng done so, I f�nally threw open
the gum-elast�c chamber, and unr�gged �t from around the car. As
m�ght have been expected, spasms and v�olent headache were the
�mmed�ate consequences of an exper�ment so prec�p�tate and full of
danger. But these and other d�ff�cult�es attend�ng resp�rat�on, as they
were by no means so great as to put me �n per�l of my l�fe, I
determ�ned to endure as I best could, �n cons�derat�on of my leav�ng
them beh�nd me momently �n my approach to the denser strata near
the moon. Th�s approach, however, was st�ll �mpetuous �n the
extreme; and �t soon became alarm�ngly certa�n that, although I had
probably not been dece�ved �n the expectat�on of an atmosphere
dense �n proport�on to the mass of the satell�te, st�ll I had been wrong
�n suppos�ng th�s dens�ty, even at the surface, at all adequate to the
support of the great we�ght conta�ned �n the car of my balloon. Yet
th�s should have been the case, and �n an equal degree as at the
surface of the earth, the actual grav�ty of bod�es at e�ther planet
supposed �n the rat�o of the atmospher�c condensat�on. That �t was
not the case, however, my prec�p�tous downfall gave test�mony



enough; why �t was not so, can only be expla�ned by a reference to
those poss�ble geolog�cal d�sturbances to wh�ch I have formerly
alluded. At all events I was now close upon the planet, and com�ng
down w�th the most terr�ble �mpetuos�ty. I lost not a moment,
accord�ngly, �n throw�ng overboard f�rst my ballast, then my water-
kegs, then my condens�ng apparatus and gum-elast�c chamber, and
f�nally every art�cle w�th�n the car. But �t was all to no purpose. I st�ll
fell w�th horr�ble rap�d�ty, and was now not more than half a m�le from
the surface. As a last resource, therefore, hav�ng got r�d of my coat,
hat, and boots, I cut loose from the balloon the car �tself, wh�ch was
of no �ncons�derable we�ght, and thus, cl�ng�ng w�th both hands to the
net-work, I had barely t�me to observe that the whole country, as far
as the eye could reach, was th�ckly �nterspersed w�th d�m�nut�ve
hab�tat�ons, ere I tumbled headlong �nto the very heart of a
fantast�cal-look�ng c�ty, and �nto the m�ddle of a vast crowd of ugly
l�ttle people, who none of them uttered a s�ngle syllable, or gave
themselves the least trouble to render me ass�stance, but stood, l�ke
a parcel of �d�ots, gr�nn�ng �n a lud�crous manner, and eye�ng me and
my balloon askant, w�th the�r arms set a-k�mbo. I turned from them �n
contempt, and, gaz�ng upward at the earth so lately left, and left
perhaps for ever, beheld �t l�ke a huge, dull, copper sh�eld, about two
degrees �n d�ameter, f�xed �mmovably �n the heavens overhead, and
t�pped on one of �ts edges w�th a crescent border of the most br�ll�ant
gold. No traces of land or water could be d�scovered, and the whole
was clouded w�th var�able spots, and belted w�th trop�cal and
equator�al zones.

“Thus, may �t please your Excellenc�es, after a ser�es of great
anx�et�es, unheard of dangers, and unparalleled escapes, I had, at
length, on the n�neteenth day of my departure from Rotterdam,
arr�ved �n safety at the conclus�on of a voyage undoubtedly the most
extraord�nary, and the most momentous, ever accompl�shed,
undertaken, or conce�ved by any den�zen of earth. But my
adventures yet rema�n to be related. And �ndeed your Excellenc�es
may well �mag�ne that, after a res�dence of f�ve years upon a planet
not only deeply �nterest�ng �n �ts own pecul�ar character, but rendered
doubly so by �ts �nt�mate connect�on, �n capac�ty of satell�te, w�th the
world �nhab�ted by man, I may have �ntell�gence for the pr�vate ear of



the States’ College of Astronomers of far more �mportance than the
deta�ls, however wonderful, of the mere voyage wh�ch so happ�ly
concluded. Th�s �s, �n fact, the case. I have much—very much wh�ch
�t would g�ve me the greatest pleasure to commun�cate. I have much
to say of the cl�mate of the planet; of �ts wonderful alternat�ons of
heat and cold, of unm�t�gated and burn�ng sunsh�ne for one fortn�ght,
and more than polar fr�g�d�ty for the next; of a constant transfer of
mo�sture, by d�st�llat�on l�ke that �n vacuo, from the po�nt beneath the
sun to the po�nt the farthest from �t; of a var�able zone of runn�ng
water; of the people themselves; of the�r manners, customs, and
pol�t�cal �nst�tut�ons; of the�r pecul�ar phys�cal construct�on; of the�r
ugl�ness; of the�r want of ears, those useless appendages �n an
atmosphere so pecul�arly mod�f�ed; of the�r consequent �gnorance of
the use and propert�es of speech; of the�r subst�tute for speech �n a
s�ngular method of �nter-commun�cat�on; of the �ncomprehens�ble
connect�on between each part�cular �nd�v�dual �n the moon w�th some
part�cular �nd�v�dual on the earth—a connect�on analogous w�th, and
depend�ng upon, that of the orbs of the planet and the satell�tes, and
by means of wh�ch the l�ves and dest�n�es of the �nhab�tants of the
one are �nterwoven w�th the l�ves and dest�n�es of the �nhab�tants of
the other; and above all, �f �t so please your Excellenc�es—above all,
of those dark and h�deous myster�es wh�ch l�e �n the outer reg�ons of
the moon—reg�ons wh�ch, ow�ng to the almost m�raculous
accordance of the satell�te’s rotat�on on �ts own ax�s w�th �ts s�dereal
revolut�on about the earth, have never yet been turned, and, by
God’s mercy, never shall be turned, to the scrut�ny of the telescopes
of man. All th�s, and more—much more—would I most w�ll�ngly
deta�l. But, to be br�ef, I must have my reward. I am p�n�ng for a
return to my fam�ly and to my home; and as the pr�ce of any farther
commun�cat�on on my part—�n cons�derat�on of the l�ght wh�ch I have
�t �n my power to throw upon many very �mportant branches of
phys�cal and metaphys�cal sc�ence—I must sol�c�t, through the
�nfluence of your honorable body, a pardon for the cr�me of wh�ch I
have been gu�lty �n the death of the cred�tors upon my departure
from Rotterdam. Th�s, then, �s the object of the present paper. Its
bearer, an �nhab�tant of the moon, whom I have preva�led upon, and
properly �nstructed, to be my messenger to the earth, w�ll awa�t your



Excellenc�es’ pleasure, and return to me w�th the pardon �n quest�on,
�f �t can, �n any manner, be obta�ned.

“I have the honor to be, etc., your Excellenc�es’ very humble
servant,

“HANS PFAALL.”

Upon f�n�sh�ng the perusal of th�s very extraord�nary document,
Professor Rub-a-dub, �t �s sa�d, dropped h�s p�pe upon the ground �n
the extrem�ty of h�s surpr�se, and Mynheer Superbus Von Underduk
hav�ng taken off h�s spectacles, w�ped them, and depos�ted them �n
h�s pocket, so far forgot both h�mself and h�s d�gn�ty, as to turn round
three t�mes upon h�s heel �n the qu�ntessence of aston�shment and
adm�rat�on. There was no doubt about the matter—the pardon
should be obta�ned. So at least swore, w�th a round oath, Professor
Rub-a-dub, and so f�nally thought the �llustr�ous Von Underduk, as he
took the arm of h�s brother �n sc�ence, and w�thout say�ng a word,
began to make the best of h�s way home to del�berate upon the
measures to be adopted. Hav�ng reached the door, however, of the
burgomaster’s dwell�ng, the professor ventured to suggest that as
the messenger had thought proper to d�sappear—no doubt
fr�ghtened to death by the savage appearance of the burghers of
Rotterdam—the pardon would be of l�ttle use, as no one but a man
of the moon would undertake a voyage to so vast a d�stance. To the
truth of th�s observat�on the burgomaster assented, and the matter
was therefore at an end. Not so, however, rumors and speculat�ons.
The letter, hav�ng been publ�shed, gave r�se to a var�ety of goss�p
and op�n�on. Some of the over-w�se even made themselves
r�d�culous by decry�ng the whole bus�ness; as noth�ng better than a
hoax. But hoax, w�th these sort of people, �s, I bel�eve, a general
term for all matters above the�r comprehens�on. For my part, I cannot
conce�ve upon what data they have founded such an accusat�on. Let
us see what they say:

Impr�mus. That certa�n wags �n Rotterdam have certa�n espec�al
ant�path�es to certa�n burgomasters and astronomers.

Don’t understand at all.



Secondly. That an odd l�ttle dwarf and bottle conjurer, both of
whose ears, for some m�sdemeanor, have been cut off close to h�s
head, has been m�ss�ng for several days from the ne�ghbor�ng c�ty of
Bruges.

Well—what of that?
Th�rdly. That the newspapers wh�ch were stuck all over the l�ttle

balloon were newspapers of Holland, and therefore could not have
been made �n the moon. They were d�rty papers—very d�rty—and
Gluck, the pr�nter, would take h�s B�ble oath to the�r hav�ng been
pr�nted �n Rotterdam.

He was m�staken—undoubtedly—m�staken.
Fourthly, That Hans Pfaall h�mself, the drunken v�lla�n, and the

three very �dle gentlemen styled h�s cred�tors, were all seen, no
longer than two or three days ago, �n a t�ppl�ng house �n the suburbs,
hav�ng just returned, w�th money �n the�r pockets, from a tr�p beyond
the sea.

Don’t bel�eve �t—don’t bel�eve a word of �t.
Lastly. That �t �s an op�n�on very generally rece�ved, or wh�ch ought

to be generally rece�ved, that the College of Astronomers �n the c�ty
of Rotterdam, as well as other colleges �n all other parts of the world,
—not to ment�on colleges and astronomers �n general,—are, to say
the least of the matter, not a wh�t better, nor greater, nor w�ser than
they ought to be.

~~~ End of Text ~~~

Notes to Hans Pfaal
(*1) NOTE—Str�ctly speak�ng, there �s but l�ttle s�m�lar�ty between

the above sketchy tr�fle and the celebrated “Moon-Story” of Mr.
Locke; but as both have the character of hoaxes (although the one �s
�n a tone of banter, the other of downr�ght earnest), and as both
hoaxes are on the same subject, the moon—moreover, as both
attempt to g�ve plaus�b�l�ty by sc�ent�f�c deta�l—the author of “Hans
Pfaall” th�nks �t necessary to say, �n self-defence, that h�s own jeu
d’espr�t was publ�shed �n the “Southern L�terary Messenger” about



three weeks before the commencement of Mr. L’s �n the “New York
Sun.” Fancy�ng a l�keness wh�ch, perhaps, does not ex�st, some of
the New York papers cop�ed “Hans Pfaall,” and collated �t w�th the
“Moon-Hoax,” by way of detect�ng the wr�ter of the one �n the wr�ter
of the other.

As many more persons were actually gulled by the “Moon-Hoax”
than would be w�ll�ng to acknowledge the fact, �t may here afford
some l�ttle amusement to show why no one should have been
dece�ved-to po�nt out those part�culars of the story wh�ch should
have been suff�c�ent to establ�sh �ts real character. Indeed, however
r�ch the �mag�nat�on d�splayed �n th�s �ngen�ous f�ct�on, �t wanted
much of the force wh�ch m�ght have been g�ven �t by a more
scrupulous attent�on to facts and to general analogy. That the publ�c
were m�sled, even for an �nstant, merely proves the gross �gnorance
wh�ch �s so generally prevalent upon subjects of an astronom�cal
nature.

The moon’s d�stance from the earth �s, �n round numbers, 240,000
m�les. If we des�re to ascerta�n how near, apparently, a lens would
br�ng the satell�te (or any d�stant object), we, of course, have but to
d�v�de the d�stance by the magn�fy�ng or, more str�ctly, by the space-
penetrat�ng power of the glass. Mr. L. makes h�s lens have a power
of 42,000 t�mes. By th�s d�v�de 240,000 (the moon’s real d�stance),
and we have f�ve m�les and f�ve sevenths, as the apparent d�stance.
No an�mal at all could be seen so far; much less the m�nute po�nts
part�cular�zed �n the story. Mr. L. speaks about S�r John Herschel’s
perce�v�ng flowers (the Papaver rheas, etc.), and even detect�ng the
color and the shape of the eyes of small b�rds. Shortly before, too, he
has h�mself observed that the lens would not render percept�ble
objects of less than e�ghteen �nches �n d�ameter; but even th�s, as I
have sa�d, �s g�v�ng the glass by far too great power. It may be
observed, �n pass�ng, that th�s prod�g�ous glass �s sa�d to have been
molded at the glasshouse of Messrs. Hartley and Grant, �n
Dumbarton; but Messrs. H. and G.‘s establ�shment had ceased
operat�ons for many years prev�ous to the publ�cat�on of the hoax.

On page 13, pamphlet ed�t�on, speak�ng of “a ha�ry ve�l” over the
eyes of a spec�es of b�son, the author says: “It �mmed�ately occurred



to the acute m�nd of Dr. Herschel that th�s was a prov�dent�al
contr�vance to protect the eyes of the an�mal from the great extremes
of l�ght and darkness to wh�ch all the �nhab�tants of our s�de of the
moon are per�od�cally subjected.” But th�s cannot be thought a very
“acute” observat�on of the Doctor’s. The �nhab�tants of our s�de of the
moon have, ev�dently, no darkness at all, so there can be noth�ng of
the “extremes” ment�oned. In the absence of the sun they have a
l�ght from the earth equal to that of th�rteen full unclouded moons.

The topography throughout, even when profess�ng to accord w�th
Blunt’s Lunar Chart, �s ent�rely at var�ance w�th that or any other
lunar chart, and even grossly at var�ance w�th �tself. The po�nts of the
compass, too, are �n �nextr�cable confus�on; the wr�ter appear�ng to
be �gnorant that, on a lunar map, these are not �n accordance w�th
terrestr�al po�nts; the east be�ng to the left, etc.

Dece�ved, perhaps, by the vague t�tles, Mare Nub�um, Mare
Tranqu�ll�tat�s, Mare Faecund�tat�s, etc., g�ven to the dark spots by
former astronomers, Mr. L. has entered �nto deta�ls regard�ng oceans
and other large bod�es of water �n the moon; whereas there �s no
astronom�cal po�nt more pos�t�vely ascerta�ned than that no such
bod�es ex�st there. In exam�n�ng the boundary between l�ght and
darkness (�n the crescent or g�bbous moon) where th�s boundary
crosses any of the dark places, the l�ne of d�v�s�on �s found to be
rough and jagged; but, were these dark places l�qu�d, �t would
ev�dently be even.

The descr�pt�on of the w�ngs of the man-bat, on page 21, �s but a
l�teral copy of Peter W�lk�ns’ account of the w�ngs of h�s fly�ng
�slanders. Th�s s�mple fact should have �nduced susp�c�on, at least, �t
m�ght be thought.

On page 23, we have the follow�ng: “What a prod�g�ous �nfluence
must our th�rteen t�mes larger globe have exerc�sed upon th�s
satell�te when an embryo �n the womb of t�me, the pass�ve subject of
chem�cal aff�n�ty!” Th�s �s very f�ne; but �t should be observed that no
astronomer would have made such remark, espec�ally to any journal
of Sc�ence; for the earth, �n the sense �ntended, �s not only th�rteen,
but forty-n�ne t�mes larger than the moon. A s�m�lar object�on appl�es
to the whole of the conclud�ng pages, where, by way of �ntroduct�on



to some d�scover�es �n Saturn, the ph�losoph�cal correspondent
enters �nto a m�nute schoolboy account of that planet—th�s to the
“Ed�nburgh Journal of Sc�ence!”

But there �s one po�nt, �n part�cular, wh�ch should have betrayed
the f�ct�on. Let us �mag�ne the power actually possessed of see�ng
an�mals upon the moon’s surface—what would f�rst arrest the
attent�on of an observer from the earth? Certa�nly ne�ther the�r
shape, s�ze, nor any other such pecul�ar�ty, so soon as the�r
remarkable s�tuat�on. They would appear to be walk�ng, w�th heels
up and head down, �n the manner of fl�es on a ce�l�ng. The real
observer would have uttered an �nstant ejaculat�on of surpr�se
(however prepared by prev�ous knowledge) at the s�ngular�ty of the�r
pos�t�on; the f�ct�t�ous observer has not even ment�oned the subject,
but speaks of see�ng the ent�re bod�es of such creatures, when �t �s
demonstrable that he could have seen only the d�ameter of the�r
heads!

It m�ght as well be remarked, �n conclus�on, that the s�ze, and
part�cularly the powers of the man-bats (for example, the�r ab�l�ty to
fly �n so rare an atmosphere—�f, �ndeed, the moon have any), w�th
most of the other fanc�es �n regard to an�mal and vegetable
ex�stence, are at var�ance, generally, w�th all analog�cal reason�ng on
these themes; and that analogy here w�ll often amount to conclus�ve
demonstrat�on. It �s, perhaps, scarcely necessary to add, that all the
suggest�ons attr�buted to Brewster and Herschel, �n the beg�nn�ng of
the art�cle, about “a transfus�on of art�f�c�al l�ght through the focal
object of v�s�on,” etc., etc., belong to that spec�es of f�gurat�ve wr�t�ng
wh�ch comes, most properly, under the denom�nat�on of r�gmarole.

There �s a real and very def�n�te l�m�t to opt�cal d�scovery among
the stars—a l�m�t whose nature need only be stated to be
understood. If, �ndeed, the cast�ng of large lenses were all that �s
requ�red, man’s �ngenu�ty would ult�mately prove equal to the task,
and we m�ght have them of any s�ze demanded. But, unhapp�ly, �n
proport�on to the �ncrease of s�ze �n the lens, and consequently of
space-penetrat�ng power, �s the d�m�nut�on of l�ght from the object, by
d�ffus�on of �ts rays. And for th�s ev�l there �s no remedy w�th�n human
ab�l�ty; for an object �s seen by means of that l�ght alone wh�ch



proceeds from �tself, whether d�rect or reflected. Thus the only
“art�f�c�al” l�ght wh�ch could ava�l Mr. Locke, would be some art�f�c�al
l�ght wh�ch he should be able to throw—not upon the “focal object of
v�s�on,” but upon the real object to be v�ewed—to w�t: upon the
moon. It has been eas�ly calculated that, when the l�ght proceed�ng
from a star becomes so d�ffused as to be as weak as the natural l�ght
proceed�ng from the whole of the stars, �n a clear and moonless
n�ght, then the star �s no longer v�s�ble for any pract�cal purpose.

The Earl of Ross’s telescope, lately constructed �n England, has a
speculum w�th a reflect�ng surface of 4,071 square �nches; the
Herschel telescope hav�ng one of only 1,811. The metal of the Earl
of Ross’s �s 6 feet d�ameter; �t �s 5 1/2 �nches th�ck at the edges, and
5 at the centre. The we�ght �s 3 tons. The focal length �s 50 feet.

I have lately read a s�ngular and somewhat �ngen�ous l�ttle book,
whose t�tle-page runs thus: “L’Homme dans la lvne ou le Voyage
Ch�mer�que fa�t au Monde de la Lvne, nouellement decouvert par
Dom�n�que Gonzales, Aduantur�er Espagnol, autrem?t d�t le Cour�er
volant. M�s en notre langve par J. B. D. A. Par�s, chez Franco�s P�ot,
pres la Fonta�ne de Sa�nt Beno�st. Et chez J. Go�gnard, au prem�er
p�l�er de la grand’salle du Pala�s, proche les Consultat�ons,
MDCXLVII.” Pp. 76.

The wr�ter professes to have translated h�s work from the Engl�sh
of one Mr. D’Av�sson (Dav�dson?) although there �s a terr�ble
amb�gu�ty �n the statement. “J’ en a� eu,” says he “l’or�g�nal de
Mons�eur D’Av�sson, medec�n des m�eux versez qu� so�ent
aujourd’huy dans la cõno�ssance des Belles Lettres, et sur tout de la
Ph�losoph�c Naturelle. Je lu� a� cette obl�gat�on entre les autres, de m’
auo�r non seulement m�s en ma�n ce L�vre en anglo�s, ma�s encore le
Manuscr�t du S�eur Thomas D’Anan, gent�lhomme Eccosso�s,
recommandable pour sa vertu, sur la vers�on duquel j’ advoue que j’
ay t�ré le plan de la m�enne.”

After some �rrelevant adventures, much �n the manner of G�l Blas,
and wh�ch occupy the f�rst th�rty pages, the author relates that, be�ng
�ll dur�ng a sea voyage, the crew abandoned h�m, together w�th a
negro servant, on the �sland of St. Helena. To �ncrease the chances
of obta�n�ng food, the two separate, and l�ve as far apart as poss�ble.



Th�s br�ngs about a tra�n�ng of b�rds, to serve the purpose of carr�er-
p�geons between them. By and by these are taught to carry parcels
of some we�ght—and th�s we�ght �s gradually �ncreased. At length the
�dea �s enterta�ned of un�t�ng the force of a great number of the b�rds,
w�th a v�ew to ra�s�ng the author h�mself. A mach�ne �s contr�ved for
the purpose, and we have a m�nute descr�pt�on of �t, wh�ch �s
mater�ally helped out by a steel engrav�ng. Here we perce�ve the
S�gnor Gonzales, w�th po�nt ruffles and a huge per�w�g, seated
astr�de someth�ng wh�ch resembles very closely a broomst�ck, and
borne aloft by a mult�tude of w�ld swans (ganzas) who had str�ngs
reach�ng from the�r ta�ls to the mach�ne.

The ma�n event deta�led �n the S�gnor’s narrat�ve depends upon a
very �mportant fact, of wh�ch the reader �s kept �n �gnorance unt�l
near the end of the book. The ganzas, w�th whom he had become so
fam�l�ar, were not really den�zens of St. Helena, but of the moon.
Thence �t had been the�r custom, t�me out of m�nd, to m�grate
annually to some port�on of the earth. In proper season, of course,
they would return home; and the author, happen�ng, one day, to
requ�re the�r serv�ces for a short voyage, �s unexpectedly carr�ed
stra�ght t�p, and �n a very br�ef per�od arr�ves at the satell�te. Here he
f�nds, among other odd th�ngs, that the people enjoy extreme
happ�ness; that they have no law; that they d�e w�thout pa�n; that
they are from ten to th�rty feet �n he�ght; that they l�ve f�ve thousand
years; that they have an emperor called Irdonozur; and that they can
jump s�xty feet h�gh, when, be�ng out of the grav�tat�ng �nfluence,
they fly about w�th fans.

I cannot forbear g�v�ng a spec�men of the general ph�losophy of the
volume.

“I must not forget here, that the stars appeared only on that s�de of
the globe turned toward the moon, and that the closer they were to �t
the larger they seemed. I have also me and the earth. As to the
stars, s�nce there was no n�ght where I was, they always had the
same appearance; not br�ll�ant, as usual, but pale, and very nearly
l�ke the moon of a morn�ng. But few of them were v�s�ble, and these
ten t�mes larger (as well as I could judge) than they seem to the



�nhab�tants of the earth. The moon, wh�ch wanted two days of be�ng
full, was of a terr�ble b�gness.

“I must not forget here, that the stars appeared only on that s�de of
the globe turned toward the moon, and that the closer they were to �t
the larger they seemed. I have also to �nform you that, whether �t
was calm weather or stormy, I found myself always �mmed�ately
between the moon and the earth. I was conv�nced of th�s for two
reasons-because my b�rds always flew �n a stra�ght l�ne; and
because whenever we attempted to rest, we were carr�ed �nsens�bly
around the globe of the earth. For I adm�t the op�n�on of Copern�cus,
who ma�nta�ns that �t never ceases to revolve from the east to the
west, not upon the poles of the Equ�noct�al, commonly called the
poles of the world, but upon those of the Zod�ac, a quest�on of wh�ch
I propose to speak more at length here-after, when I shall have
le�sure to refresh my memory �n regard to the astrology wh�ch I
learned at Salamanca when young, and have s�nce forgotten.”

Notw�thstand�ng the blunders �tal�c�zed, the book �s not w�thout
some cla�m to attent�on, as afford�ng a na�ve spec�men of the current
astronom�cal not�ons of the t�me. One of these assumed, that the
“grav�tat�ng power” extended but a short d�stance from the earth’s
surface, and, accord�ngly, we f�nd our voyager “carr�ed �nsens�bly
around the globe,” etc.

There have been other “voyages to the moon,” but none of h�gher
mer�t than the one just ment�oned. That of Bergerac �s utterly
mean�ngless. In the th�rd volume of the “Amer�can Quarterly Rev�ew”
w�ll be found qu�te an elaborate cr�t�c�sm upon a certa�n “journey” of
the k�nd �n quest�on—a cr�t�c�sm �n wh�ch �t �s d�ff�cult to say whether
the cr�t�c most exposes the stup�d�ty of the book, or h�s own absurd
�gnorance of astronomy. I forget the t�tle of the work; but the means
of the voyage are more deplorably �ll conce�ved than are even the
ganzas of our fr�end the S�gnor Gonzales. The adventurer, �n d�gg�ng
the earth, happens to d�scover a pecul�ar metal for wh�ch the moon
has a strong attract�on, and stra�ghtway constructs of �t a box, wh�ch,
when cast loose from �ts terrestr�al fasten�ngs, fl�es w�th h�m,
forthw�th, to the satell�te. The “Fl�ght of Thomas O’Rourke,” �s a jeu d’
espr�t not altogether contempt�ble, and has been translated �nto



German. Thomas, the hero, was, �n fact, the gamekeeper of an Ir�sh
peer, whose eccentr�c�t�es gave r�se to the tale. The “fl�ght” �s made
on an eagle’s back, from Hungry H�ll, a lofty mounta�n at the end of
Bantry Bay.

In these var�ous brochures the a�m �s always sat�r�cal; the theme
be�ng a descr�pt�on of Lunar�an customs as compared w�th ours. In
none �s there any effort at plaus�b�l�ty �n the deta�ls of the voyage
�tself. The wr�ters seem, �n each �nstance, to be utterly un�nformed �n
respect to astronomy. In “Hans Pfaall” the des�gn �s or�g�nal,
�nasmuch as regards an attempt at ver�s�m�l�tude, �n the appl�cat�on
of sc�ent�f�c pr�nc�ples (so far as the wh�ms�cal nature of the subject
would perm�t), to the actual passage between the earth and the
moon.

(*2) The zod�acal l�ght �s probably what the anc�ents called Trabes.
Em�cant Trabes quos docos vocant.—Pl�ny, l�b. 2, p. 26.

(*3) S�nce the or�g�nal publ�cat�on of Hans Pfaall, I f�nd that Mr.
Green, of Nassau balloon notor�ety, and other late aeronauts, deny
the assert�ons of Humboldt, �n th�s respect, and speak of a
decreas�ng �nconven�ence,—prec�sely �n accordance w�th the theory
here urged �n a mere sp�r�t of banter.

(*4) Hevel�us wr�tes that he has several t�mes found, �n sk�es
perfectly clear, when even stars of the s�xth and seventh magn�tude
were consp�cuous, that, at the same alt�tude of the moon, at the
same elongat�on from the earth, and w�th one and the same
excellent telescope, the moon and �ts maculae d�d not appear
equally luc�d at all t�mes. From the c�rcumstances of the observat�on,
�t �s ev�dent that the cause of th�s phenomenon �s not e�ther �n our a�r,
�n the tube, �n the moon, or �n the eye of the spectator, but must be
looked for �n someth�ng (an atmosphere?) ex�st�ng about the moon.

Cass�n� frequently observed Saturn, Jup�ter, and the f�xed stars,
when approach�ng the moon to occultat�on, to have the�r c�rcular
f�gure changed �nto an oval one; and, �n other occultat�ons, he found
no alterat�on of f�gure at all. Hence �t m�ght be supposed, that at
some t�mes and not at others, there �s a dense matter encompass�ng
the moon where�n the rays of the stars are refracted.



THE GOLD-BUG

What ho! what ho! th�s fellow �s danc�ng mad!
He hath been b�tten by the Tarantula.

—All �n the Wrong.

Many years ago, I contracted an �nt�macy w�th a Mr. W�ll�am
Legrand. He was of an anc�ent Huguenot fam�ly, and had once been
wealthy; but a ser�es of m�sfortunes had reduced h�m to want. To
avo�d the mort�f�cat�on consequent upon h�s d�sasters, he left New
Orleans, the c�ty of h�s forefathers, and took up h�s res�dence at
Sull�van’s Island, near Charleston, South Carol�na.

Th�s Island �s a very s�ngular one. It cons�sts of l�ttle else than the
sea sand, and �s about three m�les long. Its breadth at no po�nt
exceeds a quarter of a m�le. It �s separated from the ma�n land by a
scarcely percept�ble creek, ooz�ng �ts way through a w�lderness of
reeds and sl�me, a favor�te resort of the marsh hen. The vegetat�on,
as m�ght be supposed, �s scant, or at least dwarf�sh. No trees of any
magn�tude are to be seen. Near the western extrem�ty, where Fort
Moultr�e stands, and where are some m�serable frame bu�ld�ngs,
tenanted, dur�ng summer, by the fug�t�ves from Charleston dust and
fever, may be found, �ndeed, the br�stly palmetto; but the whole
�sland, w�th the except�on of th�s western po�nt, and a l�ne of hard,
wh�te beach on the seacoast, �s covered w�th a dense undergrowth
of the sweet myrtle, so much pr�zed by the hort�cultur�sts of England.
The shrub here often atta�ns the he�ght of f�fteen or twenty feet, and
forms an almost �mpenetrable copp�ce, burthen�ng the a�r w�th �ts
fragrance.

In the �nmost recesses of th�s copp�ce, not far from the eastern or
more remote end of the �sland, Legrand had bu�lt h�mself a small hut,



wh�ch he occup�ed when I f�rst, by mere acc�dent, made h�s
acqua�ntance. Th�s soon r�pened �nto fr�endsh�p—for there was much
�n the recluse to exc�te �nterest and esteem. I found h�m well
educated, w�th unusual powers of m�nd, but �nfected w�th
m�santhropy, and subject to perverse moods of alternate enthus�asm
and melancholy. He had w�th h�m many books, but rarely employed
them. H�s ch�ef amusements were gunn�ng and f�sh�ng, or saunter�ng
along the beach and through the myrtles, �n quest of shells or
entomolog�cal spec�mens—h�s collect�on of the latter m�ght have
been env�ed by a Swammerdamm. In these excurs�ons he was
usually accompan�ed by an old negro, called Jup�ter, who had been
manum�tted before the reverses of the fam�ly, but who could be
�nduced, ne�ther by threats nor by prom�ses, to abandon what he
cons�dered h�s r�ght of attendance upon the footsteps of h�s young
“Massa W�ll.” It �s not �mprobable that the relat�ves of Legrand,
conce�v�ng h�m to be somewhat unsettled �n �ntellect, had contr�ved
to �nst�l th�s obst�nacy �nto Jup�ter, w�th a v�ew to the superv�s�on and
guard�ansh�p of the wanderer.

The w�nters �n the lat�tude of Sull�van’s Island are seldom very
severe, and �n the fall of the year �t �s a rare event �ndeed when a f�re
�s cons�dered necessary. About the m�ddle of October, 18—, there
occurred, however, a day of remarkable ch�ll�ness. Just before
sunset I scrambled my way through the evergreens to the hut of my
fr�end, whom I had not v�s�ted for several weeks—my res�dence
be�ng, at that t�me, �n Charleston, a d�stance of n�ne m�les from the
�sland, wh�le the fac�l�t�es of passage and re-passage were very far
beh�nd those of the present day. Upon reach�ng the hut I rapped, as
was my custom, and gett�ng no reply, sought for the key where I
knew �t was secreted, unlocked the door and went �n. A f�ne f�re was
blaz�ng upon the hearth. It was a novelty, and by no means an
ungrateful one. I threw off an overcoat, took an arm-cha�r by the
crackl�ng logs, and awa�ted pat�ently the arr�val of my hosts.

Soon after dark they arr�ved, and gave me a most cord�al
welcome. Jup�ter, gr�nn�ng from ear to ear, bustled about to prepare
some marsh-hens for supper. Legrand was �n one of h�s f�ts—how
else shall I term them?—of enthus�asm. He had found an unknown
b�valve, form�ng a new genus, and, more than th�s, he had hunted



down and secured, w�th Jup�ter’s ass�stance, a scarabæus wh�ch he
bel�eved to be totally new, but �n respect to wh�ch he w�shed to have
my op�n�on on the morrow.

“And why not to-n�ght?” I asked, rubb�ng my hands over the blaze,
and w�sh�ng the whole tr�be of scarabæ� at the dev�l.

“Ah, �f I had only known you were here!” sa�d Legrand, “but �t’s so
long s�nce I saw you; and how could I foresee that you would pay me
a v�s�t th�s very n�ght of all others? As I was com�ng home I met
L�eutenant G——, from the fort, and, very fool�shly, I lent h�m the
bug; so �t w�ll be �mposs�ble for you to see �t unt�l the morn�ng. Stay
here to-n�ght, and I w�ll send Jup down for �t at sunr�se. It �s the
lovel�est th�ng �n creat�on!”

“What?—sunr�se?”
“Nonsense! no!—the bug. It �s of a br�ll�ant gold color—about the

s�ze of a large h�ckory-nut—w�th two jet black spots near one
extrem�ty of the back, and another, somewhat longer, at the other.
The antennæ are—”

“Dey a�nt no t�n �n h�m, Massa W�ll, I keep a tell�n on you,” here
�nterrupted Jup�ter; “de bug �s a goole bug, sol�d, ebery b�t of h�m,
�ns�de and all, sep h�m w�ng—neber feel half so hebby a bug �n my
l�fe.”

“Well, suppose �t �s, Jup,” repl�ed Legrand, somewhat more
earnestly, �t seemed to me, than the case demanded, “�s that any
reason for your lett�ng the b�rds burn? The color”—here he turned to
me—“�s really almost enough to warrant Jup�ter’s �dea. You never
saw a more br�ll�ant metall�c lustre than the scales em�t—but of th�s
you cannot judge t�ll tomorrow. In the mean t�me I can g�ve you some
�dea of the shape.” Say�ng th�s, he seated h�mself at a small table, on
wh�ch were a pen and �nk, but no paper. He looked for some �n a
drawer, but found none.

“Never m�nd,” sa�d he at length, “th�s w�ll answer;” and he drew
from h�s wa�stcoat pocket a scrap of what I took to be very d�rty
foolscap, and made upon �t a rough draw�ng w�th the pen. Wh�le he
d�d th�s, I reta�ned my seat by the f�re, for I was st�ll ch�lly. When the
des�gn was complete, he handed �t to me w�thout r�s�ng. As I
rece�ved �t, a loud growl was heard, succeeded by a scratch�ng at



the door. Jup�ter opened �t, and a large Newfoundland, belong�ng to
Legrand, rushed �n, leaped upon my shoulders, and loaded me w�th
caresses; for I had shown h�m much attent�on dur�ng prev�ous v�s�ts.
When h�s gambols were over, I looked at the paper, and, to speak
the truth, found myself not a l�ttle puzzled at what my fr�end had
dep�cted.

“Well!” I sa�d, after contemplat�ng �t for some m�nutes, “th�s �s a
strange scarabæus, I must confess: new to me: never saw anyth�ng
l�ke �t before—unless �t was a skull, or a death’s-head—wh�ch �t more
nearly resembles than anyth�ng else that has come under my
observat�on.”

“A death’s-head!” echoed Legrand—“Oh—yes—well, �t has
someth�ng of that appearance upon paper, no doubt. The two upper
black spots look l�ke eyes, eh? and the longer one at the bottom l�ke
a mouth—and then the shape of the whole �s oval.”

“Perhaps so,” sa�d I; “but, Legrand, I fear you are no art�st. I must
wa�t unt�l I see the beetle �tself, �f I am to form any �dea of �ts
personal appearance.”

“Well, I don’t know,” sa�d he, a l�ttle nettled, “I draw tolerably—
should do �t at least—have had good masters, and flatter myself that
I am not qu�te a blockhead.”

“But, my dear fellow, you are jok�ng then,” sa�d I, “th�s �s a very
passable skull—�ndeed, I may say that �t �s a very excellent skull,
accord�ng to the vulgar not�ons about such spec�mens of phys�ology
—and your scarabæus must be the queerest scarabæus �n the world
�f �t resembles �t. Why, we may get up a very thr�ll�ng b�t of
superst�t�on upon th�s h�nt. I presume you w�ll call the bug scarabæus
caput hom�n�s, or someth�ng of that k�nd—there are many s�m�lar
t�tles �n the Natural H�stor�es. But where are the antennæ you spoke
of?”

“The antennæ!” sa�d Legrand, who seemed to be gett�ng
unaccountably warm upon the subject; “I am sure you must see the
antennæ. I made them as d�st�nct as they are �n the or�g�nal �nsect,
and I presume that �s suff�c�ent.”

“Well, well,” I sa�d, “perhaps you have—st�ll I don’t see them;” and
I handed h�m the paper w�thout add�t�onal remark, not w�sh�ng to



ruffle h�s temper; but I was much surpr�sed at the turn affa�rs had
taken; h�s �ll humor puzzled me—and, as for the draw�ng of the
beetle, there were pos�t�vely no antennæ v�s�ble, and the whole d�d
bear a very close resemblance to the ord�nary cuts of a death’s-
head.

He rece�ved the paper very peev�shly, and was about to crumple �t,
apparently to throw �t �n the f�re, when a casual glance at the des�gn
seemed suddenly to r�vet h�s attent�on. In an �nstant h�s face grew
v�olently red—�n another as excess�vely pale. For some m�nutes he
cont�nued to scrut�n�ze the draw�ng m�nutely where he sat. At length
he arose, took a candle from the table, and proceeded to seat
h�mself upon a sea-chest �n the farthest corner of the room. Here
aga�n he made an anx�ous exam�nat�on of the paper; turn�ng �t �n all
d�rect�ons. He sa�d noth�ng, however, and h�s conduct greatly
aston�shed me; yet I thought �t prudent not to exacerbate the grow�ng
mood�ness of h�s temper by any comment. Presently he took from
h�s coat pocket a wallet, placed the paper carefully �n �t, and
depos�ted both �n a wr�t�ng-desk, wh�ch he locked. He now grew
more composed �n h�s demeanor; but h�s or�g�nal a�r of enthus�asm
had qu�te d�sappeared. Yet he seemed not so much sulky as
abstracted. As the even�ng wore away he became more and more
absorbed �n rever�e, from wh�ch no sall�es of m�ne could arouse h�m.
It had been my �ntent�on to pass the n�ght at the hut, as I had
frequently done before, but, see�ng my host �n th�s mood, I deemed �t
proper to take leave. He d�d not press me to rema�n, but, as I
departed, he shook my hand w�th even more than h�s usual
cord�al�ty.

It was about a month after th�s (and dur�ng the �nterval I had seen
noth�ng of Legrand) when I rece�ved a v�s�t, at Charleston, from h�s
man, Jup�ter. I had never seen the good old negro look so d�sp�r�ted,
and I feared that some ser�ous d�saster had befallen my fr�end.

“Well, Jup,” sa�d I, “what �s the matter now?—how �s your master?”
“Why, to speak de troof, massa, h�m not so berry well as mought

be.”
“Not well! I am truly sorry to hear �t. What does he compla�n of?”



“Dar! dat’s �t!—h�m neber ’pla�n of not�n’—but h�m berry s�ck for all
dat.”

“Very s�ck, Jup�ter!—why d�dn’t you say so at once? Is he conf�ned
to bed?”

“No, dat he a�nt!—he a�nt ’f�n’d nowhar—dat’s just whar de shoe
p�nch—my m�nd �s got to be berry hebby ’bout poor Massa W�ll.”

“Jup�ter, I should l�ke to understand what �t �s you are talk�ng about.
You say your master �s s�ck. Hasn’t he told you what a�ls h�m?”

“Why, massa, ’ta�nt worf wh�le for to g�t mad about de matter—
Massa W�ll say noff�n at all a�nt de matter w�d h�m—but den what
make h�m go about look�ng d�s here way, w�d he head down and he
sold�ers up, and as wh�te as a gose? And den he keep a syphon all
de t�me—”

“Keeps a what, Jup�ter?”
“Keeps a syphon w�d de f�ggurs on de slate—de queerest f�ggurs I

ebber d�d see. Ise g�tt�n’ to be skeered, I tell you. Hab for to keep
m�ghty t�ght eye ’pon h�m ’noovers. Todder day he g�b me sl�p ’fore
de sun up and was gone de whole ob de blessed day. I had a b�g
st�ck ready cut for to g�b h�m deuced good beat�ng when he d�d come
—but Ise s�ch a fool dat I hadn’t de heart arter all—he look so berry
poorly.”

“Eh?—what?—ah yes!—upon the whole I th�nk you had better not
be too severe w�th the poor fellow—don’t flog h�m, Jup�ter—he can’t
very well stand �t—but can you form no �dea of what has occas�oned
th�s �llness, or rather th�s change of conduct? Has anyth�ng
unpleasant happened s�nce I saw you?”

“No, massa, dey a�nt b�n noff�n onpleasant s�nce den—‘twas ’fore
den I’m feared—‘twas de berry day you was dare.”

“How? what do you mean?”
“Why, massa, I mean de bug—dare now.”
“The what?”
“De bug,—I’m berry sarta�n dat Massa W�ll b�n b�t somewhere

’bout de head by dat goole-bug.”
“And what cause have you, Jup�ter, for such a suppos�t�on?”



“Claws enuff, massa, and mouff too. I nebber d�d see s�ck a
deuced bug—he k�ck and he b�te ebery t�ng what cum near h�m.
Massa W�ll cotch h�m fuss, but had for to let h�m go ’g�n m�ghty qu�ck,
I tell you—den was de t�me he must ha’ got de b�te. I d�d n’t l�ke de
look oh de bug mouff, myself, no how, so I would n’t take hold ob h�m
w�d my f�nger, but I cotch h�m w�d a p�ece ob paper dat I found. I rap
h�m up �n de paper and stuff p�ece ob �t �n he mouff—dat was de
way.”

“And you th�nk, then, that your master was really b�tten by the
beetle, and that the b�te made h�m s�ck?”

“I do n’t t�nk noff�n about �t—I nose �t. What make h�m dream ’bout
de goole so much, �f ’ta�nt cause he b�t by de goole-bug? Ise heerd
’bout dem goole-bugs fore d�s.”

“But how do you know he dreams about gold?”
“How I know? why ’cause he talk about �t �n he sleep—dat’s how I

nose.”
“Well, Jup, perhaps you are r�ght; but to what fortunate

c�rcumstance am I to attr�bute the honor of a v�s�t from you to-day?”
“What de matter, massa?”
“D�d you br�ng any message from Mr. Legrand?”
“No, massa, I br�ng d�s here p�ssel;” and here Jup�ter handed me a

note wh�ch ran thus:

“MY DEAR ——Why have I not seen you for so long a t�me? I hope
you have not been so fool�sh as to take offence at any l�ttle
brusquer�e of m�ne; but no, that �s �mprobable. S�nce I saw you I
have had great cause for anx�ety. I have someth�ng to tell you, yet
scarcely know how to tell �t, or whether I should tell �t at all.

“I have not been qu�te well for some days past, and poor old Jup
annoys me, almost beyond endurance, by h�s well-meant attent�ons
Would you bel�eve �t?—he had prepared a huge st�ck, the other day,
w�th wh�ch to chast�se me for g�v�ng h�m the sl�p, and spend�ng the
day, solus, among the h�lls on the ma�n land. I ver�ly bel�eve that my
�ll looks alone saved me a flogg�ng.



“I have made no add�t�on to my cab�net s�nce we met.
“If you can, �n any way, make �t conven�ent, come over w�th

Jup�ter. Do come. I w�sh to see you to-n�ght, upon bus�ness of
�mportance. I assure you that �t �s of the h�ghest �mportance.

“Ever yours,
“WILLIAM LEGRAND”.

There was someth�ng �n the tone of th�s note wh�ch gave me great
uneas�ness. Its whole style d�ffered mater�ally from that of Legrand.
What could he be dream�ng of? What new crotchet possessed h�s
exc�table bra�n? What “bus�ness of the h�ghest �mportance” could he
poss�bly have to transact? Jup�ter’s account of h�m boded no good. I
dreaded lest the cont�nued pressure of m�sfortune had, at length,
fa�rly unsettled the reason of my fr�end. W�thout a moment’s
hes�tat�on, therefore, I prepared to accompany the negro.

Upon reach�ng the wharf, I not�ced a scythe and three spades, all
apparently new, ly�ng �n the bottom of the boat �n wh�ch we were to
embark.

“What �s the mean�ng of all th�s, Jup?” I �nqu�red.
“H�m syfe, massa, and spade.”
“Very true; but what are they do�ng here?”
“H�m de syfe and de spade what Massa W�ll s�s pon my buy�ng for

h�m �n de town, and de debb�l’s own lot of money I had to g�b for
’em.”

“But what, �n the name of all that �s myster�ous, �s your ‘Massa W�ll’
go�ng to do w�th scythes and spades?”

“Dat’s more dan I know, and debb�l take me �f I don’t b’l�eve ’t�s
more dan he know, too. But �t’s all cum ob do bug.”

F�nd�ng that no sat�sfact�on was to be obta�ned of Jup�ter, whose
whole �ntellect seemed to be absorbed by “de bug,” I now stepped
�nto the boat and made sa�l. W�th a fa�r and strong breeze we soon
ran �nto the l�ttle cove to the northward of Fort Moultr�e, and a walk of
some two m�les brought us to the hut. It was about three �n the
afternoon when we arr�ved. Legrand had been awa�t�ng us �n eager



expectat�on. He grasped my hand w�th a nervous empressement
wh�ch alarmed me and strengthened the susp�c�ons already
enterta�ned. H�s countenance was pale even to ghastl�ness, and h�s
deep-set eyes glared w�th unnatural lustre. After some �nqu�r�es
respect�ng h�s health, I asked h�m, not know�ng what better to say, �f
he had yet obta�ned the scarabæus from L�eutenant G——.

“Oh, yes,” he repl�ed, color�ng v�olently, “I got �t from h�m the next
morn�ng. Noth�ng should tempt me to part w�th that scarabæus. Do
you know that Jup�ter �s qu�te r�ght about �t?”

“In what way?” I asked, w�th a sad forebod�ng at heart.
“In suppos�ng �t to be a bug of real gold.” He sa�d th�s w�th an a�r of

profound ser�ousness, and I felt �nexpress�bly shocked.
“Th�s bug �s to make my fortune,” he cont�nued, w�th a tr�umphant

sm�le, “to re�nstate me �n my fam�ly possess�ons. Is �t any wonder,
then, that I pr�ze �t? S�nce Fortune has thought f�t to bestow �t upon
me, I have only to use �t properly and I shall arr�ve at the gold of
wh�ch �t �s the �ndex. Jup�ter; br�ng me that scarabæus!”

“What! de bug, massa? I’d rudder not go fer trubble dat bug—you
mus’ g�t h�m for your own self.” Hereupon Legrand arose, w�th a
grave and stately a�r, and brought me the beetle from a glass case �n
wh�ch �t was enclosed. It was a beaut�ful scarabæus, and, at that
t�me, unknown to natural�sts—of course a great pr�ze �n a sc�ent�f�c
po�nt of v�ew. There were two round, black spots near one extrem�ty
of the back, and a long one near the other. The scales were
exceed�ngly hard and glossy, w�th all the appearance of burn�shed
gold. The we�ght of the �nsect was very remarkable, and, tak�ng all
th�ngs �nto cons�derat�on, I could hardly blame Jup�ter for h�s op�n�on
respect�ng �t; but what to make of Legrand’s concordance w�th that
op�n�on, I could not, for the l�fe of me, tell.

“I sent for you,” sa�d he, �n a grand�loquent tone, when I had
completed my exam�nat�on of the beetle, “I sent for you, that I m�ght
have your counsel and ass�stance �n further�ng the v�ews of Fate and
of the bug—”

“My dear Legrand,” I cr�ed, �nterrupt�ng h�m, “you are certa�nly
unwell, and had better use some l�ttle precaut�ons. You shall go to



bed, and I w�ll rema�n w�th you a few days, unt�l you get over th�s.
You are fever�sh and—”

“Feel my pulse,” sa�d he.
I felt �t, and, to say the truth, found not the sl�ghtest �nd�cat�on of

fever.
“But you may be �ll and yet have no fever. Allow me th�s once to

prescr�be for you. In the f�rst place, go to bed. In the next—”
“You are m�staken,” he �nterposed, “I am as well as I can expect to

be under the exc�tement wh�ch I suffer. If you really w�sh me well,
you w�ll rel�eve th�s exc�tement.”

“And how �s th�s to be done?”
“Very eas�ly. Jup�ter and myself are go�ng upon an exped�t�on �nto

the h�lls, upon the ma�n land, and, �n th�s exped�t�on we shall need
the a�d of some person �n whom we can conf�de. You are the only
one we can trust. Whether we succeed or fa�l, the exc�tement wh�ch
you now perce�ve �n me w�ll be equally allayed.”

“I am anx�ous to obl�ge you �n any way,” I repl�ed; “but do you
mean to say that th�s �nfernal beetle has any connect�on w�th your
exped�t�on �nto the h�lls?”

“It has.”
“Then, Legrand, I can become a party to no such absurd

proceed�ng.”
“I am sorry—very sorry—for we shall have to try �t by ourselves.”
“Try �t by yourselves! The man �s surely mad!—but stay!—how

long do you propose to be absent?”
“Probably all n�ght. We shall start �mmed�ately, and be back, at all

events, by sunr�se.”
“And w�ll you prom�se me, upon your honor, that when th�s freak of

yours �s over, and the bug bus�ness (good God!) settled to your
sat�sfact�on, you w�ll then return home and follow my adv�ce
�mpl�c�tly, as that of your phys�c�an?”

“Yes; I prom�se; and now let us be off, for we have no t�me to lose.”
W�th a heavy heart I accompan�ed my fr�end. We started about

four o’clock—Legrand, Jup�ter, the dog, and myself. Jup�ter had w�th



h�m the scythe and spades—the whole of wh�ch he �ns�sted upon
carry�ng—more through fear, �t seemed to me, of trust�ng e�ther of
the �mplements w�th�n reach of h�s master, than from any excess of
�ndustry or compla�sance. H�s demeanor was dogged �n the extreme,
and “dat deuced bug” were the sole words wh�ch escaped h�s l�ps
dur�ng the journey. For my own part, I had charge of a couple of dark
lanterns, wh�le Legrand contented h�mself w�th the scarabæus, wh�ch
he carr�ed attached to the end of a b�t of wh�p-cord; tw�rl�ng �t to and
fro, w�th the a�r of a conjuror, as he went. When I observed th�s last,
pla�n ev�dence of my fr�end’s aberrat�on of m�nd, I could scarcely
refra�n from tears. I thought �t best, however, to humor h�s fancy, at
least for the present, or unt�l I could adopt some more energet�c
measures w�th a chance of success. In the mean t�me I endeavored,
but all �n va�n, to sound h�m �n regard to the object of the exped�t�on.
Hav�ng succeeded �n �nduc�ng me to accompany h�m, he seemed
unw�ll�ng to hold conversat�on upon any top�c of m�nor �mportance,
and to all my quest�ons vouchsafed no other reply than “we shall
see!”

We crossed the creek at the head of the �sland by means of a sk�ff,
and, ascend�ng the h�gh grounds on the shore of the ma�n land,
proceeded �n a northwesterly d�rect�on, through a tract of country
excess�vely w�ld and desolate, where no trace of a human footstep
was to be seen. Legrand led the way w�th dec�s�on; paus�ng only for
an �nstant, here and there, to consult what appeared to be certa�n
landmarks of h�s own contr�vance upon a former occas�on.

In th�s manner we journeyed for about two hours, and the sun was
just sett�ng when we entered a reg�on �nf�n�tely more dreary than any
yet seen. It was a spec�es of table land, near the summ�t of an
almost �naccess�ble h�ll, densely wooded from base to p�nnacle, and
�nterspersed w�th huge crags that appeared to l�e loosely upon the
so�l, and �n many cases were prevented from prec�p�tat�ng
themselves �nto the valleys below, merely by the support of the trees
aga�nst wh�ch they recl�ned. Deep rav�nes, �n var�ous d�rect�ons,
gave an a�r of st�ll sterner solemn�ty to the scene.

The natural platform to wh�ch we had clambered was th�ckly
overgrown w�th brambles, through wh�ch we soon d�scovered that �t



would have been �mposs�ble to force our way but for the scythe; and
Jup�ter, by d�rect�on of h�s master, proceeded to clear for us a path to
the foot of an enormously tall tul�p-tree, wh�ch stood, w�th some e�ght
or ten oaks, upon the level, and far surpassed them all, and all other
trees wh�ch I had then ever seen, �n the beauty of �ts fol�age and
form, �n the w�de spread of �ts branches, and �n the general majesty
of �ts appearance. When we reached th�s tree, Legrand turned to
Jup�ter, and asked h�m �f he thought he could cl�mb �t. The old man
seemed a l�ttle staggered by the quest�on, and for some moments
made no reply. At length he approached the huge trunk, walked
slowly around �t, and exam�ned �t w�th m�nute attent�on. When he had
completed h�s scrut�ny, he merely sa�d,

“Yes, massa, Jup cl�mb any tree he ebber see �n he l�fe.”
“Then up w�th you as soon as poss�ble, for �t w�ll soon be too dark

to see what we are about.”
“How far mus go up, massa?” �nqu�red Jup�ter.
“Get up the ma�n trunk f�rst, and then I w�ll tell you wh�ch way to go

—and here—stop! take th�s beetle w�th you.”
“De bug, Massa W�ll!—de goole-bug!” cr�ed the negro, draw�ng

back �n d�smay—“what for mus tote de bug way up de tree?—d—n �f
I do!”

“If you are afra�d, Jup, a great b�g negro l�ke you, to take hold of a
harmless l�ttle dead beetle, why you can carry �t up by th�s str�ng—
but, �f you do not take �t up w�th you �n some way, I shall be under the
necess�ty of break�ng your head w�th th�s shovel.”

“What de matter now, massa?” sa�d Jup, ev�dently shamed �nto
compl�ance; “always want for to ra�se fuss w�d old n�gger. Was only
funn�n any how. Me feered de bug! what I keer for de bug?” Here he
took caut�ously hold of the extreme end of the str�ng, and,
ma�nta�n�ng the �nsect as far from h�s person as c�rcumstances would
perm�t, prepared to ascend the tree.

In youth, the tul�p-tree, or L�r�odendron Tul�pferum, the most
magn�f�cent of Amer�can foresters, has a trunk pecul�arly smooth,
and often r�ses to a great he�ght w�thout lateral branches; but, �n �ts
r�per age, the bark becomes gnarled and uneven, wh�le many short



l�mbs make the�r appearance on the stem. Thus the d�ff�culty of
ascens�on, �n the present case, lay more �n semblance than �n real�ty.
Embrac�ng the huge cyl�nder, as closely as poss�ble, w�th h�s arms
and knees, se�z�ng w�th h�s hands some project�ons, and rest�ng h�s
naked toes upon others, Jup�ter, after one or two narrow escapes
from fall�ng, at length wr�ggled h�mself �nto the f�rst great fork, and
seemed to cons�der the whole bus�ness as v�rtually accompl�shed.
The r�sk of the ach�evement was, �n fact, now over, although the
cl�mber was some s�xty or seventy feet from the ground.

“Wh�ch way mus go now, Massa W�ll?” he asked.
“Keep up the largest branch—the one on th�s s�de,” sa�d Legrand.

The negro obeyed h�m promptly, and apparently w�th but l�ttle
trouble; ascend�ng h�gher and h�gher, unt�l no gl�mpse of h�s squat
f�gure could be obta�ned through the dense fol�age wh�ch enveloped
�t. Presently h�s vo�ce was heard �n a sort of halloo.

“How much fudder �s got for go?”
“How h�gh up are you?” asked Legrand.
“Ebber so fur,” repl�ed the negro; “can see de sky fru de top ob de

tree.”
“Never m�nd the sky, but attend to what I say. Look down the trunk

and count the l�mbs below you on th�s s�de. How many l�mbs have
you passed?”

“One, two, tree, four, f�be—I done pass f�be b�g l�mb, massa, pon
d�s s�de.”

“Then go one l�mb h�gher.”
In a few m�nutes the vo�ce was heard aga�n, announc�ng that the

seventh l�mb was atta�ned.
“Now, Jup,” cr�ed Legrand, ev�dently much exc�ted, “I want you to

work your way out upon that l�mb as far as you can. If you see
anyth�ng strange, let me know.” By th�s t�me what l�ttle doubt I m�ght
have enterta�ned of my poor fr�end’s �nsan�ty, was put f�nally at rest. I
had no alternat�ve but to conclude h�m str�cken w�th lunacy, and I
became ser�ously anx�ous about gett�ng h�m home. Wh�le I was
ponder�ng upon what was best to be done, Jup�ter’s vo�ce was aga�n
heard.



“Mos feerd for to ventur pon d�s l�mb berry far—’t�s dead l�mb putty
much all de way.”

“D�d you say �t was a dead l�mb, Jup�ter?” cr�ed Legrand �n a
quaver�ng vo�ce.

“Yes, massa, h�m dead as de door-na�l—done up for sarta�n—
done departed d�s here l�fe.”

“What �n the name heaven shall I do?” asked Legrand, seem�ngly
�n the greatest d�stress.

“Do!” sa�d I, glad of an opportun�ty to �nterpose a word, “why come
home and go to bed. Come now!—that’s a f�ne fellow. It’s gett�ng
late, and, bes�des, you remember your prom�se.”

“Jup�ter,” cr�ed he, w�thout heed�ng me �n the least, “do you hear
me?”

“Yes, Massa W�ll, hear you ebber so pla�n.”
“Try the wood well, then, w�th your kn�fe, and see �f you th�nk �t

very rotten.”
“H�m rotten, massa, sure nuff,” repl�ed the negro �n a few

moments, “but not so berry rotten as mought be. Mought ventur out
leetle way pon de l�mb by myself, dat’s true.”

“By yourself!—what do you mean?”
“Why I mean de bug. ’T�s berry hebby bug. Spose I drop h�m down

fuss, and den de l�mb won’t break w�d just de we�ght ob one n�gger.”
“You �nfernal scoundrel!” cr�ed Legrand, apparently much rel�eved,

“what do you mean by tell�ng me such nonsense as that? As sure as
you drop that beetle I’ll break your neck. Look here, Jup�ter, do you
hear me?”

“Yes, massa, needn’t hollo at poor n�gger dat style.”
“Well! now l�sten!—�f you w�ll venture out on the l�mb as far as you

th�nk safe, and not let go the beetle, I’ll make you a present of a
s�lver dollar as soon as you get down.”

“I’m gw�ne, Massa W�ll—deed I �s,” repl�ed the negro very promptly
—“mos out to the eend now.”

“Out to the end!” here fa�rly screamed Legrand, “do you say you
are out to the end of that l�mb?”



“Soon be to de eend, massa,—o-o-o-o-oh! Lor-gol-a-marcy! what
�s d�s here pon de tree?”

“Well!” cr�ed Legrand, h�ghly del�ghted, “what �s �t?”
“Why ta�nt noff�n but a skull—somebody b�n lef h�m head up de

tree, and de crows done gobble ebery b�t ob de meat off.”
“A skull, you say!—very well—how �s �t fastened to the l�mb?—

what holds �t on?”
“Sure nuff, massa; mus look. Why d�s berry curous sarcumstance,

pon my word—dare’s a great b�g na�l �n de skull, what fastens ob �t
on to de tree.”

“Well now, Jup�ter, do exactly as I tell you—do you hear?”
“Yes, massa.”
“Pay attent�on, then—f�nd the left eye of the skull.”
“Hum! hoo! dat’s good! why dare a�nt no eye lef at all.”
“Curse your stup�d�ty! do you know your r�ght hand from your left?”
“Yes, I knows dat—knows all about dat—’t�s my lef hand what I

chops de wood w�d.”
“To be sure! you are left-handed; and your left eye �s on the same

s�de as your left hand. Now, I suppose, you can f�nd the left eye of
the skull, or the place where the left eye has been. Have you found
�t?”

Here was a long pause. At length the negro asked,
“Is de lef eye of de skull pon de same s�de as de lef hand of de

skull, too?—cause de skull a�nt got not a b�t ob a hand at all—nebber
m�nd! I got de lef eye now—here de lef eye! what mus do w�d �t?”

“Let the beetle drop through �t, as far as the str�ng w�ll reach—but
be careful and not let go your hold of the str�ng.”

“All dat done, Massa W�ll; m�ghty easy t�ng for to put de bug fru de
hole—look out for h�m dare below!”

Dur�ng th�s colloquy no port�on of Jup�ter’s person could be seen;
but the beetle, wh�ch he had suffered to descend, was now v�s�ble at
the end of the str�ng, and gl�stened, l�ke a globe of burn�shed gold, �n
the last rays of the sett�ng sun, some of wh�ch st�ll fa�ntly �llum�ned
the em�nence upon wh�ch we stood. The scarabæus hung qu�te clear



of any branches, and, �f allowed to fall, would have fallen at our feet.
Legrand �mmed�ately took the scythe, and cleared w�th �t a c�rcular
space, three or four yards �n d�ameter, just beneath the �nsect, and,
hav�ng accompl�shed th�s, ordered Jup�ter to let go the str�ng and
come down from the tree.

Dr�v�ng a peg, w�th great n�cety, �nto the ground, at the prec�se
spot where the beetle fell, my fr�end now produced from h�s pocket a
tape measure. Fasten�ng one end of th�s at that po�nt of the trunk, of
the tree wh�ch was nearest the peg, he unrolled �t t�ll �t reached the
peg, and thence farther unrolled �t, �n the d�rect�on already
establ�shed by the two po�nts of the tree and the peg, for the
d�stance of f�fty feet—Jup�ter clear�ng away the brambles w�th the
scythe. At the spot thus atta�ned a second peg was dr�ven, and
about th�s, as a centre, a rude c�rcle, about four feet �n d�ameter,
descr�bed. Tak�ng now a spade h�mself, and g�v�ng one to Jup�ter
and one to me, Legrand begged us to set about d�gg�ng as qu�ckly
as poss�ble.

To speak the truth, I had no espec�al rel�sh for such amusement at
any t�me, and, at that part�cular moment, would most w�ll�ngly have
decl�ned �t; for the n�ght was com�ng on, and I felt much fat�gued w�th
the exerc�se already taken; but I saw no mode of escape, and was
fearful of d�sturb�ng my poor fr�end’s equan�m�ty by a refusal. Could I
have depended, �ndeed, upon Jup�ter’s a�d, I would have had no
hes�tat�on �n attempt�ng to get the lunat�c home by force; but I was
too well assured of the old negro’s d�spos�t�on, to hope that he would
ass�st me, under any c�rcumstances, �n a personal contest w�th h�s
master. I made no doubt that the latter had been �nfected w�th some
of the �nnumerable Southern superst�t�ons about money bur�ed, and
that h�s phantasy had rece�ved conf�rmat�on by the f�nd�ng of the
scarabæus, or, perhaps, by Jup�ter’s obst�nacy �n ma�nta�n�ng �t to be
“a bug of real gold.” A m�nd d�sposed to lunacy would read�ly be led
away by such suggest�ons—espec�ally �f ch�m�ng �n w�th favor�te
preconce�ved �deas—and then I called to m�nd the poor fellow’s
speech about the beetle’s be�ng “the �ndex of h�s fortune.” Upon the
whole, I was sadly vexed and puzzled, but, at length, I concluded to
make a v�rtue of necess�ty—to d�g w�th a good w�ll, and thus the



sooner to conv�nce the v�s�onary, by ocular demonstrat�on, of the
fallacy of the op�n�ons he enterta�ned.

The lanterns hav�ng been l�t, we all fell to work w�th a zeal worthy a
more rat�onal cause; and, as the glare fell upon our persons and
�mplements, I could not help th�nk�ng how p�cturesque a group we
composed, and how strange and susp�c�ous our labors must have
appeared to any �nterloper who, by chance, m�ght have stumbled
upon our whereabouts.

We dug very stead�ly for two hours. L�ttle was sa�d; and our ch�ef
embarrassment lay �n the yelp�ngs of the dog, who took exceed�ng
�nterest �n our proceed�ngs. He, at length, became so obstreperous
that we grew fearful of h�s g�v�ng the alarm to some stragglers �n the
v�c�n�ty—or, rather, th�s was the apprehens�on of Legrand;—for
myself, I should have rejo�ced at any �nterrupt�on wh�ch m�ght have
enabled me to get the wanderer home. The no�se was, at length,
very effectually s�lenced by Jup�ter, who, gett�ng out of the hole w�th
a dogged a�r of del�berat�on, t�ed the brute’s mouth up w�th one of h�s
suspenders, and then returned, w�th a grave chuckle, to h�s task.

When the t�me ment�oned had exp�red, we had reached a depth of
f�ve feet, and yet no s�gns of any treasure became man�fest. A
general pause ensued, and I began to hope that the farce was at an
end. Legrand, however, although ev�dently much d�sconcerted,
w�ped h�s brow thoughtfully and recommenced. We had excavated
the ent�re c�rcle of four feet d�ameter, and now we sl�ghtly enlarged
the l�m�t, and went to the farther depth of two feet. St�ll noth�ng
appeared. The gold-seeker, whom I s�ncerely p�t�ed, at length
clambered from the p�t, w�th the b�tterest d�sappo�ntment �mpr�nted
upon every feature, and proceeded, slowly and reluctantly, to put on
h�s coat, wh�ch he had thrown off at the beg�nn�ng of h�s labor. In the
mean t�me I made no remark. Jup�ter, at a s�gnal from h�s master,
began to gather up h�s tools. Th�s done, and the dog hav�ng been
unmuzzled, we turned �n profound s�lence towards home.

We had taken, perhaps, a dozen steps �n th�s d�rect�on, when, w�th
a loud oath, Legrand strode up to Jup�ter, and se�zed h�m by the
collar. The aston�shed negro opened h�s eyes and mouth to the
fullest extent, let fall the spades, and fell upon h�s knees.



“You scoundrel,” sa�d Legrand, h�ss�ng out the syllables from
between h�s clenched teeth—“you �nfernal black v�lla�n!—speak, I tell
you!—answer me th�s �nstant, w�thout prevar�cat�on!—wh�ch—wh�ch
�s your left eye?”

“Oh, my golly, Massa W�ll! a�nt d�s here my lef eye for sarta�n?”
roared the terr�f�ed Jup�ter, plac�ng h�s hand upon h�s r�ght organ of
v�s�on, and hold�ng �t there w�th a desperate pert�nac�ty, as �f �n
�mmed�ate dread of h�s master’s attempt at a gouge.

“I thought so!—I knew �t! hurrah!” voc�ferated Legrand, lett�ng the
negro go, and execut�ng a ser�es of curvets and caracols, much to
the aston�shment of h�s valet, who, ar�s�ng from h�s knees, looked,
mutely, from h�s master to myself, and then from myself to h�s
master.

“Come! we must go back,” sa�d the latter, “the game’s not up yet;”
and he aga�n led the way to the tul�p-tree.

“Jup�ter,” sa�d he, when we reached �ts foot, “come here! was the
skull na�led to the l�mb w�th the face outwards, or w�th the face to the
l�mb?”

“De face was out, massa, so dat de crows could get at de eyes
good, w�dout any trouble.”

“Well, then, was �t th�s eye or that through wh�ch you dropped the
beetle?”—here Legrand touched each of Jup�ter’s eyes.

“’Twas d�s eye, massa—de lef eye—j�s as you tell me,” and here �t
was h�s r�ght eye that the negro �nd�cated.

“That w�ll do—we must try �t aga�n.”
Here my fr�end, about whose madness I now saw, or fanc�ed that I

saw, certa�n �nd�cat�ons of method, removed the peg wh�ch marked
the spot where the beetle fell, to a spot about three �nches to the
westward of �ts former pos�t�on. Tak�ng, now, the tape measure from
the nearest po�nt of the trunk to the peg, as before, and cont�nu�ng
the extens�on �n a stra�ght l�ne to the d�stance of f�fty feet, a spot was
�nd�cated, removed, by several yards, from the po�nt at wh�ch we had
been d�gg�ng.

Around the new pos�t�on a c�rcle, somewhat larger than �n the
former �nstance, was now descr�bed, and we aga�n set to work w�th



the spades. I was dreadfully weary, but, scarcely understand�ng what
had occas�oned the change �n my thoughts, I felt no longer any great
avers�on from the labor �mposed. I had become most unaccountably
�nterested—nay, even exc�ted. Perhaps there was someth�ng, am�d
all the extravagant demeanor of Legrand—some a�r of forethought,
or of del�berat�on, wh�ch �mpressed me. I dug eagerly, and now and
then caught myself actually look�ng, w�th someth�ng that very much
resembled expectat�on, for the fanc�ed treasure, the v�s�on of wh�ch
had demented my unfortunate compan�on. At a per�od when such
vagar�es of thought most fully possessed me, and when we had
been at work perhaps an hour and a half, we were aga�n �nterrupted
by the v�olent howl�ngs of the dog. H�s uneas�ness, �n the f�rst
�nstance, had been, ev�dently, but the result of playfulness or
capr�ce, but he now assumed a b�tter and ser�ous tone. Upon
Jup�ter’s aga�n attempt�ng to muzzle h�m, he made fur�ous
res�stance, and, leap�ng �nto the hole, tore up the mould frant�cally
w�th h�s claws. In a few seconds he had uncovered a mass of human
bones, form�ng two complete skeletons, �nterm�ngled w�th several
buttons of metal, and what appeared to be the dust of decayed
woollen. One or two strokes of a spade upturned the blade of a large
Span�sh kn�fe, and, as we dug farther, three or four loose p�eces of
gold and s�lver co�n came to l�ght.

At s�ght of these the joy of Jup�ter could scarcely be restra�ned, but
the countenance of h�s master wore an a�r of extreme
d�sappo�ntment He urged us, however, to cont�nue our exert�ons, and
the words were hardly uttered when I stumbled and fell forward,
hav�ng caught the toe of my boot �n a large r�ng of �ron that lay half
bur�ed �n the loose earth.

We now worked �n earnest, and never d�d I pass ten m�nutes of
more �ntense exc�tement. Dur�ng th�s �nterval we had fa�rly unearthed
an oblong chest of wood, wh�ch, from �ts perfect preservat�on and
wonderful hardness, had pla�nly been subjected to some
m�neral�z�ng process—perhaps that of the b�-chlor�de of mercury.
Th�s box was three feet and a half long, three feet broad, and two
and a half feet deep. It was f�rmly secured by bands of wrought �ron,
r�veted, and form�ng a k�nd of open trell�swork over the whole. On
each s�de of the chest, near the top, were three r�ngs of �ron—s�x �n



all—by means of wh�ch a f�rm hold could be obta�ned by s�x persons.
Our utmost un�ted endeavors served only to d�sturb the coffer very
sl�ghtly �n �ts bed. We at once saw the �mposs�b�l�ty of remov�ng so
great a we�ght. Luck�ly, the sole fasten�ngs of the l�d cons�sted of two
sl�d�ng bolts. These we drew back—trembl�ng and pant�ng w�th
anx�ety. In an �nstant, a treasure of �ncalculable value lay gleam�ng
before us. As the rays of the lanterns fell w�th�n the p�t, there flashed
upwards a glow and a glare, from a confused heap of gold and of
jewels, that absolutely dazzled our eyes.

I shall not pretend to descr�be the feel�ngs w�th wh�ch I gazed.
Amazement was, of course, predom�nant. Legrand appeared
exhausted w�th exc�tement, and spoke very few words. Jup�ter’s
countenance wore, for some m�nutes, as deadly a pallor as �t �s
poss�ble, �n nature of th�ngs, for any negro’s v�sage to assume. He
seemed stupef�ed—thunderstr�cken. Presently he fell upon h�s knees
�n the p�t, and, bury�ng h�s naked arms up to the elbows �n gold, let
them there rema�n, as �f enjoy�ng the luxury of a bath. At length, w�th
a deep s�gh, he excla�med, as �f �n a sol�loquy:

“And d�s all cum ob de goole-bug! de putty goole-bug! de poor l�ttle
goole-bug, what I boosed �n dat sabage k�nd ob style! A�nt you
shamed ob yourself, n�gger?—answer me dat!”

It became necessary, at last, that I should arouse both master and
valet to the exped�ency of remov�ng the treasure. It was grow�ng late,
and �t behooved us to make exert�on, that we m�ght get every th�ng
housed before dayl�ght. It was d�ff�cult to say what should be done,
and much t�me was spent �n del�berat�on—so confused were the
�deas of all. We, f�nally, l�ghtened the box by remov�ng two th�rds of
�ts contents, when we were enabled, w�th some trouble, to ra�se �t
from the hole. The art�cles taken out were depos�ted among the
brambles, and the dog left to guard them, w�th str�ct orders from
Jup�ter ne�ther, upon any pretence, to st�r from the spot, nor to open
h�s mouth unt�l our return. We then hurr�edly made for home w�th the
chest; reach�ng the hut �n safety, but after excess�ve to�l, at one
o’clock �n the morn�ng. Worn out as we were, �t was not �n human
nature to do more �mmed�ately. We rested unt�l two, and had supper;
start�ng for the h�lls �mmed�ately afterwards, armed w�th three stout



sacks, wh�ch, by good luck, were upon the prem�ses. A l�ttle before
four we arr�ved at the p�t, d�v�ded the rema�nder of the booty, as
equally as m�ght be, among us, and, leav�ng the holes unf�lled, aga�n
set out for the hut, at wh�ch, for the second t�me, we depos�ted our
golden burthens, just as the f�rst fa�nt streaks of the dawn gleamed
from over the tree-tops �n the East.

We were now thoroughly broken down; but the �ntense exc�tement
of the t�me den�ed us repose. After an unqu�et slumber of some three
or four hours’ durat�on, we arose, as �f by preconcert, to make
exam�nat�on of our treasure.

The chest had been full to the br�m, and we spent the whole day,
and the greater part of the next n�ght, �n a scrut�ny of �ts contents.
There had been noth�ng l�ke order or arrangement. Every th�ng had
been heaped �n prom�scuously. Hav�ng assorted all w�th care, we
found ourselves possessed of even vaster wealth than we had at
f�rst supposed. In co�n there was rather more than four hundred and
f�fty thousand dollars—est�mat�ng the value of the p�eces, as
accurately as we could, by the tables of the per�od. There was not a
part�cle of s�lver. All was gold of ant�que date and of great var�ety—
French, Span�sh, and German money, w�th a few Engl�sh gu�neas,
and some counters, of wh�ch we had never seen spec�mens before.
There were several very large and heavy co�ns, so worn that we
could make noth�ng of the�r �nscr�pt�ons. There was no Amer�can
money. The value of the jewels we found more d�ff�culty �n
est�mat�ng. There were d�amonds—some of them exceed�ngly large
and f�ne—a hundred and ten �n all, and not one of them small;
e�ghteen rub�es of remarkable br�ll�ancy;—three hundred and ten
emeralds, all very beaut�ful; and twenty-one sapph�res, w�th an opal.
These stones had all been broken from the�r sett�ngs and thrown
loose �n the chest. The sett�ngs themselves, wh�ch we p�cked out
from among the other gold, appeared to have been beaten up w�th
hammers, as �f to prevent �dent�f�cat�on. Bes�des all th�s, there was a
vast quant�ty of sol�d gold ornaments; nearly two hundred mass�ve
f�nger and earr�ngs; r�ch cha�ns—th�rty of these, �f I remember;
e�ghty-three very large and heavy cruc�f�xes; f�ve gold censers of
great value; a prod�g�ous golden punch bowl, ornamented w�th r�chly
chased v�ne-leaves and Bacchanal�an f�gures; w�th two sword-



handles exqu�s�tely embossed, and many other smaller art�cles
wh�ch I cannot recollect. The we�ght of these valuables exceeded
three hundred and f�fty pounds avo�rdupo�s; and �n th�s est�mate I
have not �ncluded one hundred and n�nety-seven superb gold
watches; three of the number be�ng worth each f�ve hundred dollars,
�f one. Many of them were very old, and as t�mekeepers valueless;
the works hav�ng suffered, more or less, from corros�on—but all were
r�chly jewelled and �n cases of great worth. We est�mated the ent�re
contents of the chest, that n�ght, at a m�ll�on and a half of dollars; and
upon the subsequent d�sposal of the tr�nkets and jewels (a few be�ng
reta�ned for our own use), �t was found that we had greatly
undervalued the treasure.

When, at length, we had concluded our exam�nat�on, and the
�ntense exc�tement of the t�me had, �n some measure, subs�ded,
Legrand, who saw that I was dy�ng w�th �mpat�ence for a solut�on of
th�s most extraord�nary r�ddle, entered �nto a full deta�l of all the
c�rcumstances connected w�th �t.

“You remember;” sa�d he, “the n�ght when I handed you the rough
sketch I had made of the scarabæus. You recollect also, that I
became qu�te vexed at you for �ns�st�ng that my draw�ng resembled a
death’s-head. When you f�rst made th�s assert�on I thought you were
jest�ng; but afterwards I called to m�nd the pecul�ar spots on the back
of the �nsect, and adm�tted to myself that your remark had some l�ttle
foundat�on �n fact. St�ll, the sneer at my graph�c powers �rr�tated me
—for I am cons�dered a good art�st—and, therefore, when you
handed me the scrap of parchment, I was about to crumple �t up and
throw �t angr�ly �nto the f�re.”

“The scrap of paper, you mean,” sa�d I.
“No; �t had much of the appearance of paper, and at f�rst I

supposed �t to be such, but when I came to draw upon �t, I
d�scovered �t, at once, to be a p�ece of very th�n parchment. It was
qu�te d�rty, you remember. Well, as I was �n the very act of crumpl�ng
�t up, my glance fell upon the sketch at wh�ch you had been look�ng,
and you may �mag�ne my aston�shment when I perce�ved, �n fact, the
f�gure of a death’s-head just where, �t seemed to me, I had made the
draw�ng of the beetle. For a moment I was too much amazed to th�nk



w�th accuracy. I knew that my des�gn was very d�fferent �n deta�l from
th�s—although there was a certa�n s�m�lar�ty �n general outl�ne.
Presently I took a candle, and seat�ng myself at the other end of the
room, proceeded to scrut�n�ze the parchment more closely. Upon
turn�ng �t over, I saw my own sketch upon the reverse, just as I had
made �t. My f�rst �dea, now, was mere surpr�se at the really
remarkable s�m�lar�ty of outl�ne—at the s�ngular co�nc�dence �nvolved
�n the fact, that unknown to me, there should have been a skull upon
the other s�de of the parchment, �mmed�ately beneath my f�gure of
the scarabæus, and that th�s skull, not only �n outl�ne, but �n s�ze,
should so closely resemble my draw�ng. I say the s�ngular�ty of th�s
co�nc�dence absolutely stupef�ed me for a t�me. Th�s �s the usual
effect of such co�nc�dences. The m�nd struggles to establ�sh a
connex�on—a sequence of cause and effect—and, be�ng unable to
do so, suffers a spec�es of temporary paralys�s. But, when I
recovered from th�s stupor, there dawned upon me gradually a
conv�ct�on wh�ch startled me even far more than the co�nc�dence. I
began d�st�nctly, pos�t�vely, to remember that there had been no
draw�ng upon the parchment when I made my sketch of the
scarabæus. I became perfectly certa�n of th�s; for I recollected
turn�ng up f�rst one s�de and then the other, �n search of the cleanest
spot. Had the skull been then there, of course I could not have fa�led
to not�ce �t. Here was �ndeed a mystery wh�ch I felt �t �mposs�ble to
expla�n; but, even at that early moment, there seemed to gl�mmer,
fa�ntly, w�th�n the most remote and secret chambers of my �ntellect, a
glow-worm-l�ke concept�on of that truth wh�ch last n�ght’s adventure
brought to so magn�f�cent a demonstrat�on. I arose at once, and
putt�ng the parchment securely away, d�sm�ssed all farther reflect�on
unt�l I should be alone.

“When you had gone, and when Jup�ter was fast asleep, I betook
myself to a more method�cal �nvest�gat�on of the affa�r. In the f�rst
place I cons�dered the manner �n wh�ch the parchment had come
�nto my possess�on. The spot where we d�scovered the scarabæus
was on the coast of the ma�n land, about a m�le eastward of the
�sland, and but a short d�stance above h�gh water mark. Upon my
tak�ng hold of �t, �t gave me a sharp b�te, wh�ch caused me to let �t
drop. Jup�ter, w�th h�s accustomed caut�on, before se�z�ng the �nsect,



wh�ch had flown towards h�m, looked about h�m for a leaf, or
someth�ng of that nature, by wh�ch to take hold of �t. It was at th�s
moment that h�s eyes, and m�ne also, fell upon the scrap of
parchment, wh�ch I then supposed to be paper. It was ly�ng half
bur�ed �n the sand, a corner st�ck�ng up. Near the spot where we
found �t, I observed the remnants of the hull of what appeared to
have been a sh�p’s long boat. The wreck seemed to have been there
for a very great wh�le; for the resemblance to boat t�mbers could
scarcely be traced.

“Well, Jup�ter p�cked up the parchment, wrapped the beetle �n �t,
and gave �t to me. Soon afterwards we turned to go home, and on
the way met L�eutenant G——. I showed h�m the �nsect, and he
begged me to let h�m take �t to the fort. Upon my consent�ng, he
thrust �t forthw�th �nto h�s wa�stcoat pocket, w�thout the parchment �n
wh�ch �t had been wrapped, and wh�ch I had cont�nued to hold �n my
hand dur�ng h�s �nspect�on. Perhaps he dreaded my chang�ng my
m�nd, and thought �t best to make sure of the pr�ze at once—you
know how enthus�ast�c he �s on all subjects connected w�th Natural
H�story. At the same t�me, w�thout be�ng consc�ous of �t, I must have
depos�ted the parchment �n my own pocket.

“You remember that when I went to the table, for the purpose of
mak�ng a sketch of the beetle, I found no paper where �t was usually
kept. I looked �n the drawer, and found none there. I searched my
pockets, hop�ng to f�nd an old letter, when my hand fell upon the
parchment. I thus deta�l the prec�se mode �n wh�ch �t came �nto my
possess�on; for the c�rcumstances �mpressed me w�th pecul�ar force.

“No doubt you w�ll th�nk me fanc�ful—but I had already establ�shed
a k�nd of connex�on. I had put together two l�nks of a great cha�n.
There was a boat ly�ng upon a sea-coast, and not far from the boat
was a parchment—not a paper—w�th a skull dep�cted upon �t. You
w�ll, of course, ask ‘where �s the connex�on?’ I reply that the skull, or
death’s-head, �s the well-known emblem of the p�rate. The flag of the
death’s head �s ho�sted �n all engagements.

“I have sa�d that the scrap was parchment, and not paper.
Parchment �s durable—almost �mper�shable. Matters of l�ttle moment
are rarely cons�gned to parchment; s�nce, for the mere ord�nary



purposes of draw�ng or wr�t�ng, �t �s not nearly so well adapted as
paper. Th�s reflect�on suggested some mean�ng—some relevancy—
�n the death’s-head. I d�d not fa�l to observe, also, the form of the
parchment. Although one of �ts corners had been, by some acc�dent,
destroyed, �t could be seen that the or�g�nal form was oblong. It was
just such a sl�p, �ndeed, as m�ght have been chosen for a
memorandum—for a record of someth�ng to be long remembered
and carefully preserved.”

“But,” I �nterposed, “you say that the skull was not upon the
parchment when you made the draw�ng of the beetle. How then do
you trace any connex�on between the boat and the skull—s�nce th�s
latter, accord�ng to your own adm�ss�on, must have been des�gned
(God only knows how or by whom) at some per�od subsequent to
your sketch�ng the scarabæus?”

“Ah, hereupon turns the whole mystery; although the secret, at th�s
po�nt, I had comparat�vely l�ttle d�ff�culty �n solv�ng. My steps were
sure, and could afford but a s�ngle result. I reasoned, for example,
thus: When I drew the scarabæus, there was no skull apparent upon
the parchment. When I had completed the draw�ng I gave �t to you,
and observed you narrowly unt�l you returned �t. You, therefore, d�d
not des�gn the skull, and no one else was present to do �t. Then �t
was not done by human agency. And nevertheless �t was done.

“At th�s stage of my reflect�ons I endeavored to remember, and d�d
remember, w�th ent�re d�st�nctness, every �nc�dent wh�ch occurred
about the per�od �n quest�on. The weather was ch�lly (oh rare and
happy acc�dent!), and a f�re was blaz�ng upon the hearth. I was
heated w�th exerc�se and sat near the table. You, however, had
drawn a cha�r close to the ch�mney. Just as I placed the parchment
�n your hand, and as you were �n the act of �nspect�ng �t, Wolf, the
Newfoundland, entered, and leaped upon your shoulders. W�th your
left hand you caressed h�m and kept h�m off, wh�le your r�ght, hold�ng
the parchment, was perm�tted to fall l�stlessly between your knees,
and �n close prox�m�ty to the f�re. At one moment I thought the blaze
had caught �t, and was about to caut�on you, but, before I could
speak, you had w�thdrawn �t, and were engaged �n �ts exam�nat�on.
When I cons�dered all these part�culars, I doubted not for a moment



that heat had been the agent �n br�ng�ng to l�ght, upon the
parchment, the skull wh�ch I saw des�gned upon �t. You are well
aware that chem�cal preparat�ons ex�st, and have ex�sted t�me out of
m�nd, by means of wh�ch �t �s poss�ble to wr�te upon e�ther paper or
vellum, so that the characters shall become v�s�ble only when
subjected to the act�on of f�re. Zaffre, d�gested �n aqua reg�a, and
d�luted w�th four t�mes �ts we�ght of water, �s somet�mes employed; a
green t�nt results. The regulus of cobalt, d�ssolved �n sp�r�t of n�tre,
g�ves a red. These colors d�sappear at longer or shorter �ntervals
after the mater�al wr�tten upon cools, but aga�n become apparent
upon the re-appl�cat�on of heat.

“I now scrut�n�zed the death’s-head w�th care. Its outer edges—the
edges of the draw�ng nearest the edge of the vellum—were far more
d�st�nct than the others. It was clear that the act�on of the calor�c had
been �mperfect or unequal. I �mmed�ately k�ndled a f�re, and
subjected every port�on of the parchment to a glow�ng heat. At f�rst,
the only effect was the strengthen�ng of the fa�nt l�nes �n the skull;
but, upon persever�ng �n the exper�ment, there became v�s�ble, at the
corner of the sl�p, d�agonally oppos�te to the spot �n wh�ch the
death’s-head was del�neated, the f�gure of what I at f�rst supposed to
be a goat. A closer scrut�ny, however, sat�sf�ed me that �t was
�ntended for a k�d.”

“Ha! ha!” sa�d I, “to be sure I have no r�ght to laugh at you—a
m�ll�on and a half of money �s too ser�ous a matter for m�rth—but you
are not about to establ�sh a th�rd l�nk �n your cha�n—you w�ll not f�nd
any espec�al connex�on between your p�rates and a goat—p�rates,
you know, have noth�ng to do w�th goats; they apperta�n to the
farm�ng �nterest.”

“But I have just sa�d that the f�gure was not that of a goat.”
“Well, a k�d then—pretty much the same th�ng.”
“Pretty much, but not altogether,” sa�d Legrand. “You may have

heard of one Capta�n K�dd. I at once looked upon the f�gure of the
an�mal as a k�nd of punn�ng or h�eroglyph�cal s�gnature. I say
s�gnature; because �ts pos�t�on upon the vellum suggested th�s �dea.
The death’s-head at the corner d�agonally oppos�te, had, �n the same
manner, the a�r of a stamp, or seal. But I was sorely put out by the



absence of all else—of the body to my �mag�ned �nstrument—of the
text for my context.”

“I presume you expected to f�nd a letter between the stamp and
the s�gnature.”

“Someth�ng of that k�nd. The fact �s, I felt �rres�st�bly �mpressed
w�th a present�ment of some vast good fortune �mpend�ng. I can
scarcely say why. Perhaps, after all, �t was rather a des�re than an
actual bel�ef;—but do you know that Jup�ter’s s�lly words, about the
bug be�ng of sol�d gold, had a remarkable effect upon my fancy? And
then the ser�es of acc�dents and co�nc�dences—these were so very
extraord�nary. Do you observe how mere an acc�dent �t was that
these events should have occurred upon the sole day of all the year
�n wh�ch �t has been, or may be, suff�c�ently cool for f�re, and that
w�thout the f�re, or w�thout the �ntervent�on of the dog at the prec�se
moment �n wh�ch he appeared, I should never have become aware
of the death’s-head, and so never the possessor of the treasure?”

“But proceed—I am all �mpat�ence.”
“Well; you have heard, of course, the many stor�es current—the

thousand vague rumors afloat about money bur�ed, somewhere
upon the Atlant�c coast, by K�dd and h�s assoc�ates. These rumors
must have had some foundat�on �n fact. And that the rumors have
ex�sted so long and so cont�nuous, could have resulted, �t appeared
to me, only from the c�rcumstance of the bur�ed treasure st�ll
rema�n�ng entombed. Had K�dd concealed h�s plunder for a t�me, and
afterwards recla�med �t, the rumors would scarcely have reached us
�n the�r present unvary�ng form. You w�ll observe that the stor�es told
are all about money-seekers, not about money-f�nders. Had the
p�rate recovered h�s money, there the affa�r would have dropped. It
seemed to me that some acc�dent—say the loss of a memorandum
�nd�cat�ng �ts local�ty—had depr�ved h�m of the means of recover�ng
�t, and that th�s acc�dent had become known to h�s followers, who
otherw�se m�ght never have heard that treasure had been concealed
at all, and who, busy�ng themselves �n va�n, because ungu�ded
attempts, to rega�n �t, had g�ven f�rst b�rth, and then un�versal
currency, to the reports wh�ch are now so common. Have you ever
heard of any �mportant treasure be�ng unearthed along the coast?”



“Never.”
“But that K�dd’s accumulat�ons were �mmense, �s well known. I

took �t for granted, therefore, that the earth st�ll held them; and you
w�ll scarcely be surpr�sed when I tell you that I felt a hope, nearly
amount�ng to certa�nty, that the parchment so strangely found,
�nvolved a lost record of the place of depos�t.”

“But how d�d you proceed?”
“I held the vellum aga�n to the f�re, after �ncreas�ng the heat; but

noth�ng appeared. I now thought �t poss�ble that the coat�ng of d�rt
m�ght have someth�ng to do w�th the fa�lure; so I carefully r�nsed the
parchment by pour�ng warm water over �t, and, hav�ng done th�s, I
placed �t �n a t�n pan, w�th the skull downwards, and put the pan upon
a furnace of l�ghted charcoal. In a few m�nutes, the pan hav�ng
become thoroughly heated, I removed the sl�p, and, to my
�nexpress�ble joy, found �t spotted, �n several places, w�th what
appeared to be f�gures arranged �n l�nes. Aga�n I placed �t �n the pan,
and suffered �t to rema�n another m�nute. Upon tak�ng �t off, the
whole was just as you see �t now.”

Here Legrand, hav�ng re-heated the parchment, subm�tted �t to my
�nspect�on. The follow�ng characters were rudely traced, �n a red t�nt,
between the death’s-head and the goat:

“53‡‡†305))6*;4826)4‡)4‡);806*;48†8¶60))85;1‡(;:‡*8†83(88)5*†
;46(;88*96*?;8)*‡(;485);5*†2:*‡(;4956*2(5*—4)8¶8*;4069285);)
6†8)4‡‡;1(‡9;48081;8:8‡1;48†85;4)485†528806*81(‡9;48;(88;4(‡?3
4;48)4‡;161;:188;‡?;”

“But,” sa�d I, return�ng h�m the sl�p, “I am as much �n the dark as
ever. Were all the jewels of Golconda awa�t�ng me upon my solut�on
of th�s en�gma, I am qu�te sure that I should be unable to earn them.”

“And yet,” sa�d Legrand, “the solut�on �s by no means so d�ff�cult as
you m�ght be lead to �mag�ne from the f�rst hasty �nspect�on of the
characters. These characters, as any one m�ght read�ly guess, form
a c�pher—that �s to say, they convey a mean�ng; but then, from what
�s known of K�dd, I could not suppose h�m capable of construct�ng
any of the more abstruse cryptographs. I made up my m�nd, at once,
that th�s was of a s�mple spec�es—such, however, as would appear,



to the crude �ntellect of the sa�lor, absolutely �nsoluble w�thout the
key.”

“And you really solved �t?”
“Read�ly; I have solved others of an abstruseness ten thousand

t�mes greater. C�rcumstances, and a certa�n b�as of m�nd, have led
me to take �nterest �n such r�ddles, and �t may well be doubted
whether human �ngenu�ty can construct an en�gma of the k�nd wh�ch
human �ngenu�ty may not, by proper appl�cat�on, resolve. In fact,
hav�ng once establ�shed connected and leg�ble characters, I scarcely
gave a thought to the mere d�ff�culty of develop�ng the�r �mport.

“In the present case—�ndeed �n all cases of secret wr�t�ng—the
f�rst quest�on regards the language of the c�pher; for the pr�nc�ples of
solut�on, so far, espec�ally, as the more s�mple c�phers are
concerned, depend upon, and are var�ed by, the gen�us of the
part�cular �d�om. In general, there �s no alternat�ve but exper�ment
(d�rected by probab�l�t�es) of every tongue known to h�m who
attempts the solut�on, unt�l the true one be atta�ned. But, w�th the
c�pher now before us, all d�ff�culty was removed by the s�gnature.
The pun upon the word ‘K�dd’ �s apprec�able �n no other language
than the Engl�sh. But for th�s cons�derat�on I should have begun my
attempts w�th the Span�sh and French, as the tongues �n wh�ch a
secret of th�s k�nd would most naturally have been wr�tten by a p�rate
of the Span�sh ma�n. As �t was, I assumed the cryptograph to be
Engl�sh.

“You observe there are no d�v�s�ons between the words. Had there
been d�v�s�ons, the task would have been comparat�vely easy. In
such case I should have commenced w�th a collat�on and analys�s of
the shorter words, and, had a word of a s�ngle letter occurred, as �s
most l�kely, (a or I, for example,) I should have cons�dered the
solut�on as assured. But, there be�ng no d�v�s�on, my f�rst step was to
ascerta�n the predom�nant letters, as well as the least frequent.
Count�ng all, I constructed a table, thus:

Of the character 8 there are 33.
                          ;        “     26.
                          4        “     19.
                        ‡ )        “     16.
                          *        “     13.
                          5        “     12.



                          6        “     11.
                        † 1        “      8.
                          0        “      6.
                        9 2        “      5.
                        : 3        “      4.
                          ?        “      3.
                          ¶        “      2.
                         -.        “      1.

“Now, �n Engl�sh, the letter wh�ch most frequently occurs �s e.
Afterwards, success�on runs thus: a o � d h n r s t u y c f g l m w b k p
q x z. E predom�nates so remarkably that an �nd�v�dual sentence of
any length �s rarely seen, �n wh�ch �t �s not the preva�l�ng character.

“Here, then, we leave, �n the very beg�nn�ng, the groundwork for
someth�ng more than a mere guess. The general use wh�ch may be
made of the table �s obv�ous—but, �n th�s part�cular c�pher, we shall
only very part�ally requ�re �ts a�d. As our predom�nant character �s 8,
we w�ll commence by assum�ng �t as the e of the natural alphabet. To
ver�fy the suppos�t�on, let us observe �f the 8 be seen often �n
couples—for e �s doubled w�th great frequency �n Engl�sh—�n such
words, for example, as ‘meet,’ ‘.fleet,’ ‘speed,’ ‘seen,’ been,’ ‘agree,’
&c. In the present �nstance we see �t doubled no less than f�ve t�mes,
although the cryptograph �s br�ef.

“Let us assume 8, then, as e. Now, of all words �n the language,
‘the’ �s most usual; let us see, therefore, whether there are not
repet�t�ons of any three characters, �n the same order of collocat�on,
the last of them be�ng 8. If we d�scover repet�t�ons of such letters, so
arranged, they w�ll most probably represent the word ‘the.’ Upon
�nspect�on, we f�nd no less than seven such arrangements, the
characters be�ng ;48. We may, therefore, assume that; represents t,
4 represents h, and 8 represents e—the last be�ng now well
conf�rmed. Thus a great step has been taken.

“But, hav�ng establ�shed a s�ngle word, we are enabled to
establ�sh a vastly �mportant po�nt; that �s to say, several
commencements and term�nat�ons of other words. Let us refer, for
example, to the last �nstance but one, �n wh�ch the comb�nat�on ;48
occurs—not far from the end of the c�pher. We know that the ;
�mmed�ately ensu�ng �s the commencement of a word, and, of the s�x
characters succeed�ng th�s ‘the,’ we are cogn�zant of no less than



f�ve. Let us set these characters down, thus, by the letters we know
them to represent, leav�ng a space for the unknown—

t eeth.
“Here we are enabled, at once, to d�scard the ‘th,’ as form�ng no

port�on of the word commenc�ng w�th the f�rst t; s�nce, by exper�ment
of the ent�re alphabet for a letter adapted to the vacancy, we
perce�ve that no word can be formed of wh�ch th�s th can be a part.
We are thus narrowed �nto

t ee,
and, go�ng through the alphabet, �f necessary, as before, we arr�ve at
the word ‘tree,’ as the sole poss�ble read�ng. We thus ga�n another
letter, r, represented by (, w�th the words ‘the tree’ �n juxtapos�t�on.

“Look�ng beyond these words, for a short d�stance, we aga�n see
the comb�nat�on ;48, and employ �t by way of term�nat�on to what
�mmed�ately precedes. We have thus th�s arrangement:

the tree ;4(‡?34 the,
or, subst�tut�ng the natural letters, where known, �t reads thus:

the tree thr‡?3h the.
“Now, �f, �n place of the unknown characters, we leave blank

spaces, or subst�tute dots, we read thus:
the tree thr...h the,

when the word ‘through’ makes �tself ev�dent at once. But th�s
d�scovery g�ves us three new letters, o, u and g, represented by ‡, ?
and 3.

“Look�ng now, narrowly, through the c�pher for comb�nat�ons of
known characters, we f�nd, not very far from the beg�nn�ng, th�s
arrangement,

83(88, or egree,
wh�ch, pla�nly, �s the conclus�on of the word ‘degree,’ and g�ves us
another letter, d, represented by †.

“Four letters beyond the word ‘degree,’ we perce�ve the
comb�nat�on

;46(;88.



“Translat�ng the known characters, and represent�ng the unknown
by dots, as before, we read thus:

th rtee.
an arrangement �mmed�ately suggest�ve of the word ‘th�rteen,’ and
aga�n furn�sh�ng us w�th two new characters, � and n, represented by
6 and *.

“Referr�ng, now, to the beg�nn�ng of the cryptograph, we f�nd the
comb�nat�on,

53‡‡†.
“Translat�ng as before, we obta�n
good,

wh�ch assures us that the f�rst letter �s A, and that the f�rst two words
are ‘A good.’

“It �s now t�me that we arrange our key, as far as d�scovered, �n a
tabular form, to avo�d confus�on. It w�ll stand thus:
                5 represents      a
                †       “         d
                8       “         e
                3       “         g
                4       “         h
                6       “         i
                *       “         n
                ‡       “         o
                (       “         r
                ;       “         t
                ?       “         u

“We have, therefore, no less than eleven of the most �mportant
letters represented, and �t w�ll be unnecessary to proceed w�th the
deta�ls of the solut�on. I have sa�d enough to conv�nce you that
c�phers of th�s nature are read�ly soluble, and to g�ve you some
�ns�ght �nto the rat�onale of the�r development. But be assured that
the spec�men before us apperta�ns to the very s�mplest spec�es of
cryptograph. It now only rema�ns to g�ve you the full translat�on of the
characters upon the parchment, as unr�ddled. Here �t �s:

“‘A good glass �n the b�shop’s hostel �n the dev�l’s seat forty-one
degrees and th�rteen m�nutes northeast and by north ma�n branch
seventh l�mb east s�de shoot from the left eye of the death’s-head a
bee l�ne from the tree through the shot f�fty feet out.’”



“But,” sa�d I, “the en�gma seems st�ll �n as bad a cond�t�on as ever.
How �s �t poss�ble to extort a mean�ng from all th�s jargon about
‘dev�l’s seats,’ ‘death’s heads,’ and ‘b�shop’s hotels?’”

“I confess,” repl�ed Legrand, “that the matter st�ll wears a ser�ous
aspect, when regarded w�th a casual glance. My f�rst endeavor was
to d�v�de the sentence �nto the natural d�v�s�on �ntended by the
cryptograph�st.”

“You mean, to punctuate �t?”
“Someth�ng of that k�nd.”
“But how was �t poss�ble to effect th�s?”
“I reflected that �t had been a po�nt w�th the wr�ter to run h�s words

together w�thout d�v�s�on, so as to �ncrease the d�ff�culty of solut�on.
Now, a not over-acute man, �n pursu�ng such an object, would be
nearly certa�n to overdo the matter. When, �n the course of h�s
compos�t�on, he arr�ved at a break �n h�s subject wh�ch would
naturally requ�re a pause, or a po�nt, he would be exceed�ngly apt to
run h�s characters, at th�s place, more than usually close together. If
you w�ll observe the MS., �n the present �nstance, you w�ll eas�ly
detect f�ve such cases of unusual crowd�ng. Act�ng upon th�s h�nt, I
made the d�v�s�on thus: ‘A good glass �n the B�shop’s hostel �n the
Dev�l’s seat—forty-one degrees and th�rteen m�nutes—northeast and
by north—ma�n branch seventh l�mb east s�de—shoot from the left
eye of the death’s-head—a bee-l�ne from the tree through the shot
f�fty feet out.’”

“Even th�s d�v�s�on,” sa�d I, “leaves me st�ll �n the dark.”
“It left me also �n the dark,” repl�ed Legrand, “for a few days; dur�ng

wh�ch I made d�l�gent �nqu�ry, �n the ne�ghborhood of Sull�van’s
Island, for any bu�ld�ng wh�ch went by the name of the ‘B�shop’s
Hotel;’ for, of course, I dropped the obsolete word ‘hostel.’ Ga�n�ng
no �nformat�on on the subject, I was on the po�nt of extend�ng my
sphere of search, and proceed�ng �n a more systemat�c manner,
when, one morn�ng, �t entered �nto my head, qu�te suddenly, that th�s
‘B�shop’s Hostel’ m�ght have some reference to an old fam�ly, of the
name of Bessop, wh�ch, t�me out of m�nd, had held possess�on of an
anc�ent manor-house, about four m�les to the northward of the �sland.
I accord�ngly went over to the plantat�on, and re-�nst�tuted my



�nqu�r�es among the older negroes of the place. At length one of the
most aged of the women sa�d that she had heard of such a place as
Bessop’s Castle, and thought that she could gu�de me to �t, but that �t
was not a castle nor a tavern, but a h�gh rock.

“I offered to pay her well for her trouble, and, after some demur,
she consented to accompany me to the spot. We found �t w�thout
much d�ff�culty, when, d�sm�ss�ng her, I proceeded to exam�ne the
place. The ‘castle’ cons�sted of an �rregular assemblage of cl�ffs and
rocks—one of the latter be�ng qu�te remarkable for �ts he�ght as well
as for �ts �nsulated and art�f�c�al appearance. I clambered to �ts apex,
and then felt much at a loss as to what should be next done.

“Wh�le I was bus�ed �n reflect�on, my eyes fell upon a narrow ledge
�n the eastern face of the rock, perhaps a yard below the summ�t
upon wh�ch I stood. Th�s ledge projected about e�ghteen �nches, and
was not more than a foot w�de, wh�le a n�che �n the cl�ff just above �t
gave �t a rude resemblance to one of the hollow-backed cha�rs used
by our ancestors. I made no doubt that here was the ‘dev�l’s seat’
alluded to �n the MS., and now I seemed to grasp the full secret of
the r�ddle.

“The ‘good glass,’ I knew, could have reference to noth�ng but a
telescope; for the word ‘glass’ �s rarely employed �n any other sense
by seamen. Now here, I at once saw, was a telescope to be used,
and a def�n�te po�nt of v�ew, adm�tt�ng no var�at�on, from wh�ch to use
�t. Nor d�d I hes�tate to bel�eve that the phrases, ‘forty-one degrees
and th�rteen m�nutes,’ and ‘northeast and by north,’ were �ntended as
d�rect�ons for the levell�ng of the glass. Greatly exc�ted by these
d�scover�es, I hurr�ed home, procured a telescope, and returned to
the rock.

“I let myself down to the ledge, and found that �t was �mposs�ble to
reta�n a seat upon �t except �n one part�cular pos�t�on. Th�s fact
conf�rmed my preconce�ved �dea. I proceeded to use the glass. Of
course, the ‘forty-one degrees and th�rteen m�nutes’ could allude to
noth�ng but elevat�on above the v�s�ble hor�zon, s�nce the hor�zontal
d�rect�on was clearly �nd�cated by the words, ‘northeast and by north.’
Th�s latter d�rect�on I at once establ�shed by means of a pocket-
compass; then, po�nt�ng the glass as nearly at an angle of forty-one



degrees of elevat�on as I could do �t by guess, I moved �t caut�ously
up or down, unt�l my attent�on was arrested by a c�rcular r�ft or
open�ng �n the fol�age of a large tree that overtopped �ts fellows �n the
d�stance. In the centre of th�s r�ft I perce�ved a wh�te spot, but could
not, at f�rst, d�st�ngu�sh what �t was. Adjust�ng the focus of the
telescope, I aga�n looked, and now made �t out to be a human skull.

“Upon th�s d�scovery I was so sangu�ne as to cons�der the en�gma
solved; for the phrase ‘ma�n branch, seventh l�mb, east s�de,’ could
refer only to the pos�t�on of the skull upon the tree, wh�le ‘shoot from
the left eye of the death’s head’ adm�tted, also, of but one
�nterpretat�on, �n regard to a search for bur�ed treasure. I perce�ved
that the des�gn was to drop a bullet from the left eye of the skull, and
that a bee-l�ne, or, �n other words, a stra�ght l�ne, drawn from the
nearest po�nt of the trunk through ‘the shot,’ (or the spot where the
bullet fell,) and thence extended to a d�stance of f�fty feet, would
�nd�cate a def�n�te po�nt—and beneath th�s po�nt I thought �t at least
poss�ble that a depos�t of value lay concealed.”

“All th�s,” I sa�d, “�s exceed�ngly clear, and, although �ngen�ous, st�ll
s�mple and expl�c�t. When you left the B�shop’s Hotel, what then?”

“Why, hav�ng carefully taken the bear�ngs of the tree, I turned
homewards. The �nstant that I left ‘the dev�l’s seat,’ however, the
c�rcular r�ft van�shed; nor could I get a gl�mpse of �t afterwards, turn
as I would. What seems to me the ch�ef �ngenu�ty �n th�s whole
bus�ness, �s the fact (for repeated exper�ment has conv�nced me �t �s
a fact) that the c�rcular open�ng �n quest�on �s v�s�ble from no other
atta�nable po�nt of v�ew than that afforded by the narrow ledge upon
the face of the rock.

“In th�s exped�t�on to the ‘B�shop’s Hotel’ I had been attended by
Jup�ter, who had, no doubt, observed, for some weeks past, the
abstract�on of my demeanor, and took espec�al care not to leave me
alone. But, on the next day, gett�ng up very early, I contr�ved to g�ve
h�m the sl�p, and went �nto the h�lls �n search of the tree. After much
to�l I found �t. When I came home at n�ght my valet proposed to g�ve
me a flogg�ng. W�th the rest of the adventure I bel�eve you are as
well acqua�nted as myself.”



“I suppose,” sa�d I, “you m�ssed the spot, �n the f�rst attempt at
d�gg�ng, through Jup�ter’s stup�d�ty �n lett�ng the bug fall through the
r�ght �nstead of through the left eye of the skull.”

“Prec�sely. Th�s m�stake made a d�fference of about two �nches
and a half �n the ‘shot’—that �s to say, �n the pos�t�on of the peg
nearest the tree; and had the treasure been beneath the ‘shot,’ the
error would have been of l�ttle moment; but ‘the shot,’ together w�th
the nearest po�nt of the tree, were merely two po�nts for the
establ�shment of a l�ne of d�rect�on; of course the error, however
tr�v�al �n the beg�nn�ng, �ncreased as we proceeded w�th the l�ne, and
by the t�me we had gone f�fty feet, threw us qu�te off the scent. But
for my deep-seated �mpress�ons that treasure was here somewhere
actually bur�ed, we m�ght have had all our labor �n va�n.”

“But your grand�loquence, and your conduct �n sw�ng�ng the beetle
—how excess�vely odd! I was sure you were mad. And why d�d you
�ns�st upon lett�ng fall the bug, �nstead of a bullet, from the skull?”

“Why, to be frank, I felt somewhat annoyed by your ev�dent
susp�c�ons touch�ng my san�ty, and so resolved to pun�sh you qu�etly,
�n my own way, by a l�ttle b�t of sober myst�f�cat�on. For th�s reason I
swung the beetle, and for th�s reason I let �t fall �t from the tree. An
observat�on of yours about �ts great we�ght suggested the latter
�dea.”

“Yes, I perce�ve; and now there �s only one po�nt wh�ch puzzles
me. What are we to make of the skeletons found �n the hole?”

“That �s a quest�on I am no more able to answer than yourself.
There seems, however, only one plaus�ble way of account�ng for
them—and yet �t �s dreadful to bel�eve �n such atroc�ty as my
suggest�on would �mply. It �s clear that K�dd—�f K�dd �ndeed secreted
th�s treasure, wh�ch I doubt not—�t �s clear that he must have had
ass�stance �n the labor. But th�s labor concluded, he may have
thought �t exped�ent to remove all part�c�pants �n h�s secret. Perhaps
a couple of blows w�th a mattock were suff�c�ent, wh�le h�s coadjutors
were busy �n the p�t; perhaps �t requ�red a dozen—who shall tell?”



FOUR BEASTS IN ONE—THE HOMO-
CAMELEOPARD

Chacun a ses vertus.

—Créb�llon’s Xerxes.

Ant�ochus Ep�phanes �s very generally looked upon as the Gog of
the prophet Ezek�el. Th�s honor �s, however, more properly
attr�butable to Cambyses, the son of Cyrus. And, �ndeed, the
character of the Syr�an monarch does by no means stand �n need of
any advent�t�ous embell�shment. H�s access�on to the throne, or
rather h�s usurpat�on of the sovere�gnty, a hundred and seventy-one
years before the com�ng of Chr�st; h�s attempt to plunder the temple
of D�ana at Ephesus; h�s �mplacable host�l�ty to the Jews; h�s
pollut�on of the Holy of Hol�es; and h�s m�serable death at Taba, after
a tumultuous re�gn of eleven years, are c�rcumstances of a
prom�nent k�nd, and therefore more generally not�ced by the
h�stor�ans of h�s t�me than the �mp�ous, dastardly, cruel, s�lly, and
wh�ms�cal ach�evements wh�ch make up the sum total of h�s pr�vate
l�fe and reputat�on.

Let us suppose, gentle reader, that �t �s now the year of the world
three thousand e�ght hundred and th�rty, and let us, for a few
m�nutes, �mag�ne ourselves at that most grotesque hab�tat�on of
man, the remarkable c�ty of Ant�och. To be sure there were, �n Syr�a
and other countr�es, s�xteen c�t�es of that appellat�on, bes�des the
one to wh�ch I more part�cularly allude. But ours �s that wh�ch went
by the name of Ant�och�a Ep�daphne, from �ts v�c�n�ty to the l�ttle
v�llage of Daphne, where stood a temple to that d�v�n�ty. It was bu�lt
(although about th�s matter there �s some d�spute) by Seleucus



N�canor, the f�rst k�ng of the country after Alexander the Great, �n
memory of h�s father Ant�ochus, and became �mmed�ately the
res�dence of the Syr�an monarchy. In the flour�sh�ng t�mes of the
Roman Emp�re, �t was the ord�nary stat�on of the prefect of the
eastern prov�nces; and many of the emperors of the queen c�ty
(among whom may be ment�oned, espec�ally, Verus and Valens)
spent here the greater part of the�r t�me. But I perce�ve we have
arr�ved at the c�ty �tself. Let us ascend th�s battlement, and throw our
eyes upon the town and ne�ghbor�ng country.

“What broad and rap�d r�ver �s that wh�ch forces �ts way, w�th
�nnumerable falls, through the mounta�nous w�lderness, and f�nally
through the w�lderness of bu�ld�ngs?”

That �s the Orontes, and �t �s the only water �n s�ght, w�th the
except�on of the Med�terranean, wh�ch stretches, l�ke a broad m�rror,
about twelve m�les off to the southward. Every one has seen the
Med�terranean; but let me tell you, there are few who have had a
peep at Ant�och. By few, I mean, few who, l�ke you and me, have
had, at the same t�me, the advantages of a modern educat�on.
Therefore cease to regard that sea, and g�ve your whole attent�on to
the mass of houses that l�e beneath us. You w�ll remember that �t �s
now the year of the world three thousand e�ght hundred and th�rty.
Were �t later—for example, were �t the year of our Lord e�ghteen
hundred and forty-f�ve, we should be depr�ved of th�s extraord�nary
spectacle. In the n�neteenth century Ant�och �s—that �s to say,
Ant�och w�ll be—�n a lamentable state of decay. It w�ll have been, by
that t�me, totally destroyed, at three d�fferent per�ods, by three
success�ve earthquakes. Indeed, to say the truth, what l�ttle of �ts
former self may then rema�n, w�ll be found �n so desolate and ru�nous
a state that the patr�arch shall have removed h�s res�dence to
Damascus. Th�s �s well. I see you prof�t by my adv�ce, and are
mak�ng the most of your t�me �n �nspect�ng the prem�ses—�n

—sat�sfy�ng your eyes
W�th the memor�als and the th�ngs of fame
That most renown th�s c�ty.—

I beg pardon; I had forgotten that Shakespeare w�ll not flour�sh for
seventeen hundred and f�fty years to come. But does not the



appearance of Ep�daphne just�fy me �n call�ng �t grotesque?
“It �s well fort�f�ed; and �n th�s respect �s as much �ndebted to nature

as to art.”
Very true.
“There are a prod�g�ous number of stately palaces.”
There are.
“And the numerous temples, sumptuous and magn�f�cent, may

bear compar�son w�th the most lauded of ant�qu�ty.”
All th�s I must acknowledge. St�ll there �s an �nf�n�ty of mud huts,

and abom�nable hovels. We cannot help perce�v�ng abundance of
f�lth �n every kennel, and, were �t not for the over-power�ng fumes of
�dolatrous �ncense, I have no doubt we should f�nd a most �ntolerable
stench. D�d you ever behold streets so �nsufferably narrow, or
houses so m�raculously tall? What gloom the�r shadows cast upon
the ground! It �s well the sw�ng�ng lamps �n those endless
colonnades are kept burn�ng throughout the day; we should
otherw�se have the darkness of Egypt �n the t�me of her desolat�on.

“It �s certa�nly a strange place! What �s the mean�ng of yonder
s�ngular bu�ld�ng? See! �t towers above all others, and l�es to the
eastward of what I take to be the royal palace!”

That �s the new Temple of the Sun, who �s adored �n Syr�a under
the t�tle of Elah Gabalah. Hereafter a very notor�ous Roman Emperor
w�ll �nst�tute th�s worsh�p �n Rome, and thence der�ve a cognomen,
Hel�ogabalus. I dare say you would l�ke to take a peep at the d�v�n�ty
of the temple. You need not look up at the heavens; h�s Sunsh�p �s
not there—at least not the Sunsh�p adored by the Syr�ans. That de�ty
w�ll be found �n the �nter�or of yonder bu�ld�ng. He �s worsh�pped
under the f�gure of a large stone p�llar term�nat�ng at the summ�t �n a
cone or pyram�d, whereby �s denoted F�re.

“Hark—behold!—who can those r�d�culous be�ngs be, half naked,
w�th the�r faces pa�nted, shout�ng and gest�culat�ng to the rabble?”

Some few are mountebanks. Others more part�cularly belong to
the race of ph�losophers. The greatest port�on, however—those
espec�ally who belabor the populace w�th clubs—are the pr�nc�pal



court�ers of the palace, execut�ng as �n duty bound, some laudable
com�cal�ty of the k�ng’s.

“But what have we here? Heavens! the town �s swarm�ng w�th w�ld
beasts! How terr�ble a spectacle!—how dangerous a pecul�ar�ty!”

Terr�ble, �f you please; but not �n the least degree dangerous. Each
an�mal �f you w�ll take the pa�ns to observe, �s follow�ng, very qu�etly,
�n the wake of �ts master. Some few, to be sure, are led w�th a rope
about the neck, but these are ch�efly the lesser or t�m�d spec�es. The
l�on, the t�ger, and the leopard are ent�rely w�thout restra�nt. They
have been tra�ned w�thout d�ff�culty to the�r present profess�on, and
attend upon the�r respect�ve owners �n the capac�ty of valets-de-
chambre. It �s true, there are occas�ons when Nature asserts her
v�olated dom�n�ons;—but then the devour�ng of a man-at-arms, or the
throttl�ng of a consecrated bull, �s a c�rcumstance of too l�ttle moment
to be more than h�nted at �n Ep�daphne.

“But what extraord�nary tumult do I hear? Surely th�s �s a loud
no�se even for Ant�och! It argues some commot�on of unusual
�nterest.”

Yes—undoubtedly. The k�ng has ordered some novel spectacle—
some glad�ator�al exh�b�t�on at the h�ppodrome—or perhaps the
massacre of the Scyth�an pr�soners—or the conflagrat�on of h�s new
palace—or the tear�ng down of a handsome temple—or, �ndeed, a
bonf�re of a few Jews. The uproar �ncreases. Shouts of laughter
ascend the sk�es. The a�r becomes d�ssonant w�th w�nd �nstruments,
and horr�ble w�th clamor of a m�ll�on throats. Let us descend, for the
love of fun, and see what �s go�ng on! Th�s way—be careful! Here we
are �n the pr�nc�pal street, wh�ch �s called the street of T�marchus.
The sea of people �s com�ng th�s way, and we shall f�nd a d�ff�culty �n
stemm�ng the t�de. They are pour�ng through the alley of Heracl�des,
wh�ch leads d�rectly from the palace;—therefore the k�ng �s most
probably among the r�oters. Yes—I hear the shouts of the herald
procla�m�ng h�s approach �n the pompous phraseology of the East.
We shall have a gl�mpse of h�s person as he passes by the temple of
Ash�mah. Let us ensconce ourselves �n the vest�bule of the
sanctuary; he w�ll be here anon. In the meant�me let us survey th�s
�mage. What �s �t? Oh! �t �s the god Ash�mah �n proper person. You



perce�ve, however, that he �s ne�ther a lamb, nor a goat, nor a satyr,
ne�ther has he much resemblance to the Pan of the Arcad�ans. Yet
all these appearances have been g�ven—I beg pardon—w�ll be g�ven
—by the learned of future ages, to the Ash�mah of the Syr�ans. Put
on your spectacles, and tell me what �t �s. What �s �t?

“Bless me! �t �s an ape!”
True—a baboon; but by no means the less a de�ty. H�s name �s a

der�vat�on of the Greek S�m�a—what great fools are ant�quar�ans! But
see!—see!—yonder scampers a ragged l�ttle urch�n. Where �s he
go�ng? What �s he bawl�ng about? What does he say? Oh! he says
the k�ng �s com�ng �n tr�umph; that he �s dressed �n state; that he has
just f�n�shed putt�ng to death, w�th h�s own hand, a thousand cha�ned
Israel�t�sh pr�soners! For th�s explo�t the ragamuff�n �s laud�ng h�m to
the sk�es! Hark! here comes a troop of a s�m�lar descr�pt�on. They
have made a Lat�n hymn upon the valor of the k�ng, and are s�ng�ng
�t as they go:

M�lle, m�lle, m�lle,
M�lle, m�lle, m�lle,
Decollav�mus, unus homo!
M�lle, m�lle, m�lle, m�lle, decollav�mus!
M�lle, m�lle, m�lle,
V�vat qu� m�lle m�lle occ�d�t!
Tantum v�n� habet nemo
Quantum sangu�n�s effud�t!(*1)

Wh�ch may be thus paraphrased:

A thousand, a thousand, a thousand,
A thousand, a thousand, a thousand,
We, w�th one warr�or, have sla�n!
A thousand, a thousand, a thousand, a thousand.
S�ng a thousand over aga�n!
Soho!—let us s�ng
Long l�fe to our k�ng,
Who knocked over a thousand so f�ne!
Soho!—let us roar,
He has g�ven us more
Red gallons of gore
Than all Syr�a can furn�sh of w�ne!



“Do you hear that flour�sh of trumpets?”
Yes—the k�ng �s com�ng! See! the people are aghast w�th

adm�rat�on, and l�ft up the�r eyes to the heavens �n reverence. He
comes!—he �s com�ng!—there he �s!

“Who?—where?—the k�ng?—do not behold h�m—cannot say that
I perce�ve h�m.”

Then you must be bl�nd.
“Very poss�ble. St�ll I see noth�ng but a tumultuous mob of �d�ots

and madmen, who are busy �n prostrat�ng themselves before a
g�gant�c cameleopard, and endeavor�ng to obta�n a k�ss of the
an�mal’s hoofs. See! the beast has very justly k�cked one of the
rabble over—and another—and another—and another. Indeed, I
cannot help adm�r�ng the an�mal for the excellent use he �s mak�ng of
h�s feet.”

Rabble, �ndeed!—why these are the noble and free c�t�zens of
Ep�daphne! Beasts, d�d you say?—take care that you are not
overheard. Do you not perce�ve that the an�mal has the v�sage of a
man? Why, my dear s�r, that cameleopard �s no other than Ant�ochus
Ep�phanes, Ant�ochus the Illustr�ous, K�ng of Syr�a, and the most
potent of all the autocrats of the East! It �s true, that he �s ent�tled, at
t�mes, Ant�ochus Ep�manes—Ant�ochus the madman—but that �s
because all people have not the capac�ty to apprec�ate h�s mer�ts. It
�s also certa�n that he �s at present ensconced �n the h�de of a beast,
and �s do�ng h�s best to play the part of a cameleopard; but th�s �s
done for the better susta�n�ng h�s d�gn�ty as k�ng. Bes�des, the
monarch �s of g�gant�c stature, and the dress �s therefore ne�ther
unbecom�ng nor over large. We may, however, presume he would
not have adopted �t but for some occas�on of espec�al state. Such,
you w�ll allow, �s the massacre of a thousand Jews. W�th how
super�or a d�gn�ty the monarch perambulates on all fours! H�s ta�l,
you perce�ve, �s held aloft by h�s two pr�nc�pal concub�nes, Ell�ne and
Argela�s; and h�s whole appearance would be �nf�n�tely
prepossess�ng, were �t not for the protuberance of h�s eyes, wh�ch
w�ll certa�nly start out of h�s head, and the queer color of h�s face,
wh�ch has become nondescr�pt from the quant�ty of w�ne he has
swallowed. Let us follow h�m to the h�ppodrome, wh�ther he �s



proceed�ng, and l�sten to the song of tr�umph wh�ch he �s
commenc�ng:

Who �s k�ng but Ep�phanes?
Say—do you know?
Who �s k�ng but Ep�phanes?
Bravo!—bravo!
There �s none but Ep�phanes,
No—there �s none:
So tear down the temples,
And put out the sun!

Well and strenuously sung! The populace are ha�l�ng h�m ‘Pr�nce
of Poets,’ as well as ‘Glory of the East,’ ‘Del�ght of the Un�verse,’ and
‘Most Remarkable of Cameleopards.’ They have encored h�s
effus�on, and do you hear?—he �s s�ng�ng �t over aga�n. When he
arr�ves at the h�ppodrome, he w�ll be crowned w�th the poet�c wreath,
�n ant�c�pat�on of h�s v�ctory at the approach�ng Olymp�cs.

“But, good Jup�ter! what �s the matter �n the crowd beh�nd us?”
Beh�nd us, d�d you say?—oh! ah!—I perce�ve. My fr�end, �t �s well

that you spoke �n t�me. Let us get �nto a place of safety as soon as
poss�ble. Here!—let us conceal ourselves �n the arch of th�s
aqueduct, and I w�ll �nform you presently of the or�g�n of the
commot�on. It has turned out as I have been ant�c�pat�ng. The
s�ngular appearance of the cameleopard and the head of a man,
has, �t seems, g�ven offence to the not�ons of propr�ety enterta�ned,
�n general, by the w�ld an�mals domest�cated �n the c�ty. A mut�ny has
been the result; and, as �s usual upon such occas�ons, all human
efforts w�ll be of no ava�l �n quell�ng the mob. Several of the Syr�ans
have already been devoured; but the general vo�ce of the four-footed
patr�ots seems to be for eat�ng up the cameleopard. ‘The Pr�nce of
Poets,’ therefore, �s upon h�s h�nder legs, runn�ng for h�s l�fe. H�s
court�ers have left h�m �n the lurch, and h�s concub�nes have followed
so excellent an example. ‘Del�ght of the Un�verse,’ thou art �n a sad
pred�cament! ‘Glory of the East,’ thou art �n danger of mast�cat�on!
Therefore never regard so p�teously thy ta�l; �t w�ll undoubtedly be
draggled �n the mud, and for th�s there �s no help. Look not beh�nd
thee, then, at �ts unavo�dable degradat�on; but take courage, ply thy



legs w�th v�gor, and scud for the h�ppodrome! Remember that thou
art Ant�ochus Ep�phanes. Ant�ochus the Illustr�ous!—also ‘Pr�nce of
Poets,’ ‘Glory of the East,’ ‘Del�ght of the Un�verse,’ and ‘Most
Remarkable of Cameleopards!’ Heavens! what a power of speed
thou art d�splay�ng! What a capac�ty for leg-ba�l thou art develop�ng!
Run, Pr�nce!—Bravo, Ep�phanes! Well done, Cameleopard!—
Glor�ous Ant�ochus!—He runs!—he leaps!—he fl�es! L�ke an arrow
from a catapult he approaches the h�ppodrome! He leaps!—he
shr�eks!—he �s there! Th�s �s well; for hadst thou, ‘Glory of the East,’
been half a second longer �n reach�ng the gates of the Amph�theatre,
there �s not a bear’s cub �n Ep�daphne that would not have had a
n�bble at thy carcase. Let us be off—let us take our departure!—for
we shall f�nd our del�cate modern ears unable to endure the vast
uproar wh�ch �s about to commence �n celebrat�on of the k�ng’s
escape! L�sten! �t has already commenced. See!—the whole town �s
topsy-turvy.

“Surely th�s �s the most populous c�ty of the East! What a
w�lderness of people! what a jumble of all ranks and ages! what a
mult�pl�c�ty of sects and nat�ons! what a var�ety of costumes! what a
Babel of languages! what a scream�ng of beasts! what a t�nkl�ng of
�nstruments! what a parcel of ph�losophers!”

Come let us be off.
“Stay a moment! I see a vast hubbub �n the h�ppodrome; what �s

the mean�ng of �t, I beseech you?”
That?—oh, noth�ng! The noble and free c�t�zens of Ep�daphne

be�ng, as they declare, well sat�sf�ed of the fa�th, valor, w�sdom, and
d�v�n�ty of the�r k�ng, and hav�ng, moreover, been eye-w�tnesses of
h�s late superhuman ag�l�ty, do th�nk �t no more than the�r duty to
�nvest h�s brows (�n add�t�on to the poet�c crown) w�th the wreath of
v�ctory �n the footrace—a wreath wh�ch �t �s ev�dent he must obta�n at
the celebrat�on of the next Olymp�ad, and wh�ch, therefore, they now
g�ve h�m �n advance.

Footnotes—Four Beasts



(*1) Flav�us Vosp�cus says, that the hymn here �ntroduced was
sung by the rabble upon the occas�on of Aurel�an, �n the Sarmat�c
war, hav�ng sla�n, w�th h�s own hand, n�ne hundred and f�fty of the
enemy.



THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE

What song the Syrens sang, or what name Ach�lles
assumed when he h�d h�mself among women, although
puzzl�ng quest�ons, are not beyond all conjecture.

—S�r Thomas Browne.

The mental features d�scoursed of as the analyt�cal, are, �n
themselves, but l�ttle suscept�ble of analys�s. We apprec�ate them
only �n the�r effects. We know of them, among other th�ngs, that they
are always to the�r possessor, when �nord�nately possessed, a
source of the l�vel�est enjoyment. As the strong man exults �n h�s
phys�cal ab�l�ty, del�ght�ng �n such exerc�ses as call h�s muscles �nto
act�on, so glor�es the analyst �n that moral act�v�ty wh�ch
d�sentangles. He der�ves pleasure from even the most tr�v�al
occupat�ons br�ng�ng h�s talent �nto play. He �s fond of en�gmas, of
conundrums, of h�eroglyph�cs; exh�b�t�ng �n h�s solut�ons of each a
degree of acumen wh�ch appears to the ord�nary apprehens�on
præternatural. H�s results, brought about by the very soul and
essence of method, have, �n truth, the whole a�r of �ntu�t�on.

The faculty of re-solut�on �s poss�bly much �nv�gorated by
mathemat�cal study, and espec�ally by that h�ghest branch of �t
wh�ch, unjustly, and merely on account of �ts retrograde operat�ons,
has been called, as �f par excellence, analys�s. Yet to calculate �s not
�n �tself to analyse. A chess-player, for example, does the one
w�thout effort at the other. It follows that the game of chess, �n �ts
effects upon mental character, �s greatly m�sunderstood. I am not
now wr�t�ng a treat�se, but s�mply prefac�ng a somewhat pecul�ar
narrat�ve by observat�ons very much at random; I w�ll, therefore, take
occas�on to assert that the h�gher powers of the reflect�ve �ntellect



are more dec�dedly and more usefully tasked by the unostentat�ous
game of draughts than by all the elaborate fr�vol�ty of chess. In th�s
latter, where the p�eces have d�fferent and b�zarre mot�ons, w�th
var�ous and var�able values, what �s only complex �s m�staken (a not
unusual error) for what �s profound. The attent�on �s here called
powerfully �nto play. If �t flag for an �nstant, an overs�ght �s comm�tted
result�ng �n �njury or defeat. The poss�ble moves be�ng not only
man�fold but �nvolute, the chances of such overs�ghts are mult�pl�ed;
and �n n�ne cases out of ten �t �s the more concentrat�ve rather than
the more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary,
where the moves are un�que and have but l�ttle var�at�on, the
probab�l�t�es of �nadvertence are d�m�n�shed, and the mere attent�on
be�ng left comparat�vely unemployed, what advantages are obta�ned
by e�ther party are obta�ned by super�or acumen. To be less abstract,
let us suppose a game of draughts where the p�eces are reduced to
four k�ngs, and where, of course, no overs�ght �s to be expected. It �s
obv�ous that here the v�ctory can be dec�ded (the players be�ng at all
equal) only by some recherché movement, the result of some strong
exert�on of the �ntellect. Depr�ved of ord�nary resources, the analyst
throws h�mself �nto the sp�r�t of h�s opponent, �dent�f�es h�mself
therew�th, and not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole
methods (somet�me �ndeed absurdly s�mple ones) by wh�ch he may
seduce �nto error or hurry �nto m�scalculat�on.

Wh�st has long been noted for �ts �nfluence upon what �s termed
the calculat�ng power; and men of the h�ghest order of �ntellect have
been known to take an apparently unaccountable del�ght �n �t, wh�le
eschew�ng chess as fr�volous. Beyond doubt there �s noth�ng of a
s�m�lar nature so greatly task�ng the faculty of analys�s. The best
chess-player �n Chr�stendom may be l�ttle more than the best player
of chess; but prof�c�ency �n wh�st �mpl�es capac�ty for success �n all
those more �mportant undertak�ngs where m�nd struggles w�th m�nd.
When I say prof�c�ency, I mean that perfect�on �n the game wh�ch
�ncludes a comprehens�on of all the sources whence leg�t�mate
advantage may be der�ved. These are not only man�fold but
mult�form, and l�e frequently among recesses of thought altogether
�naccess�ble to the ord�nary understand�ng. To observe attent�vely �s
to remember d�st�nctly; and, so far, the concentrat�ve chess-player



w�ll do very well at wh�st; wh�le the rules of Hoyle (themselves based
upon the mere mechan�sm of the game) are suff�c�ently and
generally comprehens�ble. Thus to have a retent�ve memory, and to
proceed by “the book,” are po�nts commonly regarded as the sum
total of good play�ng. But �t �s �n matters beyond the l�m�ts of mere
rule that the sk�ll of the analyst �s ev�nced. He makes, �n s�lence, a
host of observat�ons and �nferences. So, perhaps, do h�s
compan�ons; and the d�fference �n the extent of the �nformat�on
obta�ned, l�es not so much �n the val�d�ty of the �nference as �n the
qual�ty of the observat�on. The necessary knowledge �s that of what
to observe. Our player conf�nes h�mself not at all; nor, because the
game �s the object, does he reject deduct�ons from th�ngs external to
the game. He exam�nes the countenance of h�s partner, compar�ng �t
carefully w�th that of each of h�s opponents. He cons�ders the mode
of assort�ng the cards �n each hand; often count�ng trump by trump,
and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by the�r holders
upon each. He notes every var�at�on of face as the play progresses,
gather�ng a fund of thought from the d�fferences �n the express�on of
certa�nty, of surpr�se, of tr�umph, or of chagr�n. From the manner of
gather�ng up a tr�ck he judges whether the person tak�ng �t can make
another �n the su�t. He recogn�ses what �s played through fe�nt, by
the manner w�th wh�ch �t �s thrown upon the table. A casual or
�nadvertent word; the acc�dental dropp�ng or turn�ng of a card, w�th
the accompany�ng anx�ety or carelessness �n regard to �ts
concealment; the count�ng of the tr�cks, w�th the order of the�r
arrangement; embarrassment, hes�tat�on, eagerness or trep�dat�on—
all afford, to h�s apparently �ntu�t�ve percept�on, �nd�cat�ons of the true
state of affa�rs. The f�rst two or three rounds hav�ng been played, he
�s �n full possess�on of the contents of each hand, and thenceforward
puts down h�s cards w�th as absolute a prec�s�on of purpose as �f the
rest of the party had turned outward the faces of the�r own.

The analyt�cal power should not be confounded w�th ample
�ngenu�ty; for wh�le the analyst �s necessar�ly �ngen�ous, the
�ngen�ous man �s often remarkably �ncapable of analys�s. The
construct�ve or comb�n�ng power, by wh�ch �ngenu�ty �s usually
man�fested, and to wh�ch the phrenolog�sts (I bel�eve erroneously)
have ass�gned a separate organ, suppos�ng �t a pr�m�t�ve faculty, has



been so frequently seen �n those whose �ntellect bordered otherw�se
upon �d�ocy, as to have attracted general observat�on among wr�ters
on morals. Between �ngenu�ty and the analyt�c ab�l�ty there ex�sts a
d�fference far greater, �ndeed, than that between the fancy and the
�mag�nat�on, but of a character very str�ctly analogous. It w�ll be
found, �n fact, that the �ngen�ous are always fanc�ful, and the truly
�mag�nat�ve never otherw�se than analyt�c.

The narrat�ve wh�ch follows w�ll appear to the reader somewhat �n
the l�ght of a commentary upon the propos�t�ons just advanced.

Res�d�ng �n Par�s dur�ng the spr�ng and part of the summer of 18
—, I there became acqua�nted w�th a Mons�eur C. Auguste Dup�n.
Th�s young gentleman was of an excellent, �ndeed of an �llustr�ous
fam�ly, but, by a var�ety of untoward events, had been reduced to
such poverty that the energy of h�s character succumbed beneath �t,
and he ceased to best�r h�mself �n the world, or to care for the
retr�eval of h�s fortunes. By courtesy of h�s cred�tors, there st�ll
rema�ned �n h�s possess�on a small remnant of h�s patr�mony; and,
upon the �ncome ar�s�ng from th�s, he managed, by means of a
r�gorous economy, to procure the necessar�es of l�fe, w�thout
troubl�ng h�mself about �ts superflu�t�es. Books, �ndeed, were h�s sole
luxur�es, and �n Par�s these are eas�ly obta�ned.

Our f�rst meet�ng was at an obscure l�brary �n the Rue Montmartre,
where the acc�dent of our both be�ng �n search of the same very rare
and very remarkable volume, brought us �nto closer commun�on. We
saw each other aga�n and aga�n. I was deeply �nterested �n the l�ttle
fam�ly h�story wh�ch he deta�led to me w�th all that candor wh�ch a
Frenchman �ndulges whenever mere self �s h�s theme. I was
aston�shed, too, at the vast extent of h�s read�ng; and, above all, I felt
my soul enk�ndled w�th�n me by the w�ld fervor, and the v�v�d
freshness of h�s �mag�nat�on. Seek�ng �n Par�s the objects I then
sought, I felt that the soc�ety of such a man would be to me a
treasure beyond pr�ce; and th�s feel�ng I frankly conf�ded to h�m. It
was at length arranged that we should l�ve together dur�ng my stay �n
the c�ty; and as my worldly c�rcumstances were somewhat less
embarrassed than h�s own, I was perm�tted to be at the expense of
rent�ng, and furn�sh�ng �n a style wh�ch su�ted the rather fantast�c



gloom of our common temper, a t�me-eaten and grotesque mans�on,
long deserted through superst�t�ons �nto wh�ch we d�d not �nqu�re,
and totter�ng to �ts fall �n a ret�red and desolate port�on of the
Faubourg St. Germa�n.

Had the rout�ne of our l�fe at th�s place been known to the world,
we should have been regarded as madmen—although, perhaps, as
madmen of a harmless nature. Our seclus�on was perfect. We
adm�tted no v�s�tors. Indeed the local�ty of our ret�rement had been
carefully kept a secret from my own former assoc�ates; and �t had
been many years s�nce Dup�n had ceased to know or be known �n
Par�s. We ex�sted w�th�n ourselves alone.

It was a freak of fancy �n my fr�end (for what else shall I call �t?) to
be enamored of the n�ght for her own sake; and �nto th�s b�zarrer�e,
as �nto all h�s others, I qu�etly fell; g�v�ng myself up to h�s w�ld wh�ms
w�th a perfect abandon. The sable d�v�n�ty would not herself dwell
w�th us always; but we could counterfe�t her presence. At the f�rst
dawn of the morn�ng we closed all the messy shutters of our old
bu�ld�ng; l�ght�ng a couple of tapers wh�ch, strongly perfumed, threw
out only the ghastl�est and feeblest of rays. By the a�d of these we
then bus�ed our souls �n dreams—read�ng, wr�t�ng, or convers�ng,
unt�l warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then
we sall�ed forth �nto the streets arm �n arm, cont�nu�ng the top�cs of
the day, or roam�ng far and w�de unt�l a late hour, seek�ng, am�d the
w�ld l�ghts and shadows of the populous c�ty, that �nf�n�ty of mental
exc�tement wh�ch qu�et observat�on can afford.

At such t�mes I could not help remark�ng and adm�r�ng (although
from h�s r�ch �deal�ty I had been prepared to expect �t) a pecul�ar
analyt�c ab�l�ty �n Dup�n. He seemed, too, to take an eager del�ght �n
�ts exerc�se—�f not exactly �n �ts d�splay—and d�d not hes�tate to
confess the pleasure thus der�ved. He boasted to me, w�th a low
chuckl�ng laugh, that most men, �n respect to h�mself, wore w�ndows
�n the�r bosoms, and was wont to follow up such assert�ons by d�rect
and very startl�ng proofs of h�s �nt�mate knowledge of my own. H�s
manner at these moments was fr�g�d and abstract; h�s eyes were
vacant �n express�on; wh�le h�s vo�ce, usually a r�ch tenor, rose �nto a
treble wh�ch would have sounded petulantly but for the



del�berateness and ent�re d�st�nctness of the enunc�at�on. Observ�ng
h�m �n these moods, I often dwelt med�tat�vely upon the old
ph�losophy of the B�-Part Soul, and amused myself w�th the fancy of
a double Dup�n—the creat�ve and the resolvent.

Let �t not be supposed, from what I have just sa�d, that I am
deta�l�ng any mystery, or penn�ng any romance. What I have
descr�bed �n the Frenchman, was merely the result of an exc�ted, or
perhaps of a d�seased �ntell�gence. But of the character of h�s
remarks at the per�ods �n quest�on an example w�ll best convey the
�dea.

We were stroll�ng one n�ght down a long d�rty street �n the v�c�n�ty
of the Pala�s Royal. Be�ng both, apparently, occup�ed w�th thought,
ne�ther of us had spoken a syllable for f�fteen m�nutes at least. All at
once Dup�n broke forth w�th these words:

“He �s a very l�ttle fellow, that’s true, and would do better for the
Théâtre des Var�étés.”

“There can be no doubt of that,” I repl�ed unw�tt�ngly, and not at
f�rst observ�ng (so much had I been absorbed �n reflect�on) the
extraord�nary manner �n wh�ch the speaker had ch�med �n w�th my
med�tat�ons. In an �nstant afterward I recollected myself, and my
aston�shment was profound.

“Dup�n,” sa�d I, gravely, “th�s �s beyond my comprehens�on. I do
not hes�tate to say that I am amazed, and can scarcely cred�t my
senses. How was �t poss�ble you should know I was th�nk�ng of
——?” Here I paused, to ascerta�n beyond a doubt whether he really
knew of whom I thought.

“—— of Chant�lly,” sa�d he, “why do you pause? You were
remark�ng to yourself that h�s d�m�nut�ve f�gure unf�tted h�m for
tragedy.”

Th�s was prec�sely what had formed the subject of my reflect�ons.
Chant�lly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Den�s, who,
becom�ng stage-mad, had attempted the rôle of Xerxes, �n
Créb�llon’s tragedy so called, and been notor�ously Pasqu�naded for
h�s pa�ns.



“Tell me, for Heaven’s sake,” I excla�med, “the method—�f method
there �s—by wh�ch you have been enabled to fathom my soul �n th�s
matter.” In fact I was even more startled than I would have been
w�ll�ng to express.

“It was the fru�terer,” repl�ed my fr�end, “who brought you to the
conclus�on that the mender of soles was not of suff�c�ent he�ght for
Xerxes et �d genus omne.”

“The fru�terer!—you aston�sh me—I know no fru�terer
whomsoever.”

“The man who ran up aga�nst you as we entered the street—�t
may have been f�fteen m�nutes ago.”

I now remembered that, �n fact, a fru�terer, carry�ng upon h�s head
a large basket of apples, had nearly thrown me down, by acc�dent,
as we passed from the Rue C—— �nto the thoroughfare where we
stood; but what th�s had to do w�th Chant�lly I could not poss�bly
understand.

There was not a part�cle of charlatâner�e about Dup�n. “I w�ll
expla�n,” he sa�d, “and that you may comprehend all clearly, we w�ll
f�rst retrace the course of your med�tat�ons, from the moment �n
wh�ch I spoke to you unt�l that of the rencontre w�th the fru�terer �n
quest�on. The larger l�nks of the cha�n run thus—Chant�lly, Or�on, Dr.
N�chols, Ep�curus, Stereotomy, the street stones, the fru�terer.”

There are few persons who have not, at some per�od of the�r l�ves,
amused themselves �n retrac�ng the steps by wh�ch part�cular
conclus�ons of the�r own m�nds have been atta�ned. The occupat�on
�s often full of �nterest; and he who attempts �t for the f�rst t�me �s
aston�shed by the apparently �ll�m�table d�stance and �ncoherence
between the start�ng-po�nt and the goal. What, then, must have been
my amazement when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just
spoken, and when I could not help acknowledg�ng that he had
spoken the truth. He cont�nued:

“We had been talk�ng of horses, �f I remember ar�ght, just before
leav�ng the Rue C——. Th�s was the last subject we d�scussed. As
we crossed �nto th�s street, a fru�terer, w�th a large basket upon h�s
head, brush�ng qu�ckly past us, thrust you upon a p�le of pav�ng
stones collected at a spot where the causeway �s undergo�ng repa�r.



You stepped upon one of the loose fragments, sl�pped, sl�ghtly
stra�ned your ankle, appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words,
turned to look at the p�le, and then proceeded �n s�lence. I was not
part�cularly attent�ve to what you d�d; but observat�on has become
w�th me, of late, a spec�es of necess�ty.

“You kept your eyes upon the ground—glanc�ng, w�th a petulant
express�on, at the holes and ruts �n the pavement, (so that I saw you
were st�ll th�nk�ng of the stones,) unt�l we reached the l�ttle alley
called Lamart�ne, wh�ch has been paved, by way of exper�ment, w�th
the overlapp�ng and r�veted blocks. Here your countenance
br�ghtened up, and, perce�v�ng your l�ps move, I could not doubt that
you murmured the word ‘stereotomy,’ a term very affectedly appl�ed
to th�s spec�es of pavement. I knew that you could not say to yourself
‘stereotomy’ w�thout be�ng brought to th�nk of atom�es, and thus of
the theor�es of Ep�curus; and s�nce, when we d�scussed th�s subject
not very long ago, I ment�oned to you how s�ngularly, yet w�th how
l�ttle not�ce, the vague guesses of that noble Greek had met w�th
conf�rmat�on �n the late nebular cosmogony, I felt that you could not
avo�d cast�ng your eyes upward to the great nebula �n Or�on, and I
certa�nly expected that you would do so. You d�d look up; and I was
now assured that I had correctly followed your steps. But �n that
b�tter t�rade upon Chant�lly, wh�ch appeared �n yesterday’s ‘Musée,’
the sat�r�st, mak�ng some d�sgraceful allus�ons to the cobbler’s
change of name upon assum�ng the busk�n, quoted a Lat�n l�ne
about wh�ch we have often conversed. I mean the l�ne

Perd�d�t ant�quum l�tera pr�ma sonum.

“I had told you that th�s was �n reference to Or�on, formerly wr�tten
Ur�on; and, from certa�n pungenc�es connected w�th th�s explanat�on,
I was aware that you could not have forgotten �t. It was clear,
therefore, that you would not fa�l to comb�ne the two �deas of Or�on
and Chant�lly. That you d�d comb�ne them I saw by the character of
the sm�le wh�ch passed over your l�ps. You thought of the poor
cobbler’s �mmolat�on. So far, you had been stoop�ng �n your ga�t; but
now I saw you draw yourself up to your full he�ght. I was then sure
that you reflected upon the d�m�nut�ve f�gure of Chant�lly. At th�s po�nt
I �nterrupted your med�tat�ons to remark that as, �n fact, he was a



very l�ttle fellow—that Chant�lly—he would do better at the Théâtre
des Var�étés.”

Not long after th�s, we were look�ng over an even�ng ed�t�on of the
“Gazette des Tr�bunaux,” when the follow�ng paragraphs arrested our
attent�on.

“Extraord�nary Murders.—Th�s morn�ng, about three o’clock, the
�nhab�tants of the Quart�er St. Roch were aroused from sleep by a
success�on of terr�f�c shr�eks, �ssu�ng, apparently, from the fourth
story of a house �n the Rue Morgue, known to be �n the sole
occupancy of one Madame L’Espanaye, and her daughter,
Mademo�selle Cam�lle L’Espanaye. After some delay, occas�oned by
a fru�tless attempt to procure adm�ss�on �n the usual manner, the
gateway was broken �n w�th a crowbar, and e�ght or ten of the
ne�ghbors entered accompan�ed by two gendarmes. By th�s t�me the
cr�es had ceased; but, as the party rushed up the f�rst fl�ght of sta�rs,
two or more rough vo�ces �n angry content�on were d�st�ngu�shed and
seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house. As the second
land�ng was reached, these sounds, also, had ceased and
everyth�ng rema�ned perfectly qu�et. The party spread themselves
and hurr�ed from room to room. Upon arr�v�ng at a large back
chamber �n the fourth story, (the door of wh�ch, be�ng found locked,
w�th the key �ns�de, was forced open,) a spectacle presented �tself
wh�ch struck every one present not less w�th horror than w�th
aston�shment.

“The apartment was �n the w�ldest d�sorder—the furn�ture broken
and thrown about �n all d�rect�ons. There was only one bedstead; and
from th�s the bed had been removed, and thrown �nto the m�ddle of
the floor. On a cha�r lay a razor, besmeared w�th blood. On the
hearth were two or three long and th�ck tresses of grey human ha�r,
also dabbled �n blood, and seem�ng to have been pulled out by the
roots. Upon the floor were found four Napoleons, an ear-r�ng of
topaz, three large s�lver spoons, three smaller of métal d’Alger, and
two bags, conta�n�ng nearly four thousand francs �n gold. The
drawers of a bureau, wh�ch stood �n one corner were open, and had
been, apparently, r�fled, although many art�cles st�ll rema�ned �n
them. A small �ron safe was d�scovered under the bed (not under the



bedstead). It was open, w�th the key st�ll �n the door. It had no
contents beyond a few old letters, and other papers of l�ttle
consequence.

“Of Madame L’Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an
unusual quant�ty of soot be�ng observed �n the f�re-place, a search
was made �n the ch�mney, and (horr�ble to relate!) the corpse of the
daughter, head downward, was dragged therefrom; �t hav�ng been
thus forced up the narrow aperture for a cons�derable d�stance. The
body was qu�te warm. Upon exam�n�ng �t, many excor�at�ons were
perce�ved, no doubt occas�oned by the v�olence w�th wh�ch �t had
been thrust up and d�sengaged. Upon the face were many severe
scratches, and, upon the throat, dark bru�ses, and deep �ndentat�ons
of f�nger na�ls, as �f the deceased had been throttled to death.

“After a thorough �nvest�gat�on of every port�on of the house,
w�thout farther d�scovery, the party made �ts way �nto a small paved
yard �n the rear of the bu�ld�ng, where lay the corpse of the old lady,
w�th her throat so ent�rely cut that, upon an attempt to ra�se her, the
head fell off. The body, as well as the head, was fearfully mut�lated—
the former so much so as scarcely to reta�n any semblance of
human�ty.

“To th�s horr�ble mystery there �s not as yet, we bel�eve, the
sl�ghtest clew.”

The next day’s paper had these add�t�onal part�culars.
“The Tragedy �n the Rue Morgue.—Many �nd�v�duals have been

exam�ned �n relat�on to th�s most extraord�nary and fr�ghtful affa�r”
[The word ‘affa�re’ has not yet, �n France, that lev�ty of �mport wh�ch �t
conveys w�th us], “but noth�ng whatever has transp�red to throw l�ght
upon �t. We g�ve below all the mater�al test�mony el�c�ted.

“Paul�ne Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both
the deceased for three years, hav�ng washed for them dur�ng that
per�od. The old lady and her daughter seemed on good terms—very
affect�onate towards each other. They were excellent pay. Could not
speak �n regard to the�r mode or means of l�v�ng. Bel�eved that
Madame L. told fortunes for a l�v�ng. Was reputed to have money put
by. Never met any persons �n the house when she called for the
clothes or took them home. Was sure that they had no servant �n



employ. There appeared to be no furn�ture �n any part of the bu�ld�ng
except �n the fourth story.

“P�erre Moreau, tobaccon�st, deposes that he has been �n the hab�t
of sell�ng small quant�t�es of tobacco and snuff to Madame
L’Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born �n the ne�ghborhood, and
has always res�ded there. The deceased and her daughter had
occup�ed the house �n wh�ch the corpses were found, for more than
s�x years. It was formerly occup�ed by a jeweller, who under-let the
upper rooms to var�ous persons. The house was the property of
Madame L. She became d�ssat�sf�ed w�th the abuse of the prem�ses
by her tenant, and moved �nto them herself, refus�ng to let any
port�on. The old lady was ch�ld�sh. W�tness had seen the daughter
some f�ve or s�x t�mes dur�ng the s�x years. The two l�ved an
exceed�ngly ret�red l�fe—were reputed to have money. Had heard �t
sa�d among the ne�ghbors that Madame L. told fortunes—d�d not
bel�eve �t. Had never seen any person enter the door except the old
lady and her daughter, a porter once or tw�ce, and a phys�c�an some
e�ght or ten t�mes.

“Many other persons, ne�ghbors, gave ev�dence to the same
effect. No one was spoken of as frequent�ng the house. It was not
known whether there were any l�v�ng connex�ons of Madame L. and
her daughter. The shutters of the front w�ndows were seldom
opened. Those �n the rear were always closed, w�th the except�on of
the large back room, fourth story. The house was a good house—not
very old.

“Is�dore Musèt, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the
house about three o’clock �n the morn�ng, and found some twenty or
th�rty persons at the gateway, endeavor�ng to ga�n adm�ttance.
Forced �t open, at length, w�th a bayonet—not w�th a crowbar. Had
but l�ttle d�ff�culty �n gett�ng �t open, on account of �ts be�ng a double
or fold�ng gate, and bolted ne�ther at bottom not top. The shr�eks
were cont�nued unt�l the gate was forced—and then suddenly
ceased. They seemed to be screams of some person (or persons) �n
great agony—were loud and drawn out, not short and qu�ck. W�tness
led the way up sta�rs. Upon reach�ng the f�rst land�ng, heard two
vo�ces �n loud and angry content�on—the one a gruff vo�ce, the other



much shr�ller—a very strange vo�ce. Could d�st�ngu�sh some words
of the former, wh�ch was that of a Frenchman. Was pos�t�ve that �t
was not a woman’s vo�ce. Could d�st�ngu�sh the words ‘sacré’ and
‘d�able.’ The shr�ll vo�ce was that of a fore�gner. Could not be sure
whether �t was the vo�ce of a man or of a woman. Could not make
out what was sa�d, but bel�eved the language to be Span�sh. The
state of the room and of the bod�es was descr�bed by th�s w�tness as
we descr�bed them yesterday.

“Henr� Duval, a ne�ghbor, and by trade a s�lver-sm�th, deposes that
he was one of the party who f�rst entered the house. Corroborates
the test�mony of Musèt �n general. As soon as they forced an
entrance, they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, wh�ch
collected very fast, notw�thstand�ng the lateness of the hour. The
shr�ll vo�ce, th�s w�tness th�nks, was that of an Ital�an. Was certa�n �t
was not French. Could not be sure that �t was a man’s vo�ce. It m�ght
have been a woman’s. Was not acqua�nted w�th the Ital�an language.
Could not d�st�ngu�sh the words, but was conv�nced by the �ntonat�on
that the speaker was an Ital�an. Knew Madame L. and her daughter.
Had conversed w�th both frequently. Was sure that the shr�ll vo�ce
was not that of e�ther of the deceased.

“——Odenhe�mer, restaurateur. Th�s w�tness volunteered h�s
test�mony. Not speak�ng French, was exam�ned through an
�nterpreter. Is a nat�ve of Amsterdam. Was pass�ng the house at the
t�me of the shr�eks. They lasted for several m�nutes—probably ten.
They were long and loud—very awful and d�stress�ng. Was one of
those who entered the bu�ld�ng. Corroborated the prev�ous ev�dence
�n every respect but one. Was sure that the shr�ll vo�ce was that of a
man—of a Frenchman. Could not d�st�ngu�sh the words uttered.
They were loud and qu�ck—unequal—spoken apparently �n fear as
well as �n anger. The vo�ce was harsh—not so much shr�ll as harsh.
Could not call �t a shr�ll vo�ce. The gruff vo�ce sa�d repeatedly ‘sacré,’
‘d�able,’ and once ‘mon D�eu.’

“Jules M�gnaud, banker, of the f�rm of M�gnaud et F�ls, Rue
Delora�ne. Is the elder M�gnaud. Madame L’Espanaye had some
property. Had opened an account w�th h�s bank�ng house �n the
spr�ng of the year—(e�ght years prev�ously). Made frequent depos�ts



�n small sums. Had checked for noth�ng unt�l the th�rd day before her
death, when she took out �n person the sum of 4000 francs. Th�s
sum was pa�d �n gold, and a clerk went home w�th the money.

“Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to M�gnaud et F�ls, deposes that on the day
�n quest�on, about noon, he accompan�ed Madame L’Espanaye to
her res�dence w�th the 4000 francs, put up �n two bags. Upon the
door be�ng opened, Mademo�selle L. appeared and took from h�s
hands one of the bags, wh�le the old lady rel�eved h�m of the other.
He then bowed and departed. D�d not see any person �n the street at
the t�me. It �s a by-street—very lonely.

“W�ll�am B�rd, ta�lor deposes that he was one of the party who
entered the house. Is an Engl�shman. Has l�ved �n Par�s two years.
Was one of the f�rst to ascend the sta�rs. Heard the vo�ces �n
content�on. The gruff vo�ce was that of a Frenchman. Could make
out several words, but cannot now remember all. Heard d�st�nctly
‘sacré’ and ‘mon D�eu.’ There was a sound at the moment as �f of
several persons struggl�ng—a scrap�ng and scuffl�ng sound. The
shr�ll vo�ce was very loud—louder than the gruff one. Is sure that �t
was not the vo�ce of an Engl�shman. Appeared to be that of a
German. M�ght have been a woman’s vo�ce. Does not understand
German.

“Four of the above-named w�tnesses, be�ng recalled, deposed that
the door of the chamber �n wh�ch was found the body of
Mademo�selle L. was locked on the �ns�de when the party reached �t.
Every th�ng was perfectly s�lent—no groans or no�ses of any k�nd.
Upon forc�ng the door no person was seen. The w�ndows, both of the
back and front room, were down and f�rmly fastened from w�th�n. A
door between the two rooms was closed, but not locked. The door
lead�ng from the front room �nto the passage was locked, w�th the
key on the �ns�de. A small room �n the front of the house, on the
fourth story, at the head of the passage was open, the door be�ng
ajar. Th�s room was crowded w�th old beds, boxes, and so forth.
These were carefully removed and searched. There was not an �nch
of any port�on of the house wh�ch was not carefully searched.
Sweeps were sent up and down the ch�mneys. The house was a four
story one, w�th garrets (mansardes.) A trap-door on the roof was



na�led down very securely—d�d not appear to have been opened for
years. The t�me elaps�ng between the hear�ng of the vo�ces �n
content�on and the break�ng open of the room door, was var�ously
stated by the w�tnesses. Some made �t as short as three m�nutes—
some as long as f�ve. The door was opened w�th d�ff�culty.

“Alfonzo Garc�o, undertaker, deposes that he res�des �n the Rue
Morgue. Is a nat�ve of Spa�n. Was one of the party who entered the
house. D�d not proceed up sta�rs. Is nervous, and was apprehens�ve
of the consequences of ag�tat�on. Heard the vo�ces �n content�on.
The gruff vo�ce was that of a Frenchman. Could not d�st�ngu�sh what
was sa�d. The shr�ll vo�ce was that of an Engl�shman—�s sure of th�s.
Does not understand the Engl�sh language, but judges by the
�ntonat�on.

“Alberto Montan�, confect�oner, deposes that he was among the
f�rst to ascend the sta�rs. Heard the vo�ces �n quest�on. The gruff
vo�ce was that of a Frenchman. D�st�ngu�shed several words. The
speaker appeared to be expostulat�ng. Could not make out the
words of the shr�ll vo�ce. Spoke qu�ck and unevenly. Th�nks �t the
vo�ce of a Russ�an. Corroborates the general test�mony. Is an Ital�an.
Never conversed w�th a nat�ve of Russ�a.

“Several w�tnesses, recalled, here test�f�ed that the ch�mneys of all
the rooms on the fourth story were too narrow to adm�t the passage
of a human be�ng. By ‘sweeps’ were meant cyl�ndr�cal sweep�ng
brushes, such as are employed by those who clean ch�mneys.
These brushes were passed up and down every flue �n the house.
There �s no back passage by wh�ch any one could have descended
wh�le the party proceeded up sta�rs. The body of Mademo�selle
L’Espanaye was so f�rmly wedged �n the ch�mney that �t could not be
got down unt�l four or f�ve of the party un�ted the�r strength.

“Paul Dumas, phys�c�an, deposes that he was called to v�ew the
bod�es about day-break. They were both then ly�ng on the sack�ng of
the bedstead �n the chamber where Mademo�selle L. was found. The
corpse of the young lady was much bru�sed and excor�ated. The fact
that �t had been thrust up the ch�mney would suff�c�ently account for
these appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were
several deep scratches just below the ch�n, together w�th a ser�es of



l�v�d spots wh�ch were ev�dently the �mpress�on of f�ngers. The face
was fearfully d�scolored, and the eye-balls protruded. The tongue
had been part�ally b�tten through. A large bru�se was d�scovered
upon the p�t of the stomach, produced, apparently, by the pressure of
a knee. In the op�n�on of M. Dumas, Mademo�selle L’Espanaye had
been throttled to death by some person or persons unknown. The
corpse of the mother was horr�bly mut�lated. All the bones of the r�ght
leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left t�b�a much
spl�ntered, as well as all the r�bs of the left s�de. Whole body
dreadfully bru�sed and d�scolored. It was not poss�ble to say how the
�njur�es had been �nfl�cted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad bar of
�ron—a cha�r—any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would have
produced such results, �f w�elded by the hands of a very powerful
man. No woman could have �nfl�cted the blows w�th any weapon.
The head of the deceased, when seen by w�tness, was ent�rely
separated from the body, and was also greatly shattered. The throat
had ev�dently been cut w�th some very sharp �nstrument—probably
w�th a razor.

“Alexandre Et�enne, surgeon, was called w�th M. Dumas to v�ew
the bod�es. Corroborated the test�mony, and the op�n�ons of M.
Dumas.

“Noth�ng farther of �mportance was el�c�ted, although several other
persons were exam�ned. A murder so myster�ous, and so perplex�ng
�n all �ts part�culars, was never before comm�tted �n Par�s—�f �ndeed
a murder has been comm�tted at all. The pol�ce are ent�rely at fault—
an unusual occurrence �n affa�rs of th�s nature. There �s not,
however, the shadow of a clew apparent.”

The even�ng ed�t�on of the paper stated that the greatest
exc�tement st�ll cont�nued �n the Quart�er St. Roch—that the
prem�ses �n quest�on had been carefully re-searched, and fresh
exam�nat�ons of w�tnesses �nst�tuted, but all to no purpose. A
postscr�pt, however, ment�oned that Adolphe Le Bon had been
arrested and �mpr�soned—although noth�ng appeared to cr�m�nate
h�m, beyond the facts already deta�led.

Dup�n seemed s�ngularly �nterested �n the progress of th�s affa�r—
at least so I judged from h�s manner, for he made no comments. It



was only after the announcement that Le Bon had been �mpr�soned,
that he asked me my op�n�on respect�ng the murders.

I could merely agree w�th all Par�s �n cons�der�ng them an �nsoluble
mystery. I saw no means by wh�ch �t would be poss�ble to trace the
murderer.

“We must not judge of the means,” sa�d Dup�n, “by th�s shell of an
exam�nat�on. The Par�s�an pol�ce, so much extolled for acumen, are
cunn�ng, but no more. There �s no method �n the�r proceed�ngs,
beyond the method of the moment. They make a vast parade of
measures; but, not unfrequently, these are so �ll adapted to the
objects proposed, as to put us �n m�nd of Mons�eur Jourda�n’s call�ng
for h�s robe-de-chambre—pour m�eux entendre la mus�que. The
results atta�ned by them are not unfrequently surpr�s�ng, but, for the
most part, are brought about by s�mple d�l�gence and act�v�ty. When
these qual�t�es are unava�l�ng, the�r schemes fa�l. V�docq, for
example, was a good guesser and a persever�ng man. But, w�thout
educated thought, he erred cont�nually by the very �ntens�ty of h�s
�nvest�gat�ons. He �mpa�red h�s v�s�on by hold�ng the object too close.
He m�ght see, perhaps, one or two po�nts w�th unusual clearness,
but �n so do�ng he, necessar�ly, lost s�ght of the matter as a whole.
Thus there �s such a th�ng as be�ng too profound. Truth �s not always
�n a well. In fact, as regards the more �mportant knowledge, I do
bel�eve that she �s �nvar�ably superf�c�al. The depth l�es �n the valleys
where we seek her, and not upon the mounta�n-tops where she �s
found. The modes and sources of th�s k�nd of error are well typ�f�ed
�n the contemplat�on of the heavenly bod�es. To look at a star by
glances—to v�ew �t �n a s�de-long way, by turn�ng toward �t the
exter�or port�ons of the ret�na (more suscept�ble of feeble
�mpress�ons of l�ght than the �nter�or), �s to behold the star d�st�nctly—
�s to have the best apprec�at�on of �ts lustre—a lustre wh�ch grows
d�m just �n proport�on as we turn our v�s�on fully upon �t. A greater
number of rays actually fall upon the eye �n the latter case, but, �n the
former, there �s the more ref�ned capac�ty for comprehens�on. By
undue profund�ty we perplex and enfeeble thought; and �t �s poss�ble
to make even Venus herself van�sh from the f�rmament by a scrut�ny
too susta�ned, too concentrated, or too d�rect.



“As for these murders, let us enter �nto some exam�nat�ons for
ourselves, before we make up an op�n�on respect�ng them. An
�nqu�ry w�ll afford us amusement,” [I thought th�s an odd term, so
appl�ed, but sa�d noth�ng] “and, bes�des, Le Bon once rendered me a
serv�ce for wh�ch I am not ungrateful. We w�ll go and see the
prem�ses w�th our own eyes. I know G——, the Prefect of Pol�ce,
and shall have no d�ff�culty �n obta�n�ng the necessary perm�ss�on.”

The perm�ss�on was obta�ned, and we proceeded at once to the
Rue Morgue. Th�s �s one of those m�serable thoroughfares wh�ch
�ntervene between the Rue R�chel�eu and the Rue St. Roch. It was
late �n the afternoon when we reached �t, as th�s quarter �s at a great
d�stance from that �n wh�ch we res�ded. The house was read�ly
found; for there were st�ll many persons gaz�ng up at the closed
shutters, w�th an objectless cur�os�ty, from the oppos�te s�de of the
way. It was an ord�nary Par�s�an house, w�th a gateway, on one s�de
of wh�ch was a glazed watch-box, w�th a sl�d�ng panel �n the w�ndow,
�nd�cat�ng a loge de conc�erge. Before go�ng �n we walked up the
street, turned down an alley, and then, aga�n turn�ng, passed �n the
rear of the bu�ld�ng—Dup�n, meanwh�le exam�n�ng the whole
ne�ghborhood, as well as the house, w�th a m�nuteness of attent�on
for wh�ch I could see no poss�ble object.

Retrac�ng our steps, we came aga�n to the front of the dwell�ng,
rang, and, hav�ng shown our credent�als, were adm�tted by the
agents �n charge. We went up sta�rs—�nto the chamber where the
body of Mademo�selle L’Espanaye had been found, and where both
the deceased st�ll lay. The d�sorders of the room had, as usual, been
suffered to ex�st. I saw noth�ng beyond what had been stated �n the
“Gazette des Tr�bunaux.” Dup�n scrut�n�zed every th�ng—not
except�ng the bod�es of the v�ct�ms. We then went �nto the other
rooms, and �nto the yard; a gendarme accompany�ng us throughout.
The exam�nat�on occup�ed us unt�l dark, when we took our
departure. On our way home my compan�on stepped �n for a
moment at the off�ce of one of the da�ly papers.

I have sa�d that the wh�ms of my fr�end were man�fold, and that Je
les ménagea�s:—for th�s phrase there �s no Engl�sh equ�valent. It
was h�s humor, now, to decl�ne all conversat�on on the subject of the



murder, unt�l about noon the next day. He then asked me, suddenly,
�f I had observed any th�ng pecul�ar at the scene of the atroc�ty.

There was someth�ng �n h�s manner of emphas�z�ng the word
“pecul�ar,” wh�ch caused me to shudder, w�thout know�ng why.

“No, noth�ng pecul�ar,” I sa�d; “noth�ng more, at least, than we both
saw stated �n the paper.”

“The ‘Gazette,’” he repl�ed, “has not entered, I fear, �nto the
unusual horror of the th�ng. But d�sm�ss the �dle op�n�ons of th�s pr�nt.
It appears to me that th�s mystery �s cons�dered �nsoluble, for the
very reason wh�ch should cause �t to be regarded as easy of solut�on
—I mean for the outré character of �ts features. The pol�ce are
confounded by the seem�ng absence of mot�ve—not for the murder
�tself—but for the atroc�ty of the murder. They are puzzled, too, by
the seem�ng �mposs�b�l�ty of reconc�l�ng the vo�ces heard �n
content�on, w�th the facts that no one was d�scovered up sta�rs but
the assass�nated Mademo�selle L’Espanaye, and that there were no
means of egress w�thout the not�ce of the party ascend�ng. The w�ld
d�sorder of the room; the corpse thrust, w�th the head downward, up
the ch�mney; the fr�ghtful mut�lat�on of the body of the old lady; these
cons�derat�ons, w�th those just ment�oned, and others wh�ch I need
not ment�on, have suff�ced to paralyze the powers, by putt�ng
completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government agents.
They have fallen �nto the gross but common error of confound�ng the
unusual w�th the abstruse. But �t �s by these dev�at�ons from the
plane of the ord�nary, that reason feels �ts way, �f at all, �n �ts search
for the true. In �nvest�gat�ons such as we are now pursu�ng, �t should
not be so much asked ‘what has occurred,’ as ‘what has occurred
that has never occurred before.’ In fact, the fac�l�ty w�th wh�ch I shall
arr�ve, or have arr�ved, at the solut�on of th�s mystery, �s �n the d�rect
rat�o of �ts apparent �nsolub�l�ty �n the eyes of the pol�ce.”

I stared at the speaker �n mute aston�shment.
“I am now awa�t�ng,” cont�nued he, look�ng toward the door of our

apartment—“I am now awa�t�ng a person who, although perhaps not
the perpetrator of these butcher�es, must have been �n some
measure �mpl�cated �n the�r perpetrat�on. Of the worst port�on of the
cr�mes comm�tted, �t �s probable that he �s �nnocent. I hope that I am



r�ght �n th�s suppos�t�on; for upon �t I bu�ld my expectat�on of read�ng
the ent�re r�ddle. I look for the man here—�n th�s room—every
moment. It �s true that he may not arr�ve; but the probab�l�ty �s that he
w�ll. Should he come, �t w�ll be necessary to deta�n h�m. Here are
p�stols; and we both know how to use them when occas�on demands
the�r use.”

I took the p�stols, scarcely know�ng what I d�d, or bel�ev�ng what I
heard, wh�le Dup�n went on, very much as �f �n a sol�loquy. I have
already spoken of h�s abstract manner at such t�mes. H�s d�scourse
was addressed to myself; but h�s vo�ce, although by no means loud,
had that �ntonat�on wh�ch �s commonly employed �n speak�ng to
some one at a great d�stance. H�s eyes, vacant �n express�on,
regarded only the wall.

“That the vo�ces heard �n content�on,” he sa�d, “by the party upon
the sta�rs, were not the vo�ces of the women themselves, was fully
proved by the ev�dence. Th�s rel�eves us of all doubt upon the
quest�on whether the old lady could have f�rst destroyed the
daughter and afterward have comm�tted su�c�de. I speak of th�s po�nt
ch�efly for the sake of method; for the strength of Madame
L’Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to the task of thrust�ng
her daughter’s corpse up the ch�mney as �t was found; and the
nature of the wounds upon her own person ent�rely preclude the �dea
of self-destruct�on. Murder, then, has been comm�tted by some th�rd
party; and the vo�ces of th�s th�rd party were those heard �n
content�on. Let me now advert—not to the whole test�mony
respect�ng these vo�ces—but to what was pecul�ar �n that test�mony.
D�d you observe any th�ng pecul�ar about �t?”

I remarked that, wh�le all the w�tnesses agreed �n suppos�ng the
gruff vo�ce to be that of a Frenchman, there was much d�sagreement
�n regard to the shr�ll, or, as one �nd�v�dual termed �t, the harsh vo�ce.

“That was the ev�dence �tself,” sa�d Dup�n, “but �t was not the
pecul�ar�ty of the ev�dence. You have observed noth�ng d�st�nct�ve.
Yet there was someth�ng to be observed. The w�tnesses, as you
remark, agreed about the gruff vo�ce; they were here unan�mous. But
�n regard to the shr�ll vo�ce, the pecul�ar�ty �s—not that they
d�sagreed—but that, wh�le an Ital�an, an Engl�shman, a Span�ard, a



Hollander, and a Frenchman attempted to descr�be �t, each one
spoke of �t as that of a fore�gner. Each �s sure that �t was not the
vo�ce of one of h�s own countrymen. Each l�kens �t—not to the vo�ce
of an �nd�v�dual of any nat�on w�th whose language he �s conversant
—but the converse. The Frenchman supposes �t the vo�ce of a
Span�ard, and ‘m�ght have d�st�ngu�shed some words had he been
acqua�nted w�th the Span�sh.’ The Dutchman ma�nta�ns �t to have
been that of a Frenchman; but we f�nd �t stated that ‘not
understand�ng French th�s w�tness was exam�ned through an
�nterpreter.’ The Engl�shman th�nks �t the vo�ce of a German, and
‘does not understand German.’ The Span�ard ‘�s sure’ that �t was that
of an Engl�shman, but ‘judges by the �ntonat�on’ altogether, ‘as he
has no knowledge of the Engl�sh.’ The Ital�an bel�eves �t the vo�ce of
a Russ�an, but ‘has never conversed w�th a nat�ve of Russ�a.’ A
second Frenchman d�ffers, moreover, w�th the f�rst, and �s pos�t�ve
that the vo�ce was that of an Ital�an; but, not be�ng cogn�zant of that
tongue, �s, l�ke the Span�ard, ‘conv�nced by the �ntonat�on.’ Now, how
strangely unusual must that vo�ce have really been, about wh�ch
such test�mony as th�s could have been el�c�ted!—�n whose tones,
even, den�zens of the f�ve great d�v�s�ons of Europe could recogn�se
noth�ng fam�l�ar! You w�ll say that �t m�ght have been the vo�ce of an
As�at�c—of an Afr�can. Ne�ther As�at�cs nor Afr�cans abound �n Par�s;
but, w�thout deny�ng the �nference, I w�ll now merely call your
attent�on to three po�nts. The vo�ce �s termed by one w�tness ‘harsh
rather than shr�ll.’ It �s represented by two others to have been ‘qu�ck
and unequal.’ No words—no sounds resembl�ng words—were by
any w�tness ment�oned as d�st�ngu�shable.

“I know not,” cont�nued Dup�n, “what �mpress�on I may have made,
so far, upon your own understand�ng; but I do not hes�tate to say that
leg�t�mate deduct�ons even from th�s port�on of the test�mony—the
port�on respect�ng the gruff and shr�ll vo�ces—are �n themselves
suff�c�ent to engender a susp�c�on wh�ch should g�ve d�rect�on to all
farther progress �n the �nvest�gat�on of the mystery. I sa�d ‘leg�t�mate
deduct�ons;’ but my mean�ng �s not thus fully expressed. I des�gned
to �mply that the deduct�ons are the sole proper ones, and that the
susp�c�on ar�ses �nev�tably from them as the s�ngle result. What the
susp�c�on �s, however, I w�ll not say just yet. I merely w�sh you to



bear �n m�nd that, w�th myself, �t was suff�c�ently forc�ble to g�ve a
def�n�te form—a certa�n tendency—to my �nqu�r�es �n the chamber.

“Let us now transport ourselves, �n fancy, to th�s chamber. What
shall we f�rst seek here? The means of egress employed by the
murderers. It �s not too much to say that ne�ther of us bel�eve �n
præternatural events. Madame and Mademo�selle L’Espanaye were
not destroyed by sp�r�ts. The doers of the deed were mater�al, and
escaped mater�ally. Then how? Fortunately, there �s but one mode of
reason�ng upon the po�nt, and that mode must lead us to a def�n�te
dec�s�on. Let us exam�ne, each by each, the poss�ble means of
egress. It �s clear that the assass�ns were �n the room where
Mademo�selle L’Espanaye was found, or at least �n the room
adjo�n�ng, when the party ascended the sta�rs. It �s then only from
these two apartments that we have to seek �ssues. The pol�ce have
la�d bare the floors, the ce�l�ngs, and the masonry of the walls, �n
every d�rect�on. No secret �ssues could have escaped the�r v�g�lance.
But, not trust�ng to the�r eyes, I exam�ned w�th my own. There were,
then, no secret �ssues. Both doors lead�ng from the rooms �nto the
passage were securely locked, w�th the keys �ns�de. Let us turn to
the ch�mneys. These, although of ord�nary w�dth for some e�ght or
ten feet above the hearths, w�ll not adm�t, throughout the�r extent, the
body of a large cat. The �mposs�b�l�ty of egress, by means already
stated, be�ng thus absolute, we are reduced to the w�ndows.
Through those of the front room no one could have escaped w�thout
not�ce from the crowd �n the street. The murderers must have
passed, then, through those of the back room. Now, brought to th�s
conclus�on �n so unequ�vocal a manner as we are, �t �s not our part,
as reasoners, to reject �t on account of apparent �mposs�b�l�t�es. It �s
only left for us to prove that these apparent ‘�mposs�b�l�t�es’ are, �n
real�ty, not such.

“There are two w�ndows �n the chamber. One of them �s
unobstructed by furn�ture, and �s wholly v�s�ble. The lower port�on of
the other �s h�dden from v�ew by the head of the unw�eldy bedstead
wh�ch �s thrust close up aga�nst �t. The former was found securely
fastened from w�th�n. It res�sted the utmost force of those who
endeavored to ra�se �t. A large g�mlet-hole had been p�erced �n �ts
frame to the left, and a very stout na�l was found f�tted there�n, nearly



to the head. Upon exam�n�ng the other w�ndow, a s�m�lar na�l was
seen s�m�larly f�tted �n �t; and a v�gorous attempt to ra�se th�s sash,
fa�led also. The pol�ce were now ent�rely sat�sf�ed that egress had not
been �n these d�rect�ons. And, therefore, �t was thought a matter of
supererogat�on to w�thdraw the na�ls and open the w�ndows.

“My own exam�nat�on was somewhat more part�cular, and was so
for the reason I have just g�ven—because here �t was, I knew, that all
apparent �mposs�b�l�t�es must be proved to be not such �n real�ty.

“I proceeded to th�nk thus—a poster�or�. The murderers d�d escape
from one of these w�ndows. Th�s be�ng so, they could not have
refastened the sashes from the �ns�de, as they were found fastened;
—the cons�derat�on wh�ch put a stop, through �ts obv�ousness, to the
scrut�ny of the pol�ce �n th�s quarter. Yet the sashes were fastened.
They must, then, have the power of fasten�ng themselves. There
was no escape from th�s conclus�on. I stepped to the unobstructed
casement, w�thdrew the na�l w�th some d�ff�culty and attempted to
ra�se the sash. It res�sted all my efforts, as I had ant�c�pated. A
concealed spr�ng must, I now know, ex�st; and th�s corroborat�on of
my �dea conv�nced me that my prem�ses at least, were correct,
however myster�ous st�ll appeared the c�rcumstances attend�ng the
na�ls. A careful search soon brought to l�ght the h�dden spr�ng. I
pressed �t, and, sat�sf�ed w�th the d�scovery, forbore to upra�se the
sash.

“I now replaced the na�l and regarded �t attent�vely. A person
pass�ng out through th�s w�ndow m�ght have reclosed �t, and the
spr�ng would have caught—but the na�l could not have been
replaced. The conclus�on was pla�n, and aga�n narrowed �n the f�eld
of my �nvest�gat�ons. The assass�ns must have escaped through the
other w�ndow. Suppos�ng, then, the spr�ngs upon each sash to be
the same, as was probable, there must be found a d�fference
between the na�ls, or at least between the modes of the�r f�xture.
Gett�ng upon the sack�ng of the bedstead, I looked over the head-
board m�nutely at the second casement. Pass�ng my hand down
beh�nd the board, I read�ly d�scovered and pressed the spr�ng, wh�ch
was, as I had supposed, �dent�cal �n character w�th �ts ne�ghbor. I



now looked at the na�l. It was as stout as the other, and apparently
f�tted �n the same manner—dr�ven �n nearly up to the head.

“You w�ll say that I was puzzled; but, �f you th�nk so, you must have
m�sunderstood the nature of the �nduct�ons. To use a sport�ng
phrase, I had not been once ‘at fault.’ The scent had never for an
�nstant been lost. There was no flaw �n any l�nk of the cha�n. I had
traced the secret to �ts ult�mate result,—and that result was the na�l.
It had, I say, �n every respect, the appearance of �ts fellow �n the
other w�ndow; but th�s fact was an absolute null�ty (conclus�ve us �t
m�ght seem to be) when compared w�th the cons�derat�on that here,
at th�s po�nt, term�nated the clew. ‘There must be someth�ng wrong,’ I
sa�d, ‘about the na�l.’ I touched �t; and the head, w�th about a quarter
of an �nch of the shank, came off �n my f�ngers. The rest of the shank
was �n the g�mlet-hole where �t had been broken off. The fracture
was an old one (for �ts edges were �ncrusted w�th rust), and had
apparently been accompl�shed by the blow of a hammer, wh�ch had
part�ally �mbedded, �n the top of the bottom sash, the head port�on of
the na�l. I now carefully replaced th�s head port�on �n the �ndentat�on
whence I had taken �t, and the resemblance to a perfect na�l was
complete—the f�ssure was �nv�s�ble. Press�ng the spr�ng, I gently
ra�sed the sash for a few �nches; the head went up w�th �t, rema�n�ng
f�rm �n �ts bed. I closed the w�ndow, and the semblance of the whole
na�l was aga�n perfect.

“The r�ddle, so far, was now unr�ddled. The assass�n had escaped
through the w�ndow wh�ch looked upon the bed. Dropp�ng of �ts own
accord upon h�s ex�t (or perhaps purposely closed), �t had become
fastened by the spr�ng; and �t was the retent�on of th�s spr�ng wh�ch
had been m�staken by the pol�ce for that of the na�l,—farther �nqu�ry
be�ng thus cons�dered unnecessary.

“The next quest�on �s that of the mode of descent. Upon th�s po�nt I
had been sat�sf�ed �n my walk w�th you around the bu�ld�ng. About
f�ve feet and a half from the casement �n quest�on there runs a
l�ghtn�ng-rod. From th�s rod �t would have been �mposs�ble for any
one to reach the w�ndow �tself, to say noth�ng of enter�ng �t. I
observed, however, that the shutters of the fourth story were of the
pecul�ar k�nd called by Par�s�an carpenters ferrades—a k�nd rarely



employed at the present day, but frequently seen upon very old
mans�ons at Lyons and Bordeaux. They are �n the form of an
ord�nary door (a s�ngle, not a fold�ng door), except that the lower half
�s latt�ced or worked �n open trell�s—thus afford�ng an excellent hold
for the hands. In the present �nstance these shutters are fully three
feet and a half broad. When we saw them from the rear of the house,
they were both about half open—that �s to say, they stood off at r�ght
angles from the wall. It �s probable that the pol�ce, as well as myself,
exam�ned the back of the tenement; but, �f so, �n look�ng at these
ferrades �n the l�ne of the�r breadth (as they must have done), they
d�d not perce�ve th�s great breadth �tself, or, at all events, fa�led to
take �t �nto due cons�derat�on. In fact, hav�ng once sat�sf�ed
themselves that no egress could have been made �n th�s quarter,
they would naturally bestow here a very cursory exam�nat�on. It was
clear to me, however, that the shutter belong�ng to the w�ndow at the
head of the bed, would, �f swung fully back to the wall, reach to
w�th�n two feet of the l�ghtn�ng-rod. It was also ev�dent that, by
exert�on of a very unusual degree of act�v�ty and courage, an
entrance �nto the w�ndow, from the rod, m�ght have been thus
effected. By reach�ng to the d�stance of two feet and a half (we now
suppose the shutter open to �ts whole extent) a robber m�ght have
taken a f�rm grasp upon the trell�s-work. Lett�ng go, then, h�s hold
upon the rod, plac�ng h�s feet securely aga�nst the wall, and
spr�ng�ng boldly from �t, he m�ght have swung the shutter so as to
close �t, and, �f we �mag�ne the w�ndow open at the t�me, m�ght even
have swung h�mself �nto the room.

“I w�sh you to bear espec�ally �n m�nd that I have spoken of a very
unusual degree of act�v�ty as requ�s�te to success �n so hazardous
and so d�ff�cult a feat. It �s my des�gn to show you, f�rst, that the th�ng
m�ght poss�bly have been accompl�shed:—but, secondly and ch�efly,
I w�sh to �mpress upon your understand�ng the very extraord�nary—
the almost præternatural character of that ag�l�ty wh�ch could have
accompl�shed �t.

“You w�ll say, no doubt, us�ng the language of the law, that ‘to
make out my case,’ I should rather undervalue, than �ns�st upon a full
est�mat�on of the act�v�ty requ�red �n th�s matter. Th�s may be the
pract�ce �n law, but �t �s not the usage of reason. My ult�mate object �s



only the truth. My �mmed�ate purpose �s to lead you to place �n
juxtapos�t�on, that very unusual act�v�ty of wh�ch I have just spoken
w�th that very pecul�ar shr�ll (or harsh) and unequal vo�ce, about
whose nat�onal�ty no two persons could be found to agree, and �n
whose utterance no syllab�f�cat�on could be detected.”

At these words a vague and half-formed concept�on of the
mean�ng of Dup�n fl�tted over my m�nd. I seemed to be upon the
verge of comprehens�on w�thout power to comprehend—as men, at
t�mes, f�nd themselves upon the br�nk of remembrance w�thout be�ng
able, �n the end, to remember. My fr�end went on w�th h�s d�scourse.

“You w�ll see,” he sa�d, “that I have sh�fted the quest�on from the
mode of egress to that of �ngress. It was my des�gn to convey the
�dea that both were effected �n the same manner, at the same po�nt.
Let us now revert to the �nter�or of the room. Let us survey the
appearances here. The drawers of the bureau, �t �s sa�d, had been
r�fled, although many art�cles of apparel st�ll rema�ned w�th�n them.
The conclus�on here �s absurd. It �s a mere guess—a very s�lly one—
and no more. How are we to know that the art�cles found �n the
drawers were not all these drawers had or�g�nally conta�ned?
Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter l�ved an exceed�ngly ret�red
l�fe—saw no company—seldom went out—had l�ttle use for
numerous changes of hab�l�ment. Those found were at least of as
good qual�ty as any l�kely to be possessed by these lad�es. If a th�ef
had taken any, why d�d he not take the best—why d�d he not take
all? In a word, why d�d he abandon four thousand francs �n gold to
encumber h�mself w�th a bundle of l�nen? The gold was abandoned.
Nearly the whole sum ment�oned by Mons�eur M�gnaud, the banker,
was d�scovered, �n bags, upon the floor. I w�sh you, therefore, to
d�scard from your thoughts the blunder�ng �dea of mot�ve,
engendered �n the bra�ns of the pol�ce by that port�on of the ev�dence
wh�ch speaks of money del�vered at the door of the house.
Co�nc�dences ten t�mes as remarkable as th�s (the del�very of the
money, and murder comm�tted w�th�n three days upon the party
rece�v�ng �t), happen to all of us every hour of our l�ves, w�thout
attract�ng even momentary not�ce. Co�nc�dences, �n general, are
great stumbl�ng-blocks �n the way of that class of th�nkers who have
been educated to know noth�ng of the theory of probab�l�t�es—that



theory to wh�ch the most glor�ous objects of human research are
�ndebted for the most glor�ous of �llustrat�on. In the present �nstance,
had the gold been gone, the fact of �ts del�very three days before
would have formed someth�ng more than a co�nc�dence. It would
have been corroborat�ve of th�s �dea of mot�ve. But, under the real
c�rcumstances of the case, �f we are to suppose gold the mot�ve of
th�s outrage, we must also �mag�ne the perpetrator so vac�llat�ng an
�d�ot as to have abandoned h�s gold and h�s mot�ve together.

“Keep�ng now stead�ly �n m�nd the po�nts to wh�ch I have drawn
your attent�on—that pecul�ar vo�ce, that unusual ag�l�ty, and that
startl�ng absence of mot�ve �n a murder so s�ngularly atroc�ous as
th�s—let us glance at the butchery �tself. Here �s a woman strangled
to death by manual strength, and thrust up a ch�mney, head
downward. Ord�nary assass�ns employ no such modes of murder as
th�s. Least of all, do they thus d�spose of the murdered. In the
manner of thrust�ng the corpse up the ch�mney, you w�ll adm�t that
there was someth�ng excess�vely outré—someth�ng altogether
�rreconc�lable w�th our common not�ons of human act�on, even when
we suppose the actors the most depraved of men. Th�nk, too, how
great must have been that strength wh�ch could have thrust the body
up such an aperture so forc�bly that the un�ted v�gor of several
persons was found barely suff�c�ent to drag �t down!

“Turn, now, to other �nd�cat�ons of the employment of a v�gor most
marvellous. On the hearth were th�ck tresses—very th�ck tresses—of
grey human ha�r. These had been torn out by the roots. You are
aware of the great force necessary �n tear�ng thus from the head
even twenty or th�rty ha�rs together. You saw the locks �n quest�on as
well as myself. The�r roots (a h�deous s�ght!) were clotted w�th
fragments of the flesh of the scalp—sure token of the prod�g�ous
power wh�ch had been exerted �n uproot�ng perhaps half a m�ll�on of
ha�rs at a t�me. The throat of the old lady was not merely cut, but the
head absolutely severed from the body: the �nstrument was a mere
razor. I w�sh you also to look at the brutal feroc�ty of these deeds. Of
the bru�ses upon the body of Madame L’Espanaye I do not speak.
Mons�eur Dumas, and h�s worthy coadjutor Mons�eur Et�enne, have
pronounced that they were �nfl�cted by some obtuse �nstrument; and
so far these gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse �nstrument was



clearly the stone pavement �n the yard, upon wh�ch the v�ct�m had
fallen from the w�ndow wh�ch looked �n upon the bed. Th�s �dea,
however s�mple �t may now seem, escaped the pol�ce for the same
reason that the breadth of the shutters escaped them—because, by
the affa�r of the na�ls, the�r percept�ons had been hermet�cally sealed
aga�nst the poss�b�l�ty of the w�ndows hav�ng ever been opened at
all.

“If now, �n add�t�on to all these th�ngs, you have properly reflected
upon the odd d�sorder of the chamber, we have gone so far as to
comb�ne the �deas of an ag�l�ty astound�ng, a strength superhuman,
a feroc�ty brutal, a butchery w�thout mot�ve, a grotesquer�e �n horror
absolutely al�en from human�ty, and a vo�ce fore�gn �n tone to the
ears of men of many nat�ons, and devo�d of all d�st�nct or �ntell�g�ble
syllab�f�cat�on. What result, then, has ensued? What �mpress�on have
I made upon your fancy?”

I felt a creep�ng of the flesh as Dup�n asked me the quest�on. “A
madman,” I sa�d, “has done th�s deed—some rav�ng man�ac,
escaped from a ne�ghbor�ng Ma�son de Santé.”

“In some respects,” he repl�ed, “your �dea �s not �rrelevant. But the
vo�ces of madmen, even �n the�r w�ldest paroxysms, are never found
to tally w�th that pecul�ar vo�ce heard upon the sta�rs. Madmen are of
some nat�on, and the�r language, however �ncoherent �n �ts words,
has always the coherence of syllab�f�cat�on. Bes�des, the ha�r of a
madman �s not such as I now hold �n my hand. I d�sentangled th�s
l�ttle tuft from the r�g�dly clutched f�ngers of Madame L’Espanaye. Tell
me what you can make of �t.”

“Dup�n!” I sa�d, completely unnerved; “th�s ha�r �s most unusual—
th�s �s no human ha�r.”

“I have not asserted that �t �s,” sa�d he; “but, before we dec�de th�s
po�nt, I w�sh you to glance at the l�ttle sketch I have here traced upon
th�s paper. It �s a fac-s�m�le draw�ng of what has been descr�bed �n
one port�on of the test�mony as ‘dark bru�ses, and deep �ndentat�ons
of f�nger na�ls,’ upon the throat of Mademo�selle L’Espanaye, and �n
another (by Messrs. Dumas and Et�enne,) as a ‘ser�es of l�v�d spots,
ev�dently the �mpress�on of f�ngers.’



“You w�ll perce�ve,” cont�nued my fr�end, spread�ng out the paper
upon the table before us, “that th�s draw�ng g�ves the �dea of a f�rm
and f�xed hold. There �s no sl�pp�ng apparent. Each f�nger has
reta�ned—poss�bly unt�l the death of the v�ct�m—the fearful grasp by
wh�ch �t or�g�nally �mbedded �tself. Attempt, now, to place all your
f�ngers, at the same t�me, �n the respect�ve �mpress�ons as you see
them.”

I made the attempt �n va�n.
“We are poss�bly not g�v�ng th�s matter a fa�r tr�al,” he sa�d. “The

paper �s spread out upon a plane surface; but the human throat �s
cyl�ndr�cal. Here �s a b�llet of wood, the c�rcumference of wh�ch �s
about that of the throat. Wrap the draw�ng around �t, and try the
exper�ment aga�n.”

I d�d so; but the d�ff�culty was even more obv�ous than before.
“Th�s,” I sa�d, “�s the mark of no human hand.”

“Read now,” repl�ed Dup�n, “th�s passage from Cuv�er.”
It was a m�nute anatom�cal and generally descr�pt�ve account of

the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the East Ind�an Islands. The
g�gant�c stature, the prod�g�ous strength and act�v�ty, the w�ld feroc�ty,
and the �m�tat�ve propens�t�es of these mammal�a are suff�c�ently well
known to all. I understood the full horrors of the murder at once.

“The descr�pt�on of the d�g�ts,” sa�d I, as I made an end of read�ng,
“�s �n exact accordance w�th th�s draw�ng. I see that no an�mal but an
Ourang-Outang, of the spec�es here ment�oned, could have
�mpressed the �ndentat�ons as you have traced them. Th�s tuft of
tawny ha�r, too, �s �dent�cal �n character w�th that of the beast of
Cuv�er. But I cannot poss�bly comprehend the part�culars of th�s
fr�ghtful mystery. Bes�des, there were two vo�ces heard �n content�on,
and one of them was unquest�onably the vo�ce of a Frenchman.”

“True; and you w�ll remember an express�on attr�buted almost
unan�mously, by the ev�dence, to th�s vo�ce,—the express�on, ‘mon
D�eu!’ Th�s, under the c�rcumstances, has been justly character�zed
by one of the w�tnesses (Montan�, the confect�oner,) as an
express�on of remonstrance or expostulat�on. Upon these two words,
therefore, I have ma�nly bu�lt my hopes of a full solut�on of the r�ddle.
A Frenchman was cogn�zant of the murder. It �s poss�ble—�ndeed �t



�s far more than probable—that he was �nnocent of all part�c�pat�on �n
the bloody transact�ons wh�ch took place. The Ourang-Outang may
have escaped from h�m. He may have traced �t to the chamber; but,
under the ag�tat�ng c�rcumstances wh�ch ensued, he could never
have re-captured �t. It �s st�ll at large. I w�ll not pursue these guesses
—for I have no r�ght to call them more—s�nce the shades of
reflect�on upon wh�ch they are based are scarcely of suff�c�ent depth
to be apprec�able by my own �ntellect, and s�nce I could not pretend
to make them �ntell�g�ble to the understand�ng of another. We w�ll call
them guesses then, and speak of them as such. If the Frenchman �n
quest�on �s �ndeed, as I suppose, �nnocent of th�s atroc�ty, th�s
advert�sement wh�ch I left last n�ght, upon our return home, at the
off�ce of ‘Le Monde’ (a paper devoted to the sh�pp�ng �nterest, and
much sought by sa�lors), w�ll br�ng h�m to our res�dence.”

He handed me a paper, and I read thus:

CAUGHT—In the Bo�s de Boulogne, early �n the morn�ng of the ——
�nst., (the morn�ng of the murder),owner a very large, tawny Ourang-
Outang of the Bornese spec�es. The owner (who �s ascerta�ned to be
a sa�lor, belong�ng to a Maltese vessel) may have the an�mal aga�n,
upon �dent�fy�ng �t sat�sfactor�ly, and pay�ng a few charges ar�s�ng
from �ts capture and keep�ng. Call at No. ——, Rue ——, Faubourg
St. Germa�n—au tro�s�ème.

“How was �t poss�ble,” I asked, “that you should know the man to
be a sa�lor, and belong�ng to a Maltese vessel?”

“I do not know �t,” sa�d Dup�n. “I am not sure of �t. Here, however,
�s a small p�ece of r�bbon, wh�ch from �ts form, and from �ts greasy
appearance, has ev�dently been used �n ty�ng the ha�r �n one of those
long queues of wh�ch sa�lors are so fond. Moreover, th�s knot �s one
wh�ch few bes�des sa�lors can t�e, and �s pecul�ar to the Maltese. I
p�cked the r�bbon up at the foot of the l�ghtn�ng-rod. It could not have
belonged to e�ther of the deceased. Now �f, after all, I am wrong �n
my �nduct�on from th�s r�bbon, that the Frenchman was a sa�lor
belong�ng to a Maltese vessel, st�ll I can have done no harm �n



say�ng what I d�d �n the advert�sement. If I am �n error, he w�ll merely
suppose that I have been m�sled by some c�rcumstance �nto wh�ch
he w�ll not take the trouble to �nqu�re. But �f I am r�ght, a great po�nt �s
ga�ned. Cogn�zant although �nnocent of the murder, the Frenchman
w�ll naturally hes�tate about reply�ng to the advert�sement—about
demand�ng the Ourang-Outang. He w�ll reason thus:—‘I am
�nnocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang �s of great value—to one �n
my c�rcumstances a fortune of �tself—why should I lose �t through
�dle apprehens�ons of danger? Here �t �s, w�th�n my grasp. It was
found �n the Bo�s de Boulogne—at a vast d�stance from the scene of
that butchery. How can �t ever be suspected that a brute beast
should have done the deed? The pol�ce are at fault—they have fa�led
to procure the sl�ghtest clew. Should they even trace the an�mal, �t
would be �mposs�ble to prove me cogn�zant of the murder, or to
�mpl�cate me �n gu�lt on account of that cogn�zance. Above all, I am
known. The advert�ser des�gnates me as the possessor of the beast.
I am not sure to what l�m�t h�s knowledge may extend. Should I avo�d
cla�m�ng a property of so great value, wh�ch �t �s known that I
possess, I w�ll render the an�mal at least, l�able to susp�c�on. It �s not
my pol�cy to attract attent�on e�ther to myself or to the beast. I w�ll
answer the advert�sement, get the Ourang-Outang, and keep �t close
unt�l th�s matter has blown over.’”

At th�s moment we heard a step upon the sta�rs.
“Be ready,” sa�d Dup�n, “w�th your p�stols, but ne�ther use them nor

show them unt�l at a s�gnal from myself.”
The front door of the house had been left open, and the v�s�tor had

entered, w�thout r�ng�ng, and advanced several steps upon the
sta�rcase. Now, however, he seemed to hes�tate. Presently we heard
h�m descend�ng. Dup�n was mov�ng qu�ckly to the door, when we
aga�n heard h�m com�ng up. He d�d not turn back a second t�me, but
stepped up w�th dec�s�on, and rapped at the door of our chamber.

“Come �n,” sa�d Dup�n, �n a cheerful and hearty tone.
A man entered. He was a sa�lor, ev�dently,—a tall, stout, and

muscular-look�ng person, w�th a certa�n dare-dev�l express�on of
countenance, not altogether unprepossess�ng. H�s face, greatly
sunburnt, was more than half h�dden by wh�sker and mustach�o. He



had w�th h�m a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be otherw�se
unarmed. He bowed awkwardly, and bade us “good even�ng,” �n
French accents, wh�ch, although somewhat Neufchatel�sh, were st�ll
suff�c�ently �nd�cat�ve of a Par�s�an or�g�n.

“S�t down, my fr�end,” sa�d Dup�n. “I suppose you have called
about the Ourang-Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy you the
possess�on of h�m; a remarkably f�ne, and no doubt a very valuable
an�mal. How old do you suppose h�m to be?”

The sa�lor drew a long breath, w�th the a�r of a man rel�eved of
some �ntolerable burden, and then repl�ed, �n an assured tone:

“I have no way of tell�ng—but he can’t be more than four or f�ve
years old. Have you got h�m here?”

“Oh no, we had no conven�ences for keep�ng h�m here. He �s at a
l�very stable �n the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get h�m �n the
morn�ng. Of course you are prepared to �dent�fy the property?”

“To be sure I am, s�r.”
“I shall be sorry to part w�th h�m,” sa�d Dup�n.
“I don’t mean that you should be at all th�s trouble for noth�ng, s�r,”

sa�d the man. “Couldn’t expect �t. Am very w�ll�ng to pay a reward for
the f�nd�ng of the an�mal—that �s to say, any th�ng �n reason.”

“Well,” repl�ed my fr�end, “that �s all very fa�r, to be sure. Let me
th�nk!—what should I have? Oh! I w�ll tell you. My reward shall be
th�s. You shall g�ve me all the �nformat�on �n your power about these
murders �n the Rue Morgue.”

Dup�n sa�d the last words �n a very low tone, and very qu�etly. Just
as qu�etly, too, he walked toward the door, locked �t and put the key
�n h�s pocket. He then drew a p�stol from h�s bosom and placed �t,
w�thout the least flurry, upon the table.

The sa�lor’s face flushed up as �f he were struggl�ng w�th
suffocat�on. He started to h�s feet and grasped h�s cudgel, but the
next moment he fell back �nto h�s seat, trembl�ng v�olently, and w�th
the countenance of death �tself. He spoke not a word. I p�t�ed h�m
from the bottom of my heart.

“My fr�end,” sa�d Dup�n, �n a k�nd tone, “you are alarm�ng yourself
unnecessar�ly—you are �ndeed. We mean you no harm whatever. I



pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a Frenchman, that we
�ntend you no �njury. I perfectly well know that you are �nnocent of the
atroc�t�es �n the Rue Morgue. It w�ll not do, however, to deny that you
are �n some measure �mpl�cated �n them. From what I have already
sa�d, you must know that I have had means of �nformat�on about th�s
matter—means of wh�ch you could never have dreamed. Now the
th�ng stands thus. You have done noth�ng wh�ch you could have
avo�ded—noth�ng, certa�nly, wh�ch renders you culpable. You were
not even gu�lty of robbery, when you m�ght have robbed w�th
�mpun�ty. You have noth�ng to conceal. You have no reason for
concealment. On the other hand, you are bound by every pr�nc�ple of
honor to confess all you know. An �nnocent man �s now �mpr�soned,
charged w�th that cr�me of wh�ch you can po�nt out the perpetrator.”

The sa�lor had recovered h�s presence of m�nd, �n a great
measure, wh�le Dup�n uttered these words; but h�s or�g�nal boldness
of bear�ng was all gone.

“So help me God!” sa�d he, after a br�ef pause, “I w�ll tell you all I
know about th�s affa�r;—but I do not expect you to bel�eve one half I
say—I would be a fool �ndeed �f I d�d. St�ll, I am �nnocent, and I w�ll
make a clean breast �f I d�e for �t.”

What he stated was, �n substance, th�s. He had lately made a
voyage to the Ind�an Arch�pelago. A party, of wh�ch he formed one,
landed at Borneo, and passed �nto the �nter�or on an excurs�on of
pleasure. H�mself and a compan�on had captured the Ourang-
Outang. Th�s compan�on dy�ng, the an�mal fell �nto h�s own exclus�ve
possess�on. After great trouble, occas�oned by the �ntractable
feroc�ty of h�s capt�ve dur�ng the home voyage, he at length
succeeded �n lodg�ng �t safely at h�s own res�dence �n Par�s, where,
not to attract toward h�mself the unpleasant cur�os�ty of h�s
ne�ghbors, he kept �t carefully secluded, unt�l such t�me as �t should
recover from a wound �n the foot, rece�ved from a spl�nter on board
sh�p. H�s ult�mate des�gn was to sell �t.

Return�ng home from some sa�lors’ frol�c the n�ght, or rather �n the
morn�ng of the murder, he found the beast occupy�ng h�s own bed-
room, �nto wh�ch �t had broken from a closet adjo�n�ng, where �t had
been, as was thought, securely conf�ned. Razor �n hand, and fully



lathered, �t was s�tt�ng before a look�ng-glass, attempt�ng the
operat�on of shav�ng, �n wh�ch �t had no doubt prev�ously watched �ts
master through the key-hole of the closet. Terr�f�ed at the s�ght of so
dangerous a weapon �n the possess�on of an an�mal so feroc�ous,
and so well able to use �t, the man, for some moments, was at a loss
what to do. He had been accustomed, however, to qu�et the
creature, even �n �ts f�ercest moods, by the use of a wh�p, and to th�s
he now resorted. Upon s�ght of �t, the Ourang-Outang sprang at once
through the door of the chamber, down the sta�rs, and thence,
through a w�ndow, unfortunately open, �nto the street.

The Frenchman followed �n despa�r; the ape, razor st�ll �n hand,
occas�onally stopp�ng to look back and gest�culate at �ts pursuer, unt�l
the latter had nearly come up w�th �t. It then aga�n made off. In th�s
manner the chase cont�nued for a long t�me. The streets were
profoundly qu�et, as �t was nearly three o’clock �n the morn�ng. In
pass�ng down an alley �n the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fug�t�ve’s
attent�on was arrested by a l�ght gleam�ng from the open w�ndow of
Madame L’Espanaye’s chamber, �n the fourth story of her house.
Rush�ng to the bu�ld�ng, �t perce�ved the l�ghtn�ng rod, clambered up
w�th �nconce�vable ag�l�ty, grasped the shutter, wh�ch was thrown fully
back aga�nst the wall, and, by �ts means, swung �tself d�rectly upon
the headboard of the bed. The whole feat d�d not occupy a m�nute.
The shutter was k�cked open aga�n by the Ourang-Outang as �t
entered the room.

The sa�lor, �n the meant�me, was both rejo�ced and perplexed. He
had strong hopes of now recaptur�ng the brute, as �t could scarcely
escape from the trap �nto wh�ch �t had ventured, except by the rod,
where �t m�ght be �ntercepted as �t came down. On the other hand,
there was much cause for anx�ety as to what �t m�ght do �n the
house. Th�s latter reflect�on urged the man st�ll to follow the fug�t�ve.
A l�ghtn�ng rod �s ascended w�thout d�ff�culty, espec�ally by a sa�lor;
but, when he had arr�ved as h�gh as the w�ndow, wh�ch lay far to h�s
left, h�s career was stopped; the most that he could accompl�sh was
to reach over so as to obta�n a gl�mpse of the �nter�or of the room. At
th�s gl�mpse he nearly fell from h�s hold through excess of horror.
Now �t was that those h�deous shr�eks arose upon the n�ght, wh�ch
had startled from slumber the �nmates of the Rue Morgue. Madame



L’Espanaye and her daughter, hab�ted �n the�r n�ght clothes, had
apparently been occup�ed �n arrang�ng some papers �n the �ron chest
already ment�oned, wh�ch had been wheeled �nto the m�ddle of the
room. It was open, and �ts contents lay bes�de �t on the floor. The
v�ct�ms must have been s�tt�ng w�th the�r backs toward the w�ndow;
and, from the t�me elaps�ng between the �ngress of the beast and the
screams, �t seems probable that �t was not �mmed�ately perce�ved.
The flapp�ng-to of the shutter would naturally have been attr�buted to
the w�nd.

As the sa�lor looked �n, the g�gant�c an�mal had se�zed Madame
L’Espanaye by the ha�r, (wh�ch was loose, as she had been comb�ng
�t,) and was flour�sh�ng the razor about her face, �n �m�tat�on of the
mot�ons of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and mot�onless; she
had swooned. The screams and struggles of the old lady (dur�ng
wh�ch the ha�r was torn from her head) had the effect of chang�ng the
probably pac�f�c purposes of the Ourang-Outang �nto those of wrath.
W�th one determ�ned sweep of �ts muscular arm �t nearly severed her
head from her body. The s�ght of blood �nflamed �ts anger �nto
phrenzy. Gnash�ng �ts teeth, and flash�ng f�re from �ts eyes, �t flew
upon the body of the g�rl, and �mbedded �ts fearful talons �n her
throat, reta�n�ng �ts grasp unt�l she exp�red. Its wander�ng and w�ld
glances fell at th�s moment upon the head of the bed, over wh�ch the
face of �ts master, r�g�d w�th horror, was just d�scern�ble. The fury of
the beast, who no doubt bore st�ll �n m�nd the dreaded wh�p, was
�nstantly converted �nto fear. Consc�ous of hav�ng deserved
pun�shment, �t seemed des�rous of conceal�ng �ts bloody deeds, and
sk�pped about the chamber �n an agony of nervous ag�tat�on;
throw�ng down and break�ng the furn�ture as �t moved, and dragg�ng
the bed from the bedstead. In conclus�on, �t se�zed f�rst the corpse of
the daughter, and thrust �t up the ch�mney, as �t was found; then that
of the old lady, wh�ch �t �mmed�ately hurled through the w�ndow
headlong.

As the ape approached the casement w�th �ts mut�lated burden,
the sa�lor shrank aghast to the rod, and, rather gl�d�ng than
clamber�ng down �t, hurr�ed at once home—dread�ng the
consequences of the butchery, and gladly abandon�ng, �n h�s terror,
all sol�c�tude about the fate of the Ourang-Outang. The words heard



by the party upon the sta�rcase were the Frenchman’s exclamat�ons
of horror and affr�ght, comm�ngled w�th the f�end�sh jabber�ngs of the
brute.

I have scarcely anyth�ng to add. The Ourang-Outang must have
escaped from the chamber, by the rod, just before the break�ng of
the door. It must have closed the w�ndow as �t passed through �t. It
was subsequently caught by the owner h�mself, who obta�ned for �t a
very large sum at the Jard�n des Plantes. Le Don was �nstantly
released, upon our narrat�on of the c�rcumstances (w�th some
comments from Dup�n) at the bureau of the Prefect of Pol�ce. Th�s
funct�onary, however well d�sposed to my fr�end, could not altogether
conceal h�s chagr�n at the turn wh�ch affa�rs had taken, and was fa�n
to �ndulge �n a sarcasm or two, about the propr�ety of every person
m�nd�ng h�s own bus�ness.

“Let h�m talk,” sa�d Dup�n, who had not thought �t necessary to
reply. “Let h�m d�scourse; �t w�ll ease h�s consc�ence, I am sat�sf�ed
w�th hav�ng defeated h�m �n h�s own castle. Nevertheless, that he
fa�led �n the solut�on of th�s mystery, �s by no means that matter for
wonder wh�ch he supposes �t; for, �n truth, our fr�end the Prefect �s
somewhat too cunn�ng to be profound. In h�s w�sdom �s no stamen. It
�s all head and no body, l�ke the p�ctures of the Goddess Laverna,—
or, at best, all head and shoulders, l�ke a codf�sh. But he �s a good
creature after all. I l�ke h�m espec�ally for one master stroke of cant,
by wh�ch he has atta�ned h�s reputat�on for �ngenu�ty. I mean the way
he has ‘de n�er ce qu� est, et d’expl�quer ce qu� n’est pas.’” (*)

(*) Rousseau—Nouvelle Heloïse.



THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET.(*1)

A SEQUEL TO “THE MURDERS IN THE RUE
MORGUE.”

Es g�ebt e�ne Re�he �deal�scher Begebenhe�ten, d�e der W�rkl�chke�t
parallel lauft. Selten fallen s�e zusammen. Menschen und zufalle
mod�f�c�ren gewohul�ch d�e �deal�sche Begebenhe�t, so dass s�e
unvollkommen ersche�nt, und �hre Folgen gle�chfalls unvollkommen s�nd.
So be� der Reformat�on; statt des Protestant�smus kam das Lutherthum
hervor.
    There are �deal ser�es of events wh�ch run parallel w�th the real ones.
They rarely co�nc�de. Men and c�rcumstances generally mod�fy the �deal
tra�n of events, so that �t seems �mperfect, and �ts consequences are
equally �mperfect. Thus w�th the Reformat�on; �nstead of Protestant�sm
came Lutheran�sm.—Noval�s.(*2) Moral Ans�chten.

There are few persons, even among the calmest th�nkers, who
have not occas�onally been startled �nto a vague yet thr�ll�ng half-
credence �n the supernatural, by co�nc�dences of so seem�ngly
marvellous a character that, as mere co�nc�dences, the �ntellect has
been unable to rece�ve them. Such sent�ments—for the half-
credences of wh�ch I speak have never the full force of thought—
such sent�ments are seldom thoroughly st�fled unless by reference to
the doctr�ne of chance, or, as �t �s techn�cally termed, the Calculus of
Probab�l�t�es. Now th�s Calculus �s, �n �ts essence, purely
mathemat�cal; and thus we have the anomaly of the most r�g�dly
exact �n sc�ence appl�ed to the shadow and sp�r�tual�ty of the most
�ntang�ble �n speculat�on.

The extraord�nary deta�ls wh�ch I am now called upon to make
publ�c, w�ll be found to form, as regards sequence of t�me, the



pr�mary branch of a ser�es of scarcely �ntell�g�ble co�nc�dences,
whose secondary or conclud�ng branch w�ll be recogn�zed by all
readers �n the late murder of Mary Cec�la Rogers, at New York.

When, �n an art�cle ent�tled “The Murders �n the Rue Morgue,” I
endeavored, about a year ago, to dep�ct some very remarkable
features �n the mental character of my fr�end, the Cheval�er C.
Auguste Dup�n, �t d�d not occur to me that I should ever resume the
subject. Th�s dep�ct�ng of character const�tuted my des�gn; and th�s
des�gn was thoroughly fulf�lled �n the w�ld tra�n of c�rcumstances
brought to �nstance Dup�n’s �d�osyncrasy. I m�ght have adduced other
examples, but I should have proven no more. Late events, however,
�n the�r surpr�s�ng development, have startled me �nto some farther
deta�ls, wh�ch w�ll carry w�th them the a�r of extorted confess�on.
Hear�ng what I have lately heard, �t would be �ndeed strange should I
rema�n s�lent �n regard to what I both heard and saw so long ago.

Upon the w�nd�ng up of the tragedy �nvolved �n the deaths of
Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter, the Cheval�er d�sm�ssed the
affa�r at once from h�s attent�on, and relapsed �nto h�s old hab�ts of
moody rever�e. Prone, at all t�mes, to abstract�on, I read�ly fell �n w�th
h�s humor; and, cont�nu�ng to occupy our chambers �n the Faubourg
Sa�nt Germa�n, we gave the Future to the w�nds, and slumbered
tranqu�lly �n the Present, weav�ng the dull world around us �nto
dreams.

But these dreams were not altogether un�nterrupted. It may read�ly
be supposed that the part played by my fr�end, �n the drama at the
Rue Morgue, had not fa�led of �ts �mpress�on upon the fanc�es of the
Par�s�an pol�ce. W�th �ts em�ssar�es, the name of Dup�n had grown
�nto a household word. The s�mple character of those �nduct�ons by
wh�ch he had d�sentangled the mystery never hav�ng been expla�ned
even to the Prefect, or to any other �nd�v�dual than myself, of course
�t �s not surpr�s�ng that the affa�r was regarded as l�ttle less than
m�raculous, or that the Cheval�er’s analyt�cal ab�l�t�es acqu�red for
h�m the cred�t of �ntu�t�on. H�s frankness would have led h�m to
d�sabuse every �nqu�rer of such prejud�ce; but h�s �ndolent humor
forbade all farther ag�tat�on of a top�c whose �nterest to h�mself had
long ceased. It thus happened that he found h�mself the cynosure of



the pol�t�cal eyes; and the cases were not few �n wh�ch attempt was
made to engage h�s serv�ces at the Prefecture. One of the most
remarkable �nstances was that of the murder of a young g�rl named
Mar�e Rogêt.

Th�s event occurred about two years after the atroc�ty �n the Rue
Morgue. Mar�e, whose Chr�st�an and fam�ly name w�ll at once arrest
attent�on from the�r resemblance to those of the unfortunate “c�gar
g�rl,” was the only daughter of the w�dow Estelle Rogêt. The father
had d�ed dur�ng the ch�ld’s �nfancy, and from the per�od of h�s death,
unt�l w�th�n e�ghteen months before the assass�nat�on wh�ch forms
the subject of our narrat�ve, the mother and daughter had dwelt
together �n the Rue Pavée Sa�nt Andrée; (*3) Madame there keep�ng
a pens�on, ass�sted by Mar�e. Affa�rs went on thus unt�l the latter had
atta�ned her twenty-second year, when her great beauty attracted the
not�ce of a perfumer, who occup�ed one of the shops �n the
basement of the Pala�s Royal, and whose custom lay ch�efly among
the desperate adventurers �nfest�ng that ne�ghborhood. Mons�eur Le
Blanc (*4) was not unaware of the advantages to be der�ved from the
attendance of the fa�r Mar�e �n h�s perfumery; and h�s l�beral
proposals were accepted eagerly by the g�rl, although w�th
somewhat more of hes�tat�on by Madame.

The ant�c�pat�ons of the shopkeeper were real�zed, and h�s rooms
soon became notor�ous through the charms of the spr�ghtly gr�sette.
She had been �n h�s employ about a year, when her adm�rers were
thrown �nfo confus�on by her sudden d�sappearance from the shop.
Mons�eur Le Blanc was unable to account for her absence, and
Madame Rogêt was d�stracted w�th anx�ety and terror. The publ�c
papers �mmed�ately took up the theme, and the pol�ce were upon the
po�nt of mak�ng ser�ous �nvest�gat�ons, when, one f�ne morn�ng, after
the lapse of a week, Mar�e, �n good health, but w�th a somewhat
saddened a�r, made her re-appearance at her usual counter �n the
perfumery. All �nqu�ry, except that of a pr�vate character, was of
course �mmed�ately hushed. Mons�eur Le Blanc professed total
�gnorance, as before. Mar�e, w�th Madame, repl�ed to all quest�ons,
that the last week had been spent at the house of a relat�on �n the
country. Thus the affa�r d�ed away, and was generally forgotten; for
the g�rl, ostens�bly to rel�eve herself from the �mpert�nence of



cur�os�ty, soon bade a f�nal ad�eu to the perfumer, and sought the
shelter of her mother’s res�dence �n the Rue Pavée Sa�nt Andrée.

It was about f�ve months after th�s return home, that her fr�ends
were alarmed by her sudden d�sappearance for the second t�me.
Three days elapsed, and noth�ng was heard of her. On the fourth her
corpse was found float�ng �n the Se�ne, * near the shore wh�ch �s
oppos�te the Quart�er of the Rue Sa�nt Andrée, and at a po�nt not
very far d�stant from the secluded ne�ghborhood of the Barr�ère du
Roule. (*6)

The atroc�ty of th�s murder, (for �t was at once ev�dent that murder
had been comm�tted,) the youth and beauty of the v�ct�m, and, above
all, her prev�ous notor�ety, consp�red to produce �ntense exc�tement
�n the m�nds of the sens�t�ve Par�s�ans. I can call to m�nd no s�m�lar
occurrence produc�ng so general and so �ntense an effect. For
several weeks, �n the d�scuss�on of th�s one absorb�ng theme, even
the momentous pol�t�cal top�cs of the day were forgotten. The Prefect
made unusual exert�ons; and the powers of the whole Par�s�an pol�ce
were, of course, tasked to the utmost extent.

Upon the f�rst d�scovery of the corpse, �t was not supposed that the
murderer would be able to elude, for more than a very br�ef per�od,
the �nqu�s�t�on wh�ch was �mmed�ately set on foot. It was not unt�l the
exp�rat�on of a week that �t was deemed necessary to offer a reward;
and even then th�s reward was l�m�ted to a thousand francs. In the
mean t�me the �nvest�gat�on proceeded w�th v�gor, �f not always w�th
judgment, and numerous �nd�v�duals were exam�ned to no purpose;
wh�le, ow�ng to the cont�nual absence of all clue to the mystery, the
popular exc�tement greatly �ncreased. At the end of the tenth day �t
was thought adv�sable to double the sum or�g�nally proposed; and, at
length, the second week hav�ng elapsed w�thout lead�ng to any
d�scover�es, and the prejud�ce wh�ch always ex�sts �n Par�s aga�nst
the Pol�ce hav�ng g�ven vent to �tself �n several ser�ous émeutes, the
Prefect took �t upon h�mself to offer the sum of twenty thousand
francs “for the conv�ct�on of the assass�n,” or, �f more than one
should prove to have been �mpl�cated, “for the conv�ct�on of any one
of the assass�ns.” In the proclamat�on sett�ng forth th�s reward, a full
pardon was prom�sed to any accompl�ce who should come forward



�n ev�dence aga�nst h�s fellow; and to the whole was appended,
wherever �t appeared, the pr�vate placard of a comm�ttee of c�t�zens,
offer�ng ten thousand francs, �n add�t�on to the amount proposed by
the Prefecture. The ent�re reward thus stood at no less than th�rty
thousand francs, wh�ch w�ll be regarded as an extraord�nary sum
when we cons�der the humble cond�t�on of the g�rl, and the great
frequency, �n large c�t�es, of such atroc�t�es as the one descr�bed.

No one doubted now that the mystery of th�s murder would be
�mmed�ately brought to l�ght. But although, �n one or two �nstances,
arrests were made wh�ch prom�sed eluc�dat�on, yet noth�ng was
el�c�ted wh�ch could �mpl�cate the part�es suspected; and they were
d�scharged forthw�th. Strange as �t may appear, the th�rd week from
the d�scovery of the body had passed, and passed w�thout any l�ght
be�ng thrown upon the subject, before even a rumor of the events
wh�ch had so ag�tated the publ�c m�nd, reached the ears of Dup�n
and myself. Engaged �n researches wh�ch absorbed our whole
attent�on, �t had been nearly a month s�nce e�ther of us had gone
abroad, or rece�ved a v�s�tor, or more than glanced at the lead�ng
pol�t�cal art�cles �n one of the da�ly papers. The f�rst �ntell�gence of the
murder was brought us by G——, �n person. He called upon us early
�n the afternoon of the th�rteenth of July, 18—, and rema�ned w�th us
unt�l late �n the n�ght. He had been p�qued by the fa�lure of all h�s
endeavors to ferret out the assass�ns. H�s reputat�on—so he sa�d
w�th a pecul�arly Par�s�an a�r—was at stake. Even h�s honor was
concerned. The eyes of the publ�c were upon h�m; and there was
really no sacr�f�ce wh�ch he would not be w�ll�ng to make for the
development of the mystery. He concluded a somewhat droll speech
w�th a compl�ment upon what he was pleased to term the tact of
Dup�n, and made h�m a d�rect, and certa�nly a l�beral propos�t�on, the
prec�se nature of wh�ch I do not feel myself at l�berty to d�sclose, but
wh�ch has no bear�ng upon the proper subject of my narrat�ve.

The compl�ment my fr�end rebutted as best he could, but the
propos�t�on he accepted at once, although �ts advantages were
altogether prov�s�onal. Th�s po�nt be�ng settled, the Prefect broke
forth at once �nto explanat�ons of h�s own v�ews, �nterspers�ng them
w�th long comments upon the ev�dence; of wh�ch latter we were not
yet �n possess�on. He d�scoursed much, and beyond doubt,



learnedly; wh�le I hazarded an occas�onal suggest�on as the n�ght
wore drows�ly away. Dup�n, s�tt�ng stead�ly �n h�s accustomed arm-
cha�r, was the embod�ment of respectful attent�on. He wore
spectacles, dur�ng the whole �nterv�ew; and an occas�onal s�gnal
glance beneath the�r green glasses, suff�ced to conv�nce me that he
slept not the less soundly, because s�lently, throughout the seven or
e�ght leaden-footed hours wh�ch �mmed�ately preceded the departure
of the Prefect.

In the morn�ng, I procured, at the Prefecture, a full report of all the
ev�dence el�c�ted, and, at the var�ous newspaper off�ces, a copy of
every paper �n wh�ch, from f�rst to last, had been publ�shed any
dec�s�ve �nformat�on �n regard to th�s sad affa�r. Freed from all that
was pos�t�vely d�sproved, th�s mass of �nformat�on stood thus:

Mar�e Rogêt left the res�dence of her mother, �n the Rue Pavée St.
Andrée, about n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng of Sunday, June the
twenty-second, 18—. In go�ng out, she gave not�ce to a Mons�eur
Jacques St. Eustache, (*7) and to h�m only, of her �ntent �ntent�on to
spend the day w�th an aunt who res�ded �n the Rue des Drômes. The
Rue des Drômes �s a short and narrow but populous thoroughfare,
not far from the banks of the r�ver, and at a d�stance of some two
m�les, �n the most d�rect course poss�ble, from the pens�on of
Madame Rogêt. St. Eustache was the accepted su�tor of Mar�e, and
lodged, as well as took h�s meals, at the pens�on. He was to have
gone for h�s betrothed at dusk, and to have escorted her home. In
the afternoon, however, �t came on to ra�n heav�ly; and, suppos�ng
that she would rema�n all n�ght at her aunt’s, (as she had done under
s�m�lar c�rcumstances before,) he d�d not th�nk �t necessary to keep
h�s prom�se. As n�ght drew on, Madame Rogêt (who was an �nf�rm
old lady, seventy years of age,) was heard to express a fear “that
she should never see Mar�e aga�n;” but th�s observat�on attracted
l�ttle attent�on at the t�me.

On Monday, �t was ascerta�ned that the g�rl had not been to the
Rue des Drômes; and when the day elapsed w�thout t�d�ngs of her, a
tardy search was �nst�tuted at several po�nts �n the c�ty, and �ts
env�rons. It was not, however unt�l the fourth day from the per�od of
d�sappearance that any th�ng sat�sfactory was ascerta�ned



respect�ng her. On th�s day, (Wednesday, the twenty-f�fth of June,) a
Mons�eur Beauva�s, (*8) who, w�th a fr�end, had been mak�ng
�nqu�r�es for Mar�e near the Barr�ère du Roule, on the shore of the
Se�ne wh�ch �s oppos�te the Rue Pavée St. Andrée, was �nformed
that a corpse had just been towed ashore by some f�shermen, who
had found �t float�ng �n the r�ver. Upon see�ng the body, Beauva�s,
after some hes�tat�on, �dent�f�ed �t as that of the perfumery-g�rl. H�s
fr�end recogn�zed �t more promptly.

The face was suffused w�th dark blood, some of wh�ch �ssued from
the mouth. No foam was seen, as �n the case of the merely drowned.
There was no d�scolorat�on �n the cellular t�ssue. About the throat
were bru�ses and �mpress�ons of f�ngers. The arms were bent over
on the chest and were r�g�d. The r�ght hand was clenched; the left
part�ally open. On the left wr�st were two c�rcular excor�at�ons,
apparently the effect of ropes, or of a rope �n more than one volut�on.
A part of the r�ght wr�st, also, was much chafed, as well as the back
throughout �ts extent, but more espec�ally at the shoulder-blades. In
br�ng�ng the body to the shore the f�shermen had attached to �t a
rope; but none of the excor�at�ons had been effected by th�s. The
flesh of the neck was much swollen. There were no cuts apparent, or
bru�ses wh�ch appeared the effect of blows. A p�ece of lace was
found t�ed so t�ghtly around the neck as to be h�dden from s�ght; �t
was completely bur�ed �n the flesh, and was fastened by a knot
wh�ch lay just under the left ear. Th�s alone would have suff�ced to
produce death. The med�cal test�mony spoke conf�dently of the
v�rtuous character of the deceased. She had been subjected, �t sa�d,
to brutal v�olence. The corpse was �n such cond�t�on when found,
that there could have been no d�ff�culty �n �ts recogn�t�on by fr�ends.

The dress was much torn and otherw�se d�sordered. In the outer
garment, a sl�p, about a foot w�de, had been torn upward from the
bottom hem to the wa�st, but not torn off. It was wound three t�mes
around the wa�st, and secured by a sort of h�tch �n the back. The
dress �mmed�ately beneath the frock was of f�ne musl�n; and from
th�s a sl�p e�ghteen �nches w�de had been torn ent�rely out—torn very
evenly and w�th great care. It was found around her neck, f�tt�ng
loosely, and secured w�th a hard knot. Over th�s musl�n sl�p and the
sl�p of lace, the str�ngs of a bonnet were attached; the bonnet be�ng



appended. The knot by wh�ch the str�ngs of the bonnet were
fastened, was not a lady’s, but a sl�p or sa�lor’s knot.

After the recogn�t�on of the corpse, �t was not, as usual, taken to
the Morgue, (th�s formal�ty be�ng superfluous,) but hast�ly �nterred not
far from the spot at wh�ch �t was brought ashore. Through the
exert�ons of Beauva�s, the matter was �ndustr�ously hushed up, as far
as poss�ble; and several days had elapsed before any publ�c
emot�on resulted. A weekly paper, (*9) however, at length took up the
theme; the corpse was d�s�nterred, and a re-exam�nat�on �nst�tuted;
but noth�ng was el�c�ted beyond what has been already noted. The
clothes, however, were now subm�tted to the mother and fr�ends of
the deceased, and fully �dent�f�ed as those worn by the g�rl upon
leav�ng home.

Meant�me, the exc�tement �ncreased hourly. Several �nd�v�duals
were arrested and d�scharged. St. Eustache fell espec�ally under
susp�c�on; and he fa�led, at f�rst, to g�ve an �ntell�g�ble account of h�s
whereabouts dur�ng the Sunday on wh�ch Mar�e left home.
Subsequently, however, he subm�tted to Mons�eur G——, aff�dav�ts,
account�ng sat�sfactor�ly for every hour of the day �n quest�on. As
t�me passed and no d�scovery ensued, a thousand contrad�ctory
rumors were c�rculated, and journal�sts bus�ed themselves �n
suggest�ons. Among these, the one wh�ch attracted the most not�ce,
was the �dea that Mar�e Rogêt st�ll l�ved—that the corpse found �n the
Se�ne was that of some other unfortunate. It w�ll be proper that I
subm�t to the reader some passages wh�ch embody the suggest�on
alluded to. These passages are l�teral translat�ons from L’Eto�le, (*10)
a paper conducted, �n general, w�th much ab�l�ty.

“Mademo�selle Rogêt left her mother’s house on Sunday morn�ng,
June the twenty-second, 18—, w�th the ostens�ble purpose of go�ng
to see her aunt, or some other connex�on, �n the Rue des Drômes.
From that hour, nobody �s proved to have seen her. There �s no trace
or t�d�ngs of her at all.... There has no person, whatever, come
forward, so far, who saw her at all, on that day, after she left her
mother’s door.... Now, though we have no ev�dence that Mar�e Rogêt
was �n the land of the l�v�ng after n�ne o’clock on Sunday, June the
twenty-second, we have proof that, up to that hour, she was al�ve.



On Wednesday noon, at twelve, a female body was d�scovered
afloat on the shore of the Barr�ère de Roule. Th�s was, even �f we
presume that Mar�e Rogêt was thrown �nto the r�ver w�th�n three
hours after she left her mother’s house, only three days from the
t�me she left her home—three days to an hour. But �t �s folly to
suppose that the murder, �f murder was comm�tted on her body,
could have been consummated soon enough to have enabled her
murderers to throw the body �nto the r�ver before m�dn�ght. Those
who are gu�lty of such horr�d cr�mes choose darkness rather the
l�ght.... Thus we see that �f the body found �n the r�ver was that of
Mar�e Rogêt, �t could only have been �n the water two and a half
days, or three at the outs�de. All exper�ence has shown that drowned
bod�es, or bod�es thrown �nto the water �mmed�ately after death by
v�olence, requ�re from s�x to ten days for decompos�t�on to take place
to br�ng them to the top of the water. Even where a cannon �s f�red
over a corpse, and �t r�ses before at least f�ve or s�x days’ �mmers�on,
�t s�nks aga�n, �f let alone. Now, we ask, what was there �n th�s case
to cause a departure from the ord�nary course of nature?... If the
body had been kept �n �ts mangled state on shore unt�l Tuesday
n�ght, some trace would be found on shore of the murderers. It �s a
doubtful po�nt, also, whether the body would be so soon afloat, even
were �t thrown �n after hav�ng been dead two days. And, furthermore,
�t �s exceed�ngly �mprobable that any v�lla�ns who had comm�tted
such a murder as �s here supposed, would have thrown the body �n
w�thout we�ght to s�nk �t, when such a precaut�on could have so
eas�ly been taken.”

The ed�tor here proceeds to argue that the body must have been
�n the water “not three days merely, but, at least, f�ve t�mes three
days,” because �t was so far decomposed that Beauva�s had great
d�ff�culty �n recogn�z�ng �t. Th�s latter po�nt, however, was fully
d�sproved. I cont�nue the translat�on:

“What, then, are the facts on wh�ch M. Beauva�s says that he has
no doubt the body was that of Mar�e Rogêt? He r�pped up the gown
sleeve, and says he found marks wh�ch sat�sf�ed h�m of the �dent�ty.
The publ�c generally supposed those marks to have cons�sted of
some descr�pt�on of scars. He rubbed the arm and found ha�r upon �t
—someth�ng as �ndef�n�te, we th�nk, as can read�ly be �mag�ned—as



l�ttle conclus�ve as f�nd�ng an arm �n the sleeve. M. Beauva�s d�d not
return that n�ght, but sent word to Madame Rogêt, at seven o’clock,
on Wednesday even�ng, that an �nvest�gat�on was st�ll �n progress
respect�ng her daughter. If we allow that Madame Rogêt, from her
age and gr�ef, could not go over, (wh�ch �s allow�ng a great deal,)
there certa�nly must have been some one who would have thought �t
worth wh�le to go over and attend the �nvest�gat�on, �f they thought
the body was that of Mar�e. Nobody went over. There was noth�ng
sa�d or heard about the matter �n the Rue Pavée St. Andrée, that
reached even the occupants of the same bu�ld�ng. M. St. Eustache,
the lover and �ntended husband of Mar�e, who boarded �n her
mother’s house, deposes that he d�d not hear of the d�scovery of the
body of h�s �ntended unt�l the next morn�ng, when M. Beauva�s came
�nto h�s chamber and told h�m of �t. For an �tem of news l�ke th�s, �t
str�kes us �t was very coolly rece�ved.”

In th�s way the journal endeavored to create the �mpress�on of an
apathy on the part of the relat�ves of Mar�e, �ncons�stent w�th the
suppos�t�on that these relat�ves bel�eved the corpse to be hers. Its
�ns�nuat�ons amount to th�s: that Mar�e, w�th the conn�vance of her
fr�ends, had absented herself from the c�ty for reasons �nvolv�ng a
charge aga�nst her chast�ty; and that these fr�ends, upon the
d�scovery of a corpse �n the Se�ne, somewhat resembl�ng that of the
g�rl, had ava�led themselves of the opportun�ty to �mpress the publ�c
w�th the bel�ef of her death. But L’Eto�le was aga�n over-hasty. It was
d�st�nctly proved that no apathy, such as was �mag�ned, ex�sted; that
the old lady was exceed�ngly feeble, and so ag�tated as to be unable
to attend to any duty; that St. Eustache, so far from rece�v�ng the
news coolly, was d�stracted w�th gr�ef, and bore h�mself so frant�cally,
that M. Beauva�s preva�led upon a fr�end and relat�ve to take charge
of h�m, and prevent h�s attend�ng the exam�nat�on at the
d�s�nterment. Moreover, although �t was stated by L’Eto�le, that the
corpse was re-�nterred at the publ�c expense—that an advantageous
offer of pr�vate sculpture was absolutely decl�ned by the fam�ly—and
that no member of the fam�ly attended the ceremon�al;—although, I
say, all th�s was asserted by L’Eto�le �n furtherance of the �mpress�on
�t des�gned to convey—yet all th�s was sat�sfactor�ly d�sproved. In a



subsequent number of the paper, an attempt was made to throw
susp�c�on upon Beauva�s h�mself. The ed�tor says:

“Now, then, a change comes over the matter. We are told that on
one occas�on, wh�le a Madame B—— was at Madame Rogêt’s
house, M. Beauva�s, who was go�ng out, told her that a gendarme
was expected there, and she, Madame B., must not say anyth�ng to
the gendarme unt�l he returned, but let the matter be for h�m.... In the
present posture of affa�rs, M. Beauva�s appears to have the whole
matter locked up �n h�s head. A s�ngle step cannot be taken w�thout
M. Beauva�s, for, go wh�ch way you w�ll, you run aga�nst h�m.... For
some reason, he determ�ned that nobody shall have any th�ng to do
w�th the proceed�ngs but h�mself, and he has elbowed the male
relat�ves out of the way, accord�ng to the�r representat�ons, �n a very
s�ngular manner. He seems to have been very much averse to
perm�tt�ng the relat�ves to see the body.”

By the follow�ng fact, some color was g�ven to the susp�c�on thus
thrown upon Beauva�s. A v�s�tor at h�s off�ce, a few days pr�or to the
g�rl’s d�sappearance, and dur�ng the absence of �ts occupant, had
observed a rose �n the key-hole of the door, and the name “Mar�e”
�nscr�bed upon a slate wh�ch hung near at hand.

The general �mpress�on, so far as we were enabled to glean �t
from the newspapers, seemed to be, that Mar�e had been the v�ct�m
of a gang of desperadoes—that by these she had been borne across
the r�ver, maltreated and murdered. Le Commerc�el, (*11) however, a
pr�nt of extens�ve �nfluence, was earnest �n combat�ng th�s popular
�dea. I quote a passage or two from �ts columns:

“We are persuaded that pursu�t has h�therto been on a false scent,
so far as �t has been d�rected to the Barr�ère du Roule. It �s
�mposs�ble that a person so well known to thousands as th�s young
woman was, should have passed three blocks w�thout some one
hav�ng seen her; and any one who saw her would have remembered
�t, for she �nterested all who knew her. It was when the streets were
full of people, when she went out.... It �s �mposs�ble that she could
have gone to the Barr�ère du Roule, or to the Rue des Drômes,
w�thout be�ng recogn�zed by a dozen persons; yet no one has come
forward who saw her outs�de of her mother’s door, and there �s no



ev�dence, except the test�mony concern�ng her expressed �ntent�ons,
that she d�d go out at all. Her gown was torn, bound round her, and
t�ed; and by that the body was carr�ed as a bundle. If the murder had
been comm�tted at the Barr�ère du Roule, there would have been no
necess�ty for any such arrangement. The fact that the body was
found float�ng near the Barr�ère, �s no proof as to where �t was
thrown �nto the water..... A p�ece of one of the unfortunate g�rl’s
pett�coats, two feet long and one foot w�de, was torn out and t�ed
under her ch�n around the back of her head, probably to prevent
screams. Th�s was done by fellows who had no pocket-
handkerch�ef.”

A day or two before the Prefect called upon us, however, some
�mportant �nformat�on reached the pol�ce, wh�ch seemed to
overthrow, at least, the ch�ef port�on of Le Commerc�el’s argument.
Two small boys, sons of a Madame Deluc, wh�le roam�ng among the
woods near the Barr�ère du Roule, chanced to penetrate a close
th�cket, w�th�n wh�ch were three or four large stones, form�ng a k�nd
of seat, w�th a back and footstool. On the upper stone lay a wh�te
pett�coat; on the second a s�lk scarf. A parasol, gloves, and a pocket-
handkerch�ef were also here found. The handkerch�ef bore the name
“Mar�e Rogêt.” Fragments of dress were d�scovered on the brambles
around. The earth was trampled, the bushes were broken, and there
was every ev�dence of a struggle. Between the th�cket and the r�ver,
the fences were found taken down, and the ground bore ev�dence of
some heavy burthen hav�ng been dragged along �t.

A weekly paper, Le Sole�l,(*12) had the follow�ng comments upon
th�s d�scovery—comments wh�ch merely echoed the sent�ment of the
whole Par�s�an press:

“The th�ngs had all ev�dently been there at least three or four
weeks; they were all m�ldewed down hard w�th the act�on of the ra�n
and stuck together from m�ldew. The grass had grown around and
over some of them. The s�lk on the parasol was strong, but the
threads of �t were run together w�th�n. The upper part, where �t had
been doubled and folded, was all m�ldewed and rotten, and tore on
�ts be�ng opened..... The p�eces of her frock torn out by the bushes
were about three �nches w�de and s�x �nches long. One part was the



hem of the frock, and �t had been mended; the other p�ece was part
of the sk�rt, not the hem. They looked l�ke str�ps torn off, and were on
the thorn bush, about a foot from the ground..... There can be no
doubt, therefore, that the spot of th�s appall�ng outrage has been
d�scovered.”

Consequent upon th�s d�scovery, new ev�dence appeared.
Madame Deluc test�f�ed that she keeps a roads�de �nn not far from
the bank of the r�ver, oppos�te the Barr�ère du Roule. The
ne�ghborhood �s secluded—part�cularly so. It �s the usual Sunday
resort of blackguards from the c�ty, who cross the r�ver �n boats.
About three o’clock, �n the afternoon of the Sunday �n quest�on, a
young g�rl arr�ved at the �nn, accompan�ed by a young man of dark
complex�on. The two rema�ned here for some t�me. On the�r
departure, they took the road to some th�ck woods �n the v�c�n�ty.
Madame Deluc’s attent�on was called to the dress worn by the g�rl,
on account of �ts resemblance to one worn by a deceased relat�ve. A
scarf was part�cularly not�ced. Soon after the departure of the couple,
a gang of m�screants made the�r appearance, behaved bo�sterously,
ate and drank w�thout mak�ng payment, followed �n the route of the
young man and g�rl, returned to the �nn about dusk, and re-crossed
the r�ver as �f �n great haste.

It was soon after dark, upon th�s same even�ng, that Madame
Deluc, as well as her eldest son, heard the screams of a female �n
the v�c�n�ty of the �nn. The screams were v�olent but br�ef. Madame
D. recogn�zed not only the scarf wh�ch was found �n the th�cket, but
the dress wh�ch was d�scovered upon the corpse. An omn�bus dr�ver,
Valence, (*13) now also test�f�ed that he saw Mar�e Rogêt cross a
ferry on the Se�ne, on the Sunday �n quest�on, �n company w�th a
young man of dark complex�on. He, Valence, knew Mar�e, and could
not be m�staken �n her �dent�ty. The art�cles found �n the th�cket were
fully �dent�f�ed by the relat�ves of Mar�e.

The �tems of ev�dence and �nformat�on thus collected by myself,
from the newspapers, at the suggest�on of Dup�n, embraced only
one more po�nt—but th�s was a po�nt of seem�ngly vast
consequence. It appears that, �mmed�ately after the d�scovery of the
clothes as above descr�bed, the l�feless, or nearly l�feless body of St.



Eustache, Mar�e’s betrothed, was found �n the v�c�n�ty of what all now
supposed the scene of the outrage. A ph�al labelled “laudanum,” and
empt�ed, was found near h�m. H�s breath gave ev�dence of the
po�son. He d�ed w�thout speak�ng. Upon h�s person was found a
letter, br�efly stat�ng h�s love for Mar�e, w�th h�s des�gn of self-
destruct�on.

“I need scarcely tell you,” sa�d Dup�n, as he f�n�shed the perusal of
my notes, “that th�s �s a far more �ntr�cate case than that of the Rue
Morgue; from wh�ch �t d�ffers �n one �mportant respect. Th�s �s an
ord�nary, although an atroc�ous �nstance of cr�me. There �s noth�ng
pecul�arly outré about �t. You w�ll observe that, for th�s reason, the
mystery has been cons�dered easy, when, for th�s reason, �t should
have been cons�dered d�ff�cult, of solut�on. Thus; at f�rst, �t was
thought unnecessary to offer a reward. The myrm�dons of G——
were able at once to comprehend how and why such an atroc�ty
m�ght have been comm�tted. They could p�cture to the�r �mag�nat�ons
a mode—many modes—and a mot�ve—many mot�ves; and because
�t was not �mposs�ble that e�ther of these numerous modes and
mot�ves could have been the actual one, they have taken �t for
granted that one of them must. But the case w�th wh�ch these
var�able fanc�es were enterta�ned, and the very plaus�b�l�ty wh�ch
each assumed, should have been understood as �nd�cat�ve rather of
the d�ff�cult�es than of the fac�l�t�es wh�ch must attend eluc�dat�on. I
have before observed that �t �s by prom�nences above the plane of
the ord�nary, that reason feels her way, �f at all, �n her search for the
true, and that the proper quest�on �n cases such as th�s, �s not so
much ‘what has occurred?’ as ‘what has occurred that has never
occurred before?’ In the �nvest�gat�ons at the house of Madame
L’Espanaye, (*14) the agents of G—— were d�scouraged and
confounded by that very unusualness wh�ch, to a properly regulated
�ntellect, would have afforded the surest omen of success; wh�le th�s
same �ntellect m�ght have been plunged �n despa�r at the ord�nary
character of all that met the eye �n the case of the perfumery-g�rl,
and yet told of noth�ng but easy tr�umph to the funct�onar�es of the
Prefecture.

“In the case of Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter there was,
even at the beg�nn�ng of our �nvest�gat�on, no doubt that murder had



been comm�tted. The �dea of su�c�de was excluded at once. Here,
too, we are freed, at the commencement, from all suppos�t�on of self-
murder. The body found at the Barr�ère du Roule, was found under
such c�rcumstances as to leave us no room for embarrassment upon
th�s �mportant po�nt. But �t has been suggested that the corpse
d�scovered, �s not that of the Mar�e Rogêt for the conv�ct�on of whose
assass�n, or assass�ns, the reward �s offered, and respect�ng whom,
solely, our agreement has been arranged w�th the Prefect. We both
know th�s gentleman well. It w�ll not do to trust h�m too far. If, dat�ng
our �nqu�r�es from the body found, and thence trac�ng a murderer, we
yet d�scover th�s body to be that of some other �nd�v�dual than Mar�e;
or, �f start�ng from the l�v�ng Mar�e, we f�nd her, yet f�nd her
unassass�nated—�n e�ther case we lose our labor; s�nce �t �s
Mons�eur G—— w�th whom we have to deal. For our own purpose,
therefore, �f not for the purpose of just�ce, �t �s �nd�spensable that our
f�rst step should be the determ�nat�on of the �dent�ty of the corpse
w�th the Mar�e Rogêt who �s m�ss�ng.

“W�th the publ�c the arguments of L’Eto�le have had we�ght; and
that the journal �tself �s conv�nced of the�r �mportance would appear
from the manner �n wh�ch �t commences one of �ts essays upon the
subject—‘Several of the morn�ng papers of the day,’ �t says, ‘speak
of the conclus�ve art�cle �n Monday’s Eto�le.’ To me, th�s art�cle
appears conclus�ve of l�ttle beyond the zeal of �ts �nd�ter. We should
bear �n m�nd that, �n general, �t �s the object of our newspapers rather
to create a sensat�on—to make a po�nt—than to further the cause of
truth. The latter end �s only pursued when �t seems co�nc�dent w�th
the former. The pr�nt wh�ch merely falls �n w�th ord�nary op�n�on
(however well founded th�s op�n�on may be) earns for �tself no cred�t
w�th the mob. The mass of the people regard as profound only h�m
who suggests pungent contrad�ct�ons of the general �dea. In
rat�oc�nat�on, not less than �n l�terature, �t �s the ep�gram wh�ch �s the
most �mmed�ately and the most un�versally apprec�ated. In both, �t �s
of the lowest order of mer�t.

“What I mean to say �s, that �t �s the m�ngled ep�gram and
melodrame of the �dea, that Mar�e Rogêt st�ll l�ves, rather than any
true plaus�b�l�ty �n th�s �dea, wh�ch have suggested �t to L’Eto�le, and
secured �t a favorable recept�on w�th the publ�c. Let us exam�ne the



heads of th�s journal’s argument; endeavor�ng to avo�d the
�ncoherence w�th wh�ch �t �s or�g�nally set forth.

“The f�rst a�m of the wr�ter �s to show, from the brev�ty of the
�nterval between Mar�e’s d�sappearance and the f�nd�ng of the
float�ng corpse, that th�s corpse cannot be that of Mar�e. The
reduct�on of th�s �nterval to �ts smallest poss�ble d�mens�on, becomes
thus, at once, an object w�th the reasoner. In the rash pursu�t of th�s
object, he rushes �nto mere assumpt�on at the outset. ‘It �s folly to
suppose,’ he says, ‘that the murder, �f murder was comm�tted on her
body, could have been consummated soon enough to have enabled
her murderers to throw the body �nto the r�ver before m�dn�ght.’ We
demand at once, and very naturally, why? Why �s �t folly to suppose
that the murder was comm�tted w�th�n f�ve m�nutes after the g�rl’s
qu�tt�ng her mother’s house? Why �s �t folly to suppose that the
murder was comm�tted at any g�ven per�od of the day? There have
been assass�nat�ons at all hours. But, had the murder taken place at
any moment between n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng of Sunday, and a
quarter before m�dn�ght, there would st�ll have been t�me enough ‘to
throw the body �nto the r�ver before m�dn�ght.’ Th�s assumpt�on, then,
amounts prec�sely to th�s—that the murder was not comm�tted on
Sunday at all—and, �f we allow L’Eto�le to assume th�s, we may
perm�t �t any l�bert�es whatever. The paragraph beg�nn�ng ‘It �s folly to
suppose that the murder, etc.,’ however �t appears as pr�nted �n
L’Eto�le, may be �mag�ned to have ex�sted actually thus �n the bra�n
of �ts �nd�ter—‘It �s folly to suppose that the murder, �f murder was
comm�tted on the body, could have been comm�tted soon enough to
have enabled her murderers to throw the body �nto the r�ver before
m�dn�ght; �t �s folly, we say, to suppose all th�s, and to suppose at the
same t�me, (as we are resolved to suppose,) that the body was not
thrown �n unt�l after m�dn�ght’—a sentence suff�c�ently
�nconsequent�al �n �tself, but not so utterly preposterous as the one
pr�nted.

“Were �t my purpose,” cont�nued Dup�n, “merely to make out a
case aga�nst th�s passage of L’Eto�le’s argument, I m�ght safely leave
�t where �t �s. It �s not, however, w�th L’Eto�le that we have to do, but
w�th the truth. The sentence �n quest�on has but one mean�ng, as �t
stands; and th�s mean�ng I have fa�rly stated; but �t �s mater�al that



we go beh�nd the mere words, for an �dea wh�ch these words have
obv�ously �ntended, and fa�led to convey. It was the des�gn of the
journal�st to say that, at whatever per�od of the day or n�ght of
Sunday th�s murder was comm�tted, �t was �mprobable that the
assass�ns would have ventured to bear the corpse to the r�ver before
m�dn�ght. And here�n l�es, really, the assumpt�on of wh�ch I compla�n.
It �s assumed that the murder was comm�tted at such a pos�t�on, and
under such c�rcumstances, that the bear�ng �t to the r�ver became
necessary. Now, the assass�nat�on m�ght have taken place upon the
r�ver’s br�nk, or on the r�ver �tself; and, thus, the throw�ng the corpse
�n the water m�ght have been resorted to, at any per�od of the day or
n�ght, as the most obv�ous and most �mmed�ate mode of d�sposal.
You w�ll understand that I suggest noth�ng here as probable, or as
cö�nc�dent w�th my own op�n�on. My des�gn, so far, has no reference
to the facts of the case. I w�sh merely to caut�on you aga�nst the
whole tone of L’Eto�le’s suggest�on, by call�ng your attent�on to �ts ex
parte character at the outset.

“Hav�ng prescr�bed thus a l�m�t to su�t �ts own preconce�ved
not�ons; hav�ng assumed that, �f th�s were the body of Mar�e, �t could
have been �n the water but a very br�ef t�me, the journal goes on to
say:

‘All exper�ence has shown that drowned bod�es, or bod�es thrown
�nto the water �mmed�ately after death by v�olence, requ�re from s�x to
ten days for suff�c�ent decompos�t�on to take place to br�ng them to
the top of the water. Even when a cannon �s f�red over a corpse, and
�t r�ses before at least f�ve or s�x days’ �mmers�on, �t s�nks aga�n �f let
alone.’

“These assert�ons have been tac�tly rece�ved by every paper �n
Par�s, w�th the except�on of Le Mon�teur. (*15) Th�s latter pr�nt
endeavors to combat that port�on of the paragraph wh�ch has
reference to ‘drowned bod�es’ only, by c�t�ng some f�ve or s�x
�nstances �n wh�ch the bod�es of �nd�v�duals known to be drowned
were found float�ng after the lapse of less t�me than �s �ns�sted upon
by L’Eto�le. But there �s someth�ng excess�vely unph�losoph�cal �n the
attempt on the part of Le Mon�teur, to rebut the general assert�on of
L’Eto�le, by a c�tat�on of part�cular �nstances m�l�tat�ng aga�nst that



assert�on. Had �t been poss�ble to adduce f�fty �nstead of f�ve
examples of bod�es found float�ng at the end of two or three days,
these f�fty examples could st�ll have been properly regarded only as
except�ons to L’Eto�le’s rule, unt�l such t�me as the rule �tself should
be confuted. Adm�tt�ng the rule, (and th�s Le Mon�teur does not deny,
�ns�st�ng merely upon �ts except�ons,) the argument of L’Eto�le �s
suffered to rema�n �n full force; for th�s argument does not pretend to
�nvolve more than a quest�on of the probab�l�ty of the body hav�ng
r�sen to the surface �n less than three days; and th�s probab�l�ty w�ll
be �n favor of L’Eto�le’s pos�t�on unt�l the �nstances so ch�ld�shly
adduced shall be suff�c�ent �n number to establ�sh an antagon�st�cal
rule.

“You w�ll see at once that all argument upon th�s head should be
urged, �f at all, aga�nst the rule �tself; and for th�s end we must
exam�ne the rat�onale of the rule. Now the human body, �n general, �s
ne�ther much l�ghter nor much heav�er than the water of the Se�ne;
that �s to say, the spec�f�c grav�ty of the human body, �n �ts natural
cond�t�on, �s about equal to the bulk of fresh water wh�ch �t d�splaces.
The bod�es of fat and fleshy persons, w�th small bones, and of
women generally, are l�ghter than those of the lean and large-boned,
and of men; and the spec�f�c grav�ty of the water of a r�ver �s
somewhat �nfluenced by the presence of the t�de from sea. But,
leav�ng th�s t�de out of quest�on, �t may be sa�d that very few human
bod�es w�ll s�nk at all, even �n fresh water, of the�r own accord.
Almost any one, fall�ng �nto a r�ver, w�ll be enabled to float, �f he
suffer the spec�f�c grav�ty of the water fa�rly to be adduced �n
compar�son w�th h�s own—that �s to say, �f he suffer h�s whole person
to be �mmersed, w�th as l�ttle except�on as poss�ble. The proper
pos�t�on for one who cannot sw�m, �s the upr�ght pos�t�on of the
walker on land, w�th the head thrown fully back, and �mmersed; the
mouth and nostr�ls alone rema�n�ng above the surface. Thus
c�rcumstanced, we shall f�nd that we float w�thout d�ff�culty and
w�thout exert�on. It �s ev�dent, however, that the grav�t�es of the body,
and of the bulk of water d�splaced, are very n�cely balanced, and that
a tr�fle w�ll cause e�ther to preponderate. An arm, for �nstance,
upl�fted from the water, and thus depr�ved of �ts support, �s an
add�t�onal we�ght suff�c�ent to �mmerse the whole head, wh�le the



acc�dental a�d of the smallest p�ece of t�mber w�ll enable us to
elevate the head so as to look about. Now, �n the struggles of one
unused to sw�mm�ng, the arms are �nvar�ably thrown upwards, wh�le
an attempt �s made to keep the head �n �ts usual perpend�cular
pos�t�on. The result �s the �mmers�on of the mouth and nostr�ls, and
the �ncept�on, dur�ng efforts to breathe wh�le beneath the surface, of
water �nto the lungs. Much �s also rece�ved �nto the stomach, and the
whole body becomes heav�er by the d�fference between the we�ght
of the a�r or�g�nally d�stend�ng these cav�t�es, and that of the flu�d
wh�ch now f�lls them. Th�s d�fference �s suff�c�ent to cause the body to
s�nk, as a general rule; but �s �nsuff�c�ent �n the cases of �nd�v�duals
w�th small bones and an abnormal quant�ty of flacc�d or fatty matter.
Such �nd�v�duals float even after drown�ng.

“The corpse, be�ng supposed at the bottom of the r�ver, w�ll there
rema�n unt�l, by some means, �ts spec�f�c grav�ty aga�n becomes less
than that of the bulk of water wh�ch �t d�splaces. Th�s effect �s brought
about by decompos�t�on, or otherw�se. The result of decompos�t�on �s
the generat�on of gas, d�stend�ng the cellular t�ssues and all the
cav�t�es, and g�v�ng the puffed appearance wh�ch �s so horr�ble.
When th�s d�stens�on has so far progressed that the bulk of the
corpse �s mater�ally �ncreased w�thout a correspond�ng �ncrease of
mass or we�ght, �ts spec�f�c grav�ty becomes less than that of the
water d�splaced, and �t forthw�th makes �ts appearance at the
surface. But decompos�t�on �s mod�f�ed by �nnumerable
c�rcumstances—�s hastened or retarded by �nnumerable agenc�es;
for example, by the heat or cold of the season, by the m�neral
�mpregnat�on or pur�ty of the water, by �ts depth or shallowness, by
�ts currency or stagnat�on, by the temperament of the body, by �ts
�nfect�on or freedom from d�sease before death. Thus �t �s ev�dent
that we can ass�gn no per�od, w�th any th�ng l�ke accuracy, at wh�ch
the corpse shall r�se through decompos�t�on. Under certa�n
cond�t�ons th�s result would be brought about w�th�n an hour; under
others, �t m�ght not take place at all. There are chem�cal �nfus�ons by
wh�ch the an�mal frame can be preserved forever from corrupt�on;
the b�-chlor�de of mercury �s one. But, apart from decompos�t�on,
there may be, and very usually �s, a generat�on of gas w�th�n the
stomach, from the acetous fermentat�on of vegetable matter (or



w�th�n other cav�t�es from other causes), suff�c�ent to �nduce a
d�stens�on wh�ch w�ll br�ng the body to the surface. The effect
produced by the f�r�ng of a cannon �s that of s�mple v�brat�on. Th�s
may e�ther loosen the corpse from the soft mud or ooze �n wh�ch �t �s
�mbedded, thus perm�tt�ng �t to r�se when other agenc�es have
already prepared �t for so do�ng; or �t may overcome the tenac�ty of
some putrescent port�ons of the cellular t�ssue; allow�ng the cav�t�es
to d�stend under the �nfluence of the gas.

“Hav�ng thus before us the whole ph�losophy of th�s subject, we
can eas�ly test by �t the assert�ons of L’Eto�le. ‘All exper�ence shows,’
says th�s paper, ‘that drowned bod�es, or bod�es thrown �nto the
water �mmed�ately after death by v�olence, requ�re from s�x to ten
days for suff�c�ent decompos�t�on to take place to br�ng them to the
top of the water. Even when a cannon �s f�red over a corpse, and �t
r�ses before at least f�ve or s�x days’ �mmers�on, �t s�nks aga�n �f let
alone.’

“The whole of th�s paragraph must now appear a t�ssue of
�nconsequence and �ncoherence. All exper�ence does not show that
‘drowned bod�es’ requ�re from s�x to ten days for suff�c�ent
decompos�t�on to take place to br�ng them to the surface. Both
sc�ence and exper�ence show that the per�od of the�r r�s�ng �s, and
necessar�ly must be, �ndeterm�nate. If, moreover, a body has r�sen to
the surface through f�r�ng of cannon, �t w�ll not ‘s�nk aga�n �f let alone,’
unt�l decompos�t�on has so far progressed as to perm�t the escape of
the generated gas. But I w�sh to call your attent�on to the d�st�nct�on
wh�ch �s made between ‘drowned bod�es,’ and ‘bod�es thrown �nto
the water �mmed�ately after death by v�olence.’ Although the wr�ter
adm�ts the d�st�nct�on, he yet �ncludes them all �n the same category.
I have shown how �t �s that the body of a drown�ng man becomes
spec�f�cally heav�er than �ts bulk of water, and that he would not s�nk
at all, except for the struggles by wh�ch he elevates h�s arms above
the surface, and h�s gasps for breath wh�le beneath the surface—
gasps wh�ch supply by water the place of the or�g�nal a�r �n the lungs.
But these struggles and these gasps would not occur �n the body
‘thrown �nto the water �mmed�ately after death by v�olence.’ Thus, �n
the latter �nstance, the body, as a general rule, would not s�nk at all—
a fact of wh�ch L’Eto�le �s ev�dently �gnorant. When decompos�t�on



had proceeded to a very great extent—when the flesh had �n a great
measure left the bones—then, �ndeed, but not t�ll then, should we
lose s�ght of the corpse.

“And now what are we to make of the argument, that the body
found could not be that of Mar�e Rogêt, because, three days only
hav�ng elapsed, th�s body was found float�ng? If drowned, be�ng a
woman, she m�ght never have sunk; or hav�ng sunk, m�ght have
reappeared �n twenty-four hours, or less. But no one supposes her to
have been drowned; and, dy�ng before be�ng thrown �nto the r�ver,
she m�ght have been found float�ng at any per�od afterwards
whatever.

“‘But,’ says L’Eto�le, ‘�f the body had been kept �n �ts mangled state
on shore unt�l Tuesday n�ght, some trace would be found on shore of
the murderers.’ Here �t �s at f�rst d�ff�cult to perce�ve the �ntent�on of
the reasoner. He means to ant�c�pate what he �mag�nes would be an
object�on to h�s theory—v�z.: that the body was kept on shore two
days, suffer�ng rap�d decompos�t�on—more rap�d than �f �mmersed �n
water. He supposes that, had th�s been the case, �t m�ght have
appeared at the surface on the Wednesday, and th�nks that only
under such c�rcumstances �t could so have appeared. He �s
accord�ngly �n haste to show that �t was not kept on shore; for, �f so,
‘some trace would be found on shore of the murderers.’ I presume
you sm�le at the sequ�tur. You cannot be made to see how the mere
durat�on of the corpse on the shore could operate to mult�ply traces
of the assass�ns. Nor can I.

“‘And furthermore �t �s exceed�ngly �mprobable,’ cont�nues our
journal, ‘that any v�lla�ns who had comm�tted such a murder as �s
here supposed, would have thrown the body �n w�thout we�ght to s�nk
�t, when such a precaut�on could have so eas�ly been taken.’
Observe, here, the laughable confus�on of thought! No one—not
even L’Eto�le—d�sputes the murder comm�tted on the body found.
The marks of v�olence are too obv�ous. It �s our reasoner’s object
merely to show that th�s body �s not Mar�e’s. He w�shes to prove that
Mar�e �s not assass�nated—not that the corpse was not. Yet h�s
observat�on proves only the latter po�nt. Here �s a corpse w�thout
we�ght attached. Murderers, cast�ng �t �n, would not have fa�led to



attach a we�ght. Therefore �t was not thrown �n by murderers. Th�s �s
all wh�ch �s proved, �f any th�ng �s. The quest�on of �dent�ty �s not
even approached, and L’Eto�le has been at great pa�ns merely to
ga�nsay now what �t has adm�tted only a moment before. ‘We are
perfectly conv�nced,’ �t says, ‘that the body found was that of a
murdered female.’

“Nor �s th�s the sole �nstance, even �n th�s d�v�s�on of h�s subject,
where our reasoner unw�tt�ngly reasons aga�nst h�mself. H�s ev�dent
object, I have already sa�d, �s to reduce, as much as poss�ble, the
�nterval between Mar�e’s d�sappearance and the f�nd�ng of the
corpse. Yet we f�nd h�m urg�ng the po�nt that no person saw the g�rl
from the moment of her leav�ng her mother’s house. ‘We have no
ev�dence,’ he says, ‘that Mar�e Rogêt was �n the land of the l�v�ng
after n�ne o’clock on Sunday, June the twenty-second.’ As h�s
argument �s obv�ously an ex parte one, he should, at least, have left
th�s matter out of s�ght; for had any one been known to see Mar�e,
say on Monday, or on Tuesday, the �nterval �n quest�on would have
been much reduced, and, by h�s own rat�oc�nat�on, the probab�l�ty
much d�m�n�shed of the corpse be�ng that of the gr�sette. It �s,
nevertheless, amus�ng to observe that L’Eto�le �ns�sts upon �ts po�nt
�n the full bel�ef of �ts further�ng �ts general argument.

“Reperuse now that port�on of th�s argument wh�ch has reference
to the �dent�f�cat�on of the corpse by Beauva�s. In regard to the ha�r
upon the arm, L’Eto�le has been obv�ously d�s�ngenuous. M.
Beauva�s, not be�ng an �d�ot, could never have urged, �n �dent�f�cat�on
of the corpse, s�mply ha�r upon �ts arm. No arm �s w�thout ha�r. The
general�ty of the express�on of L’Eto�le �s a mere pervers�on of the
w�tness’ phraseology. He must have spoken of some pecul�ar�ty �n
th�s ha�r. It must have been a pecul�ar�ty of color, of quant�ty, of
length, or of s�tuat�on.

“‘Her foot,’ says the journal, ‘was small—so are thousands of feet.
Her garter �s no proof whatever—nor �s her shoe—for shoes and
garters are sold �n packages. The same may be sa�d of the flowers �n
her hat. One th�ng upon wh�ch M. Beauva�s strongly �ns�sts �s, that
the clasp on the garter found, had been set back to take �t �n. Th�s
amounts to noth�ng; for most women f�nd �t proper to take a pa�r of



garters home and f�t them to the s�ze of the l�mbs they are to
enc�rcle, rather than to try them �n the store where they purchase.’
Here �t �s d�ff�cult to suppose the reasoner �n earnest. Had M.
Beauva�s, �n h�s search for the body of Mar�e, d�scovered a corpse
correspond�ng �n general s�ze and appearance to the m�ss�ng g�rl, he
would have been warranted (w�thout reference to the quest�on of
hab�l�ment at all) �n form�ng an op�n�on that h�s search had been
successful. If, �n add�t�on to the po�nt of general s�ze and contour, he
had found upon the arm a pecul�ar ha�ry appearance wh�ch he had
observed upon the l�v�ng Mar�e, h�s op�n�on m�ght have been justly
strengthened; and the �ncrease of pos�t�veness m�ght well have been
�n the rat�o of the pecul�ar�ty, or unusualness, of the ha�ry mark. If,
the feet of Mar�e be�ng small, those of the corpse were also small,
the �ncrease of probab�l�ty that the body was that of Mar�e would not
be an �ncrease �n a rat�o merely ar�thmet�cal, but �n one h�ghly
geometr�cal, or accumulat�ve. Add to all th�s shoes such as she had
been known to wear upon the day of her d�sappearance, and,
although these shoes may be ‘sold �n packages,’ you so far augment
the probab�l�ty as to verge upon the certa�n. What, of �tself, would be
no ev�dence of �dent�ty, becomes through �ts corroborat�ve pos�t�on,
proof most sure. G�ve us, then, flowers �n the hat correspond�ng to
those worn by the m�ss�ng g�rl, and we seek for noth�ng farther. If
only one flower, we seek for noth�ng farther—what then �f two or
three, or more? Each success�ve one �s mult�ple ev�dence—proof not
added to proof, but mult�pl�ed by hundreds or thousands. Let us now
d�scover, upon the deceased, garters such as the l�v�ng used, and �t
�s almost folly to proceed. But these garters are found to be
t�ghtened, by the sett�ng back of a clasp, �n just such a manner as
her own had been t�ghtened by Mar�e, shortly prev�ous to her leav�ng
home. It �s now madness or hypocr�sy to doubt. What L’Eto�le says �n
respect to th�s abbrev�at�on of the garters be�ng an usual occurrence,
shows noth�ng beyond �ts own pert�nac�ty �n error. The elast�c nature
of the clasp-garter �s self-demonstrat�on of the unusualness of the
abbrev�at�on. What �s made to adjust �tself, must of necess�ty requ�re
fore�gn adjustment but rarely. It must have been by an acc�dent, �n �ts
str�ctest sense, that these garters of Mar�e needed the t�ghten�ng
descr�bed. They alone would have amply establ�shed her �dent�ty.



But �t �s not that the corpse was found to have the garters of the
m�ss�ng g�rl, or found to have her shoes, or her bonnet, or the flowers
of her bonnet, or her feet, or a pecul�ar mark upon the arm, or her
general s�ze and appearance—�t �s that the corpse had each, and all
collect�vely. Could �t be proved that the ed�tor of L’Eto�le really
enterta�ned a doubt, under the c�rcumstances, there would be no
need, �n h�s case, of a comm�ss�on de lunat�co �nqu�rendo. He has
thought �t sagac�ous to echo the small talk of the lawyers, who, for
the most part, content themselves w�th echo�ng the rectangular
precepts of the courts. I would here observe that very much of what
�s rejected as ev�dence by a court, �s the best of ev�dence to the
�ntellect. For the court, gu�d�ng �tself by the general pr�nc�ples of
ev�dence—the recogn�zed and booked pr�nc�ples—�s averse from
swerv�ng at part�cular �nstances. And th�s steadfast adherence to
pr�nc�ple, w�th r�gorous d�sregard of the confl�ct�ng except�on, �s a
sure mode of atta�n�ng the max�mum of atta�nable truth, �n any long
sequence of t�me. The pract�ce, �n mass, �s therefore ph�losoph�cal;
but �t �s not the less certa�n that �t engenders vast �nd�v�dual error.
(*16)

“In respect to the �ns�nuat�ons levelled at Beauva�s, you w�ll be
w�ll�ng to d�sm�ss them �n a breath. You have already fathomed the
true character of th�s good gentleman. He �s a busy-body, w�th much
of romance and l�ttle of w�t. Any one so const�tuted w�ll read�ly so
conduct h�mself, upon occas�on of real exc�tement, as to render
h�mself l�able to susp�c�on on the part of the over acute, or the �ll-
d�sposed. M. Beauva�s (as �t appears from your notes) had some
personal �nterv�ews w�th the ed�tor of L’Eto�le, and offended h�m by
ventur�ng an op�n�on that the corpse, notw�thstand�ng the theory of
the ed�tor, was, �n sober fact, that of Mar�e. ‘He pers�sts,’ says the
paper, ‘�n assert�ng the corpse to be that of Mar�e, but cannot g�ve a
c�rcumstance, �n add�t�on to those wh�ch we have commented upon,
to make others bel�eve.’ Now, w�thout re-advert�ng to the fact that
stronger ev�dence ‘to make others bel�eve,’ could never have been
adduced, �t may be remarked that a man may very well be
understood to bel�eve, �n a case of th�s k�nd, w�thout the ab�l�ty to
advance a s�ngle reason for the bel�ef of a second party. Noth�ng �s
more vague than �mpress�ons of �nd�v�dual �dent�ty. Each man



recogn�zes h�s ne�ghbor, yet there are few �nstances �n wh�ch any
one �s prepared to g�ve a reason for h�s recogn�t�on. The ed�tor of
L’Eto�le had no r�ght to be offended at M. Beauva�s’ unreason�ng
bel�ef.

“The susp�c�ous c�rcumstances wh�ch �nvest h�m, w�ll be found to
tally much better w�th my hypothes�s of romant�c busy-body�sm, than
w�th the reasoner’s suggest�on of gu�lt. Once adopt�ng the more
char�table �nterpretat�on, we shall f�nd no d�ff�culty �n comprehend�ng
the rose �n the key-hole; the ‘Mar�e’ upon the slate; the ‘elbow�ng the
male relat�ves out of the way;’ the ‘avers�on to perm�tt�ng them to see
the body;’ the caut�on g�ven to Madame B——, that she must hold no
conversat�on w�th the gendarme unt�l h�s return (Beauva�s’); and,
lastly, h�s apparent determ�nat�on ‘that nobody should have anyth�ng
to do w�th the proceed�ngs except h�mself.’ It seems to me
unquest�onable that Beauva�s was a su�tor of Mar�e’s; that she
coquetted w�th h�m; and that he was amb�t�ous of be�ng thought to
enjoy her fullest �nt�macy and conf�dence. I shall say noth�ng more
upon th�s po�nt; and, as the ev�dence fully rebuts the assert�on of
L’Eto�le, touch�ng the matter of apathy on the part of the mother and
other relat�ves—an apathy �ncons�stent w�th the suppos�t�on of the�r
bel�ev�ng the corpse to be that of the perfumery-g�rl—we shall now
proceed as �f the quest�on of �dent�ty were settled to our perfect
sat�sfact�on.”

“And what,” I here demanded, “do you th�nk of the op�n�ons of Le
Commerc�el?”

“That, �n sp�r�t, they are far more worthy of attent�on than any
wh�ch have been promulgated upon the subject. The deduct�ons
from the prem�ses are ph�losoph�cal and acute; but the prem�ses, �n
two �nstances, at least, are founded �n �mperfect observat�on. Le
Commerc�el w�shes to �nt�mate that Mar�e was se�zed by some gang
of low ruff�ans not far from her mother’s door. ‘It �s �mposs�ble,’ �t
urges, ‘that a person so well known to thousands as th�s young
woman was, should have passed three blocks w�thout some one
hav�ng seen her.’ Th�s �s the �dea of a man long res�dent �n Par�s—a
publ�c man—and one whose walks to and fro �n the c�ty, have been
mostly l�m�ted to the v�c�n�ty of the publ�c off�ces. He �s aware that he



seldom passes so far as a dozen blocks from h�s own bureau,
w�thout be�ng recogn�zed and accosted. And, know�ng the extent of
h�s personal acqua�ntance w�th others, and of others w�th h�m, he
compares h�s notor�ety w�th that of the perfumery-g�rl, f�nds no great
d�fference between them, and reaches at once the conclus�on that
she, �n her walks, would be equally l�able to recogn�t�on w�th h�mself
�n h�s. Th�s could only be the case were her walks of the same
unvary�ng, method�cal character, and w�th�n the same spec�es of
l�m�ted reg�on as are h�s own. He passes to and fro, at regular
�ntervals, w�th�n a conf�ned per�phery, abound�ng �n �nd�v�duals who
are led to observat�on of h�s person through �nterest �n the k�ndred
nature of h�s occupat�on w�th the�r own. But the walks of Mar�e may,
�n general, be supposed d�scurs�ve. In th�s part�cular �nstance, �t w�ll
be understood as most probable, that she proceeded upon a route of
more than average d�vers�ty from her accustomed ones. The parallel
wh�ch we �mag�ne to have ex�sted �n the m�nd of Le Commerc�el
would only be susta�ned �n the event of the two �nd�v�duals travers�ng
the whole c�ty. In th�s case, grant�ng the personal acqua�ntances to
be equal, the chances would be also equal that an equal number of
personal rencounters would be made. For my own part, I should hold
�t not only as poss�ble, but as very far more than probable, that Mar�e
m�ght have proceeded, at any g�ven per�od, by any one of the many
routes between her own res�dence and that of her aunt, w�thout
meet�ng a s�ngle �nd�v�dual whom she knew, or by whom she was
known. In v�ew�ng th�s quest�on �n �ts full and proper l�ght, we must
hold stead�ly �n m�nd the great d�sproport�on between the personal
acqua�ntances of even the most noted �nd�v�dual �n Par�s, and the
ent�re populat�on of Par�s �tself.

“But whatever force there may st�ll appear to be �n the suggest�on
of Le Commerc�el, w�ll be much d�m�n�shed when we take �nto
cons�derat�on the hour at wh�ch the g�rl went abroad. ‘It was when
the streets were full of people,’ says Le Commerc�el, ‘that she went
out.’ But not so. It was at n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng. Now at n�ne
o’clock of every morn�ng �n the week, w�th the except�on of Sunday,
the streets of the c�ty are, �t �s true, thronged w�th people. At n�ne on
Sunday, the populace are ch�efly w�th�n doors prepar�ng for church.
No observ�ng person can have fa�led to not�ce the pecul�arly



deserted a�r of the town, from about e�ght unt�l ten on the morn�ng of
every Sabbath. Between ten and eleven the streets are thronged,
but not at so early a per�od as that des�gnated.

“There �s another po�nt at wh�ch there seems a def�c�ency of
observat�on on the part of Le Commerc�el. ‘A p�ece,’ �t says, ‘of one
of the unfortunate g�rl’s pett�coats, two feet long, and one foot w�de,
was torn out and t�ed under her ch�n, and around the back of her
head, probably to prevent screams. Th�s was done, by fellows who
had no pocket-handkerch�efs.’ Whether th�s �dea �s, or �s not well
founded, we w�ll endeavor to see hereafter; but by ‘fellows who have
no pocket-handkerch�efs’ the ed�tor �ntends the lowest class of
ruff�ans. These, however, are the very descr�pt�on of people who w�ll
always be found to have handkerch�efs even when dest�tute of sh�rts.
You must have had occas�on to observe how absolutely
�nd�spensable, of late years, to the thorough blackguard, has
become the pocket-handkerch�ef.”

“And what are we to th�nk,” I asked, “of the art�cle �n Le Sole�l?”
“That �t �s a vast p�ty �ts �nd�ter was not born a parrot—�n wh�ch

case he would have been the most �llustr�ous parrot of h�s race. He
has merely repeated the �nd�v�dual �tems of the already publ�shed
op�n�on; collect�ng them, w�th a laudable �ndustry, from th�s paper
and from that. ‘The th�ngs had all ev�dently been there,’ he says, ‘at
least, three or four weeks, and there can be no doubt that the spot of
th�s appall�ng outrage has been d�scovered.’ The facts here re-stated
by Le Sole�l, are very far �ndeed from remov�ng my own doubts upon
th�s subject, and we w�ll exam�ne them more part�cularly hereafter �n
connex�on w�th another d�v�s�on of the theme.

“At present we must occupy ourselves w�th other �nvest�gat�ons.
You cannot fa�l to have remarked the extreme lax�ty of the
exam�nat�on of the corpse. To be sure, the quest�on of �dent�ty was
read�ly determ�ned, or should have been; but there were other po�nts
to be ascerta�ned. Had the body been �n any respect despo�led? Had
the deceased any art�cles of jewelry about her person upon leav�ng
home? �f so, had she any when found? These are �mportant
quest�ons utterly untouched by the ev�dence; and there are others of
equal moment, wh�ch have met w�th no attent�on. We must endeavor



to sat�sfy ourselves by personal �nqu�ry. The case of St. Eustache
must be re-exam�ned. I have no susp�c�on of th�s person; but let us
proceed method�cally. We w�ll ascerta�n beyond a doubt the val�d�ty
of the aff�dav�ts �n regard to h�s whereabouts on the Sunday.
Aff�dav�ts of th�s character are read�ly made matter of myst�f�cat�on.
Should there be noth�ng wrong here, however, we w�ll d�sm�ss St.
Eustache from our �nvest�gat�ons. H�s su�c�de, however corroborat�ve
of susp�c�on, were there found to be dece�t �n the aff�dav�ts, �s,
w�thout such dece�t, �n no respect an unaccountable c�rcumstance,
or one wh�ch need cause us to deflect from the l�ne of ord�nary
analys�s.

“In that wh�ch I now propose, we w�ll d�scard the �nter�or po�nts of
th�s tragedy, and concentrate our attent�on upon �ts outsk�rts. Not the
least usual error, �n �nvest�gat�ons such as th�s, �s the l�m�t�ng of
�nqu�ry to the �mmed�ate, w�th total d�sregard of the collateral or
c�rcumstant�al events. It �s the mal-pract�ce of the courts to conf�ne
ev�dence and d�scuss�on to the bounds of apparent relevancy. Yet
exper�ence has shown, and a true ph�losophy w�ll always show, that
a vast, perhaps the larger port�on of truth, ar�ses from the seem�ngly
�rrelevant. It �s through the sp�r�t of th�s pr�nc�ple, �f not prec�sely
through �ts letter, that modern sc�ence has resolved to calculate upon
the unforeseen. But perhaps you do not comprehend me. The
h�story of human knowledge has so un�nterruptedly shown that to
collateral, or �nc�dental, or acc�dental events we are �ndebted for the
most numerous and most valuable d�scover�es, that �t has at length
become necessary, �n any prospect�ve v�ew of �mprovement, to make
not only large, but the largest allowances for �nvent�ons that shall
ar�se by chance, and qu�te out of the range of ord�nary expectat�on. It
�s no longer ph�losoph�cal to base, upon what has been, a v�s�on of
what �s to be. Acc�dent �s adm�tted as a port�on of the substructure.
We make chance a matter of absolute calculat�on. We subject the
unlooked for and un�mag�ned to the mathemat�cal formulae of the
schools.

“I repeat that �t �s no more than fact, that the larger port�on of all
truth has sprung from the collateral; and �t �s but �n accordance w�th
the sp�r�t of the pr�nc�ple �nvolved �n th�s fact, that I would d�vert
�nqu�ry, �n the present case, from the trodden and h�therto unfru�tful



ground of the event �tself, to the contemporary c�rcumstances wh�ch
surround �t. Wh�le you ascerta�n the val�d�ty of the aff�dav�ts, I w�ll
exam�ne the newspapers more generally than you have as yet done.
So far, we have only reconno�tred the f�eld of �nvest�gat�on; but �t w�ll
be strange �ndeed �f a comprehens�ve survey, such as I propose, of
the publ�c pr�nts, w�ll not afford us some m�nute po�nts wh�ch shall
establ�sh a d�rect�on for �nqu�ry.”

In pursuance of Dup�n’s suggest�on, I made scrupulous
exam�nat�on of the affa�r of the aff�dav�ts. The result was a f�rm
conv�ct�on of the�r val�d�ty, and of the consequent �nnocence of St.
Eustache. In the mean t�me my fr�end occup�ed h�mself, w�th what
seemed to me a m�nuteness altogether objectless, �n a scrut�ny of
the var�ous newspaper f�les. At the end of a week he placed before
me the follow�ng extracts:

“About three years and a half ago, a d�sturbance very s�m�lar to the
present, was caused by the d�sappearance of th�s same Mar�e
Rogêt, from the parfumer�e of Mons�eur Le Blanc, �n the Pala�s
Royal. At the end of a week, however, she re-appeared at her
customary compto�r, as well as ever, w�th the except�on of a sl�ght
paleness not altogether usual. It was g�ven out by Mons�eur Le Blanc
and her mother, that she had merely been on a v�s�t to some fr�end �n
the country; and the affa�r was speed�ly hushed up. We presume that
the present absence �s a freak of the same nature, and that, at the
exp�rat�on of a week, or perhaps of a month, we shall have her
among us aga�n.”—Even�ng Paper—Monday, June 23. (*17)

“An even�ng journal of yesterday, refers to a former myster�ous
d�sappearance of Mademo�selle Rogêt. It �s well known that, dur�ng
the week of her absence from Le Blanc’s parfumer�e, she was �n the
company of a young naval off�cer, much noted for h�s debaucher�es.
A quarrel, �t �s supposed, prov�dent�ally led to her return home. We
have the name of the Lothar�o �n quest�on, who �s, at present,
stat�oned �n Par�s, but, for obv�ous reasons, forbear to make �t
publ�c.”—Le Mercur�e—Tuesday Morn�ng, June 24. (*18)

“An outrage of the most atroc�ous character was perpetrated near
th�s c�ty the day before yesterday. A gentleman, w�th h�s w�fe and
daughter, engaged, about dusk, the serv�ces of s�x young men, who



were �dly row�ng a boat to and fro near the banks of the Se�ne, to
convey h�m across the r�ver. Upon reach�ng the oppos�te shore, the
three passengers stepped out, and had proceeded so far as to be
beyond the v�ew of the boat, when the daughter d�scovered that she
had left �n �t her parasol. She returned for �t, was se�zed by the gang,
carr�ed out �nto the stream, gagged, brutally treated, and f�nally taken
to the shore at a po�nt not far from that at wh�ch she had or�g�nally
entered the boat w�th her parents. The v�lla�ns have escaped for the
t�me, but the pol�ce are upon the�r tra�l, and some of them w�ll soon
be taken.”—Morn�ng Paper—June 25. (*19)

“We have rece�ved one or two commun�cat�ons, the object of
wh�ch �s to fasten the cr�me of the late atroc�ty upon Menna�s; (*20)
but as th�s gentleman has been fully exonerated by a loyal �nqu�ry,
and as the arguments of our several correspondents appear to be
more zealous than profound, we do not th�nk �t adv�sable to make
them publ�c.”—Morn�ng Paper—June 28. (*21)

“We have rece�ved several forc�bly wr�tten commun�cat�ons,
apparently from var�ous sources, and wh�ch go far to render �t a
matter of certa�nty that the unfortunate Mar�e Rogêt has become a
v�ct�m of one of the numerous bands of blackguards wh�ch �nfest the
v�c�n�ty of the c�ty upon Sunday. Our own op�n�on �s dec�dedly �n
favor of th�s suppos�t�on. We shall endeavor to make room for some
of these arguments hereafter.”—Even�ng Paper—Tuesday, June 31.
(*22)

“On Monday, one of the bargemen connected w�th the revenue
serv�ce, saw a empty boat float�ng down the Se�ne. Sa�ls were ly�ng
�n the bottom of the boat. The bargeman towed �t under the barge
off�ce. The next morn�ng �t was taken from thence, w�thout the
knowledge of any of the off�cers. The rudder �s now at the barge
off�ce.”—Le D�l�gence—Thursday, June 26.

Upon read�ng these var�ous extracts, they not only seemed to me
�rrelevant, but I could perce�ve no mode �n wh�ch any one of them
could be brought to bear upon the matter �n hand. I wa�ted for some
explanat�on from Dup�n.

“It �s not my present des�gn,” he sa�d, “to dwell upon the f�rst and
second of those extracts. I have cop�ed them ch�efly to show you the



extreme rem�ssness of the pol�ce, who, as far as I can understand
from the Prefect, have not troubled themselves, �n any respect, w�th
an exam�nat�on of the naval off�cer alluded to. Yet �t �s mere folly to
say that between the f�rst and second d�sappearance of Mar�e there
�s no supposable connect�on. Let us adm�t the f�rst elopement to
have resulted �n a quarrel between the lovers, and the return home
of the betrayed. We are now prepared to v�ew a second elopement
(�f we know that an elopement has aga�n taken place) as �nd�cat�ng a
renewal of the betrayer’s advances, rather than as the result of new
proposals by a second �nd�v�dual—we are prepared to regard �t as a
‘mak�ng up’ of the old amour, rather than as the commencement of a
new one. The chances are ten to one, that he who had once eloped
w�th Mar�e, would aga�n propose an elopement, rather than that she
to whom proposals of elopement had been made by one �nd�v�dual,
should have them made to her by another. And here let me call your
attent�on to the fact, that the t�me elaps�ng between the f�rst
ascerta�ned, and the second supposed elopement, �s a few months
more than the general per�od of the cru�ses of our men-of-war. Had
the lover been �nterrupted �n h�s f�rst v�llany by the necess�ty of
departure to sea, and had he se�zed the f�rst moment of h�s return to
renew the base des�gns not yet altogether accompl�shed—or not yet
altogether accompl�shed by h�m? Of all these th�ngs we know
noth�ng.

“You w�ll say, however, that, �n the second �nstance, there was no
elopement as �mag�ned. Certa�nly not—but are we prepared to say
that there was not the frustrated des�gn? Beyond St. Eustache, and
perhaps Beauva�s, we f�nd no recogn�zed, no open, no honorable
su�tors of Mar�e. Of none other �s there any th�ng sa�d. Who, then, �s
the secret lover, of whom the relat�ves (at least most of them) know
noth�ng, but whom Mar�e meets upon the morn�ng of Sunday, and
who �s so deeply �n her conf�dence, that she hes�tates not to rema�n
w�th h�m unt�l the shades of the even�ng descend, am�d the sol�tary
groves of the Barr�ère du Roule? Who �s that secret lover, I ask, of
whom, at least, most of the relat�ves know noth�ng? And what means
the s�ngular prophecy of Madame Rogêt on the morn�ng of Mar�e’s
departure?—‘I fear that I shall never see Mar�e aga�n.’



“But �f we cannot �mag�ne Madame Rogêt pr�vy to the des�gn of
elopement, may we not at least suppose th�s des�gn enterta�ned by
the g�rl? Upon qu�tt�ng home, she gave �t to be understood that she
was about to v�s�t her aunt �n the Rue des Drômes and St. Eustache
was requested to call for her at dark. Now, at f�rst glance, th�s fact
strongly m�l�tates aga�nst my suggest�on;—but let us reflect. That she
d�d meet some compan�on, and proceed w�th h�m across the r�ver,
reach�ng the Barr�ère du Roule at so late an hour as three o’clock �n
the afternoon, �s known. But �n consent�ng so to accompany th�s
�nd�v�dual, (for whatever purpose—to her mother known or
unknown,) she must have thought of her expressed �ntent�on when
leav�ng home, and of the surpr�se and susp�c�on aroused �n the
bosom of her aff�anced su�tor, St. Eustache, when, call�ng for her, at
the hour appo�nted, �n the Rue des Drômes, he should f�nd that she
had not been there, and when, moreover, upon return�ng to the
pens�on w�th th�s alarm�ng �ntell�gence, he should become aware of
her cont�nued absence from home. She must have thought of these
th�ngs, I say. She must have foreseen the chagr�n of St. Eustache,
the susp�c�on of all. She could not have thought of return�ng to brave
th�s susp�c�on; but the susp�c�on becomes a po�nt of tr�v�al
�mportance to her, �f we suppose her not �ntend�ng to return.

“We may �mag�ne her th�nk�ng thus—‘I am to meet a certa�n
person for the purpose of elopement, or for certa�n other purposes
known only to myself. It �s necessary that there be no chance of
�nterrupt�on—there must be suff�c�ent t�me g�ven us to elude pursu�t
—I w�ll g�ve �t to be understood that I shall v�s�t and spend the day
w�th my aunt at the Rue des Drômes—I well tell St. Eustache not to
call for me unt�l dark—�n th�s way, my absence from home for the
longest poss�ble per�od, w�thout caus�ng susp�c�on or anx�ety, w�ll be
accounted for, and I shall ga�n more t�me than �n any other manner. If
I b�d St. Eustache call for me at dark, he w�ll be sure not to call
before; but, �f I wholly neglect to b�d h�m call, my t�me for escape w�ll
be d�m�n�shed, s�nce �t w�ll be expected that I return the earl�er, and
my absence w�ll the sooner exc�te anx�ety. Now, �f �t were my des�gn
to return at all—�f I had �n contemplat�on merely a stroll w�th the
�nd�v�dual �n quest�on—�t would not be my pol�cy to b�d St. Eustache
call; for, call�ng, he w�ll be sure to ascerta�n that I have played h�m



false—a fact of wh�ch I m�ght keep h�m for ever �n �gnorance, by
leav�ng home w�thout not�fy�ng h�m of my �ntent�on, by return�ng
before dark, and by then stat�ng that I had been to v�s�t my aunt �n
the Rue des Drômes. But, as �t �s my des�gn never to return—or not
for some weeks—or not unt�l certa�n concealments are effected—the
ga�n�ng of t�me �s the only po�nt about wh�ch I need g�ve myself any
concern.’

“You have observed, �n your notes, that the most general op�n�on
�n relat�on to th�s sad affa�r �s, and was from the f�rst, that the g�rl had
been the v�ct�m of a gang of blackguards. Now, the popular op�n�on,
under certa�n cond�t�ons, �s not to be d�sregarded. When ar�s�ng of
�tself—when man�fest�ng �tself �n a str�ctly spontaneous manner—we
should look upon �t as analogous w�th that �ntu�t�on wh�ch �s the
�d�osyncrasy of the �nd�v�dual man of gen�us. In n�nety-n�ne cases
from the hundred I would ab�de by �ts dec�s�on. But �t �s �mportant
that we f�nd no palpable traces of suggest�on. The op�n�on must be
r�gorously the publ�c’s own; and the d�st�nct�on �s often exceed�ngly
d�ff�cult to perce�ve and to ma�nta�n. In the present �nstance, �t
appears to me that th�s ‘publ�c op�n�on’ �n respect to a gang, has
been super�nduced by the collateral event wh�ch �s deta�led �n the
th�rd of my extracts. All Par�s �s exc�ted by the d�scovered corpse of
Mar�e, a g�rl young, beaut�ful and notor�ous. Th�s corpse �s found,
bear�ng marks of v�olence, and float�ng �n the r�ver. But �t �s now
made known that, at the very per�od, or about the very per�od, �n
wh�ch �t �s supposed that the g�rl was assass�nated, an outrage
s�m�lar �n nature to that endured by the deceased, although less �n
extent, was perpetuated, by a gang of young ruff�ans, upon the
person of a second young female. Is �t wonderful that the one known
atroc�ty should �nfluence the popular judgment �n regard to the other
unknown? Th�s judgment awa�ted d�rect�on, and the known outrage
seemed so opportunely to afford �t! Mar�e, too, was found �n the r�ver;
and upon th�s very r�ver was th�s known outrage comm�tted. The
connex�on of the two events had about �t so much of the palpable,
that the true wonder would have been a fa�lure of the populace to
apprec�ate and to se�ze �t. But, �n fact, the one atroc�ty, known to be
so comm�tted, �s, �f any th�ng, ev�dence that the other, comm�tted at a
t�me nearly co�nc�dent, was not so comm�tted. It would have been a



m�racle �ndeed, �f, wh�le a gang of ruff�ans were perpetrat�ng, at a
g�ven local�ty, a most unheard-of wrong, there should have been
another s�m�lar gang, �n a s�m�lar local�ty, �n the same c�ty, under the
same c�rcumstances, w�th the same means and appl�ances,
engaged �n a wrong of prec�sely the same aspect, at prec�sely the
same per�od of t�me! Yet �n what, �f not �n th�s marvellous tra�n of
co�nc�dence, does the acc�dentally suggested op�n�on of the
populace call upon us to bel�eve?



“Before proceed�ng farther, let us cons�der the supposed scene of
the assass�nat�on, �n the th�cket at the Barr�ère du Roule. Th�s
th�cket, although dense, was �n the close v�c�n�ty of a publ�c road.
W�th�n were three or four large stones, form�ng a k�nd of seat w�th a
back and footstool. On the upper stone was d�scovered a wh�te
pett�coat; on the second, a s�lk scarf. A parasol, gloves, and a
pocket-handkerch�ef, were also here found. The handkerch�ef bore
the name, ‘Mar�e Rogêt.’ Fragments of dress were seen on the
branches around. The earth was trampled, the bushes were broken,
and there was every ev�dence of a v�olent struggle.

“Notw�thstand�ng the acclamat�on w�th wh�ch the d�scovery of th�s
th�cket was rece�ved by the press, and the unan�m�ty w�th wh�ch �t
was supposed to �nd�cate the prec�se scene of the outrage, �t must
be adm�tted that there was some very good reason for doubt. That �t
was the scene, I may or I may not bel�eve—but there was excellent
reason for doubt. Had the true scene been, as Le Commerc�el
suggested, �n the ne�ghborhood of the Rue Pavée St. Andrée, the
perpetrators of the cr�me, suppos�ng them st�ll res�dent �n Par�s,
would naturally have been str�cken w�th terror at the publ�c attent�on
thus acutely d�rected �nto the proper channel; and, �n certa�n classes
of m�nds, there would have ar�sen, at once, a sense of the necess�ty
of some exert�on to red�vert th�s attent�on. And thus, the th�cket of the
Barr�ère du Roule hav�ng been already suspected, the �dea of
plac�ng the art�cles where they were found, m�ght have been
naturally enterta�ned. There �s no real ev�dence, although Le Sole�l
so supposes, that the art�cles d�scovered had been more than a very
few days �n the th�cket; wh�le there �s much c�rcumstant�al proof that
they could not have rema�ned there, w�thout attract�ng attent�on,
dur�ng the twenty days elaps�ng between the fatal Sunday and the
afternoon upon wh�ch they were found by the boys. ‘They were all
m�ldewed down hard,’ says Le Sole�l, adopt�ng the op�n�ons of �ts
predecessors, ‘w�th the act�on of the ra�n, and stuck together from
m�ldew. The grass had grown around and over some of them. The



s�lk of the parasol was strong, but the threads of �t were run together
w�th�n. The upper part, where �t had been doubled and folded, was
all m�ldewed and rotten, and tore on be�ng opened.’ In respect to the
grass hav�ng ‘grown around and over some of them,’ �t �s obv�ous
that the fact could only have been ascerta�ned from the words, and
thus from the recollect�ons, of two small boys; for these boys
removed the art�cles and took them home before they had been
seen by a th�rd party. But grass w�ll grow, espec�ally �n warm and
damp weather, (such as was that of the per�od of the murder,) as
much as two or three �nches �n a s�ngle day. A parasol ly�ng upon a
newly turfed ground, m�ght, �n a s�ngle week, be ent�rely concealed
from s�ght by the upspr�ng�ng grass. And touch�ng that m�ldew upon
wh�ch the ed�tor of Le Sole�l so pert�nac�ously �ns�sts, that he
employs the word no less than three t�mes �n the br�ef paragraph just
quoted, �s he really unaware of the nature of th�s m�ldew? Is he to be
told that �t �s one of the many classes of fungus, of wh�ch the most
ord�nary feature �s �ts upspr�ng�ng and decadence w�th�n twenty-four
hours?

“Thus we see, at a glance, that what has been most tr�umphantly
adduced �n support of the �dea that the art�cles had been ‘for at least
three or four weeks’ �n the th�cket, �s most absurdly null as regards
any ev�dence of that fact. On the other hand, �t �s exceed�ngly d�ff�cult
to bel�eve that these art�cles could have rema�ned �n the th�cket
spec�f�ed, for a longer per�od than a s�ngle week—for a longer per�od
than from one Sunday to the next. Those who know any th�ng of the
v�c�n�ty of Par�s, know the extreme d�ff�culty of f�nd�ng seclus�on
unless at a great d�stance from �ts suburbs. Such a th�ng as an
unexplored, or even an unfrequently v�s�ted recess, am�d �ts woods
or groves, �s not for a moment to be �mag�ned. Let any one who,
be�ng at heart a lover of nature, �s yet cha�ned by duty to the dust
and heat of th�s great metropol�s—let any such one attempt, even
dur�ng the weekdays, to slake h�s th�rst for sol�tude am�d the scenes
of natural lovel�ness wh�ch �mmed�ately surround us. At every
second step, he w�ll f�nd the grow�ng charm d�spelled by the vo�ce
and personal �ntrus�on of some ruff�an or party of carous�ng
blackguards. He w�ll seek pr�vacy am�d the densest fol�age, all �n
va�n. Here are the very nooks where the unwashed most abound—



here are the temples most desecrate. W�th s�ckness of the heart the
wanderer w�ll flee back to the polluted Par�s as to a less od�ous
because less �ncongruous s�nk of pollut�on. But �f the v�c�n�ty of the
c�ty �s so beset dur�ng the work�ng days of the week, how much more
so on the Sabbath! It �s now espec�ally that, released from the cla�ms
of labor, or depr�ved of the customary opportun�t�es of cr�me, the
town blackguard seeks the prec�ncts of the town, not through love of
the rural, wh�ch �n h�s heart he desp�ses, but by way of escape from
the restra�nts and convent�onal�t�es of soc�ety. He des�res less the
fresh a�r and the green trees, than the utter l�cense of the country.
Here, at the road-s�de �nn, or beneath the fol�age of the woods, he
�ndulges, unchecked by any eye except those of h�s boon
compan�ons, �n all the mad excess of a counterfe�t h�lar�ty—the jo�nt
offspr�ng of l�berty and of rum. I say noth�ng more than what must be
obv�ous to every d�spass�onate observer, when I repeat that the
c�rcumstance of the art�cles �n quest�on hav�ng rema�ned
und�scovered, for a longer per�od than from one Sunday to another,
�n any th�cket �n the �mmed�ate ne�ghborhood of Par�s, �s to be looked
upon as l�ttle less than m�raculous.

“But there are not want�ng other grounds for the susp�c�on that the
art�cles were placed �n the th�cket w�th the v�ew of d�vert�ng attent�on
from the real scene of the outrage. And, f�rst, let me d�rect your
not�ce to the date of the d�scovery of the art�cles. Collate th�s w�th the
date of the f�fth extract made by myself from the newspapers. You
w�ll f�nd that the d�scovery followed, almost �mmed�ately, the urgent
commun�cat�ons sent to the even�ng paper. These commun�cat�ons,
although var�ous and apparently from var�ous sources, tended all to
the same po�nt—v�z., the d�rect�ng of attent�on to a gang as the
perpetrators of the outrage, and to the ne�ghborhood of the Barr�ère
du Roule as �ts scene. Now here, of course, the susp�c�on �s not that,
�n consequence of these commun�cat�ons, or of the publ�c attent�on
by them d�rected, the art�cles were found by the boys; but the
susp�c�on m�ght and may well have been, that the art�cles were not
before found by the boys, for the reason that the art�cles had not
before been �n the th�cket; hav�ng been depos�ted there only at so
late a per�od as at the date, or shortly pr�or to the date of the



commun�cat�on, by the gu�lty authors of these commun�cat�ons
themselves.

“Th�s th�cket was a s�ngular—an exceed�ngly s�ngular one. It was
unusually dense. W�th�n �ts naturally walled enclosure were three
extraord�nary stones, form�ng a seat w�th a back and footstool. And
th�s th�cket, so full of a natural art, was �n the �mmed�ate v�c�n�ty,
w�th�n a few rods, of the dwell�ng of Madame Deluc, whose boys
were �n the hab�t of closely exam�n�ng the shrubber�es about them �n
search of the bark of the sassafras. Would �t be a rash wager—a
wager of one thousand to one—that a day never passed over the
heads of these boys w�thout f�nd�ng at least one of them ensconced
�n the umbrageous hall, and enthroned upon �ts natural throne?
Those who would hes�tate at such a wager, have e�ther never been
boys themselves, or have forgotten the boy�sh nature. I repeat—�t �s
exceed�ngly hard to comprehend how the art�cles could have
rema�ned �n th�s th�cket und�scovered, for a longer per�od than one or
two days; and that thus there �s good ground for susp�c�on, �n sp�te of
the dogmat�c �gnorance of Le Sole�l, that they were, at a
comparat�vely late date, depos�ted where found.

“But there are st�ll other and stronger reasons for bel�ev�ng them
so depos�ted, than any wh�ch I have as yet urged. And, now, let me
beg your not�ce to the h�ghly art�f�c�al arrangement of the art�cles. On
the upper stone lay a wh�te pett�coat; on the second, a s�lk scarf;
scattered around, were a parasol, gloves, and a pocket-handkerch�ef
bear�ng the name, ‘Mar�e Rogêt.’ Here �s just such an arrangement
as would naturally be made by a not over-acute person w�sh�ng to
d�spose the art�cles naturally. But �t �s by no means a really natural
arrangement. I should rather have looked to see the th�ngs all ly�ng
on the ground and trampled under foot. In the narrow l�m�ts of that
bower, �t would have been scarcely poss�ble that the pett�coat and
scarf should have reta�ned a pos�t�on upon the stones, when
subjected to the brush�ng to and fro of many struggl�ng persons.
‘There was ev�dence,’ �t �s sa�d, ‘of a struggle; and the earth was
trampled, the bushes were broken,’—but the pett�coat and the scarf
are found depos�ted as �f upon shelves. ‘The p�eces of the frock torn
out by the bushes were about three �nches w�de and s�x �nches long.
One part was the hem of the frock and �t had been mended. They



looked l�ke str�ps torn off.’ Here, �nadvertently, Le Sole�l has
employed an exceed�ngly susp�c�ous phrase. The p�eces, as
descr�bed, do �ndeed ‘look l�ke str�ps torn off;’ but purposely and by
hand. It �s one of the rarest of acc�dents that a p�ece �s ‘torn off,’ from
any garment such as �s now �n quest�on, by the agency of a thorn.
From the very nature of such fabr�cs, a thorn or na�l becom�ng
entangled �n them, tears them rectangularly—d�v�des them �nto two
long�tud�nal rents, at r�ght angles w�th each other, and meet�ng at an
apex where the thorn enters—but �t �s scarcely poss�ble to conce�ve
the p�ece ‘torn off.’ I never so knew �t, nor d�d you. To tear a p�ece off
from such fabr�c, two d�st�nct forces, �n d�fferent d�rect�ons, w�ll be, �n
almost every case, requ�red. If there be two edges to the fabr�c—�f,
for example, �t be a pocket-handkerch�ef, and �t �s des�red to tear
from �t a sl�p, then, and then only, w�ll the one force serve the
purpose. But �n the present case the quest�on �s of a dress,
present�ng but one edge. To tear a p�ece from the �nter�or, where no
edge �s presented, could only be effected by a m�racle through the
agency of thorns, and no one thorn could accompl�sh �t. But, even
where an edge �s presented, two thorns w�ll be necessary, operat�ng,
the one �n two d�st�nct d�rect�ons, and the other �n one. And th�s �n the
suppos�t�on that the edge �s unhemmed. If hemmed, the matter �s
nearly out of the quest�on. We thus see the numerous and great
obstacles �n the way of p�eces be�ng ‘torn off’ through the s�mple
agency of ‘thorns;’ yet we are requ�red to bel�eve not only that one
p�ece but that many have been so torn. ‘And one part,’ too, ‘was the
hem of the frock!’ Another p�ece was ‘part of the sk�rt, not the
hem,’—that �s to say, was torn completely out through the agency of
thorns, from the uncaged �nter�or of the dress! These, I say, are
th�ngs wh�ch one may well be pardoned for d�sbel�ev�ng; yet, taken
collectedly, they form, perhaps, less of reasonable ground for
susp�c�on, than the one startl�ng c�rcumstance of the art�cles’ hav�ng
been left �n th�s th�cket at all, by any murderers who had enough
precaut�on to th�nk of remov�ng the corpse. You w�ll not have
apprehended me r�ghtly, however, �f you suppose �t my des�gn to
deny th�s th�cket as the scene of the outrage. There m�ght have been
a wrong here, or, more poss�bly, an acc�dent at Madame Deluc’s.
But, �n fact, th�s �s a po�nt of m�nor �mportance. We are not engaged



�n an attempt to d�scover the scene, but to produce the perpetrators
of the murder. What I have adduced, notw�thstand�ng the m�nuteness
w�th wh�ch I have adduced �t, has been w�th the v�ew, f�rst, to show
the folly of the pos�t�ve and headlong assert�ons of Le Sole�l, but
secondly and ch�efly, to br�ng you, by the most natural route, to a
further contemplat�on of the doubt whether th�s assass�nat�on has, or
has not, been the work of a gang.

“We w�ll resume th�s quest�on by mere allus�on to the revolt�ng
deta�ls of the surgeon exam�ned at the �nquest. It �s only necessary
to say that h�s publ�shed �nferences, �n regard to the number of
ruff�ans, have been properly r�d�culed as unjust and totally baseless,
by all the reputable anatom�sts of Par�s. Not that the matter m�ght not
have been as �nferred, but that there was no ground for the
�nference:—was there not much for another?

“Let us reflect now upon ‘the traces of a struggle;’ and let me ask
what these traces have been supposed to demonstrate. A gang. But
do they not rather demonstrate the absence of a gang? What
struggle could have taken place—what struggle so v�olent and so
endur�ng as to have left �ts ‘traces’ �n all d�rect�ons—between a weak
and defenceless g�rl and the gang of ruff�ans �mag�ned? The s�lent
grasp of a few rough arms and all would have been over. The v�ct�m
must have been absolutely pass�ve at the�r w�ll. You w�ll here bear �n
m�nd that the arguments urged aga�nst the th�cket as the scene, are
appl�cable �n ch�ef part, only aga�nst �t as the scene of an outrage
comm�tted by more than a s�ngle �nd�v�dual. If we �mag�ne but one
v�olator, we can conce�ve, and thus only conce�ve, the struggle of so
v�olent and so obst�nate a nature as to have left the ‘traces’
apparent.

“And aga�n. I have already ment�oned the susp�c�on to be exc�ted
by the fact that the art�cles �n quest�on were suffered to rema�n at all
�n the th�cket where d�scovered. It seems almost �mposs�ble that
these ev�dences of gu�lt should have been acc�dentally left where
found. There was suff�c�ent presence of m�nd (�t �s supposed) to
remove the corpse; and yet a more pos�t�ve ev�dence than the
corpse �tself (whose features m�ght have been qu�ckly obl�terated by
decay,) �s allowed to l�e consp�cuously �n the scene of the outrage—I



allude to the handkerch�ef w�th the name of the deceased. If th�s was
acc�dent, �t was not the acc�dent of a gang. We can �mag�ne �t only
the acc�dent of an �nd�v�dual. Let us see. An �nd�v�dual has comm�tted
the murder. He �s alone w�th the ghost of the departed. He �s
appalled by what l�es mot�onless before h�m. The fury of h�s pass�on
�s over, and there �s abundant room �n h�s heart for the natural awe of
the deed. H�s �s none of that conf�dence wh�ch the presence of
numbers �nev�tably �nsp�res. He �s alone w�th the dead. He trembles
and �s bew�ldered. Yet there �s a necess�ty for d�spos�ng of the
corpse. He bears �t to the r�ver, but leaves beh�nd h�m the other
ev�dences of gu�lt; for �t �s d�ff�cult, �f not �mposs�ble to carry all the
burthen at once, and �t w�ll be easy to return for what �s left. But �n h�s
to�lsome journey to the water h�s fears redouble w�th�n h�m. The
sounds of l�fe encompass h�s path. A dozen t�mes he hears or
fanc�es the step of an observer. Even the very l�ghts from the c�ty
bew�lder h�m. Yet, �n t�me and by long and frequent pauses of deep
agony, he reaches the r�ver’s br�nk, and d�sposes of h�s ghastly
charge—perhaps through the med�um of a boat. But now what
treasure does the world hold—what threat of vengeance could �t hold
out—wh�ch would have power to urge the return of that lonely
murderer over that to�lsome and per�lous path, to the th�cket and �ts
blood ch�ll�ng recollect�ons? He returns not, let the consequences be
what they may. He could not return �f he would. H�s sole thought �s
�mmed�ate escape. He turns h�s back forever upon those dreadful
shrubber�es and flees as from the wrath to come.

“But how w�th a gang? The�r number would have �nsp�red them
w�th conf�dence; �f, �ndeed conf�dence �s ever want�ng �n the breast of
the arrant blackguard; and of arrant blackguards alone are the
supposed gangs ever const�tuted. The�r number, I say, would have
prevented the bew�lder�ng and unreason�ng terror wh�ch I have
�mag�ned to paralyze the s�ngle man. Could we suppose an overs�ght
�n one, or two, or three, th�s overs�ght would have been remed�ed by
a fourth. They would have left noth�ng beh�nd them; for the�r number
would have enabled them to carry all at once. There would have
been no need of return.

“Cons�der now the c�rcumstance that �n the outer garment of the
corpse when found, ‘a sl�p, about a foot w�de had been torn upward



from the bottom hem to the wa�st wound three t�mes round the wa�st,
and secured by a sort of h�tch �n the back.’ Th�s was done w�th the
obv�ous des�gn of afford�ng a handle by wh�ch to carry the body. But
would any number of men have dreamed of resort�ng to such an
exped�ent? To three or four, the l�mbs of the corpse would have
afforded not only a suff�c�ent, but the best poss�ble hold. The dev�ce
�s that of a s�ngle �nd�v�dual; and th�s br�ngs us to the fact that
‘between the th�cket and the r�ver, the ra�ls of the fences were found
taken down, and the ground bore ev�dent traces of some heavy
burden hav�ng been dragged along �t!’ But would a number of men
have put themselves to the superfluous trouble of tak�ng down a
fence, for the purpose of dragg�ng through �t a corpse wh�ch they
m�ght have l�fted over any fence �n an �nstant? Would a number of
men have so dragged a corpse at all as to have left ev�dent traces of
the dragg�ng?

“And here we must refer to an observat�on of Le Commerc�el; an
observat�on upon wh�ch I have already, �n some measure,
commented. ‘A p�ece,’ says th�s journal, ‘of one of the unfortunate
g�rl’s pett�coats was torn out and t�ed under her ch�n, and around the
back of her head, probably to prevent screams. Th�s was done by
fellows who had no pocket-handkerch�efs.’

“I have before suggested that a genu�ne blackguard �s never
w�thout a pocket-handkerch�ef. But �t �s not to th�s fact that I now
espec�ally advert. That �t was not through want of a handkerch�ef for
the purpose �mag�ned by Le Commerc�el, that th�s bandage was
employed, �s rendered apparent by the handkerch�ef left �n the
th�cket; and that the object was not ‘to prevent screams’ appears,
also, from the bandage hav�ng been employed �n preference to what
would so much better have answered the purpose. But the language
of the ev�dence speaks of the str�p �n quest�on as ‘found around the
neck, f�tt�ng loosely, and secured w�th a hard knot.’ These words are
suff�c�ently vague, but d�ffer mater�ally from those of Le Commerc�el.
The sl�p was e�ghteen �nches w�de, and therefore, although of
musl�n, would form a strong band when folded or rumpled
long�tud�nally. And thus rumpled �t was d�scovered. My �nference �s
th�s. The sol�tary murderer, hav�ng borne the corpse, for some
d�stance (whether from the th�cket or elsewhere) by means of the



bandage h�tched around �ts m�ddle, found the we�ght, �n th�s mode of
procedure, too much for h�s strength. He resolved to drag the
burthen—the ev�dence goes to show that �t was dragged. W�th th�s
object �n v�ew, �t became necessary to attach someth�ng l�ke a rope
to one of the extrem�t�es. It could be best attached about the neck,
where the head would prevent �ts sl�pp�ng off. And, now, the
murderer bethought h�m, unquest�onably, of the bandage about the
lo�ns. He would have used th�s, but for �ts volut�on about the corpse,
the h�tch wh�ch embarrassed �t, and the reflect�on that �t had not
been ‘torn off’ from the garment. It was eas�er to tear a new sl�p from
the pett�coat. He tore �t, made �t fast about the neck, and so dragged
h�s v�ct�m to the br�nk of the r�ver. That th�s ‘bandage,’ only atta�nable
w�th trouble and delay, and but �mperfectly answer�ng �ts purpose—
that th�s bandage was employed at all, demonstrates that the
necess�ty for �ts employment sprang from c�rcumstances ar�s�ng at a
per�od when the handkerch�ef was no longer atta�nable—that �s to
say, ar�s�ng, as we have �mag�ned, after qu�tt�ng the th�cket, (�f the
th�cket �t was), and on the road between the th�cket and the r�ver.

“But the ev�dence, you w�ll say, of Madame Deluc (!) po�nts
espec�ally to the presence of a gang, �n the v�c�n�ty of the th�cket, at
or about the epoch of the murder. Th�s I grant. I doubt �f there were
not a dozen gangs, such as descr�bed by Madame Deluc, �n and
about the v�c�n�ty of the Barr�ère du Roule at or about the per�od of
th�s tragedy. But the gang wh�ch has drawn upon �tself the po�nted
an�madvers�on, although the somewhat tardy and very susp�c�ous
ev�dence of Madame Deluc, �s the only gang wh�ch �s represented by
that honest and scrupulous old lady as hav�ng eaten her cakes and
swallowed her brandy, w�thout putt�ng themselves to the trouble of
mak�ng her payment. Et h�nc �llæ �ræ?

“But what �s the prec�se ev�dence of Madame Deluc? ‘A gang of
m�screants made the�r appearance, behaved bo�sterously, ate and
drank w�thout mak�ng payment, followed �n the route of the young
man and g�rl, returned to the �nn about dusk, and recrossed the r�ver
as �f �n great haste.’

“Now th�s ‘great haste’ very poss�bly seemed greater haste �n the
eyes of Madame Deluc, s�nce she dwelt l�nger�ngly and lament�ngly



upon her v�olated cakes and ale—cakes and ale for wh�ch she m�ght
st�ll have enterta�ned a fa�nt hope of compensat�on. Why, otherw�se,
s�nce �t was about dusk, should she make a po�nt of the haste? It �s
no cause for wonder, surely, that even a gang of blackguards should
make haste to get home, when a w�de r�ver �s to be crossed �n small
boats, when storm �mpends, and when n�ght approaches.

“I say approaches; for the n�ght had not yet arr�ved. It was only
about dusk that the �ndecent haste of these ‘m�screants’ offended the
sober eyes of Madame Deluc. But we are told that �t was upon th�s
very even�ng that Madame Deluc, as well as her eldest son, ‘heard
the screams of a female �n the v�c�n�ty of the �nn.’ And �n what words
does Madame Deluc des�gnate the per�od of the even�ng at wh�ch
these screams were heard? ‘It was soon after dark,’ she says. But
‘soon after dark,’ �s, at least, dark; and ‘about dusk’ �s as certa�nly
dayl�ght. Thus �t �s abundantly clear that the gang qu�tted the Barr�ère
du Roule pr�or to the screams overheard (?) by Madame Deluc. And
although, �n all the many reports of the ev�dence, the relat�ve
express�ons �n quest�on are d�st�nctly and �nvar�ably employed just as
I have employed them �n th�s conversat�on w�th yourself, no not�ce
whatever of the gross d�screpancy has, as yet, been taken by any of
the publ�c journals, or by any of the myrm�dons of pol�ce.

“I shall add but one to the arguments aga�nst a gang; but th�s one
has, to my own understand�ng at least, a we�ght altogether
�rres�st�ble. Under the c�rcumstances of large reward offered, and full
pardon to any k�ng’s ev�dence, �t �s not to be �mag�ned, for a moment,
that some member of a gang of low ruff�ans, or of any body of men,
would not long ago have betrayed h�s accompl�ces. Each one of a
gang so placed, �s not so much greedy of reward, or anx�ous for
escape, as fearful of betrayal. He betrays eagerly and early that he
may not h�mself be betrayed. That the secret has not been d�vulged,
�s the very best of proof that �t �s, �n fact, a secret. The horrors of th�s
dark deed are known only to one, or two, l�v�ng human be�ngs, and to
God.

“Let us sum up now the meagre yet certa�n fru�ts of our long
analys�s. We have atta�ned the �dea e�ther of a fatal acc�dent under
the roof of Madame Deluc, or of a murder perpetrated, �n the th�cket



at the Barr�ère du Roule, by a lover, or at least by an �nt�mate and
secret assoc�ate of the deceased. Th�s assoc�ate �s of swarthy
complex�on. Th�s complex�on, the ‘h�tch’ �n the bandage, and the
‘sa�lor’s knot,’ w�th wh�ch the bonnet-r�bbon �s t�ed, po�nt to a
seaman. H�s compan�onsh�p w�th the deceased, a gay, but not an
abject young g�rl, des�gnates h�m as above the grade of the common
sa�lor. Here the well wr�tten and urgent commun�cat�ons to the
journals are much �n the way of corroborat�on. The c�rcumstance of
the f�rst elopement, as ment�oned by Le Mercur�e, tends to blend the
�dea of th�s seaman w�th that of the ‘naval off�cer’ who �s f�rst known
to have led the unfortunate �nto cr�me.

“And here, most f�tly, comes the cons�derat�on of the cont�nued
absence of h�m of the dark complex�on. Let me pause to observe
that the complex�on of th�s man �s dark and swarthy; �t was no
common swarth�ness wh�ch const�tuted the sole po�nt of
remembrance, both as regards Valence and Madame Deluc. But
why �s th�s man absent? Was he murdered by the gang? If so, why
are there only traces of the assass�nated g�rl? The scene of the two
outrages w�ll naturally be supposed �dent�cal. And where �s h�s
corpse? The assass�ns would most probably have d�sposed of both
�n the same way. But �t may be sa�d that th�s man l�ves, and �s
deterred from mak�ng h�mself known, through dread of be�ng
charged w�th the murder. Th�s cons�derat�on m�ght be supposed to
operate upon h�m now—at th�s late per�od—s�nce �t has been g�ven
�n ev�dence that he was seen w�th Mar�e—but �t would have had no
force at the per�od of the deed. The f�rst �mpulse of an �nnocent man
would have been to announce the outrage, and to a�d �n �dent�fy�ng
the ruff�ans. Th�s pol�cy would have suggested. He had been seen
w�th the g�rl. He had crossed the r�ver w�th her �n an open ferry-boat.
The denounc�ng of the assass�ns would have appeared, even to an
�d�ot, the surest and sole means of rel�ev�ng h�mself from susp�c�on.
We cannot suppose h�m, on the n�ght of the fatal Sunday, both
�nnocent h�mself and �ncogn�zant of an outrage comm�tted. Yet only
under such c�rcumstances �s �t poss�ble to �mag�ne that he would
have fa�led, �f al�ve, �n the denouncement of the assass�ns.

“And what means are ours, of atta�n�ng the truth? We shall f�nd
these means mult�ply�ng and gather�ng d�st�nctness as we proceed.



Let us s�ft to the bottom th�s affa�r of the f�rst elopement. Let us know
the full h�story of ‘the off�cer,’ w�th h�s present c�rcumstances, and h�s
whereabouts at the prec�se per�od of the murder. Let us carefully
compare w�th each other the var�ous commun�cat�ons sent to the
even�ng paper, �n wh�ch the object was to �nculpate a gang. Th�s
done, let us compare these commun�cat�ons, both as regards style
and MS., w�th those sent to the morn�ng paper, at a prev�ous per�od,
and �ns�st�ng so vehemently upon the gu�lt of Menna�s. And, all th�s
done, let us aga�n compare these var�ous commun�cat�ons w�th the
known MSS. of the off�cer. Let us endeavor to ascerta�n, by repeated
quest�on�ngs of Madame Deluc and her boys, as well as of the
omn�bus dr�ver, Valence, someth�ng more of the personal
appearance and bear�ng of the ‘man of dark complex�on.’ Quer�es,
sk�lfully d�rected, w�ll not fa�l to el�c�t, from some of these part�es,
�nformat�on on th�s part�cular po�nt (or upon others)—�nformat�on
wh�ch the part�es themselves may not even be aware of possess�ng.
And let us now trace the boat p�cked up by the bargeman on the
morn�ng of Monday the twenty-th�rd of June, and wh�ch was removed
from the barge-off�ce, w�thout the cogn�zance of the off�cer �n
attendance, and w�thout the rudder, at some per�od pr�or to the
d�scovery of the corpse. W�th a proper caut�on and perseverance we
shall �nfall�bly trace th�s boat; for not only can the bargeman who
p�cked �t up �dent�fy �t, but the rudder �s at hand. The rudder of a sa�l-
boat would not have been abandoned, w�thout �nqu�ry, by one
altogether at ease �n heart. And here let me pause to �ns�nuate a
quest�on. There was no advert�sement of the p�ck�ng up of th�s boat.
It was s�lently taken to the barge-off�ce, and as s�lently removed. But
�ts owner or employer—how happened he, at so early a per�od as
Tuesday morn�ng, to be �nformed, w�thout the agency of
advert�sement, of the local�ty of the boat taken up on Monday, unless
we �mag�ne some connex�on w�th the navy—some personal
permanent connex�on lead�ng to cogn�zance of �ts m�nute �n �nterests
—�ts petty local news?

“In speak�ng of the lonely assass�n dragg�ng h�s burden to the
shore, I have already suggested the probab�l�ty of h�s ava�l�ng h�mself
of a boat. Now we are to understand that Mar�e Rogêt was
prec�p�tated from a boat. Th�s would naturally have been the case.



The corpse could not have been trusted to the shallow waters of the
shore. The pecul�ar marks on the back and shoulders of the v�ct�m
tell of the bottom r�bs of a boat. That the body was found w�thout
we�ght �s also corroborat�ve of the �dea. If thrown from the shore a
we�ght would have been attached. We can only account for �ts
absence by suppos�ng the murderer to have neglected the
precaut�on of supply�ng h�mself w�th �t before push�ng off. In the act
of cons�gn�ng the corpse to the water, he would unquest�onably have
not�ced h�s overs�ght; but then no remedy would have been at hand.
Any r�sk would have been preferred to a return to that accursed
shore. Hav�ng r�d h�mself of h�s ghastly charge, the murderer would
have hastened to the c�ty. There, at some obscure wharf, he would
have leaped on land. But the boat—would he have secured �t? He
would have been �n too great haste for such th�ngs as secur�ng a
boat. Moreover, �n fasten�ng �t to the wharf, he would have felt as �f
secur�ng ev�dence aga�nst h�mself. H�s natural thought would have
been to cast from h�m, as far as poss�ble, all that had held
connect�on w�th h�s cr�me. He would not only have fled from the
wharf, but he would not have perm�tted the boat to rema�n. Assuredly
he would have cast �t adr�ft. Let us pursue our fanc�es.—In the
morn�ng, the wretch �s str�cken w�th unutterable horror at f�nd�ng that
the boat has been p�cked up and deta�ned at a local�ty wh�ch he �s �n
the da�ly hab�t of frequent�ng —at a local�ty, perhaps, wh�ch h�s duty
compels h�m to frequent. The next n�ght, w�thout dar�ng to ask for the
rudder, he removes �t. Now where �s that rudderless boat? Let �t be
one of our f�rst purposes to d�scover. W�th the f�rst gl�mpse we obta�n
of �t, the dawn of our success shall beg�n. Th�s boat shall gu�de us,
w�th a rap�d�ty wh�ch w�ll surpr�se even ourselves, to h�m who
employed �t �n the m�dn�ght of the fatal Sabbath. Corroborat�on w�ll
r�se upon corroborat�on, and the murderer w�ll be traced.”

[For reasons wh�ch we shall not spec�fy, but wh�ch to many
readers w�ll appear obv�ous, we have taken the l�berty of here
om�tt�ng, from the MSS. placed �n our hands, such port�on as deta�ls
the follow�ng up of the apparently sl�ght clew obta�ned by Dup�n. We
feel �t adv�sable only to state, �n br�ef, that the result des�red was
brought to pass; and that the Prefect fulf�lled punctually, although



w�th reluctance, the terms of h�s compact w�th the Cheval�er. Mr.
Poe’s art�cle concludes w�th the follow�ng words.—Eds. (*23)]

It w�ll be understood that I speak of co�nc�dences and no more.
What I have sa�d above upon th�s top�c must suff�ce. In my own heart
there dwells no fa�th �n præter-nature. That Nature and �ts God are
two, no man who th�nks, w�ll deny. That the latter, creat�ng the
former, can, at w�ll, control or mod�fy �t, �s also unquest�onable. I say
“at w�ll;” for the quest�on �s of w�ll, and not, as the �nsan�ty of log�c
has assumed, of power. It �s not that the De�ty cannot mod�fy h�s
laws, but that we �nsult h�m �n �mag�n�ng a poss�ble necess�ty for
mod�f�cat�on. In the�r or�g�n these laws were fash�oned to embrace all
cont�ngenc�es wh�ch could l�e �n the Future. W�th God all �s Now.

I repeat, then, that I speak of these th�ngs only as of co�nc�dences.
And farther: �n what I relate �t w�ll be seen that between the fate of
the unhappy Mary Cec�l�a Rogers, so far as that fate �s known, and
the fate of one Mar�e Rogêt up to a certa�n epoch �n her h�story, there
has ex�sted a parallel �n the contemplat�on of whose wonderful
exact�tude the reason becomes embarrassed. I say all th�s w�ll be
seen. But let �t not for a moment be supposed that, �n proceed�ng
w�th the sad narrat�ve of Mar�e from the epoch just ment�oned, and �n
trac�ng to �ts dénouement the mystery wh�ch enshrouded her, �t �s my
covert des�gn to h�nt at an extens�on of the parallel, or even to
suggest that the measures adopted �n Par�s for the d�scovery of the
assass�n of a gr�sette, or measures founded �n any s�m�lar
rat�oc�nat�on, would produce any s�m�lar result.

For, �n respect to the latter branch of the suppos�t�on, �t should be
cons�dered that the most tr�fl�ng var�at�on �n the facts of the two
cases m�ght g�ve r�se to the most �mportant m�scalculat�ons, by
d�vert�ng thoroughly the two courses of events; very much as, �n
ar�thmet�c, an error wh�ch, �n �ts own �nd�v�dual�ty, may be
�napprec�able, produces, at length, by d�nt of mult�pl�cat�on at all
po�nts of the process, a result enormously at var�ance w�th truth.
And, �n regard to the former branch, we must not fa�l to hold �n v�ew
that the very Calculus of Probab�l�t�es to wh�ch I have referred,
forb�ds all �dea of the extens�on of the parallel—forb�ds �t w�th a
pos�t�veness strong and dec�ded just �n proport�on as th�s parallel has



already been long-drawn and exact. Th�s �s one of those anomalous
propos�t�ons wh�ch, seem�ngly appeal�ng to thought altogether apart
from the mathemat�cal, �s yet one wh�ch only the mathemat�c�an can
fully enterta�n. Noth�ng, for example, �s more d�ff�cult than to conv�nce
the merely general reader that the fact of s�xes hav�ng been thrown
tw�ce �n success�on by a player at d�ce, �s suff�c�ent cause for bett�ng
the largest odds that s�xes w�ll not be thrown �n the th�rd attempt. A
suggest�on to th�s effect �s usually rejected by the �ntellect at once. It
does not appear that the two throws wh�ch have been completed,
and wh�ch l�e now absolutely �n the Past, can have �nfluence upon
the throw wh�ch ex�sts only �n the Future. The chance for throw�ng
s�xes seems to be prec�sely as �t was at any ord�nary t�me—that �s to
say, subject only to the �nfluence of the var�ous other throws wh�ch
may be made by the d�ce. And th�s �s a reflect�on wh�ch appears so
exceed�ngly obv�ous that attempts to controvert �t are rece�ved more
frequently w�th a der�s�ve sm�le than w�th anyth�ng l�ke respectful
attent�on. The error here �nvolved—a gross error redolent of m�sch�ef
—I cannot pretend to expose w�th�n the l�m�ts ass�gned me at
present; and w�th the ph�losoph�cal �t needs no exposure. It may be
suff�c�ent here to say that �t forms one of an �nf�n�te ser�es of
m�stakes wh�ch ar�se �n the path of Reason through her propens�ty
for seek�ng truth �n deta�l.

FOOTNOTES—Mar�e Rogêt
(*1) Upon the or�g�nal publ�cat�on of “Mar�e Roget,” the foot-notes

now appended were cons�dered unnecessary; but the lapse of
several years s�nce the tragedy upon wh�ch the tale �s based,
renders �t exped�ent to g�ve them, and also to say a few words �n
explanat�on of the general des�gn. A young g�rl, Mary Cec�l�a Rogers,
was murdered �n the v�c�n�ty of New York; and, although her death
occas�oned an �ntense and long-endur�ng exc�tement, the mystery
attend�ng �t had rema�ned unsolved at the per�od when the present
paper was wr�tten and publ�shed (November, 1842). Here�n, under
pretence of relat�ng the fate of a Par�s�an gr�sette, the author has
followed �n m�nute deta�l, the essent�al, wh�le merely parallel�ng the
�nessent�al facts of the real murder of Mary Rogers. Thus all



argument founded upon the f�ct�on �s appl�cable to the truth: and the
�nvest�gat�on of the truth was the object. The “Mystery of Mar�e
Roget” was composed at a d�stance from the scene of the atroc�ty,
and w�th no other means of �nvest�gat�on than the newspapers
afforded. Thus much escaped the wr�ter of wh�ch he could have
ava�led h�mself had he been upon the spot, and v�s�ted the local�t�es.
It may not be �mproper to record, nevertheless, that the confess�ons
of two persons, (one of them the Madame Deluc of the narrat�ve)
made, at d�fferent per�ods, long subsequent to the publ�cat�on,
conf�rmed, �n full, not only the general conclus�on, but absolutely all
the ch�ef hypothet�cal deta�ls by wh�ch that conclus�on was atta�ned.

(*2) The nom de plume of Von Hardenburg.
(*3) Nassau Street.
(*4) Anderson.
(*5) The Hudson.
(*6) Weehawken.
(*7) Payne.
(*8) Crommel�n.
(*9) The New York “Mercury.”
(*10) The New York “Brother Jonathan,” ed�ted by H. Hast�ngs

Weld, Esq.
(*11) New York “Journal of Commerce.”
(*12) Ph�ladelph�a “Saturday Even�ng Post,” ed�ted by C. I.

Peterson, Esq.
(*13) Adam
(*14) See “Murders �n the Rue Morgue.”
(*15) The New York “Commerc�al Advert�ser,” ed�ted by Col. Stone.
(*16) “A theory based on the qual�t�es of an object, w�ll prevent �ts

be�ng unfolded accord�ng to �ts objects; and he who arranges top�cs
�n reference to the�r causes, w�ll cease to value them accord�ng to
the�r results. Thus the jur�sprudence of every nat�on w�ll show that,
when law becomes a sc�ence and a system, �t ceases to be just�ce.
The errors �nto wh�ch a bl�nd devot�on to pr�nc�ples of class�f�cat�on
has led the common law, w�ll be seen by observ�ng how often the



leg�slature has been obl�ged to come forward to restore the equ�ty �ts
scheme had lost.”—Landor.

(*17) New York “Express”
(*18) New York “Herald.”
(*19) New York “Cour�er and Inqu�rer.”
(*20) Menna�s was one of the part�es or�g�nally suspected and

arrested, but d�scharged through total lack of ev�dence.
(*21) New York “Cour�er and Inqu�rer.”
(*22) New York “Even�ng Post.”
(*23) Of the Magaz�ne �n wh�ch the art�cle was or�g�nally publ�shed.



THE BALLOON-HOAX

[Astound�ng News by Express, v�a Norfolk!—The
Atlant�c crossed �n Three Days! S�gnal Tr�umph of Mr.
Monck Mason’s Fly�ng Mach�ne!—Arr�val at Sull�van’s
Island, near Charlestown, S.C., of Mr. Mason, Mr.
Robert Holland, Mr. Henson, Mr. Harr�son A�nsworth,
and four others, �n the Steer�ng Balloon, “V�ctor�a,”
after a passage of Seventy-f�ve Hours from Land to
Land! Full Part�culars of the Voyage!
    The subjo�ned jeu d’espr�t w�th the preced�ng
head�ng �n magn�f�cent cap�tals, well �nterspersed w�th
notes of adm�rat�on, was or�g�nally publ�shed, as matter
of fact, �n the “New York Sun,” a da�ly newspaper, and
there�n fully subserved the purpose of creat�ng
�nd�gest�ble al�ment for the qu�dnuncs dur�ng the few
hours �nterven�ng between a couple of the Charleston
ma�ls. The rush for the “sole paper wh�ch had the
news,” was someth�ng beyond even the prod�g�ous;
and, �n fact, �f (as some assert) the “V�ctor�a” d�d not
absolutely accompl�sh the voyage recorded, �t w�ll be
d�ff�cult to ass�gn a reason why she should not have
accompl�shed �t.]

The great problem �s at length solved! The a�r, as well as the earth
and the ocean, has been subdued by sc�ence, and w�ll become a
common and conven�ent h�ghway for mank�nd. The Atlant�c has
been actually crossed �n a Balloon! and th�s too w�thout d�ff�culty—
w�thout any great apparent danger—w�th thorough control of the
mach�ne—and �n the �nconce�vably br�ef per�od of seventy-f�ve hours
from shore to shore! By the energy of an agent at Charleston, S.C.,



we are enabled to be the f�rst to furn�sh the publ�c w�th a deta�led
account of th�s most extraord�nary voyage, wh�ch was performed
between Saturday, the 6th �nstant, at 11, A.M., and 2, P.M., on
Tuesday, the 9th �nstant, by S�r Everard Br�nghurst; Mr. Osborne, a
nephew of Lord Bent�nck’s; Mr. Monck Mason and Mr. Robert
Holland, the well-known æronauts; Mr. Harr�son A�nsworth, author of
“Jack Sheppard,” &c.; and Mr. Henson, the projector of the late
unsuccessful fly�ng mach�ne—w�th two seamen from Woolw�ch—�n
all, e�ght persons. The part�culars furn�shed below may be rel�ed on
as authent�c and accurate �n every respect, as, w�th a sl�ght
except�on, they are cop�ed verbat�m from the jo�nt d�ar�es of Mr.
Monck Mason and Mr. Harr�son A�nsworth, to whose pol�teness our
agent �s also �ndebted for much verbal �nformat�on respect�ng the
balloon �tself, �ts construct�on, and other matters of �nterest. The only
alterat�on �n the MS. rece�ved, has been made for the purpose of
throw�ng the hurr�ed account of our agent, Mr. Forsyth, �nto a
connected and �ntell�g�ble form.

“THE BALLOON.
“Two very dec�ded fa�lures, of late—those of Mr. Henson and S�r

George Cayley—had much weakened the publ�c �nterest �n the
subject of aer�al nav�gat�on. Mr. Henson’s scheme (wh�ch at f�rst was
cons�dered very feas�ble even by men of sc�ence,) was founded
upon the pr�nc�ple of an �ncl�ned plane, started from an em�nence by
an extr�ns�c force, appl�ed and cont�nued by the revolut�on of
�mp�ng�ng vanes, �n form and number resembl�ng the vanes of a
w�ndm�ll. But, �n all the exper�ments made w�th models at the
Adela�de Gallery, �t was found that the operat�on of these fans not
only d�d not propel the mach�ne, but actually �mpeded �ts fl�ght. The
only propell�ng force �t ever exh�b�ted, was the mere �mpetus
acqu�red from the descent of the �ncl�ned plane; and th�s �mpetus
carr�ed the mach�ne farther when the vanes were at rest, than when
they were �n mot�on—a fact wh�ch suff�c�ently demonstrates the�r
�nut�l�ty; and �n the absence of the propell�ng, wh�ch was also the
susta�n�ng power, the whole fabr�c would necessar�ly descend. Th�s
cons�derat�on led S�r George Cayley to th�nk only of adapt�ng a
propeller to some mach�ne hav�ng of �tself an �ndependent power of
support—�n a word, to a balloon; the �dea, however, be�ng novel, or



or�g�nal, w�th S�r George, only so far as regards the mode of �ts
appl�cat�on to pract�ce. He exh�b�ted a model of h�s �nvent�on at the
Polytechn�c Inst�tut�on. The propell�ng pr�nc�ple, or power, was here,
also, appl�ed to �nterrupted surfaces, or vanes, put �n revolut�on.
These vanes were four �n number, but were found ent�rely �neffectual
�n mov�ng the balloon, or �n a�d�ng �ts ascend�ng power. The whole
project was thus a complete fa�lure.

“It was at th�s juncture that Mr. Monck Mason (whose voyage from
Dover to We�lburg �n the balloon, “Nassau,” occas�oned so much
exc�tement �n 1837,) conce�ved the �dea of employ�ng the pr�nc�ple of
the Arch�medean screw for the purpose of propuls�on through the a�r
—r�ghtly attr�but�ng the fa�lure of Mr. Henson’s scheme, and of S�r
George Cayley’s, to the �nterrupt�on of surface �n the �ndependent
vanes. He made the f�rst publ�c exper�ment at W�ll�s’s Rooms, but
afterward removed h�s model to the Adela�de Gallery.

“L�ke S�r George Cayley’s balloon, h�s own was an ell�pso�d. Its
length was th�rteen feet s�x �nches—he�ght, s�x feet e�ght �nches. It
conta�ned about three hundred and twenty cub�c feet of gas, wh�ch, �f
pure hydrogen, would support twenty-one pounds upon �ts f�rst
�nflat�on, before the gas has t�me to deter�orate or escape. The
we�ght of the whole mach�ne and apparatus was seventeen pounds
—leav�ng about four pounds to spare. Beneath the centre of the
balloon, was a frame of l�ght wood, about n�ne feet long, and r�gged
on to the balloon �tself w�th a network �n the customary manner. From
th�s framework was suspended a w�cker basket or car.

“The screw cons�sts of an ax�s of hollow brass tube, e�ghteen
�nches �n length, through wh�ch, upon a sem�-sp�ral �ncl�ned at f�fteen
degrees, pass a ser�es of steel w�re rad��, two feet long, and thus
project�ng a foot on e�ther s�de. These rad�� are connected at the
outer extrem�t�es by two bands of flattened w�re—the whole �n th�s
manner form�ng the framework of the screw, wh�ch �s completed by a
cover�ng of o�led s�lk cut �nto gores, and t�ghtened so as to present a
tolerably un�form surface. At each end of �ts ax�s th�s screw �s
supported by p�llars of hollow brass tube descend�ng from the hoop.
In the lower ends of these tubes are holes �n wh�ch the p�vots of the
ax�s revolve. From the end of the ax�s wh�ch �s next the car,



proceeds a shaft of steel, connect�ng the screw w�th the p�n�on of a
p�ece of spr�ng mach�nery f�xed �n the car. By the operat�on of th�s
spr�ng, the screw �s made to revolve w�th great rap�d�ty,
commun�cat�ng a progress�ve mot�on to the whole. By means of the
rudder, the mach�ne was read�ly turned �n any d�rect�on. The spr�ng
was of great power, compared w�th �ts d�mens�ons, be�ng capable of
ra�s�ng forty-f�ve pounds upon a barrel of four �nches d�ameter, after
the f�rst turn, and gradually �ncreas�ng as �t was wound up. It
we�ghed, altogether, e�ght pounds s�x ounces. The rudder was a l�ght
frame of cane covered w�th s�lk, shaped somewhat l�ke a battle-door,
and was about three feet long, and at the w�dest, one foot. Its we�ght
was about two ounces. It could be turned flat, and d�rected upwards
or downwards, as well as to the r�ght or left; and thus enabled the
æronaut to transfer the res�stance of the a�r wh�ch �n an �ncl�ned
pos�t�on �t must generate �n �ts passage, to any s�de upon wh�ch he
m�ght des�re to act; thus determ�n�ng the balloon �n the oppos�te
d�rect�on.

“Th�s model (wh�ch, through want of t�me, we have necessar�ly
descr�bed �n an �mperfect manner,) was put �n act�on at the Adela�de
Gallery, where �t accompl�shed a veloc�ty of f�ve m�les per hour;
although, strange to say, �t exc�ted very l�ttle �nterest �n compar�son
w�th the prev�ous complex mach�ne of Mr. Henson—so resolute �s
the world to desp�se anyth�ng wh�ch carr�es w�th �t an a�r of s�mpl�c�ty.
To accompl�sh the great des�deratum of ær�al nav�gat�on, �t was very
generally supposed that some exceed�ngly compl�cated appl�cat�on
must be made of some unusually profound pr�nc�ple �n dynam�cs.

“So well sat�sf�ed, however, was Mr. Mason of the ult�mate success
of h�s �nvent�on, that he determ�ned to construct �mmed�ately, �f
poss�ble, a balloon of suff�c�ent capac�ty to test the quest�on by a
voyage of some extent—the or�g�nal des�gn be�ng to cross the Br�t�sh
Channel, as before, �n the Nassau balloon. To carry out h�s v�ews, he
sol�c�ted and obta�ned the patronage of S�r Everard Br�nghurst and
Mr. Osborne, two gentlemen well known for sc�ent�f�c acqu�rement,
and espec�ally for the �nterest they have exh�b�ted �n the progress of
ærostat�on. The project, at the des�re of Mr. Osborne, was kept a
profound secret from the publ�c—the only persons entrusted w�th the
des�gn be�ng those actually engaged �n the construct�on of the



mach�ne, wh�ch was bu�lt (under the super�ntendence of Mr. Mason,
Mr. Holland, S�r Everard Br�nghurst, and Mr. Osborne,) at the seat of
the latter gentleman near Penstruthal, �n Wales. Mr. Henson,
accompan�ed by h�s fr�end Mr. A�nsworth, was adm�tted to a pr�vate
v�ew of the balloon, on Saturday last—when the two gentlemen
made f�nal arrangements to be �ncluded �n the adventure. We are not
�nformed for what reason the two seamen were also �ncluded �n the
party—but, �n the course of a day or two, we shall put our readers �n
possess�on of the m�nutest part�culars respect�ng th�s extraord�nary
voyage.

“The balloon �s composed of s�lk, varn�shed w�th the l�qu�d gum
caoutchouc. It �s of vast d�mens�ons, conta�n�ng more than 40,000
cub�c feet of gas; but as coal gas was employed �n place of the more
expens�ve and �nconven�ent hydrogen, the support�ng power of the
mach�ne, when fully �nflated, and �mmed�ately after �nflat�on, �s not
more than about 2500 pounds. The coal gas �s not only much less
costly, but �s eas�ly procured and managed.

“For �ts �ntroduct�on �nto common use for purposes of aerostat�on,
we are �ndebted to Mr. Charles Green. Up to h�s d�scovery, the
process of �nflat�on was not only exceed�ngly expens�ve, but
uncerta�n. Two, and even three days, have frequently been wasted �n
fut�le attempts to procure a suff�c�ency of hydrogen to f�ll a balloon,
from wh�ch �t had great tendency to escape, ow�ng to �ts extreme
subtlety, and �ts aff�n�ty for the surround�ng atmosphere. In a balloon
suff�c�ently perfect to reta�n �ts contents of coal-gas unaltered, �n
quant�ty or amount, for s�x months, an equal quant�ty of hydrogen
could not be ma�nta�ned �n equal pur�ty for s�x weeks.

“The support�ng power be�ng est�mated at 2500 pounds, and the
un�ted we�ghts of the party amount�ng only to about 1200, there was
left a surplus of 1300, of wh�ch aga�n 1200 was exhausted by ballast,
arranged �n bags of d�fferent s�zes, w�th the�r respect�ve we�ghts
marked upon them—by cordage, barometers, telescopes, barrels
conta�n�ng prov�s�on for a fortn�ght, water-casks, cloaks, carpet-bags,
and var�ous other �nd�spensable matters, �nclud�ng a coffee-warmer,
contr�ved for warm�ng coffee by means of slack-l�me, so as to
d�spense altogether w�th f�re, �f �t should be judged prudent to do so.



All these art�cles, w�th the except�on of the ballast, and a few tr�fles,
were suspended from the hoop overhead. The car �s much smaller
and l�ghter, �n proport�on, than the one appended to the model. It �s
formed of a l�ght w�cker, and �s wonderfully strong, for so fra�l look�ng
a mach�ne. Its r�m �s about four feet deep. The rudder �s also very
much larger, �n proport�on, than that of the model; and the screw �s
cons�derably smaller. The balloon �s furn�shed bes�des w�th a
grapnel, and a gu�de-rope; wh�ch latter �s of the most �nd�spensable
�mportance. A few words, �n explanat�on, w�ll here be necessary for
such of our readers as are not conversant w�th the deta�ls of
aerostat�on.

“As soon as the balloon qu�ts the earth, �t �s subjected to the
�nfluence of many c�rcumstances tend�ng to create a d�fference �n �ts
we�ght; augment�ng or d�m�n�sh�ng �ts ascend�ng power. For
example, there may be a depos�t�on of dew upon the s�lk, to the
extent, even, of several hundred pounds; ballast has then to be
thrown out, or the mach�ne may descend. Th�s ballast be�ng
d�scarded, and a clear sunsh�ne evaporat�ng the dew, and at the
same t�me expand�ng the gas �n the s�lk, the whole w�ll aga�n rap�dly
ascend. To check th�s ascent, the only recourse �s, (or rather was,
unt�l Mr. Green’s �nvent�on of the gu�de-rope,) the perm�ss�on of the
escape of gas from the valve; but, �n the loss of gas, �s a
proport�onate general loss of ascend�ng power; so that, �n a
comparat�vely br�ef per�od, the best-constructed balloon must
necessar�ly exhaust all �ts resources, and come to the earth. Th�s
was the great obstacle to voyages of length.

“The gu�de-rope remed�es the d�ff�culty �n the s�mplest manner
conce�vable. It �s merely a very long rope wh�ch �s suffered to tra�l
from the car, and the effect of wh�ch �s to prevent the balloon from
chang�ng �ts level �n any mater�al degree. If, for example, there
should be a depos�t�on of mo�sture upon the s�lk, and the mach�ne
beg�ns to descend �n consequence, there w�ll be no necess�ty for
d�scharg�ng ballast to remedy the �ncrease of we�ght, for �t �s
remed�ed, or counteracted, �n an exactly just proport�on, by the
depos�t on the ground of just so much of the end of the rope as �s
necessary. If, on the other hand, any c�rcumstances should cause
undue lev�ty, and consequent ascent, th�s lev�ty �s �mmed�ately



counteracted by the add�t�onal we�ght of rope upra�sed from the
earth. Thus, the balloon can ne�ther ascend or descend, except
w�th�n very narrow l�m�ts, and �ts resources, e�ther �n gas or ballast,
rema�n comparat�vely un�mpa�red. When pass�ng over an expanse of
water, �t becomes necessary to employ small kegs of copper or
wood, f�lled w�th l�qu�d ballast of a l�ghter nature than water. These
float, and serve all the purposes of a mere rope on land. Another
most �mportant off�ce of the gu�de-rope, �s to po�nt out the d�rect�on of
the balloon. The rope drags, e�ther on land or sea, wh�le the balloon
�s free; the latter, consequently, �s always �n advance, when any
progress whatever �s made: a compar�son, therefore, by means of
the compass, of the relat�ve pos�t�ons of the two objects, w�ll always
�nd�cate the course. In the same way, the angle formed by the rope
w�th the vert�cal ax�s of the mach�ne, �nd�cates the veloc�ty. When
there �s no angle—�n other words, when the rope hangs
perpend�cularly, the whole apparatus �s stat�onary; but the larger the
angle, that �s to say, the farther the balloon precedes the end of the
rope, the greater the veloc�ty; and the converse.

“As the or�g�nal des�gn was to cross the Br�t�sh Channel, and al�ght
as near Par�s as poss�ble, the voyagers had taken the precaut�on to
prepare themselves w�th passports d�rected to all parts of the
Cont�nent, spec�fy�ng the nature of the exped�t�on, as �n the case of
the Nassau voyage, and ent�tl�ng the adventurers to exempt�on from
the usual formal�t�es of off�ce: unexpected events, however, rendered
these passports superfluous.

“The �nflat�on was commenced very qu�etly at daybreak, on
Saturday morn�ng, the 6th �nstant, �n the Court-Yard of Weal-Vor
House, Mr. Osborne’s seat, about a m�le from Penstruthal, �n North
Wales; and at 7 m�nutes past 11, every th�ng be�ng ready for
departure, the balloon was set free, r�s�ng gently but stead�ly, �n a
d�rect�on nearly South; no use be�ng made, for the f�rst half hour, of
e�ther the screw or the rudder. We proceed now w�th the journal, as
transcr�bed by Mr. Forsyth from the jo�nt MSS. of Mr. Monck Mason,
and Mr. A�nsworth. The body of the journal, as g�ven, �s �n the hand-
wr�t�ng of Mr. Mason, and a P. S. �s appended, each day, by Mr.
A�nsworth, who has �n preparat�on, and w�ll shortly g�ve the publ�c a



more m�nute, and no doubt, a thr�ll�ngly �nterest�ng account of the
voyage.

“THE JOURNAL.
“Saturday, Apr�l the 6th.—Every preparat�on l�kely to embarrass

us, hav�ng been made over n�ght, we commenced the �nflat�on th�s
morn�ng at daybreak; but ow�ng to a th�ck fog, wh�ch encumbered the
folds of the s�lk and rendered �t unmanageable, we d�d not get
through before nearly eleven o’clock. Cut loose, then, �n h�gh sp�r�ts,
and rose gently but stead�ly, w�th a l�ght breeze at North, wh�ch bore
us �n the d�rect�on of the Br�t�sh Channel. Found the ascend�ng force
greater than we had expected; and as we arose h�gher and so got
clear of the cl�ffs, and more �n the sun’s rays, our ascent became
very rap�d. I d�d not w�sh, however, to lose gas at so early a per�od of
the adventure, and so concluded to ascend for the present. We soon
ran out our gu�de-rope; but even when we had ra�sed �t clear of the
earth, we st�ll went up very rap�dly. The balloon was unusually
steady, and looked beaut�fully. In about ten m�nutes after start�ng, the
barometer �nd�cated an alt�tude of 15,000 feet. The weather was
remarkably f�ne, and the v�ew of the subjacent country—a most
romant�c one when seen from any po�nt,—was now espec�ally
subl�me. The numerous deep gorges presented the appearance of
lakes, on account of the dense vapors w�th wh�ch they were f�lled,
and the p�nnacles and crags to the South East, p�led �n �nextr�cable
confus�on, resembl�ng noth�ng so much as the g�ant c�t�es of eastern
fable. We were rap�dly approach�ng the mounta�ns �n the South; but
our elevat�on was more than suff�c�ent to enable us to pass them �n
safety. In a few m�nutes we soared over them �n f�ne style; and Mr.
A�nsworth, w�th the seamen, was surpr�sed at the�r apparent want of
alt�tude when v�ewed from the car, the tendency of great elevat�on �n
a balloon be�ng to reduce �nequal�t�es of the surface below, to nearly
a dead level. At half-past eleven st�ll proceed�ng nearly South, we
obta�ned our f�rst v�ew of the Br�stol Channel; and, �n f�fteen m�nutes
afterward, the l�ne of breakers on the coast appeared �mmed�ately
beneath us, and we were fa�rly out at sea. We now resolved to let off
enough gas to br�ng our gu�de-rope, w�th the buoys aff�xed, �nto the
water. Th�s was �mmed�ately done, and we commenced a gradual
descent. In about twenty m�nutes our f�rst buoy d�pped, and at the



touch of the second soon afterwards, we rema�ned stat�onary as to
elevat�on. We were all now anx�ous to test the eff�c�ency of the
rudder and screw, and we put them both �nto requ�s�t�on forthw�th, for
the purpose of alter�ng our d�rect�on more to the eastward, and �n a
l�ne for Par�s. By means of the rudder we �nstantly effected the
necessary change of d�rect�on, and our course was brought nearly at
r�ght angles to that of the w�nd; when we set �n mot�on the spr�ng of
the screw, and were rejo�ced to f�nd �t propel us read�ly as des�red.
Upon th�s we gave n�ne hearty cheers, and dropped �n the sea a
bottle, enclos�ng a sl�p of parchment w�th a br�ef account of the
pr�nc�ple of the �nvent�on. Hardly, however, had we done w�th our
rejo�c�ngs, when an unforeseen acc�dent occurred wh�ch
d�scouraged us �n no l�ttle degree. The steel rod connect�ng the
spr�ng w�th the propeller was suddenly jerked out of place, at the car
end, (by a sway�ng of the car through some movement of one of the
two seamen we had taken up,) and �n an �nstant hung dangl�ng out
of reach, from the p�vot of the ax�s of the screw. Wh�le we were
endeavor�ng to rega�n �t, our attent�on be�ng completely absorbed,
we became �nvolved �n a strong current of w�nd from the East, wh�ch
bore us, w�th rap�dly �ncreas�ng force, towards the Atlant�c. We soon
found ourselves dr�v�ng out to sea at the rate of not less, certa�nly,
than f�fty or s�xty m�les an hour, so that we came up w�th Cape Clear,
at some forty m�les to our North, before we had secured the rod, and
had t�me to th�nk what we were about. It was now that Mr. A�nsworth
made an extraord�nary, but to my fancy, a by no means
unreasonable or ch�mer�cal propos�t�on, �n wh�ch he was �nstantly
seconded by Mr. Holland—v�z.: that we should take advantage of the
strong gale wh�ch bore us on, and �n place of beat�ng back to Par�s,
make an attempt to reach the coast of North Amer�ca. After sl�ght
reflect�on I gave a w�ll�ng assent to th�s bold propos�t�on, wh�ch
(strange to say) met w�th object�on from the two seamen only. As the
stronger party, however, we overruled the�r fears, and kept resolutely
upon our course. We steered due West; but as the tra�l�ng of the
buoys mater�ally �mpeded our progress, and we had the balloon
abundantly at command, e�ther for ascent or descent, we f�rst threw
out f�fty pounds of ballast, and then wound up (by means of a
w�ndlass) so much of the rope as brought �t qu�te clear of the sea.



We perce�ved the effect of th�s manoeuvre �mmed�ately, �n a vastly
�ncreased rate of progress; and, as the gale freshened, we flew w�th
a veloc�ty nearly �nconce�vable; the gu�de-rope fly�ng out beh�nd the
car, l�ke a streamer from a vessel. It �s needless to say that a very
short t�me suff�ced us to lose s�ght of the coast. We passed over
�nnumerable vessels of all k�nds, a few of wh�ch were endeavor�ng to
beat up, but the most of them ly�ng to. We occas�oned the greatest
exc�tement on board all—an exc�tement greatly rel�shed by
ourselves, and espec�ally by our two men, who, now under the
�nfluence of a dram of Geneva, seemed resolved to g�ve all scruple,
or fear, to the w�nd. Many of the vessels f�red s�gnal guns; and �n all
we were saluted w�th loud cheers (wh�ch we heard w�th surpr�s�ng
d�st�nctness) and the wav�ng of caps and handkerch�efs. We kept on
�n th�s manner throughout the day, w�th no mater�al �nc�dent, and, as
the shades of n�ght closed around us, we made a rough est�mate of
the d�stance traversed. It could not have been less than f�ve hundred
m�les, and was probably much more. The propeller was kept �n
constant operat�on, and, no doubt, a�ded our progress mater�ally. As
the sun went down, the gale freshened �nto an absolute hurr�cane,
and the ocean beneath was clearly v�s�ble on account of �ts
phosphorescence. The w�nd was from the East all n�ght, and gave us
the br�ghtest omen of success. We suffered no l�ttle from cold, and
the dampness of the atmosphere was most unpleasant; but the
ample space �n the car enabled us to l�e down, and by means of
cloaks and a few blankets, we d�d suff�c�ently well.

“P.S. (by Mr. A�nsworth.) The last n�ne hours have been
unquest�onably the most exc�t�ng of my l�fe. I can conce�ve noth�ng
more subl�mat�ng than the strange per�l and novelty of an adventure
such as th�s. May God grant that we succeed! I ask not success for
mere safety to my �ns�gn�f�cant person, but for the sake of human
knowledge and—for the vastness of the tr�umph. And yet the feat �s
only so ev�dently feas�ble that the sole wonder �s why men have
scrupled to attempt �t before. One s�ngle gale such as now befr�ends
us—let such a tempest wh�rl forward a balloon for four or f�ve days
(these gales often last longer) and the voyager w�ll be eas�ly borne,
�n that per�od, from coast to coast. In v�ew of such a gale the broad
Atlant�c becomes a mere lake. I am more struck, just now, w�th the



supreme s�lence wh�ch re�gns �n the sea beneath us, notw�thstand�ng
�ts ag�tat�on, than w�th any other phenomenon present�ng �tself. The
waters g�ve up no vo�ce to the heavens. The �mmense flam�ng ocean
wr�thes and �s tortured uncompla�n�ngly. The mounta�nous surges
suggest the �dea of �nnumerable dumb g�gant�c f�ends struggl�ng �n
�mpotent agony. In a n�ght such as �s th�s to me, a man l�ves—l�ves a
whole century of ord�nary l�fe—nor would I forego th�s rapturous
del�ght for that of a whole century of ord�nary ex�stence.

“Sunday, the seventh. [Mr. Mason’s MS.] Th�s morn�ng the gale, by
10, had subs�ded to an e�ght or n�ne—knot breeze, (for a vessel at
sea,) and bears us, perhaps, th�rty m�les per hour, or more. It has
veered, however, very cons�derably to the north; and now, at
sundown, we are hold�ng our course due west, pr�nc�pally by the
screw and rudder, wh�ch answer the�r purposes to adm�rat�on. I
regard the project as thoroughly successful, and the easy nav�gat�on
of the a�r �n any d�rect�on (not exactly �n the teeth of a gale) as no
longer problemat�cal. We could not have made head aga�nst the
strong w�nd of yesterday; but, by ascend�ng, we m�ght have got out
of �ts �nfluence, �f requ�s�te. Aga�nst a pretty st�ff breeze, I feel
conv�nced, we can make our way w�th the propeller. At noon, to-day,
ascended to an elevat�on of nearly 25,000 feet, by d�scharg�ng
ballast. D�d th�s to search for a more d�rect current, but found none
so favorable as the one we are now �n. We have an abundance of
gas to take us across th�s small pond, even should the voyage last
three weeks. I have not the sl�ghtest fear for the result. The d�ff�culty
has been strangely exaggerated and m�sapprehended. I can choose
my current, and should I f�nd all currents aga�nst me, I can make
very tolerable headway w�th the propeller. We have had no �nc�dents
worth record�ng. The n�ght prom�ses fa�r.

P.S. [By Mr. A�nsworth.] I have l�ttle to record, except the fact (to
me qu�te a surpr�s�ng one) that, at an elevat�on equal to that of
Cotopax�, I exper�enced ne�ther very �ntense cold, nor headache, nor
d�ff�culty of breath�ng; ne�ther, I f�nd, d�d Mr. Mason, nor Mr. Holland,
nor S�r Everard. Mr. Osborne compla�ned of constr�ct�on of the chest
—but th�s soon wore off. We have flown at a great rate dur�ng the
day, and we must be more than half way across the Atlant�c. We
have passed over some twenty or th�rty vessels of var�ous k�nds, and



all seem to be del�ghtfully aston�shed. Cross�ng the ocean �n a
balloon �s not so d�ff�cult a feat after all. Omne �gnotum pro
magn�f�co. Mem: at 25,000 feet elevat�on the sky appears nearly
black, and the stars are d�st�nctly v�s�ble; wh�le the sea does not
seem convex (as one m�ght suppose) but absolutely and most
unequ�vocally concave.(*1)

“Monday, the 8th. [Mr. Mason’s MS.] Th�s morn�ng we had aga�n
some l�ttle trouble w�th the rod of the propeller, wh�ch must be
ent�rely remodelled, for fear of ser�ous acc�dent—I mean the steel
rod—not the vanes. The latter could not be �mproved. The w�nd has
been blow�ng stead�ly and strongly from the north-east all day and so
far fortune seems bent upon favor�ng us. Just before day, we were
all somewhat alarmed at some odd no�ses and concuss�ons �n the
balloon, accompan�ed w�th the apparent rap�d subs�dence of the
whole mach�ne. These phenomena were occas�oned by the
expans�on of the gas, through �ncrease of heat �n the atmosphere,
and the consequent d�srupt�on of the m�nute part�cles of �ce w�th
wh�ch the network had become encrusted dur�ng the n�ght. Threw
down several bottles to the vessels below. Saw one of them p�cked
up by a large sh�p—seem�ngly one of the New York l�ne packets.
Endeavored to make out her name, but could not be sure of �t. Mr.
Osborne’s telescope made �t out someth�ng l�ke “Atalanta.” It �s now
12, at n�ght, and we are st�ll go�ng nearly west, at a rap�d pace. The
sea �s pecul�arly phosphorescent.

“P.S. [By Mr. A�nsworth.] It �s now 2, A.M., and nearly calm, as well
as I can judge—but �t �s very d�ff�cult to determ�ne th�s po�nt, s�nce we
move w�th the a�r so completely. I have not slept s�nce qu�tt�ng
Wheal-Vor, but can stand �t no longer, and must take a nap. We
cannot be far from the Amer�can coast.

“Tuesday, the 9th. [Mr. A�nsworth’s MS.] One, P.M. We are �n full
v�ew of the low coast of South Carol�na. The great problem �s
accompl�shed. We have crossed the Atlant�c—fa�rly and eas�ly
crossed �t �n a balloon! God be pra�sed! Who shall say that anyth�ng
�s �mposs�ble hereafter?”

The Journal here ceases. Some part�culars of the descent were
commun�cated, however, by Mr. A�nsworth to Mr. Forsyth. It was



nearly dead calm when the voyagers f�rst came �n v�ew of the coast,
wh�ch was �mmed�ately recogn�zed by both the seamen, and by Mr.
Osborne. The latter gentleman hav�ng acqua�ntances at Fort
Moultr�e, �t was �mmed�ately resolved to descend �n �ts v�c�n�ty. The
balloon was brought over the beach (the t�de be�ng out and the sand
hard, smooth, and adm�rably adapted for a descent,) and the grapnel
let go, wh�ch took f�rm hold at once. The �nhab�tants of the �sland,
and of the fort, thronged out, of course, to see the balloon; but �t was
w�th the greatest d�ff�culty that any one could be made to cred�t the
actual voyage—the cross�ng of the Atlant�c. The grapnel caught at 2,
P.M., prec�sely; and thus the whole voyage was completed �n
seventy-f�ve hours; or rather less, count�ng from shore to shore. No
ser�ous acc�dent occurred. No real danger was at any t�me
apprehended. The balloon was exhausted and secured w�thout
trouble; and when the MS. from wh�ch th�s narrat�ve �s comp�led was
despatched from Charleston, the party were st�ll at Fort Moultr�e.
The�r farther �ntent�ons were not ascerta�ned; but we can safely
prom�se our readers some add�t�onal �nformat�on e�ther on Monday
or �n the course of the next day, at farthest.

Th�s �s unquest�onably the most stupendous, the most �nterest�ng,
and the most �mportant undertak�ng, ever accompl�shed or even
attempted by man. What magn�f�cent events may ensue, �t would be
useless now to th�nk of determ�n�ng.

(*1) Note.—Mr. A�nsworth has not attempted to account for th�s
phenomenon, wh�ch, however, �s qu�te suscept�ble of explanat�on. A
l�ne dropped from an elevat�on of 25,000 feet, perpend�cularly to the
surface of the earth (or sea), would form the perpend�cular of a r�ght-
angled tr�angle, of wh�ch the base would extend from the r�ght angle
to the hor�zon, and the hypothenuse from the hor�zon to the balloon.
But the 25,000 feet of alt�tude �s l�ttle or noth�ng, �n compar�son w�th
the extent of the prospect. In other words, the base and hypothenuse
of the supposed tr�angle would be so long when compared w�th the
perpend�cular, that the two former may be regarded as nearly
parallel. In th�s manner the hor�zon of the æronaut would appear to
be on a level w�th the car. But, as the po�nt �mmed�ately beneath h�m
seems, and �s, at a great d�stance below h�m, �t seems, of course,
also, at a great d�stance below the hor�zon. Hence the �mpress�on of



concav�ty; and th�s �mpress�on must rema�n, unt�l the elevat�on shall
bear so great a proport�on to the extent of prospect, that the
apparent parallel�sm of the base and hypothenuse d�sappears—
when the earth’s real convex�ty must become apparent.



MS. FOUND IN A BOTTLE

Qu� n’a plus qu’un moment a v�vre
N’a plus r�en a d�ss�muler.

—Qu�nault—Atys.

Of my country and of my fam�ly I have l�ttle to say. Ill usage and
length of years have dr�ven me from the one, and estranged me from
the other. Hered�tary wealth afforded me an educat�on of no common
order, and a contemplat�ve turn of m�nd enabled me to method�ze the
stores wh�ch early study very d�l�gently garnered up.—Beyond all
th�ngs, the study of the German moral�sts gave me great del�ght; not
from any �ll-adv�sed adm�rat�on of the�r eloquent madness, but from
the ease w�th wh�ch my hab�ts of r�g�d thought enabled me to detect
the�r fals�t�es. I have often been reproached w�th the ar�d�ty of my
gen�us; a def�c�ency of �mag�nat�on has been �mputed to me as a
cr�me; and the Pyrrhon�sm of my op�n�ons has at all t�mes rendered
me notor�ous. Indeed, a strong rel�sh for phys�cal ph�losophy has, I
fear, t�nctured my m�nd w�th a very common error of th�s age—I
mean the hab�t of referr�ng occurrences, even the least suscept�ble
of such reference, to the pr�nc�ples of that sc�ence. Upon the whole,
no person could be less l�able than myself to be led away from the
severe prec�ncts of truth by the �gnes fatu� of superst�t�on. I have
thought proper to prem�se thus much, lest the �ncred�ble tale I have
to tell should be cons�dered rather the rav�ng of a crude �mag�nat�on,
than the pos�t�ve exper�ence of a m�nd to wh�ch the rever�es of fancy
have been a dead letter and a null�ty.

After many years spent �n fore�gn travel, I sa�led �n the year 18— ,
from the port of Batav�a, �n the r�ch and populous �sland of Java, on a
voyage to the Arch�pelago of the Sunda �slands. I went as passenger



—hav�ng no other �nducement than a k�nd of nervous restlessness
wh�ch haunted me as a f�end.

Our vessel was a beaut�ful sh�p of about four hundred tons,
copper-fastened, and bu�lt at Bombay of Malabar teak. She was
fre�ghted w�th cotton-wool and o�l, from the Lachad�ve �slands. We
had also on board co�r, jaggeree, ghee, cocoa-nuts, and a few cases
of op�um. The stowage was clums�ly done, and the vessel
consequently crank.

We got under way w�th a mere breath of w�nd, and for many days
stood along the eastern coast of Java, w�thout any other �nc�dent to
begu�le the monotony of our course than the occas�onal meet�ng w�th
some of the small grabs of the Arch�pelago to wh�ch we were bound.

One even�ng, lean�ng over the taffra�l, I observed a very s�ngular,
�solated cloud, to the N.W. It was remarkable, as well for �ts color, as
from �ts be�ng the f�rst we had seen s�nce our departure from
Batav�a. I watched �t attent�vely unt�l sunset, when �t spread all at
once to the eastward and westward, g�rt�ng �n the hor�zon w�th a
narrow str�p of vapor, and look�ng l�ke a long l�ne of low beach. My
not�ce was soon afterwards attracted by the dusky-red appearance
of the moon, and the pecul�ar character of the sea. The latter was
undergo�ng a rap�d change, and the water seemed more than usually
transparent. Although I could d�st�nctly see the bottom, yet, heav�ng
the lead, I found the sh�p �n f�fteen fathoms. The a�r now became
�ntolerably hot, and was loaded w�th sp�ral exhalat�ons s�m�lar to
those ar�s�ng from heat �ron. As n�ght came on, every breath of w�nd
d�ed away, an more ent�re calm �t �s �mposs�ble to conce�ve. The
flame of a candle burned upon the poop w�thout the least percept�ble
mot�on, and a long ha�r, held between the f�nger and thumb, hung
w�thout the poss�b�l�ty of detect�ng a v�brat�on. However, as the
capta�n sa�d he could perce�ve no �nd�cat�on of danger, and as we
were dr�ft�ng �n bod�ly to shore, he ordered the sa�ls to be furled, and
the anchor let go. No watch was set, and the crew, cons�st�ng
pr�nc�pally of Malays, stretched themselves del�berately upon deck. I
went below—not w�thout a full present�ment of ev�l. Indeed, every
appearance warranted me �n apprehend�ng a S�moom. I told the
capta�n my fears; but he pa�d no attent�on to what I sa�d, and left me



w�thout de�gn�ng to g�ve a reply. My uneas�ness, however, prevented
me from sleep�ng, and about m�dn�ght I went upon deck. As I placed
my foot upon the upper step of the compan�on-ladder, I was startled
by a loud, humm�ng no�se, l�ke that occas�oned by the rap�d
revolut�on of a m�ll-wheel, and before I could ascerta�n �ts mean�ng, I
found the sh�p qu�ver�ng to �ts centre. In the next �nstant, a
w�lderness of foam hurled us upon our beam-ends, and, rush�ng over
us fore and aft, swept the ent�re decks from stem to stern.

The extreme fury of the blast proved, �n a great measure, the
salvat�on of the sh�p. Although completely water-logged, yet, as her
masts had gone by the board, she rose, after a m�nute, heav�ly from
the sea, and, stagger�ng awh�le beneath the �mmense pressure of
the tempest, f�nally r�ghted.

By what m�racle I escaped destruct�on, �t �s �mposs�ble to say.
Stunned by the shock of the water, I found myself, upon recovery,
jammed �n between the stern-post and rudder. W�th great d�ff�culty I
ga�ned my feet, and look�ng d�zz�ly around, was, at f�rst, struck w�th
the �dea of our be�ng among breakers; so terr�f�c, beyond the w�ldest
�mag�nat�on, was the wh�rlpool of mounta�nous and foam�ng ocean
w�th�n wh�ch we were engulfed. After a wh�le, I heard the vo�ce of an
old Swede, who had sh�pped w�th us at the moment of our leav�ng
port. I hallooed to h�m w�th all my strength, and presently he came
reel�ng aft. We soon d�scovered that we were the sole surv�vors of
the acc�dent. All on deck, w�th the except�on of ourselves, had been
swept overboard;—the capta�n and mates must have per�shed as
they slept, for the cab�ns were deluged w�th water. W�thout
ass�stance, we could expect to do l�ttle for the secur�ty of the sh�p,
and our exert�ons were at f�rst paralyzed by the momentary
expectat�on of go�ng down. Our cable had, of course, parted l�ke
pack-thread, at the f�rst breath of the hurr�cane, or we should have
been �nstantaneously overwhelmed. We scudded w�th fr�ghtful
veloc�ty before the sea, and the water made clear breaches over us.
The frame-work of our stern was shattered excess�vely, and, �n
almost every respect, we had rece�ved cons�derable �njury; but to our
extreme joy we found the pumps unchoked, and that we had made
no great sh�ft�ng of our ballast. The ma�n fury of the blast had already
blown over, and we apprehended l�ttle danger from the v�olence of



the w�nd; but we looked forward to �ts total cessat�on w�th d�smay;
well bel�ev�ng, that, �n our shattered cond�t�on, we should �nev�tably
per�sh �n the tremendous swell wh�ch would ensue. But th�s very just
apprehens�on seemed by no means l�kely to be soon ver�f�ed. For
f�ve ent�re days and n�ghts—dur�ng wh�ch our only subs�stence was a
small quant�ty of jaggeree, procured w�th great d�ff�culty from the
forecastle—the hulk flew at a rate defy�ng computat�on, before
rap�dly succeed�ng flaws of w�nd, wh�ch, w�thout equall�ng the f�rst
v�olence of the S�moom, were st�ll more terr�f�c than any tempest I
had before encountered. Our course for the f�rst four days was, w�th
tr�fl�ng var�at�ons, S.E. and by S.; and we must have run down the
coast of New Holland. On the f�fth day the cold became extreme,
although the w�nd had hauled round a po�nt more to the northward.
The sun arose w�th a s�ckly yellow lustre, and clambered a very few
degrees above the hor�zon—em�tt�ng no dec�s�ve l�ght. There were
no clouds apparent, yet the w�nd was upon the �ncrease, and blew
w�th a f�tful and unsteady fury. About noon, as nearly as we could
guess, our attent�on was aga�n arrested by the appearance of the
sun. It gave out no l�ght, properly so called, but a dull and sullen glow
w�thout reflect�on, as �f all �ts rays were polar�zed. Just before s�nk�ng
w�th�n the turg�d sea, �ts central f�res suddenly went out, as �f
hurr�edly ext�ngu�shed by some unaccountable power. It was a d�m,
sl�ver-l�ke r�m, alone, as �t rushed down the unfathomable ocean.

We wa�ted �n va�n for the arr�val of the s�xth day—that day to me
has not yet arr�ved—to the Swede, never d�d arr�ve. Thenceforward
we were enshrouded �n patchy darkness, so that we could not have
seen an object at twenty paces from the sh�p. Eternal n�ght
cont�nued to envelop us, all unrel�eved by the phosphor�c sea-
br�ll�ancy to wh�ch we had been accustomed �n the trop�cs. We
observed too, that, although the tempest cont�nued to rage w�th
unabated v�olence, there was no longer to be d�scovered the usual
appearance of surf, or foam, wh�ch had h�therto attended us. All
around were horror, and th�ck gloom, and a black swelter�ng desert
of ebony. Superst�t�ous terror crept by degrees �nto the sp�r�t of the
old Swede, and my own soul was wrapped up �n s�lent wonder. We
neglected all care of the sh�p, as worse than useless, and secur�ng
ourselves, as well as poss�ble, to the stump of the m�zen-mast,



looked out b�tterly �nto the world of ocean. We had no means of
calculat�ng t�me, nor could we form any guess of our s�tuat�on. We
were, however, well aware of hav�ng made farther to the southward
than any prev�ous nav�gators, and felt great amazement at not
meet�ng w�th the usual �mped�ments of �ce. In the meant�me every
moment threatened to be our last—every mounta�nous b�llow hurr�ed
to overwhelm us. The swell surpassed anyth�ng I had �mag�ned
poss�ble, and that we were not �nstantly bur�ed �s a m�racle. My
compan�on spoke of the l�ghtness of our cargo, and rem�nded me of
the excellent qual�t�es of our sh�p; but I could not help feel�ng the
utter hopelessness of hope �tself, and prepared myself gloom�ly for
that death wh�ch I thought noth�ng could defer beyond an hour, as,
w�th every knot of way the sh�p made, the swell�ng of the black
stupendous seas became more d�smally appall�ng. At t�mes we
gasped for breath at an elevat�on beyond the albatross—at t�mes
became d�zzy w�th the veloc�ty of our descent �nto some watery hell,
where the a�r grew stagnant, and no sound d�sturbed the slumbers of
the kraken.

We were at the bottom of one of these abysses, when a qu�ck
scream from my compan�on broke fearfully upon the n�ght. “See!
see!” cr�ed he, shr�ek�ng �n my ears, “Alm�ghty God! see! see!” As he
spoke, I became aware of a dull, sullen glare of red l�ght wh�ch
streamed down the s�des of the vast chasm where we lay, and threw
a f�tful br�ll�ancy upon our deck. Cast�ng my eyes upwards, I beheld a
spectacle wh�ch froze the current of my blood. At a terr�f�c he�ght
d�rectly above us, and upon the very verge of the prec�p�tous
descent, hovered a g�gant�c sh�p of, perhaps, four thousand tons.
Although upreared upon the summ�t of a wave more than a hundred
t�mes her own alt�tude, her apparent s�ze exceeded that of any sh�p
of the l�ne or East Ind�aman �n ex�stence. Her huge hull was of a
deep d�ngy black, unrel�eved by any of the customary carv�ngs of a
sh�p. A s�ngle row of brass cannon protruded from her open ports,
and dashed from the�r pol�shed surfaces the f�res of �nnumerable
battle-lanterns, wh�ch swung to and fro about her r�gg�ng. But what
ma�nly �nsp�red us w�th horror and aston�shment, was that she bore
up under a press of sa�l �n the very teeth of that supernatural sea,
and of that ungovernable hurr�cane. When we f�rst d�scovered her,



her bows were alone to be seen, as she rose slowly from the d�m
and horr�ble gulf beyond her. For a moment of �ntense terror she
paused upon the g�ddy p�nnacle, as �f �n contemplat�on of her own
subl�m�ty, then trembled and tottered, and—came down.

At th�s �nstant, I know not what sudden self-possess�on came over
my sp�r�t. Stagger�ng as far aft as I could, I awa�ted fearlessly the ru�n
that was to overwhelm. Our own vessel was at length ceas�ng from
her struggles, and s�nk�ng w�th her head to the sea. The shock of the
descend�ng mass struck her, consequently, �n that port�on of her
frame wh�ch was already under water, and the �nev�table result was
to hurl me, w�th �rres�st�ble v�olence, upon the r�gg�ng of the stranger.

As I fell, the sh�p hove �n stays, and went about; and to the
confus�on ensu�ng I attr�buted my escape from the not�ce of the crew.
W�th l�ttle d�ff�culty I made my way unperce�ved to the ma�n
hatchway, wh�ch was part�ally open, and soon found an opportun�ty
of secret�ng myself �n the hold. Why I d�d so I can hardly tell. An
�ndef�n�te sense of awe, wh�ch at f�rst s�ght of the nav�gators of the
sh�p had taken hold of my m�nd, was perhaps the pr�nc�ple of my
concealment. I was unw�ll�ng to trust myself w�th a race of people
who had offered, to the cursory glance I had taken, so many po�nts
of vague novelty, doubt, and apprehens�on. I therefore thought
proper to contr�ve a h�d�ng-place �n the hold. Th�s I d�d by remov�ng a
small port�on of the sh�ft�ng-boards, �n such a manner as to afford me
a conven�ent retreat between the huge t�mbers of the sh�p.

I had scarcely completed my work, when a footstep �n the hold
forced me to make use of �t. A man passed by my place of
concealment w�th a feeble and unsteady ga�t. I could not see h�s
face, but had an opportun�ty of observ�ng h�s general appearance.
There was about �t an ev�dence of great age and �nf�rm�ty. H�s knees
tottered beneath a load of years, and h�s ent�re frame qu�vered under
the burthen. He muttered to h�mself, �n a low broken tone, some
words of a language wh�ch I could not understand, and groped �n a
corner among a p�le of s�ngular-look�ng �nstruments, and decayed
charts of nav�gat�on. H�s manner was a w�ld m�xture of the
peev�shness of second ch�ldhood, and the solemn d�gn�ty of a God.
He at length went on deck, and I saw h�m no more.



A feel�ng, for wh�ch I have no name, has taken possess�on of my
soul —a sensat�on wh�ch w�ll adm�t of no analys�s, to wh�ch the
lessons of bygone t�mes are �nadequate, and for wh�ch I fear futur�ty
�tself w�ll offer me no key. To a m�nd const�tuted l�ke my own, the
latter cons�derat�on �s an ev�l. I shall never—I know that I shall never
—be sat�sf�ed w�th regard to the nature of my concept�ons. Yet �t �s
not wonderful that these concept�ons are �ndef�n�te, s�nce they have
the�r or�g�n �n sources so utterly novel. A new sense—a new ent�ty �s
added to my soul.

It �s long s�nce I f�rst trod the deck of th�s terr�ble sh�p, and the rays
of my dest�ny are, I th�nk, gather�ng to a focus. Incomprehens�ble
men! Wrapped up �n med�tat�ons of a k�nd wh�ch I cannot d�v�ne, they
pass me by unnot�ced. Concealment �s utter folly on my part, for the
people w�ll not see. It was but just now that I passed d�rectly before
the eyes of the mate; �t was no long wh�le ago that I ventured �nto the
capta�n’s own pr�vate cab�n, and took thence the mater�als w�th
wh�ch I wr�te, and have wr�tten. I shall from t�me to t�me cont�nue th�s
journal. It �s true that I may not f�nd an opportun�ty of transm�tt�ng �t to
the world, but I w�ll not fall to make the endeavour. At the last
moment I w�ll enclose the MS. �n a bottle, and cast �t w�th�n the sea.

An �nc�dent has occurred wh�ch has g�ven me new room for
med�tat�on. Are such th�ngs the operat�on of ungoverned chance? I
had ventured upon deck and thrown myself down, w�thout attract�ng
any not�ce, among a p�le of ratl�n-stuff and old sa�ls �n the bottom of
the yawl. Wh�le mus�ng upon the s�ngular�ty of my fate, I unw�tt�ngly
daubed w�th a tar-brush the edges of a neatly-folded studd�ng-sa�l
wh�ch lay near me on a barrel. The studd�ng-sa�l �s now bent upon



the sh�p, and the thoughtless touches of the brush are spread out
�nto the word DISCOVERY.

I have made many observat�ons lately upon the structure of the
vessel. Although well armed, she �s not, I th�nk, a sh�p of war. Her
r�gg�ng, bu�ld, and general equ�pment, all negat�ve a suppos�t�on of
th�s k�nd. What she �s not, I can eas�ly perce�ve—what she �s I fear �t
�s �mposs�ble to say. I know not how �t �s, but �n scrut�n�z�ng her
strange model and s�ngular cast of spars, her huge s�ze and
overgrown su�ts of canvas, her severely s�mple bow and ant�quated
stern, there w�ll occas�onally flash across my m�nd a sensat�on of
fam�l�ar th�ngs, and there �s always m�xed up w�th such �nd�st�nct
shadows of recollect�on, an unaccountable memory of old fore�gn
chron�cles and ages long ago.

I have been look�ng at the t�mbers of the sh�p. She �s bu�lt of a
mater�al to wh�ch I am a stranger. There �s a pecul�ar character about
the wood wh�ch str�kes me as render�ng �t unf�t for the purpose to
wh�ch �t has been appl�ed. I mean �ts extreme porousness,
cons�dered �ndependently by the worm-eaten cond�t�on wh�ch �s a
consequence of nav�gat�on �n these seas, and apart from the
rottenness attendant upon age. It w�ll appear perhaps an observat�on
somewhat over-cur�ous, but th�s wood would have every
character�st�c of Span�sh oak, �f Span�sh oak were d�stended by any
unnatural means.

In read�ng the above sentence a cur�ous apothegm of an old
weather-beaten Dutch nav�gator comes full upon my recollect�on. “It
�s as sure,” he was wont to say, when any doubt was enterta�ned of
h�s verac�ty, “as sure as there �s a sea where the sh�p �tself w�ll grow
�n bulk l�ke the l�v�ng body of the seaman.”



About an hour ago, I made bold to thrust myself among a group of
the crew. They pa�d me no manner of attent�on, and, although I stood
�n the very m�dst of them all, seemed utterly unconsc�ous of my
presence. L�ke the one I had at f�rst seen �n the hold, they all bore
about them the marks of a hoary old age. The�r knees trembled w�th
�nf�rm�ty; the�r shoulders were bent double w�th decrep�tude; the�r
shr�velled sk�ns rattled �n the w�nd; the�r vo�ces were low, tremulous
and broken; the�r eyes gl�stened w�th the rheum of years; and the�r
gray ha�rs streamed terr�bly �n the tempest. Around them, on every
part of the deck, lay scattered mathemat�cal �nstruments of the most
qua�nt and obsolete construct�on.

I ment�oned some t�me ago the bend�ng of a studd�ng-sa�l. From
that per�od the sh�p, be�ng thrown dead off the w�nd, has cont�nued
her terr�f�c course due south, w�th every rag of canvas packed upon
her, from her trucks to her lower studd�ng-sa�l booms, and roll�ng
every moment her top-gallant yard-arms �nto the most appall�ng hell
of water wh�ch �t can enter �nto the m�nd of a man to �mag�ne. I have
just left the deck, where I f�nd �t �mposs�ble to ma�nta�n a foot�ng,
although the crew seem to exper�ence l�ttle �nconven�ence. It
appears to me a m�racle of m�racles that our enormous bulk �s not
swallowed up at once and forever. We are surely doomed to hover
cont�nually upon the br�nk of etern�ty, w�thout tak�ng a f�nal plunge
�nto the abyss. From b�llows a thousand t�mes more stupendous than
any I have ever seen, we gl�de away w�th the fac�l�ty of the arrowy
sea-gull; and the colossal waters rear the�r heads above us l�ke
demons of the deep, but l�ke demons conf�ned to s�mple threats and
forb�dden to destroy. I am led to attr�bute these frequent escapes to
the only natural cause wh�ch can account for such effect. I must
suppose the sh�p to be w�th�n the �nfluence of some strong current,
or �mpetuous under-tow.



I have seen the capta�n face to face, and �n h�s own cab�n—but, as
I expected, he pa�d me no attent�on. Although �n h�s appearance
there �s, to a casual observer, noth�ng wh�ch m�ght bespeak h�m
more or less than man, st�ll, a feel�ng of �rrepress�ble reverence and
awe m�ngled w�th the sensat�on of wonder w�th wh�ch I regarded h�m.
In stature he �s nearly my own he�ght; that �s, about f�ve feet e�ght
�nches. He �s of a well-kn�t and compact frame of body, ne�ther
robust nor remarkably otherw�se. But �t �s the s�ngular�ty of the
express�on wh�ch re�gns upon the face—�t �s the �ntense, the
wonderful, the thr�ll�ng ev�dence of old age, so utter, so extreme,
wh�ch exc�tes w�th�n my sp�r�t a sense—a sent�ment �neffable. H�s
forehead, although l�ttle wr�nkled, seems to bear upon �t the stamp of
a myr�ad of years. H�s gray ha�rs are records of the past, and h�s
grayer eyes are s�byls of the future. The cab�n floor was th�ckly
strewn w�th strange, �ron-clasped fol�os, and moulder�ng �nstruments
of sc�ence, and obsolete long-forgotten charts. H�s head was bowed
down upon h�s hands, and he pored, w�th a f�ery unqu�et eye, over a
paper wh�ch I took to be a comm�ss�on, and wh�ch, at all events, bore
the s�gnature of a monarch. He muttered to h�mself, as d�d the f�rst
seaman whom I saw �n the hold, some low peev�sh syllables of a
fore�gn tongue, and although the speaker was close at my elbow, h�s
vo�ce seemed to reach my ears from the d�stance of a m�le.

The sh�p and all �n �t are �mbued w�th the sp�r�t of Eld. The crew
gl�de to and fro l�ke the ghosts of bur�ed centur�es; the�r eyes have an
eager and uneasy mean�ng; and when the�r f�ngers fall athwart my
path �n the w�ld glare of the battle-lanterns, I feel as I have never felt
before, although I have been all my l�fe a dealer �n ant�qu�t�es, and
have �mb�bed the shadows of fallen columns at Balbec, and Tadmor,
and Persepol�s, unt�l my very soul has become a ru�n.



When I look around me I feel ashamed of my former
apprehens�ons. If I trembled at the blast wh�ch has h�therto attended
us, shall I not stand aghast at a warr�ng of w�nd and ocean, to
convey any �dea of wh�ch the words tornado and s�moom are tr�v�al
and �neffect�ve? All �n the �mmed�ate v�c�n�ty of the sh�p �s the
blackness of eternal n�ght, and a chaos of foamless water; but, about
a league on e�ther s�de of us, may be seen, �nd�st�nctly and at
�ntervals, stupendous ramparts of �ce, tower�ng away �nto the
desolate sky, and look�ng l�ke the walls of the un�verse.

As I �mag�ned, the sh�p proves to be �n a current—�f that
appellat�on can properly be g�ven to a t�de wh�ch, howl�ng and
shr�ek�ng by the wh�te �ce, thunders on to the southward w�th a
veloc�ty l�ke the headlong dash�ng of a cataract.

To conce�ve the horror of my sensat�ons �s, I presume, utterly
�mposs�ble; yet a cur�os�ty to penetrate the myster�es of these awful
reg�ons, predom�nates even over my despa�r, and w�ll reconc�le me
to the most h�deous aspect of death. It �s ev�dent that we are
hurry�ng onwards to some exc�t�ng knowledge—some never-to-be-
�mparted secret, whose atta�nment �s destruct�on. Perhaps th�s
current leads us to the southern pole �tself. It must be confessed that
a suppos�t�on apparently so w�ld has every probab�l�ty �n �ts favor.

The crew pace the deck w�th unqu�et and tremulous step; but there
�s upon the�r countenances an express�on more of the eagerness of
hope than of the apathy of despa�r.

In the meant�me the w�nd �s st�ll �n our poop, and, as we carry a
crowd of canvas, the sh�p �s at t�mes l�fted bod�ly from out the sea!



Oh, horror upon horror!—the �ce opens suddenly to the r�ght, and to
the left, and we are wh�rl�ng d�zz�ly, �n �mmense concentr�c c�rcles,
round and round the borders of a g�gant�c amph�theatre, the summ�t
of whose walls �s lost �n the darkness and the d�stance. But l�ttle t�me
w�ll be left me to ponder upon my dest�ny! The c�rcles rap�dly grow
small—we are plung�ng madly w�th�n the grasp of the wh�rlpool—and
am�d a roar�ng, and bellow�ng, and thunder�ng of ocean and of
tempest, the sh�p �s qu�ver�ng—oh God! and—go�ng down.

NOTE.—The “MS. Found �n a Bottle,” was or�g�nally publ�shed �n
1831, and �t was not unt�l many years afterwards that I became
acqua�nted w�th the maps of Mercator, �n wh�ch the ocean �s
represented as rush�ng, by four mouths, �nto the (northern) Polar
Gulf, to be absorbed �nto the bowels of the earth; the Pole �tself
be�ng represented by a black rock, tower�ng to a prod�g�ous he�ght.



THE OVAL PORTRAIT

The château �nto wh�ch my valet had ventured to make forc�ble
entrance, rather than perm�t me, �n my desperately wounded
cond�t�on, to pass a n�ght �n the open a�r, was one of those p�les of
comm�ngled gloom and grandeur wh�ch have so long frowned
among the Appenn�nes, not less �n fact than �n the fancy of Mrs.
Radcl�ffe. To all appearance �t had been temporar�ly and very lately
abandoned. We establ�shed ourselves �n one of the smallest and
least sumptuously furn�shed apartments. It lay �n a remote turret of
the bu�ld�ng. Its decorat�ons were r�ch, yet tattered and ant�que. Its
walls were hung w�th tapestry and bedecked w�th man�fold and
mult�form armor�al troph�es, together w�th an unusually great number
of very sp�r�ted modern pa�nt�ngs �n frames of r�ch golden arabesque.
In these pa�nt�ngs, wh�ch depended from the walls not only �n the�r
ma�n surfaces, but �n very many nooks wh�ch the b�zarre arch�tecture
of the château rendered necessary—�n these pa�nt�ngs my �nc�p�ent
del�r�um, perhaps, had caused me to take deep �nterest; so that I
bade Pedro to close the heavy shutters of the room—s�nce �t was
already n�ght—to l�ght the tongues of a tall candelabrum wh�ch stood
by the head of my bed, and to throw open far and w�de the fr�nged
curta�ns of black velvet wh�ch enveloped the bed �tself. I w�shed all
th�s done that I m�ght res�gn myself, �f not to sleep, at least
alternately to the contemplat�on of these p�ctures, and the perusal of
a small volume wh�ch had been found upon the p�llow, and wh�ch
purported to cr�t�c�se and descr�be them.

Long, long I read—and devoutly, devotedly I gazed. Rap�dly and
glor�ously the hours flew by and the deep m�dn�ght came. The
pos�t�on of the candelabrum d�spleased me, and outreach�ng my



hand w�th d�ff�culty, rather than d�sturb my slumber�ng valet, I placed
�t so as to throw �ts rays more fully upon the book.

But the act�on produced an effect altogether unant�c�pated. The
rays of the numerous candles (for there were many) now fell w�th�n a
n�che of the room wh�ch had h�therto been thrown �nto deep shade
by one of the bed-posts. I thus saw �n v�v�d l�ght a p�cture all
unnot�ced before. It was the portra�t of a young g�rl just r�pen�ng �nto
womanhood. I glanced at the pa�nt�ng hurr�edly, and then closed my
eyes. Why I d�d th�s was not at f�rst apparent even to my own
percept�on. But wh�le my l�ds rema�ned thus shut, I ran over �n my
m�nd my reason for so shutt�ng them. It was an �mpuls�ve movement
to ga�n t�me for thought—to make sure that my v�s�on had not
dece�ved me—to calm and subdue my fancy for a more sober and
more certa�n gaze. In a very few moments I aga�n looked f�xedly at
the pa�nt�ng.

That I now saw ar�ght I could not and would not doubt; for the f�rst
flash�ng of the candles upon that canvas had seemed to d�ss�pate
the dreamy stupor wh�ch was steal�ng over my senses, and to startle
me at once �nto wak�ng l�fe.

The portra�t, I have already sa�d, was that of a young g�rl. It was a
mere head and shoulders, done �n what �s techn�cally termed a
v�gnette manner; much �n the style of the favor�te heads of Sully. The
arms, the bosom, and even the ends of the rad�ant ha�r melted
�mpercept�bly �nto the vague yet deep shadow wh�ch formed the
back-ground of the whole. The frame was oval, r�chly g�lded and
f�l�greed �n Moresque. As a th�ng of art noth�ng could be more
adm�rable than the pa�nt�ng �tself. But �t could have been ne�ther the
execut�on of the work, nor the �mmortal beauty of the countenance,
wh�ch had so suddenly and so vehemently moved me. Least of all,
could �t have been that my fancy, shaken from �ts half slumber, had
m�staken the head for that of a l�v�ng person. I saw at once that the
pecul�ar�t�es of the des�gn, of the v�gnett�ng, and of the frame, must
have �nstantly d�spelled such �dea—must have prevented even �ts
momentary enterta�nment. Th�nk�ng earnestly upon these po�nts, I
rema�ned, for an hour perhaps, half s�tt�ng, half recl�n�ng, w�th my
v�s�on r�veted upon the portra�t. At length, sat�sf�ed w�th the true



secret of �ts effect, I fell back w�th�n the bed. I had found the spell of
the p�cture �n an absolute l�fe-l�kel�ness of express�on, wh�ch, at f�rst
startl�ng, f�nally confounded, subdued, and appalled me. W�th deep
and reverent awe I replaced the candelabrum �n �ts former pos�t�on.
The cause of my deep ag�tat�on be�ng thus shut from v�ew, I sought
eagerly the volume wh�ch d�scussed the pa�nt�ngs and the�r h�stor�es.
Turn�ng to the number wh�ch des�gnated the oval portra�t, I there
read the vague and qua�nt words wh�ch follow:

“She was a ma�den of rarest beauty, and not more lovely than full
of glee. And ev�l was the hour when she saw, and loved, and
wedded the pa�nter. He, pass�onate, stud�ous, austere, and hav�ng
already a br�de �n h�s Art; she a ma�den of rarest beauty, and not
more lovely than full of glee; all l�ght and sm�les, and frol�csome as
the young fawn; lov�ng and cher�sh�ng all th�ngs; hat�ng only the Art
wh�ch was her r�val; dread�ng only the pallet and brushes and other
untoward �nstruments wh�ch depr�ved her of the countenance of her
lover. It was thus a terr�ble th�ng for th�s lady to hear the pa�nter
speak of h�s des�re to portray even h�s young br�de. But she was
humble and obed�ent, and sat meekly for many weeks �n the dark,
h�gh turret-chamber where the l�ght dr�pped upon the pale canvas
only from overhead. But he, the pa�nter, took glory �n h�s work, wh�ch
went on from hour to hour, and from day to day. And he was a
pass�onate, and w�ld, and moody man, who became lost �n rever�es;
so that he would not see that the l�ght wh�ch fell so ghastly �n that
lone turret w�thered the health and the sp�r�ts of h�s br�de, who p�ned
v�s�bly to all but h�m. Yet she sm�led on and st�ll on, uncompla�n�ngly,
because she saw that the pa�nter (who had h�gh renown) took a
ferv�d and burn�ng pleasure �n h�s task, and wrought day and n�ght to
dep�ct her who so loved h�m, yet who grew da�ly more d�sp�r�ted and
weak. And �n sooth some who beheld the portra�t spoke of �ts
resemblance �n low words, as of a m�ghty marvel, and a proof not
less of the power of the pa�nter than of h�s deep love for her whom
he dep�cted so surpass�ngly well. But at length, as the labor drew
nearer to �ts conclus�on, there were adm�tted none �nto the turret; for
the pa�nter had grown w�ld w�th the ardor of h�s work, and turned h�s
eyes from canvas merely, even to regard the countenance of h�s
w�fe. And he would not see that the t�nts wh�ch he spread upon the



canvas were drawn from the cheeks of her who sate bes�de h�m.
And when many weeks had passed, and but l�ttle rema�ned to do,
save one brush upon the mouth and one t�nt upon the eye, the sp�r�t
of the lady aga�n fl�ckered up as the flame w�th�n the socket of the
lamp. And then the brush was g�ven, and then the t�nt was placed;
and, for one moment, the pa�nter stood entranced before the work
wh�ch he had wrought; but �n the next, wh�le he yet gazed, he grew
tremulous and very pall�d, and aghast, and cry�ng w�th a loud vo�ce,
‘Th�s �s �ndeed L�fe �tself!’ turned suddenly to regard h�s beloved:—
She was dead!”
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