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PHILOSOPHY OF FURNITURE.

In the �nternal decorat�on, �f not �n the external arch�tecture of the�r
res�dences, the Engl�sh are supreme. The Ital�ans have but l�ttle
sent�ment beyond marbles and colours. In France, mel�ora probant,
deter�ora sequuntur—the people are too much a race of gadabouts
to ma�nta�n those household propr�et�es of wh�ch, �ndeed, they have
a del�cate apprec�at�on, or at least the elements of a proper sense.
The Ch�nese and most of the eastern races have a warm but
�nappropr�ate fancy. The Scotch are poor decor�sts. The Dutch have,
perhaps, an �ndeterm�nate �dea that a curta�n �s not a cabbage. In
Spa�n they are all curta�ns—a nat�on of hangmen. The Russ�ans do
not furn�sh. The Hottentots and K�ckapoos are very well �n the�r way.
The Yankees alone are preposterous.

How th�s happens, �t �s not d�ff�cult to see. We have no ar�stocracy
of blood, and hav�ng therefore as a natural, and �ndeed as an
�nev�table th�ng, fash�oned for ourselves an ar�stocracy of dollars, the
d�splay of wealth has here to take the place and perform the off�ce of
the herald�c d�splay �n monarch�cal countr�es. By a trans�t�on read�ly
understood, and wh�ch m�ght have been as read�ly foreseen, we
have been brought to merge �n s�mple show our not�ons of taste
�tself.

To speak less abstractly. In England, for example, no mere parade
of costly appurtenances would be so l�kely as w�th us, to create an
�mpress�on of the beaut�ful �n respect to the appurtenances
themselves—or of taste as regards the propr�etor:—th�s for the
reason, f�rst, that wealth �s not, �n England, the loft�est object of
amb�t�on as const�tut�ng a nob�l�ty; and secondly, that there, the true
nob�l�ty of blood, conf�n�ng �tself w�th�n the str�ct l�m�ts of leg�t�mate



taste, rather avo�ds than affects that mere costl�ness �n wh�ch a
parvenu r�valry may at any t�me be successfully attempted.

The people w�ll �m�tate the nobles, and the result �s a thorough
d�ffus�on of the proper feel�ng. But �n Amer�ca, the co�ns current
be�ng the sole arms of the ar�stocracy, the�r d�splay may be sa�d, �n
general, to be the sole means of the ar�stocrat�c d�st�nct�on; and the
populace, look�ng always upward for models, are �nsens�bly led to
confound the two ent�rely separate �deas of magn�f�cence and
beauty. In short, the cost of an art�cle of furn�ture has at length come
to be, w�th us, nearly the sole test of �ts mer�t �n a decorat�ve po�nt of
v�ew—and th�s test, once establ�shed, has led the way to many
analogous errors, read�ly traceable to the one pr�m�t�ve folly.

There could be noth�ng more d�rectly offens�ve to the eye of an
art�st than the �nter�or of what �s termed �n the Un�ted States—that �s
to say, �n Appallach�a—a well-furn�shed apartment. Its most usual
defect �s a want of keep�ng. We speak of the keep�ng of a room as
we would of the keep�ng of a p�cture—for both the p�cture and the
room are amenable to those undev�at�ng pr�nc�ples wh�ch regulate all
var�et�es of art; and very nearly the same laws by wh�ch we dec�de
on the h�gher mer�ts of a pa�nt�ng, suff�ce for dec�s�on on the
adjustment of a chamber.

A want of keep�ng �s observable somet�mes �n the character of the
several p�eces of furn�ture, but generally �n the�r colours or modes of
adaptat�on to use Very often the eye �s offended by the�r �nart�st�c
arrangement. Stra�ght l�nes are too prevalent—too un�nterruptedly
cont�nued—or clums�ly �nterrupted at r�ght angles. If curved l�nes
occur, they are repeated �nto unpleasant un�form�ty. By undue
prec�s�on, the appearance of many a f�ne apartment �s utterly
spo�led.

Curta�ns are rarely well d�sposed, or well chosen �n respect to
other decorat�ons. W�th formal furn�ture, curta�ns are out of place;
and an extens�ve volume of drapery of any k�nd �s, under any
c�rcumstance, �rreconc�lable w�th good taste—the proper quantum,
as well as the proper adjustment, depend�ng upon the character of
the general effect.



Carpets are better understood of late than of anc�ent days, but we
st�ll very frequently err �n the�r patterns and colours. The soul of the
apartment �s the carpet. From �t are deduced not only the hues but
the forms of all objects �ncumbent. A judge at common law may be
an ord�nary man; a good judge of a carpet must be a gen�us. Yet we
have heard d�scours�ng of carpets, w�th the a�r “d’un mouton qu�
reve,” fellows who should not and who could not be entrusted w�th
the management of the�r own moustaches. Every one knows that a
large floor may have a cover�ng of large f�gures, and that a small one
must have a cover�ng of small—yet th�s �s not all the knowledge �n
the world. As regards texture, the Saxony �s alone adm�ss�ble.
Brussels �s the preterpluperfect tense of fash�on, and Turkey �s taste
�n �ts dy�ng agon�es. Touch�ng pattern—a carpet should not be
bed�zzened out l�ke a R�ccaree Ind�an—all red chalk, yellow ochre,
and cock’s feathers. In br�ef—d�st�nct grounds, and v�v�d c�rcular or
cyclo�d f�gures, of no mean�ng, are here Med�an laws. The
abom�nat�on of flowers, or representat�ons of well-known objects of
any k�nd, should not be endured w�th�n the l�m�ts of Chr�stendom.
Indeed, whether on carpets, or curta�ns, or tapestry, or ottoman
cover�ngs, all upholstery of th�s nature should be r�g�dly Arabesque.
As for those ant�que floor-cloth & st�ll occas�onally seen �n the
dwell�ngs of the rabble—cloths of huge, sprawl�ng, and rad�at�ng
dev�ses, str�pe-�nterspersed, and glor�ous w�th all hues, among wh�ch
no ground �s �ntell�g�ble—these are but the w�cked �nvent�on of a race
of t�me-servers and money-lovers—ch�ldren of Baal and worsh�ppers
of Mammon—Benthams, who, to spare thought and econom�ze
fancy, f�rst cruelly �nvented the Kale�doscope, and then establ�shed
jo�nt-stock compan�es to tw�rl �t by steam.

Glare �s a lead�ng error �n the ph�losophy of Amer�can household
decorat�on—an error eas�ly recogn�sed as deduced from the
pervers�on of taste just spec�f�ed., We are v�olently enamoured of
gas and of glass. The former �s totally �nadm�ss�ble w�th�n doors. Its
harsh and unsteady l�ght offends. No one hav�ng both bra�ns and
eyes w�ll use �t. A m�ld, or what art�sts term a cool l�ght, w�th �ts
consequent warm shadows, w�ll do wonders for even an �ll-furn�shed
apartment. Never was a more lovely thought than that of the astral
lamp. We mean, of course, the astral lamp proper—the lamp of



Argand, w�th �ts or�g�nal pla�n ground-glass shade, and �ts tempered
and un�form moonl�ght rays. The cut-glass shade �s a weak �nvent�on
of the enemy. The eagerness w�th wh�ch we have adopted �t, partly
on account of �ts flash�ness, but pr�nc�pally on account of �ts greater
rest, �s a good commentary on the propos�t�on w�th wh�ch we began.
It �s not too much to say, that the del�berate employer of a cut-glass
shade, �s e�ther rad�cally def�c�ent �n taste, or bl�ndly subserv�ent to
the capr�ces of fash�on. The l�ght proceed�ng from one of these
gaudy abom�nat�ons �s unequal broken, and pa�nful. It alone �s
suff�c�ent to mar a world of good effect �n the furn�ture subjected to �ts
�nfluence. Female lovel�ness, �n espec�al, �s more than one-half
d�senchanted beneath �ts ev�l eye.

In the matter of glass, generally, we proceed upon false pr�nc�ples.
Its lead�ng feature �s gl�tter—and �n that one word how much of all
that �s detestable do we express! Fl�cker�ng, unqu�et l�ghts, are
somet�mes pleas�ng—to ch�ldren and �d�ots always so—but �n the
embell�shment of a room they should be scrupulously avo�ded. In
truth, even strong steady l�ghts are �nadm�ss�ble. The huge and
unmean�ng glass chandel�ers, pr�sm-cut, gas-l�ghted, and w�thout
shade, wh�ch dangle �n our most fash�onable draw�ng-rooms, may be
c�ted as the qu�ntessence of all that �s false �n taste or preposterous
�n folly.

The rage for gl�tter-because �ts �dea has become as we before
observed, confounded w�th that of magn�f�cence �n the abstract—has
led us, also, to the exaggerated employment of m�rrors. We l�ne our
dwell�ngs w�th great Br�t�sh plates, and then �mag�ne we have done a
f�ne th�ng. Now the sl�ghtest thought w�ll be suff�c�ent to conv�nce any
one who has an eye at all, of the �ll effect of numerous look�ng-
glasses, and espec�ally of large ones. Regarded apart from �ts
reflect�on, the m�rror presents a cont�nuous, flat, colourless,
unrel�eved surface,—a th�ng always and obv�ously unpleasant.
Cons�dered as a reflector, �t �s potent �n produc�ng a monstrous and
od�ous un�form�ty: and the ev�l �s here aggravated, not �n merely
d�rect proport�on w�th the augmentat�on of �ts sources, but �n a rat�o
constantly �ncreas�ng. In fact, a room w�th four or f�ve m�rrors
arranged at random, �s, for all purposes of art�st�c show, a room of no
shape at all. If we add to th�s ev�l, the attendant gl�tter upon gl�tter,



we have a perfect farrago of d�scordant and d�spleas�ng effects. The
ver�est bumpk�n, on enter�ng an apartment so bed�zzened, would be
�nstantly aware of someth�ng wrong, although he m�ght be altogether
unable to ass�gn a cause for h�s d�ssat�sfact�on. But let the same
person be led �nto a room tastefully furn�shed, and he would be
startled �nto an exclamat�on of pleasure and surpr�se.

It �s an ev�l grow�ng out of our republ�can �nst�tut�ons, that here a
man of large purse has usually a very l�ttle soul wh�ch he keeps �n �t.
The corrupt�on of taste �s a port�on or a pendant of the dollar-
manufacture. As we grow r�ch, our �deas grow rusty. It �s, therefore,
not among our ar�stocracy that we must look (�f at all, �n Appallach�a),
for the sp�r�tual�ty of a Br�t�sh boudo�r. But we have seen apartments
�n the tenure of Amer�cans of moderns [poss�bly “modest” or
“moderate”] means, wh�ch, �n negat�ve mer�t at least, m�ght v�e w�th
any of the or-molu’d cab�nets of our fr�ends across the water. Even
now, there �s present to our m�nd’s eye a small and not, ostentat�ous
chamber w�th whose decorat�ons no fault can be found. The
propr�etor l�es asleep on a sofa—the weather �s cool—the t�me �s
near m�dn�ght: we w�ll make a sketch of the room dur�ng h�s slumber.

It �s oblong—some th�rty feet �n length and twenty-f�ve �n breadth—
a shape afford�ng the best(ord�nary) opportun�t�es for the adjustment
of furn�ture. It has but one door—by no means a w�de one—wh�ch �s
at one end of the parallelogram, and but two w�ndows, wh�ch are at
the other. These latter are large, reach�ng down to the floor—have
deep recesses—and open on an Ital�an veranda. The�r panes are of
a cr�mson-t�nted glass, set �n rose-wood fram�ngs, more mass�ve
than usual. They are curta�ned w�th�n the recess, by a th�ck s�lver
t�ssue adapted to the shape of the w�ndow, and hang�ng loosely �n
small volumes. W�thout the recess are curta�ns of an exceed�ngly
r�ch cr�mson s�lk, fr�nged w�th a deep network of gold, and l�ned w�th
s�lver t�ssue, wh�ch �s the mater�al of the exter�or bl�nd. There are no
corn�ces; but the folds of the whole fabr�c (wh�ch are sharp rather
than mass�ve, and have an a�ry appearance), �ssue from beneath a
broad entablature of r�ch g�ltwork, wh�ch enc�rcles the room at the
junct�on of the ce�l�ng and walls. The drapery �s thrown open also, or
closed, by means of a th�ck rope of gold loosely envelop�ng �t, and
resolv�ng �tself read�ly �nto a knot; no p�ns or other such dev�ces are



apparent. The colours of the curta�ns and the�r fr�nge—the t�nts of
cr�mson and gold—appear everywhere �n profus�on, and determ�ne
the character of the room. The carpet—of Saxony mater�al—�s qu�te
half an �nch th�ck, and �s of the same cr�mson ground, rel�eved s�mply
by the appearance of a gold cord (l�ke that festoon�ng the curta�ns)
sl�ghtly rel�eved above the surface of the ground, and thrown upon �t
�n such a manner as to form a success�on of short �rregular curves—
one occas�onally overlay�ng the other. The walls are prepared w�th a
glossy paper of a s�lver gray t�nt, spotted w�th small Arabesque
dev�ces of a fa�nter hue of the prevalent cr�mson. Many pa�nt�ngs
rel�eve the expanse of paper. These are ch�efly landscapes of an
�mag�nat�ve cast—such as the fa�ry grottoes of Stanf�eld, or the lake
of the D�smal Swamp of Chapman. There are, nevertheless, three or
four female heads, of an ethereal beauty-portra�ts �n the manner of
Sully. The tone of each p�cture �s warm, but dark. There are no
“br�ll�ant effects.” Repose speaks �n all. Not one �s of small s�ze.
D�m�nut�ve pa�nt�ngs g�ve that spotty look to a room, wh�ch �s the
blem�sh of so many a f�ne work of Art overtouched. The frames are
broad but not deep, and r�chly carved, w�thout be�ng dulled or
f�lagreed. They have the whole lustre of burn�shed gold. They l�e flat
on the walls, and do not hang off w�th cords. The des�gns
themselves are often seen to better advantage �n th�s latter pos�t�on,
but the general appearance of the chamber �s �njured. But one m�rror
—and th�s not a very large one—�s v�s�ble. In shape �t �s nearly
c�rcular—and �t �s hung so that a reflect�on of the person can be
obta�ned from �t �n none of the ord�nary s�tt�ng-places of the room.
Two large low sofas of rosewood and cr�mson s�lk, gold-flowered,
form the only seats, w�th the except�on of two l�ght conversat�on
cha�rs, also of rose-wood. There �s a p�anoforte (rose-wood, also),
w�thout cover, and thrown open. An octagonal table, formed
altogether of the r�chest gold-threaded marble, �s placed near one of
the sofas. Th�s �s also w�thout cover—the drapery of the curta�ns has
been thought suff�c�ent.. Four large and gorgeous Sevres vases, �n
wh�ch bloom a profus�on of sweet and v�v�d flowers, occupy the
sl�ghtly rounded angles of the room. A tall candelabrum, bear�ng a
small ant�que lamp w�th h�ghly perfumed o�l, �s stand�ng near the
head of my sleep�ng fr�end. Some l�ght and graceful hang�ng



shelves, w�th golden edges and cr�mson s�lk cords w�th gold tassels,
susta�n two or three hundred magn�f�cently bound books. Beyond
these th�ngs, there �s no furn�ture, �f we except an Argand lamp, w�th
a pla�n cr�mson-t�nted ground glass shade, wh�ch depends from He
lofty vaulted ce�l�ng by a s�ngle slender gold cha�n, and throws a
tranqu�l but mag�cal rad�ance over all.



A TALE OF JERUSALEM

Intensos r�g�dam �n frontem ascendere canos
Passus erat——
                    —Lucan—De Catone

——a br�stly bore.                     Translat�on.

“Let us hurry to the walls,” sa�d Abel-Ph�tt�m to Buz�-Ben-Lev� and
S�meon the Phar�see, on the tenth day of the month Thammuz, �n
the year of the world three thousand n�ne hundred and forty-one
—“let us hasten to the ramparts adjo�n�ng the gate of Benjam�n,
wh�ch �s �n the c�ty of Dav�d, and overlook�ng the camp of the
unc�rcumc�sed; for �t �s the last hour of the fourth watch, be�ng
sunr�se; and the �dolaters, �n fulf�lment of the prom�se of Pompey,
should be awa�t�ng us w�th the lambs for the sacr�f�ces.”

S�meon, Abel-Ph�tt�m, and Duz�-Ben-Lev� were the G�zbar�m, or
sub-collectors of the offer�ng, �n the holy c�ty of Jerusalem.

“Ver�ly,” repl�ed the Phar�see; “let us hasten: for th�s generos�ty �n
the heathen �s unwonted; and f�ckle-m�ndedness has ever been an
attr�bute of the worsh�ppers of Baal.”

“That they are f�ckle-m�nded and treacherous �s as true as the
Pentateuch,” sa�d Buz�-Ben-Lev�, “but that �s only toward the people
of Adona�. When was �t ever known that the Ammon�tes proved
want�ng to the�r own �nterests? Meth�nks �t �s no great stretch of
generos�ty to allow us lambs for the altar of the Lord, rece�v�ng �n l�eu
thereof th�rty s�lver shekels per head!”

“Thou forgettest, however, Ben-Lev�,” repl�ed Abel-Ph�tt�m, “that
the Roman Pompey, who �s now �mp�ously bes�eg�ng the c�ty of the
Most H�gh, has no assur�ty that we apply not the lambs thus



purchased for the altar, to the sustenance of the body, rather than of
the sp�r�t.”

“Now, by the f�ve corners of my beard!” shouted the Phar�see, who
belonged to the sect called The Dashers (that l�ttle knot of sa�nts
whose manner of dash�ng and lacerat�ng the feet aga�nst the
pavement was long a thorn and a reproach to less zealous devotees
—a stumbl�ng-block to less g�fted perambulators)—“by the f�ve
corners of that beard wh�ch, as a pr�est, I am forb�dden to shave!—
have we l�ved to see the day when a blasphem�ng and �dolatrous
upstart of Rome shall accuse us of appropr�at�ng to the appet�tes of
the flesh the most holy and consecrated elements? Have we l�ved to
see the day when—”

“Let us not quest�on the mot�ves of the Ph�l�st�ne,” �nterrupted Abel-
Ph�tt�m, “for to-day we prof�t for the f�rst t�me by h�s avar�ce or by h�s
generos�ty; but rather let us hurry to the ramparts, lest offer�ngs
should be want�ng for that altar whose f�re the ra�ns of heaven can
not ext�ngu�sh, and whose p�llars of smoke no tempest can turn
as�de.”

That part of the c�ty to wh�ch our worthy G�zbar�m now hastened,
and wh�ch bore the name of �ts arch�tect, K�ng Dav�d, was esteemed
the most strongly fort�f�ed d�str�ct of Jerusalem; be�ng s�tuated upon
the steep and lofty h�ll of Z�on. Here, a broad, deep, c�rcumvallatory
trench, hewn from the sol�d rock, was defended by a wall of great
strength erected upon �ts �nner edge. Th�s wall was adorned, at
regular �nterspaces, by square towers of wh�te marble; the lowest
s�xty, and the h�ghest one hundred and twenty cub�ts �n he�ght. But,
�n the v�c�n�ty of the gate of Benjam�n, the wall arose by no means
from the marg�n of the fosse. On the contrary, between the level of
the d�tch and the basement of the rampart sprang up a perpend�cular
cl�ff of two hundred and f�fty cub�ts, form�ng part of the prec�p�tous
Mount Mor�ah. So that when S�meon and h�s assoc�ates arr�ved on
the summ�t of the tower called Adon�-Bezek—the loft�est of all the
turrets around about Jerusalem, and the usual place of conference
w�th the bes�eg�ng army—they looked down upon the camp of the
enemy from an em�nence excell�ng by many feet that of the Pyram�d
of Cheops, and, by several, that of the temple of Belus.



“Ver�ly,” s�ghed the Phar�see, as he peered d�zz�ly over the
prec�p�ce, “the unc�rcumc�sed are as the sands by the seashore—as
the locusts �n the w�lderness! The valley of the K�ng hath become the
valley of Adomm�n.”

“And yet,” added Ben-Lev�, “thou canst not po�nt me out a
Ph�l�st�ne—no, not one—from Aleph to Tau—from the w�lderness to
the battlements—who seemeth any b�gger than the letter Jod!”

“Lower away the basket w�th the shekels of s�lver!” here shouted a
Roman sold�er �n a hoarse, rough vo�ce, wh�ch appeared to �ssue
from the reg�ons of Pluto—“lower away the basket w�th the accursed
co�n wh�ch �t has broken the jaw of a noble Roman to pronounce! Is �t
thus you ev�nce your grat�tude to our master Pompe�us, who, �n h�s
condescens�on, has thought f�t to l�sten to your �dolatrous
�mportun�t�es? The god Phœbus, who �s a true god, has been
char�oted for an hour—and were you not to be on the ramparts by
sunr�se? Ædepol! do you th�nk that we, the conquerors of the world,
have noth�ng better to do than stand wa�t�ng by the walls of every
kennel, to traff�c w�th the dogs of the earth? Lower away! I say—and
see that your trumpery be br�ght �n color and just �n we�ght!”

“El Eloh�m!” ejaculated the Phar�see, as the d�scordant tones of
the centur�on rattled up the crags of the prec�p�ce, and fa�nted away
aga�nst the temple—“El Eloh�m!—who �s the god Phœbus?—whom
doth the blasphemer �nvoke? Thou, Buz�-Ben-Lev�! who art read �n
the laws of the Gent�les, and hast sojourned among them who
dabble w�th the Teraph�m!—�s �t Nergal of whom the �dolater
speaketh?—or Ash�mah?—or N�bhaz,—or Tartak?—or Adramalech?
—or Anamalech?—or Succoth-Ben�th?—or Dagon?—or Bel�al?—or
Baal-Per�th?—or Baal-Peor?—or Baal-Zebub?”

“Ver�ly �t �s ne�ther—but beware how thou lettest the rope sl�p too
rap�dly through thy f�ngers; for should the w�cker-work chance to
hang on the project�on of yonder crag, there w�ll be a woful
outpour�ng of the holy th�ngs of the sanctuary.”

By the ass�stance of some rudely constructed mach�nery, the
heav�ly laden basket was now carefully lowered down among the
mult�tude; and, from the g�ddy p�nnacle, the Romans were seen
gather�ng confusedly round �t; but ow�ng to the vast he�ght and the



prevalence of a fog, no d�st�nct v�ew of the�r operat�ons could be
obta�ned.

Half an hour had already elapsed.
“We shall be too late!” s�ghed the Phar�see, as at the exp�rat�on of

th�s per�od he looked over �nto the abyss—“we shall be too late! we
shall be turned out of off�ce by the Kathol�m.”

“No more,” responded Abel-Ph�tt�m—“no more shall we feast upon
the fat of the land—no longer shall our beards be odorous w�th
frank�ncense—our lo�ns g�rded up w�th f�ne l�nen from the Temple.”

“Raca!” swore Ben-Lev�, “Raca! do they mean to defraud us of the
purchase money? or, Holy Moses! are they we�gh�ng the shekels of
the tabernacle?”

“They have g�ven the s�gnal at last!” cr�ed the Phar�see—“they
have g�ven the s�gnal at last! pull away, Abel-Ph�tt�m!—and thou,
Buz�-Ben-Lev�, pull away!—for ver�ly the Ph�l�st�nes have e�ther st�ll
hold upon the basket, or the Lord hath softened the�r hearts to place
there�n a beast of good we�ght!” And the G�zbar�m pulled away, wh�le
the�r burden swung heav�ly upward through the st�ll �ncreas�ng m�st.

“Booshoh he!”—as, at the conclus�on of an hour, some object at
the extrem�ty of the rope became �nd�st�nctly v�s�ble—“Booshoh he!”
was the exclamat�on wh�ch burst from the l�ps of Ben-Lev�.

“Booshoh he!—for shame!—�t �s a ram from the th�ckets of Enged�,
and as rugged as the valley of Jehosaphat!”

“It �s a f�rstl�ng of the flock,” sa�d Abel-Ph�tt�m, “I know h�m by the
bleat�ng of h�s l�ps, and the �nnocent fold�ng of h�s l�mbs. H�s eyes are
more beaut�ful than the jewels of the Pectoral, and h�s flesh �s l�ke
the honey of Hebron.”

“It �s a fatted calf from the pastures of Bashan,” sa�d the Phar�see,
“the heathen have dealt wonderfully w�th us——let us ra�se up our
vo�ces �n a psalm—let us g�ve thanks on the shawm and on the
psaltery—on the harp and on the huggab—on the cythern and on the
sackbut!”



It was not unt�l the basket had arr�ved w�th�n a few feet of the
G�zbar�m that a low grunt betrayed to the�r percept�on a hog of no
common s�ze.

“Now El Emanu!” slowly and w�th upturned eyes ejaculated the
tr�o, as, lett�ng go the�r hold, the emanc�pated porker tumbled
headlong among the Ph�l�st�nes, “El Emanu!—God be w�th us—�t �s
the unutterable flesh!”



THE SPHINX

Dur�ng the dread re�gn of the cholera �n New York, I had accepted
the �nv�tat�on of a relat�ve to spend a fortn�ght w�th h�m �n the
ret�rement of h�s cottage ornée on the banks of the Hudson. We had
here around us all the ord�nary means of summer amusement; and
what w�th rambl�ng �n the woods, sketch�ng, boat�ng, f�sh�ng, bath�ng,
mus�c, and books, we should have passed the t�me pleasantly
enough, but for the fearful �ntell�gence wh�ch reached us every
morn�ng from the populous c�ty. Not a day elapsed wh�ch d�d not
br�ng us news of the decease of some acqua�ntance. Then as the
fatal�ty �ncreased, we learned to expect da�ly the loss of some fr�end.
At length we trembled at the approach of every messenger. The very
a�r from the South seemed to us redolent w�th death. That palsy�ng
thought, �ndeed, took ent�re possess�on of my soul. I could ne�ther
speak, th�nk, nor dream of any th�ng else. My host was of a less
exc�table temperament, and, although greatly depressed �n sp�r�ts,
exerted h�mself to susta�n my own. H�s r�chly ph�losoph�cal �ntellect
was not at any t�me affected by unreal�t�es. To the substances of
terror he was suff�c�ently al�ve, but of �ts shadows he had no
apprehens�on.

H�s endeavors to arouse me from the cond�t�on of abnormal gloom
�nto wh�ch I had fallen, were frustrated, �n great measure, by certa�n
volumes wh�ch I had found �n h�s l�brary. These were of a character
to force �nto germ�nat�on whatever seeds of hered�tary superst�t�on
lay latent �n my bosom. I had been read�ng these books w�thout h�s
knowledge, and thus he was often at a loss to account for the
forc�ble �mpress�ons wh�ch had been made upon my fancy.

A favor�te top�c w�th me was the popular bel�ef �n omens—a bel�ef
wh�ch, at th�s one epoch of my l�fe, I was almost ser�ously d�sposed



to defend. On th�s subject we had long and an�mated d�scuss�ons—
he ma�nta�n�ng the utter groundlessness of fa�th �n such matters,—I
contend�ng that a popular sent�ment ar�s�ng w�th absolute
spontane�ty—that �s to say, w�thout apparent traces of suggest�on—
had �n �tself the unm�stakable elements of truth, and was ent�tled to
as much respect as that �ntu�t�on wh�ch �s the �d�osyncrasy of the
�nd�v�dual man of gen�us.

The fact �s, that soon after my arr�val at the cottage there had
occurred to myself an �nc�dent so ent�rely �nexpl�cable, and wh�ch
had �n �t so much of the portentous character, that I m�ght well have
been excused for regard�ng �t as an omen. It appalled, and at the
same t�me so confounded and bew�ldered me, that many days
elapsed before I could make up my m�nd to commun�cate the
c�rcumstances to my fr�end.

Near the close of exceed�ngly warm day, I was s�tt�ng, book �n
hand, at an open w�ndow, command�ng, through a long v�sta of the
r�ver banks, a v�ew of a d�stant h�ll, the face of wh�ch nearest my
pos�t�on had been denuded by what �s termed a land-sl�de, of the
pr�nc�pal port�on of �ts trees. My thoughts had been long wander�ng
from the volume before me to the gloom and desolat�on of the
ne�ghbor�ng c�ty. Upl�ft�ng my eyes from the page, they fell upon the
naked face of the b�ll, and upon an object—upon some l�v�ng
monster of h�deous conformat�on, wh�ch very rap�dly made �ts way
from the summ�t to the bottom, d�sappear�ng f�nally �n the dense
forest below. As th�s creature f�rst came �n s�ght, I doubted my own
san�ty—or at least the ev�dence of my own eyes; and many m�nutes
passed before I succeeded �n conv�nc�ng myself that I was ne�ther
mad nor �n a dream. Yet when I descr�bed the monster (wh�ch I
d�st�nctly saw, and calmly surveyed through the whole per�od of �ts
progress), my readers, I fear, w�ll feel more d�ff�culty �n be�ng
conv�nced of these po�nts than even I d�d myself.

Est�mat�ng the s�ze of the creature by compar�son w�th the
d�ameter of the large trees near wh�ch �t passed—the few g�ants of
the forest wh�ch had escaped the fury of the land-sl�de—I concluded
�t to be far larger than any sh�p of the l�ne �n ex�stence. I say sh�p of
the l�ne, because the shape of the monster suggested the �dea—the



hull of one of our seventy-four m�ght convey a very tolerable
concept�on of the general outl�ne. The mouth of the an�mal was
s�tuated at the extrem�ty of a probosc�s some s�xty or seventy feet �n
length, and about as th�ck as the body of an ord�nary elephant. Near
the root of th�s trunk was an �mmense quant�ty of black shaggy ha�r
—more than could have been suppl�ed by the coats of a score of
buffaloes; and project�ng from th�s ha�r downwardly and laterally,
sprang two gleam�ng tusks not unl�ke those of the w�ld boar, but of
�nf�n�tely greater d�mens�ons. Extend�ng forward, parallel w�th the
probosc�s, and on each s�de of �t, was a g�gant�c staff, th�rty or forty
feet �n length, formed seem�ngly of pure crystal and �n shape a
perfect pr�sm,—�t reflected �n the most gorgeous manner the rays of
the decl�n�ng sun. The trunk was fash�oned l�ke a wedge w�th the
apex to the earth. From �t there were outspread two pa�rs of w�ngs—
each w�ng nearly one hundred yards �n length—one pa�r be�ng
placed above the other, and all th�ckly covered w�th metal scales;
each scale apparently some ten or twelve feet �n d�ameter. I
observed that the upper and lower t�ers of w�ngs were connected by
a strong cha�n. But the ch�ef pecul�ar�ty of th�s horr�ble th�ng was the
representat�on of a Death’s Head, wh�ch covered nearly the whole
surface of �ts breast, and wh�ch was as accurately traced �n glar�ng
wh�te, upon the dark ground of the body, as �f �t had been there
carefully des�gned by an art�st. Wh�le I regarded the terr�f�c an�mal,
and more espec�ally the appearance on �ts breast, w�th a feel�ng or
horror and awe—w�th a sent�ment of forthcom�ng ev�l, wh�ch I found
�t �mposs�ble to quell by any effort of the reason, I perce�ved the huge
jaws at the extrem�ty of the probosc�s suddenly expand themselves,
and from them there proceeded a sound so loud and so express�ve
of woe, that �t struck upon my nerves l�ke a knell and as the monster
d�sappeared at the foot of the h�ll, I fell at once, fa�nt�ng, to the floor.

Upon recover�ng, my f�rst �mpulse, of course, was to �nform my
fr�end of what I had seen and heard—and I can scarcely expla�n
what feel�ng of repugnance �t was wh�ch, �n the end, operated to
prevent me.

At length, one even�ng, some three or four days after the
occurrence, we were s�tt�ng together �n the room �n wh�ch I had seen
the appar�t�on—I occupy�ng the same seat at the same w�ndow, and



he loung�ng on a sofa near at hand. The assoc�at�on of the place and
t�me �mpelled me to g�ve h�m an account of the phenomenon. He
heard me to the end—at f�rst laughed heart�ly—and then lapsed �nto
an excess�vely grave demeanor, as �f my �nsan�ty was a th�ng
beyond susp�c�on. At th�s �nstant I aga�n had a d�st�nct v�ew of the
monster—to wh�ch, w�th a shout of absolute terror, I now d�rected h�s
attent�on. He looked eagerly—but ma�nta�ned that he saw noth�ng—
although I des�gnated m�nutely the course of the creature, as �t made
�ts way down the naked face of the h�ll.

I was now �mmeasurably alarmed, for I cons�dered the v�s�on
e�ther as an omen of my death, or, worse, as the fore-runner of an
attack of man�a. I threw myself pass�onately back �n my cha�r, and for
some moments bur�ed my face �n my hands. When I uncovered my
eyes, the appar�t�on was no longer apparent.

My host, however, had �n some degree resumed the calmness of
h�s demeanor, and quest�oned me very r�gorously �n respect to the
conformat�on of the v�s�onary creature. When I had fully sat�sf�ed h�m
on th�s head, he s�ghed deeply, as �f rel�eved of some �ntolerable
burden, and went on to talk, w�th what I thought a cruel calmness, of
var�ous po�nts of speculat�ve ph�losophy, wh�ch had heretofore
formed subject of d�scuss�on between us. I remember h�s �ns�st�ng
very espec�ally (among other th�ngs) upon the �dea that the pr�nc�ple
source of error �n all human �nvest�gat�ons lay �n the l�ab�l�ty of the
understand�ng to under-rate or to over-value the �mportance of an
object, through mere m�sadmeasurement of �ts prop�nqu�ty. “To
est�mate properly, for example,” he sa�d, “the �nfluence to be
exerc�sed on mank�nd at large by the thorough d�ffus�on of
Democracy, the d�stance of the epoch at wh�ch such d�ffus�on may
poss�bly be accompl�shed should not fa�l to form an �tem �n the
est�mate. Yet can you tell me one wr�ter on the subject of
government who has ever thought th�s part�cular branch of the
subject worthy of d�scuss�on at all?”

He here paused for a moment, stepped to a book-case, and
brought forth one of the ord�nary synopses of Natural H�story.
Request�ng me then to exchange seats w�th h�m, that he m�ght the
better d�st�ngu�sh the f�ne pr�nt of the volume, he took my armcha�r at



the w�ndow, and, open�ng the book, resumed h�s d�scourse very
much �n the same tone as before.

“But for your exceed�ng m�nuteness,” he sa�d, “�n descr�b�ng the
monster, I m�ght never have had �t �n my power to demonstrate to
you what �t was. In the f�rst place, let me read to you a schoolboy
account of the genus Sph�nx, of the fam�ly Crepuscular�a of the order
Lep�doptera, of the class of Insecta—or �nsects. The account runs
thus:

“‘Four membranous w�ngs covered w�th l�ttle colored scales of
metall�c appearance; mouth form�ng a rolled probosc�s, produced by
an elongat�on of the jaws, upon the s�des of wh�ch are found the
rud�ments of mand�bles and downy palp�; the �nfer�or w�ngs reta�ned
to the super�or by a st�ff ha�r; antennæ �n the form of an elongated
club, pr�smat�c; abdomen po�nted. The Death’s-headed Sph�nx has
occas�oned much terror among the vulgar, at t�mes, by the
melancholy k�nd of cry wh�ch �t utters, and the �ns�gn�a of death
wh�ch �t wears upon �ts corslet.’”

He here closed the book and leaned forward �n the cha�r, plac�ng
h�mself accurately �n the pos�t�on wh�ch I had occup�ed at the
moment of behold�ng “the monster.”

“Ah, here �t �s,” he presently excla�med—“�t �s reascend�ng the face
of the h�ll, and a very remarkable look�ng creature I adm�t �t to be.
St�ll, �t �s by no means so large or so d�stant as you �mag�ned �t,—for
the fact �s that, as �t wr�ggles �ts way up th�s thread, wh�ch some
sp�der has wrought along the w�ndow-sash, I f�nd �t to be about the
s�xteenth of an �nch �n �ts extreme length, and also about the
s�xteenth of an �nch d�stant from the pup�l of my eye.”



HOP-FROG

I never knew anyone so keenly al�ve to a joke as the k�ng was. He
seemed to l�ve only for jok�ng. To tell a good story of the joke k�nd,
and to tell �t well, was the surest road to h�s favor. Thus �t happened
that h�s seven m�n�sters were all noted for the�r accompl�shments as
jokers. They all took after the k�ng, too, �n be�ng large, corpulent, o�ly
men, as well as �n�m�table jokers. Whether people grow fat by jok�ng,
or whether there �s someth�ng �n fat �tself wh�ch pred�sposes to a
joke, I have never been qu�te able to determ�ne; but certa�n �t �s that
a lean joker �s a rara av�s �n terr�s.

About the ref�nements, or, as he called them, the “ghost” of w�t, the
k�ng troubled h�mself very l�ttle. He had an espec�al adm�rat�on for
breadth �n a jest, and would often put up w�th length, for the sake of
�t. Over-n�cet�es wear�ed h�m. He would have preferred Rabela�s’
“Gargantua” to the “Zad�g” of Volta�re: and, upon the whole, pract�cal
jokes su�ted h�s taste far better than verbal ones.

At the date of my narrat�ve, profess�ng jesters had not altogether
gone out of fash�on at court. Several of the great cont�nental
“powers” st�ll reta�n the�r “fools,” who wore motley, w�th caps and
bells, and who were expected to be always ready w�th sharp
w�tt�c�sms, at a moment’s not�ce, �n cons�derat�on of the crumbs that
fell from the royal table.

Our k�ng, as a matter of course, reta�ned h�s “fool.” The fact �s, he
requ�red someth�ng �n the way of folly—�f only to counterbalance the
heavy w�sdom of the seven w�se men who were h�s m�n�sters—not to
ment�on h�mself.

H�s fool, or profess�onal jester, was not only a fool, however. H�s
value was trebled �n the eyes of the k�ng, by the fact of h�s be�ng also
a dwarf and a cr�pple. Dwarfs were as common at court, �n those



days, as fools; and many monarchs would have found �t d�ff�cult to
get through the�r days (days are rather longer at court than
elsewhere) w�thout both a jester to laugh w�th, and a dwarf to laugh
at. But, as I have already observed, your jesters, �n n�nety-n�ne
cases out of a hundred, are fat, round, and unw�eldy—so that �t was
no small source of self-gratulat�on w�th our k�ng that, �n Hop-Frog
(th�s was the fool’s name), he possessed a tr�pl�cate treasure �n one
person.

I bel�eve the name “Hop-Frog” was not that g�ven to the dwarf by
h�s sponsors at bapt�sm, but �t was conferred upon h�m, by general
consent of the seven m�n�sters, on account of h�s �nab�l�ty to walk as
other men do. In fact, Hop-Frog could only get along by a sort of
�nterject�onal ga�t—someth�ng between a leap and a wr�ggle—a
movement that afforded �ll�m�table amusement, and of course
consolat�on, to the k�ng, for (notw�thstand�ng the protuberance of h�s
stomach and a const�tut�onal swell�ng of the head) the k�ng, by h�s
whole court, was accounted a cap�tal f�gure.

But although Hop-Frog, through the d�stort�on of h�s legs, could
move only w�th great pa�n and d�ff�culty along a road or floor, the
prod�g�ous muscular power wh�ch nature seemed to have bestowed
upon h�s arms, by way of compensat�on for def�c�ency �n the lower
l�mbs, enabled h�m to perform many feats of wonderful dexter�ty,
where trees or ropes were �n quest�on, or any th�ng else to cl�mb. At
such exerc�ses he certa�nly much more resembled a squ�rrel, or a
small monkey, than a frog.

I am not able to say, w�th prec�s�on, from what country Hop-Frog
or�g�nally came. It was from some barbarous reg�on, however, that
no person ever heard of—a vast d�stance from the court of our k�ng.
Hop-Frog, and a young g�rl very l�ttle less dwarf�sh than h�mself
(although of exqu�s�te proport�ons, and a marvellous dancer), had
been forc�bly carr�ed off from the�r respect�ve homes �n adjo�n�ng
prov�nces, and sent as presents to the k�ng, by one of h�s ever-
v�ctor�ous generals.

Under these c�rcumstances, �t �s not to be wondered at that a close
�nt�macy arose between the two l�ttle capt�ves. Indeed, they soon
became sworn fr�ends. Hop-Frog, who, although he made a great



deal of sport, was by no means popular, had �t not �n h�s power to
render Tr�ppetta many serv�ces; but she, on account of her grace
and exqu�s�te beauty (although a dwarf), was un�versally adm�red
and petted; so she possessed much �nfluence; and never fa�led to
use �t, whenever she could, for the benef�t of Hop-Frog.

On some grand state occas�on—I forgot what—the k�ng
determ�ned to have a masquerade, and whenever a masquerade or
any th�ng of that k�nd, occurred at our court, then the talents, both of
Hop-Frog and Tr�ppetta were sure to be called �nto play. Hop-Frog, �n
espec�al, was so �nvent�ve �n the way of gett�ng up pageants,
suggest�ng novel characters, and arrang�ng costumes, for masked
balls, that noth�ng could be done, �t seems, w�thout h�s ass�stance.

The n�ght appo�nted for the fete had arr�ved. A gorgeous hall had
been f�tted up, under Tr�ppetta’s eye, w�th every k�nd of dev�ce wh�ch
could poss�bly g�ve eclat to a masquerade. The whole court was �n a
fever of expectat�on. As for costumes and characters, �t m�ght well be
supposed that everybody had come to a dec�s�on on such po�nts.
Many had made up the�r m�nds (as to what roles they should
assume) a week, or even a month, �n advance; and, �n fact, there
was not a part�cle of �ndec�s�on anywhere—except �n the case of the
k�ng and h�s seven m�nsters. Why they hes�tated I never could tell,
unless they d�d �t by way of a joke. More probably, they found �t
d�ff�cult, on account of be�ng so fat, to make up the�r m�nds. At all
events, t�me flew; and, as a last resort they sent for Tr�ppetta and
Hop-Frog.

When the two l�ttle fr�ends obeyed the summons of the k�ng they
found h�m s�tt�ng at h�s w�ne w�th the seven members of h�s cab�net
counc�l; but the monarch appeared to be �n a very �ll humor. He knew
that Hop-Frog was not fond of w�ne, for �t exc�ted the poor cr�pple
almost to madness; and madness �s no comfortable feel�ng. But the
k�ng loved h�s pract�cal jokes, and took pleasure �n forc�ng Hop-Frog
to dr�nk and (as the k�ng called �t) “to be merry.”

“Come here, Hop-Frog,” sa�d he, as the jester and h�s fr�end
entered the room; “swallow th�s bumper to the health of your absent
fr�ends, [here Hop-Frog s�ghed,] and then let us have the benef�t of
your �nvent�on. We want characters—characters, man—someth�ng



novel—out of the way. We are wear�ed w�th th�s everlast�ng
sameness. Come, dr�nk! the w�ne w�ll br�ghten your w�ts.”

Hop-Frog endeavored, as usual, to get up a jest �n reply to these
advances from the k�ng; but the effort was too much. It happened to
be the poor dwarf’s b�rthday, and the command to dr�nk to h�s
“absent fr�ends” forced the tears to h�s eyes. Many large, b�tter drops
fell �nto the goblet as he took �t, humbly, from the hand of the tyrant.

“Ah! ha! ha! ha!” roared the latter, as the dwarf reluctantly dra�ned
the beaker. “See what a glass of good w�ne can do! Why, your eyes
are sh�n�ng already!”

Poor fellow! h�s large eyes gleamed, rather than shone; for the
effect of w�ne on h�s exc�table bra�n was not more powerful than
�nstantaneous. He placed the goblet nervously on the table, and
looked round upon the company w�th a half-�nsane stare. They all
seemed h�ghly amused at the success of the k�ng’s ‘joke.’

“And now to bus�ness,” sa�d the pr�me m�n�ster, a very fat man.
“Yes,” sa�d the K�ng; “Come, Hop-Frog, lend us your ass�stance.

Characters, my f�ne fellow; we stand �n need of characters—all of us
—ha! ha! ha!” and as th�s was ser�ously meant for a joke, h�s laugh
was chorused by the seven.

Hop-Frog also laughed, although feebly and somewhat vacantly.
“Come, come,” sa�d the k�ng, �mpat�ently, “have you noth�ng to

suggest?”
“I am endeavor�ng to th�nk of someth�ng novel,” repl�ed the dwarf,

abstractedly, for he was qu�te bew�ldered by the w�ne.
“Endeavor�ng!” cr�ed the tyrant, f�ercely; “what do you mean by

that? Ah, I perce�ve. You are sulky, and want more w�ne. Here, dr�nk
th�s!” and he poured out another goblet full and offered �t to the
cr�pple, who merely gazed at �t, gasp�ng for breath.

“Dr�nk, I say!” shouted the monster, “or by the f�ends—”
The dwarf hes�tated. The k�ng grew purple w�th rage. The court�ers

sm�rked. Tr�ppetta, pale as a corpse, advanced to the monarch’s
seat, and, fall�ng on her knees before h�m, �mplored h�m to spare her
fr�end.



The tyrant regarded her, for some moments, �n ev�dent wonder at
her audac�ty. He seemed qu�te at a loss what to do or say—how
most becom�ngly to express h�s �nd�gnat�on. At last, w�thout utter�ng
a syllable, he pushed her v�olently from h�m, and threw the contents
of the br�mm�ng goblet �n her face.

The poor g�rl got up the best she could, and, not dar�ng even to
s�gh, resumed her pos�t�on at the foot of the table.

There was a dead s�lence for about half a m�nute, dur�ng wh�ch the
fall�ng of a leaf, or of a feather, m�ght have been heard. It was
�nterrupted by a low, but harsh and protracted grat�ng sound wh�ch
seemed to come at once from every corner of the room.

“What—what—what are you mak�ng that no�se for?” demanded
the k�ng, turn�ng fur�ously to the dwarf.

The latter seemed to have recovered, �n great measure, from h�s
�ntox�cat�on, and look�ng f�xedly but qu�etly �nto the tyrant’s face,
merely ejaculated:

“I—I? How could �t have been me?”
“The sound appeared to come from w�thout,” observed one of the

court�ers. “I fancy �t was the parrot at the w�ndow, whett�ng h�s b�ll
upon h�s cage-w�res.”

“True,” repl�ed the monarch, as �f much rel�eved by the suggest�on;
“but, on the honor of a kn�ght, I could have sworn that �t was the
gr�tt�ng of th�s vagabond’s teeth.”

Hereupon the dwarf laughed (the k�ng was too conf�rmed a joker to
object to any one’s laugh�ng), and d�splayed a set of large, powerful,
and very repuls�ve teeth. Moreover, he avowed h�s perfect
w�ll�ngness to swallow as much w�ne as des�red. The monarch was
pac�f�ed; and hav�ng dra�ned another bumper w�th no very
percept�ble �ll effect, Hop-Frog entered at once, and w�th sp�r�t, �nto
the plans for the masquerade.

“I cannot tell what was the assoc�at�on of �dea,” observed he, very
tranqu�lly, and as �f he had never tasted w�ne �n h�s l�fe, “but just after
your majesty, had struck the g�rl and thrown the w�ne �n her face—
just after your majesty had done th�s, and wh�le the parrot was
mak�ng that odd no�se outs�de the w�ndow, there came �nto my m�nd



a cap�tal d�vers�on—one of my own country frol�cs—often enacted
among us, at our masquerades: but here �t w�ll be new altogether.
Unfortunately, however, �t requ�res a company of e�ght persons and
—”

“Here we are!” cr�ed the k�ng, laugh�ng at h�s acute d�scovery of
the co�nc�dence; “e�ght to a fract�on—I and my seven m�n�sters.
Come! what �s the d�vers�on?”

“We call �t,” repl�ed the cr�pple, “the E�ght Cha�ned Ourang-
Outangs, and �t really �s excellent sport �f well enacted.”

“We w�ll enact �t,” remarked the k�ng, draw�ng h�mself up, and
lower�ng h�s eyel�ds.

“The beauty of the game,” cont�nued Hop-Frog, “l�es �n the fr�ght �t
occas�ons among the women.”

“Cap�tal!” roared �n chorus the monarch and h�s m�n�stry.
“I w�ll equ�p you as ourang-outangs,” proceeded the dwarf; “leave

all that to me. The resemblance shall be so str�k�ng, that the
company of masqueraders w�ll take you for real beasts—and of
course, they w�ll be as much terr�f�ed as aston�shed.”

“Oh, th�s �s exqu�s�te!” excla�med the k�ng. “Hop-Frog! I w�ll make a
man of you.”

“The cha�ns are for the purpose of �ncreas�ng the confus�on by
the�r jangl�ng. You are supposed to have escaped, en masse, from
your keepers. Your majesty cannot conce�ve the effect produced, at
a masquerade, by e�ght cha�ned ourang-outangs, �mag�ned to be
real ones by most of the company; and rush�ng �n w�th savage cr�es,
among the crowd of del�cately and gorgeously hab�ted men and
women. The contrast �s �n�m�table.”

“It must be,” sa�d the k�ng: and the counc�l arose hurr�edly (as �t
was grow�ng late), to put �n execut�on the scheme of Hop-Frog.

H�s mode of equ�pp�ng the party as ourang-outangs was very
s�mple, but effect�ve enough for h�s purposes. The an�mals �n
quest�on had, at the epoch of my story, very rarely been seen �n any
part of the c�v�l�zed world; and as the �m�tat�ons made by the dwarf
were suff�c�ently beast-l�ke and more than suff�c�ently h�deous, the�r
truthfulness to nature was thus thought to be secured.



The k�ng and h�s m�n�sters were f�rst encased �n t�ght-f�tt�ng
stock�net sh�rts and drawers. They were then saturated w�th tar. At
th�s stage of the process, some one of the party suggested feathers;
but the suggest�on was at once overruled by the dwarf, who soon
conv�nced the e�ght, by ocular demonstrat�on, that the ha�r of such a
brute as the ourang-outang was much more eff�c�ently represented
by flax. A th�ck coat�ng of the latter was accord�ngly plastered upon
the coat�ng of tar. A long cha�n was now procured. F�rst, �t was
passed about the wa�st of the k�ng, and t�ed; then about another of
the party, and also t�ed; then about all success�vely, �n the same
manner. When th�s cha�n�ng arrangement was complete, and the
party stood as far apart from each other as poss�ble, they formed a
c�rcle; and to make all th�ngs appear natural, Hop-Frog passed the
res�due of the cha�n �n two d�ameters, at r�ght angles, across the
c�rcle, after the fash�on adopted, at the present day, by those who
capture ch�mpanzees, or other large apes, �n Borneo.

The grand saloon �n wh�ch the masquerade was to take place, was
a c�rcular room, very lofty, and rece�v�ng the l�ght of the sun only
through a s�ngle w�ndow at top. At n�ght (the season for wh�ch the
apartment was espec�ally des�gned) �t was �llum�nated pr�nc�pally by
a large chandel�er, depend�ng by a cha�n from the centre of the sky-
l�ght, and lowered, or elevated, by means of a counter-balance as
usual; but (�n order not to look uns�ghtly) th�s latter passed outs�de
the cupola and over the roof.

The arrangements of the room had been left to Tr�ppetta’s
super�ntendence; but, �n some part�culars, �t seems, she had been
gu�ded by the calmer judgment of her fr�end the dwarf. At h�s
suggest�on �t was that, on th�s occas�on, the chandel�er was
removed. Its waxen dr�pp�ngs (wh�ch, �n weather so warm, �t was
qu�te �mposs�ble to prevent) would have been ser�ously detr�mental
to the r�ch dresses of the guests, who, on account of the crowded
state of the saloon, could not all be expected to keep from out �ts
centre; that �s to say, from under the chandel�er. Add�t�onal sconces
were set �n var�ous parts of the hall, out of the war, and a flambeau,
em�tt�ng sweet odor, was placed �n the r�ght hand of each of the
Carya�des [Caryat�des] that stood aga�nst the wall—some f�fty or
s�xty altogether.



The e�ght ourang-outangs, tak�ng Hop-Frog’s adv�ce, wa�ted
pat�ently unt�l m�dn�ght (when the room was thoroughly f�lled w�th
masqueraders) before mak�ng the�r appearance. No sooner had the
clock ceased str�k�ng, however, than they rushed, or rather rolled �n,
all together—for the �mped�ments of the�r cha�ns caused most of the
party to fall, and all to stumble as they entered.

The exc�tement among the masqueraders was prod�g�ous, and
f�lled the heart of the k�ng w�th glee. As had been ant�c�pated, there
were not a few of the guests who supposed the feroc�ous-look�ng
creatures to be beasts of some k�nd �n real�ty, �f not prec�sely ourang-
outangs. Many of the women swooned w�th affr�ght; and had not the
k�ng taken the precaut�on to exclude all weapons from the saloon,
h�s party m�ght soon have exp�ated the�r frol�c �n the�r blood. As �t
was, a general rush was made for the doors; but the k�ng had
ordered them to be locked �mmed�ately upon h�s entrance; and, at
the dwarf’s suggest�on, the keys had been depos�ted w�th h�m.

Wh�le the tumult was at �ts he�ght, and each masquerader attent�ve
only to h�s own safety (for, �n fact, there was much real danger from
the pressure of the exc�ted crowd), the cha�n by wh�ch the chandel�er
ord�nar�ly hung, and wh�ch had been drawn up on �ts removal, m�ght
have been seen very gradually to descend, unt�l �ts hooked extrem�ty
came w�th�n three feet of the floor.

Soon after th�s, the k�ng and h�s seven fr�ends hav�ng reeled about
the hall �n all d�rect�ons, found themselves, at length, �n �ts centre,
and, of course, �n �mmed�ate contact w�th the cha�n. Wh�le they were
thus s�tuated, the dwarf, who had followed no�selessly at the�r heels,
�nc�t�ng them to keep up the commot�on, took hold of the�r own cha�n
at the �ntersect�on of the two port�ons wh�ch crossed the c�rcle
d�ametr�cally and at r�ght angles. Here, w�th the rap�d�ty of thought,
he �nserted the hook from wh�ch the chandel�er had been wont to
depend; and, �n an �nstant, by some unseen agency, the chandel�er-
cha�n was drawn so far upward as to take the hook out of reach,
and, as an �nev�table consequence, to drag the ourang-outangs
together �n close connect�on, and face to face.

The masqueraders, by th�s t�me, had recovered, �n some measure,
from the�r alarm; and, beg�nn�ng to regard the whole matter as a



well-contr�ved pleasantry, set up a loud shout of laughter at the
pred�cament of the apes.

“Leave them to me!” now screamed Hop-Frog, h�s shr�ll vo�ce
mak�ng �tself eas�ly heard through all the d�n. “Leave them to me. I
fancy I know them. If I can only get a good look at them, I can soon
tell who they are.”

Here, scrambl�ng over the heads of the crowd, he managed to get
to the wall; when, se�z�ng a flambeau from one of the Caryat�des, he
returned, as he went, to the centre of the room—leaped, w�th the
ag�l�ty of a monkey, upon the k�ngs head, and thence clambered a
few feet up the cha�n; hold�ng down the torch to exam�ne the group
of ourang-outangs, and st�ll scream�ng: “I shall soon f�nd out who
they are!”

And now, wh�le the whole assembly (the apes �ncluded) were
convulsed w�th laughter, the jester suddenly uttered a shr�ll wh�stle;
when the cha�n flew v�olently up for about th�rty feet—dragg�ng w�th �t
the d�smayed and struggl�ng ourang-outangs, and leav�ng them
suspended �n m�d-a�r between the sky-l�ght and the floor. Hop-Frog,
cl�ng�ng to the cha�n as �t rose, st�ll ma�nta�ned h�s relat�ve pos�t�on �n
respect to the e�ght maskers, and st�ll (as �f noth�ng were the matter)
cont�nued to thrust h�s torch down toward them, as though
endeavor�ng to d�scover who they were.

So thoroughly aston�shed was the whole company at th�s ascent,
that a dead s�lence, of about a m�nute’s durat�on, ensued. It was
broken by just such a low, harsh, grat�ng sound, as had before
attracted the attent�on of the k�ng and h�s counc�llors when the
former threw the w�ne �n the face of Tr�ppetta. But, on the present
occas�on, there could be no quest�on as to whence the sound
�ssued. It came from the fang-l�ke teeth of the dwarf, who ground
them and gnashed them as he foamed at the mouth, and glared,
w�th an express�on of man�acal rage, �nto the upturned countenances
of the k�ng and h�s seven compan�ons.

“Ah, ha!” sa�d at length the �nfur�ated jester. “Ah, ha! I beg�n to see
who these people are now!” Here, pretend�ng to scrut�n�ze the k�ng
more closely, he held the flambeau to the flaxen coat wh�ch
enveloped h�m, and wh�ch �nstantly burst �nto a sheet of v�v�d flame.



In less than half a m�nute the whole e�ght ourang-outangs were
blaz�ng f�ercely, am�d the shr�eks of the mult�tude who gazed at them
from below, horror-str�cken, and w�thout the power to render them
the sl�ghtest ass�stance.

At length the flames, suddenly �ncreas�ng �n v�rulence, forced the
jester to cl�mb h�gher up the cha�n, to be out of the�r reach; and, as
he made th�s movement, the crowd aga�n sank, for a br�ef �nstant,
�nto s�lence. The dwarf se�zed h�s opportun�ty, and once more spoke:

“I now see d�st�nctly.” he sa�d, “what manner of people these
maskers are. They are a great k�ng and h�s seven pr�vy-counc�llors,
—a k�ng who does not scruple to str�ke a defenceless g�rl and h�s
seven counc�llors who abet h�m �n the outrage. As for myself, I am
s�mply Hop-Frog, the jester—and th�s �s my last jest.”

Ow�ng to the h�gh combust�b�l�ty of both the flax and the tar to
wh�ch �t adhered, the dwarf had scarcely made an end of h�s br�ef
speech before the work of vengeance was complete. The e�ght
corpses swung �n the�r cha�ns, a fet�d, blackened, h�deous, and
�nd�st�ngu�shable mass. The cr�pple hurled h�s torch at them,
clambered le�surely to the ce�l�ng, and d�sappeared through the sky-
l�ght.

It �s supposed that Tr�ppetta, stat�oned on the roof of the saloon,
had been the accompl�ce of her fr�end �n h�s f�ery revenge, and that,
together, they effected the�r escape to the�r own country; for ne�ther
was seen aga�n.



THE MAN OF THE CROWD.

Ce grand malheur, de ne pouvo�r être seul.—La
Bruyère.

It was well sa�d of a certa�n German book that “er lasst s�ch n�cht
lesen”—�t does not perm�t �tself to be read. There are some secrets
wh�ch do not perm�t themselves to be told. Men d�e n�ghtly �n the�r
beds, wr�ng�ng the hands of ghostly confessors and look�ng them
p�teously �n the eyes—d�e w�th despa�r of heart and convuls�on of
throat, on account of the h�deousness of myster�es wh�ch w�ll not
suffer themselves to be revealed. Now and then, alas, the
consc�ence of man takes up a burthen so heavy �n horror that �t can
be thrown down only �nto the grave. And thus the essence of all
cr�me �s und�vulged.

Not long ago, about the clos�ng �n of an even�ng �n autumn, I sat at
the large bow w�ndow of the D—— Coffee-House �n London. For
some months I had been �ll �n health, but was now convalescent,
and, w�th return�ng strength, found myself �n one of those happy
moods wh�ch are so prec�sely the converse of ennu�—moods of the
keenest appetency, when the f�lm from the mental v�s�on departs—
the αχλυξ η πριυ επῆευ—and the �ntellect, electr�f�ed, surpasses as
greatly �ts every-day cond�t�on, as does the v�v�d yet cand�d reason of
Le�bn�tz, the mad and fl�msy rhetor�c of Gorg�as. Merely to breathe
was enjoyment; and I der�ved pos�t�ve pleasure even from many of
the leg�t�mate sources of pa�n. I felt a calm but �nqu�s�t�ve �nterest �n
every th�ng. W�th a c�gar �n my mouth and a newspaper �n my lap, I
had been amus�ng myself for the greater part of the afternoon, now
�n por�ng over advert�sements, now �n observ�ng the prom�scuous



company �n the room, and now �n peer�ng through the smoky panes
�nto the street.

Th�s latter �s one of the pr�nc�pal thoroughfares of the c�ty, and had
been very much crowded dur�ng the whole day. But, as the darkness
came on, the throng momently �ncreased; and, by the t�me the lamps
were well l�ghted, two dense and cont�nuous t�des of populat�on were
rush�ng past the door. At th�s part�cular per�od of the even�ng I had
never before been �n a s�m�lar s�tuat�on, and the tumultuous sea of
human heads f�lled me, therefore, w�th a del�c�ous novelty of
emot�on. I gave up, at length, all care of th�ngs w�th�n the hotel, and
became absorbed �n contemplat�on of the scene w�thout.

At f�rst my observat�ons took an abstract and general�z�ng turn. I
looked at the passengers �n masses, and thought of them �n the�r
aggregate relat�ons. Soon, however, I descended to deta�ls, and
regarded w�th m�nute �nterest the �nnumerable var�et�es of f�gure,
dress, a�r, ga�t, v�sage, and express�on of countenance.

By far the greater number of those who went by had a sat�sf�ed
bus�ness-l�ke demeanor, and seemed to be th�nk�ng only of mak�ng
the�r way through the press. The�r brows were kn�t, and the�r eyes
rolled qu�ckly; when pushed aga�nst by fellow-wayfarers they ev�nced
no symptom of �mpat�ence, but adjusted the�r clothes and hurr�ed on.
Others, st�ll a numerous class, were restless �n the�r movements, had
flushed faces, and talked and gest�culated to themselves, as �f
feel�ng �n sol�tude on account of the very denseness of the company
around. When �mpeded �n the�r progress, these people suddenly
ceased mutter�ng, but re-doubled the�r gest�culat�ons, and awa�ted,
w�th an absent and overdone sm�le upon the l�ps, the course of the
persons �mped�ng them. If jostled, they bowed profusely to the
jostlers, and appeared overwhelmed w�th confus�on.—There was
noth�ng very d�st�nct�ve about these two large classes beyond what I
have noted. The�r hab�l�ments belonged to that order wh�ch �s
po�ntedly termed the decent. They were undoubtedly noblemen,
merchants, attorneys, tradesmen, stock-jobbers—the Eupatr�ds and
the common-places of soc�ety—men of le�sure and men act�vely
engaged �n affa�rs of the�r own—conduct�ng bus�ness upon the�r own
respons�b�l�ty. They d�d not greatly exc�te my attent�on.



The tr�be of clerks was an obv�ous one and here I d�scerned two
remarkable d�v�s�ons. There were the jun�or clerks of flash houses—
young gentlemen w�th t�ght coats, br�ght boots, well-o�led ha�r, and
superc�l�ous l�ps. Sett�ng as�de a certa�n dapperness of carr�age,
wh�ch may be termed desk�sm for want of a better word, the manner
of these persons seemed to me an exact fac-s�m�le of what had been
the perfect�on of bon ton about twelve or e�ghteen months before.
They wore the cast-off graces of the gentry;—and th�s, I bel�eve,
�nvolves the best def�n�t�on of the class.

The d�v�s�on of the upper clerks of staunch f�rms, or of the “steady
old fellows,” �t was not poss�ble to m�stake. These were known by
the�r coats and pantaloons of black or brown, made to s�t
comfortably, w�th wh�te cravats and wa�stcoats, broad sol�d-look�ng
shoes, and th�ck hose or ga�ters. They had all sl�ghtly bald heads,
from wh�ch the r�ght ears, long used to pen-hold�ng, had an odd hab�t
of stand�ng off on end. I observed that they always removed or
settled the�r hats w�th both hands, and wore watches, w�th short gold
cha�ns of a substant�al and anc�ent pattern. The�rs was the
affectat�on of respectab�l�ty—�f �ndeed there be an affectat�on so
honorable.

There were many �nd�v�duals of dash�ng appearance, whom I
eas�ly understood as belong�ng to the race of swell p�ck-pockets w�th
wh�ch all great c�t�es are �nfested. I watched these gentry w�th much
�nqu�s�t�veness, and found �t d�ff�cult to �mag�ne how they should ever
be m�staken for gentlemen by gentlemen themselves. The�r
volum�nousness of wr�stband, w�th an a�r of excess�ve frankness,
should betray them at once.

The gamblers, of whom I descr�ed not a few, were st�ll more eas�ly
recogn�sable. They wore every var�ety of dress, from that of the
desperate th�mble-r�g bully, w�th velvet wa�stcoat, fancy neckerch�ef,
g�lt cha�ns, and f�lagreed buttons, to that of the scrupulously �nornate
clergyman, than wh�ch noth�ng could be less l�able to susp�c�on. St�ll
all were d�st�ngu�shed by a certa�n sodden swarth�ness of
complex�on, a f�lmy d�mness of eye, and pallor and compress�on of
l�p. There were two other tra�ts, moreover, by wh�ch I could always
detect them: a guarded lowness of tone �n conversat�on, and a more



than ord�nary extens�on of the thumb �n a d�rect�on at r�ght angles
w�th the f�ngers. Very often, �n company w�th these sharpers, I
observed an order of men somewhat d�fferent �n hab�ts, but st�ll b�rds
of a k�ndred feather. They may be def�ned as the gentlemen who l�ve
by the�r w�ts. They seem to prey upon the publ�c �n two battal�ons—
that of the dand�es and that of the m�l�tary men. Of the f�rst grade the
lead�ng features are long locks and sm�les; of the second, frogged
coats and frowns.

Descend�ng �n the scale of what �s termed gent�l�ty, I found darker
and deeper themes for speculat�on. I saw Jew pedlars, w�th hawk
eyes flash�ng from countenances whose every other feature wore
only an express�on of abject hum�l�ty; sturdy profess�onal street
beggars scowl�ng upon mend�cants of a better stamp, whom despa�r
alone had dr�ven forth �nto the n�ght for char�ty; feeble and ghastly
�nval�ds, upon whom death had placed a sure hand, and who s�dled
and tottered through the mob, look�ng every one beseech�ngly �n the
face, as �f �n search of some chance consolat�on, some lost hope;
modest young g�rls return�ng from long and late labor to a cheerless
home, and shr�nk�ng more tearfully than �nd�gnantly from the glances
of ruff�ans, whose d�rect contact, even, could not be avo�ded; women
of the town of all k�nds and of all ages—the unequ�vocal beauty �n
the pr�me of her womanhood, putt�ng one �n m�nd of the statue �n
Luc�an, w�th the surface of Par�an marble, and the �nter�or f�lled w�th
f�lth—the loathsome and utterly lost leper �n rags—the wr�nkled,
bejewelled and pa�nt-begr�med beldame, mak�ng a last effort at
youth—the mere ch�ld of �mmature form, yet, from long assoc�at�on,
an adept �n the dreadful coquetr�es of her trade, and burn�ng w�th a
rab�d amb�t�on to be ranked the equal of her elders �n v�ce; drunkards
�nnumerable and �ndescr�bable—some �n shreds and patches,
reel�ng, �nart�culate, w�th bru�sed v�sage and lack-lustre eyes—some
�n whole although f�lthy garments, w�th a sl�ghtly unsteady swagger,
th�ck sensual l�ps, and hearty-look�ng rub�cund faces—others clothed
�n mater�als wh�ch had once been good, and wh�ch even now were
scrupulously well brushed—men who walked w�th a more than
naturally f�rm and spr�ngy step, but whose countenances were
fearfully pale, whose eyes h�deously w�ld and red, and who clutched
w�th qu�ver�ng f�ngers, as they strode through the crowd, at every



object wh�ch came w�th�n the�r reach; bes�de these, p�e-men, porters,
coal-heavers, sweeps; organ-gr�nders, monkey-exh�b�tors, and
ballad mongers, those who vended w�th those who sang; ragged
art�zans and exhausted laborers of every descr�pt�on, and all full of a
no�sy and �nord�nate v�vac�ty wh�ch jarred d�scordantly upon the ear,
and gave an ach�ng sensat�on to the eye.

As the n�ght deepened, so deepened to me the �nterest of the
scene; for not only d�d the general character of the crowd mater�ally
alter (�ts gentler features ret�r�ng �n the gradual w�thdrawal of the
more orderly port�on of the people, and �ts harsher ones com�ng out
�nto bolder rel�ef, as the late hour brought forth every spec�es of
�nfamy from �ts den,) but the rays of the gas-lamps, feeble at f�rst �n
the�r struggle w�th the dy�ng day, had now at length ga�ned
ascendancy, and threw over every th�ng a f�tful and gar�sh lustre. All
was dark yet splend�d—as that ebony to wh�ch has been l�kened the
style of Tertull�an.

The w�ld effects of the l�ght encha�ned me to an exam�nat�on of
�nd�v�dual faces; and although the rap�d�ty w�th wh�ch the world of
l�ght fl�tted before the w�ndow, prevented me from cast�ng more than
a glance upon each v�sage, st�ll �t seemed that, �n my then pecul�ar
mental state, I could frequently read, even �n that br�ef �nterval of a
glance, the h�story of long years.

W�th my brow to the glass, I was thus occup�ed �n scrut�n�z�ng the
mob, when suddenly there came �nto v�ew a countenance (that of a
decrep�d old man, some s�xty-f�ve or seventy years of age,)—a
countenance wh�ch at once arrested and absorbed my whole
attent�on, on account of the absolute �d�osyncrasy of �ts express�on.
Any th�ng even remotely resembl�ng that express�on I had never
seen before. I well remember that my f�rst thought, upon behold�ng �t,
was that Retzch, had he v�ewed �t, would have greatly preferred �t to
h�s own p�ctural �ncarnat�ons of the f�end. As I endeavored, dur�ng
the br�ef m�nute of my or�g�nal survey, to form some analys�s of the
mean�ng conveyed, there arose confusedly and paradox�cally w�th�n
my m�nd, the �deas of vast mental power, of caut�on, of
penur�ousness, of avar�ce, of coolness, of mal�ce, of blood
th�rst�ness, of tr�umph, of merr�ment, of excess�ve terror, of �ntense—



of supreme despa�r. I felt s�ngularly aroused, startled, fasc�nated.
“How w�ld a h�story,” I sa�d to myself, “�s wr�tten w�th�n that bosom!”
Then came a crav�ng des�re to keep the man �n v�ew—to know more
of h�m. Hurr�edly putt�ng on an overcoat, and se�z�ng my hat and
cane, I made my way �nto the street, and pushed through the crowd
�n the d�rect�on wh�ch I had seen h�m take; for he had already
d�sappeared. W�th some l�ttle d�ff�culty I at length came w�th�n s�ght of
h�m, approached, and followed h�m closely, yet caut�ously, so as not
to attract h�s attent�on.

I had now a good opportun�ty of exam�n�ng h�s person. He was
short �n stature, very th�n, and apparently very feeble. H�s clothes,
generally, were f�lthy and ragged; but as he came, now and then,
w�th�n the strong glare of a lamp, I perce�ved that h�s l�nen, although
d�rty, was of beaut�ful texture; and my v�s�on dece�ved me, or,
through a rent �n a closely-buttoned and ev�dently second-handed
roquela�re wh�ch enveloped h�m, I caught a gl�mpse both of a
d�amond and of a dagger. These observat�ons he�ghtened my
cur�os�ty, and I resolved to follow the stranger wh�thersoever he
should go.

It was now fully n�ght-fall, and a th�ck hum�d fog hung over the c�ty,
soon end�ng �n a settled and heavy ra�n. Th�s change of weather had
an odd effect upon the crowd, the whole of wh�ch was at once put
�nto new commot�on, and overshadowed by a world of umbrellas.
The waver, the jostle, and the hum �ncreased �n a tenfold degree. For
my own part I d�d not much regard the ra�n—the lurk�ng of an old
fever �n my system render�ng the mo�sture somewhat too
dangerously pleasant. Ty�ng a handkerch�ef about my mouth, I kept
on. For half an hour the old man held h�s way w�th d�ff�culty along the
great thoroughfare; and I here walked close at h�s elbow through fear
of los�ng s�ght of h�m. Never once turn�ng h�s head to look back, he
d�d not observe me. By and by he passed �nto a cross street, wh�ch,
although densely f�lled w�th people, was not qu�te so much thronged
as the ma�n one he had qu�tted. Here a change �n h�s demeanor
became ev�dent. He walked more slowly and w�th less object than
before—more hes�tat�ngly. He crossed and re-crossed the way
repeatedly w�thout apparent a�m; and the press was st�ll so th�ck that,
at every such movement, I was obl�ged to follow h�m closely. The



street was a narrow and long one, and h�s course lay w�th�n �t for
nearly an hour, dur�ng wh�ch the passengers had gradually
d�m�n�shed to about that number wh�ch �s ord�nar�ly seen at noon �n
Broadway near the park—so vast a d�fference �s there between a
London populace and that of the most frequented Amer�can c�ty. A
second turn brought us �nto a square, br�ll�antly l�ghted, and
overflow�ng w�th l�fe. The old manner of the stranger re-appeared.
H�s ch�n fell upon h�s breast, wh�le h�s eyes rolled w�ldly from under
h�s kn�t brows, �n every d�rect�on, upon those who hemmed h�m �n.
He urged h�s way stead�ly and persever�ngly. I was surpr�sed,
however, to f�nd, upon h�s hav�ng made the c�rcu�t of the square, that
he turned and retraced h�s steps. St�ll more was I aston�shed to see
h�m repeat the same walk several t�mes—once nearly detect�ng me
as he came round w�th a sudden movement.

In th�s exerc�se he spent another hour, at the end of wh�ch we met
w�th far less �nterrupt�on from passengers than at f�rst. The ra�n fell
fast; the a�r grew cool; and the people were ret�r�ng to the�r homes.
W�th a gesture of �mpat�ence, the wanderer passed �nto a by-street
comparat�vely deserted. Down th�s, some quarter of a m�le long, he
rushed w�th an act�v�ty I could not have dreamed of see�ng �n one so
aged, and wh�ch put me to much trouble �n pursu�t. A few m�nutes
brought us to a large and busy bazaar, w�th the local�t�es of wh�ch the
stranger appeared well acqua�nted, and where h�s or�g�nal demeanor
aga�n became apparent, as he forced h�s way to and fro, w�thout
a�m, among the host of buyers and sellers.

Dur�ng the hour and a half, or thereabouts, wh�ch we passed �n
th�s place, �t requ�red much caut�on on my part to keep h�m w�th�n
reach w�thout attract�ng h�s observat�on. Luck�ly I wore a pa�r of
caoutchouc over-shoes, and could move about �n perfect s�lence. At
no moment d�d he see that I watched h�m. He entered shop after
shop, pr�ced noth�ng, spoke no word, and looked at all objects w�th a
w�ld and vacant stare. I was now utterly amazed at h�s behav�or, and
f�rmly resolved that we should not part unt�l I had sat�sf�ed myself �n
some measure respect�ng h�m.

A loud-toned clock struck eleven, and the company were fast
desert�ng the bazaar. A shop-keeper, �n putt�ng up a shutter, jostled



the old man, and at the �nstant I saw a strong shudder come over h�s
frame. He hurr�ed �nto the street, looked anx�ously around h�m for an
�nstant, and then ran w�th �ncred�ble sw�ftness through many crooked
and people-less lanes, unt�l we emerged once more upon the great
thoroughfare whence we had started—the street of the D—— Hotel.
It no longer wore, however, the same aspect. It was st�ll br�ll�ant w�th
gas; but the ra�n fell f�ercely, and there were few persons to be seen.
The stranger grew pale. He walked mood�ly some paces up the once
populous avenue, then, w�th a heavy s�gh, turned �n the d�rect�on of
the r�ver, and, plung�ng through a great var�ety of dev�ous ways,
came out, at length, �n v�ew of one of the pr�nc�pal theatres. It was
about be�ng closed, and the aud�ence were throng�ng from the doors.
I saw the old man gasp as �f for breath wh�le he threw h�mself am�d
the crowd; but I thought that the �ntense agony of h�s countenance
had, �n some measure, abated. H�s head aga�n fell upon h�s breast;
he appeared as I had seen h�m at f�rst. I observed that he now took
the course �n wh�ch had gone the greater number of the aud�ence—
but, upon the whole, I was at a loss to comprehend the
waywardness of h�s act�ons.

As he proceeded, the company grew more scattered, and h�s old
uneas�ness and vac�llat�on were resumed. For some t�me he
followed closely a party of some ten or twelve ro�sterers; but from
th�s number one by one dropped off, unt�l three only rema�ned
together, �n a narrow and gloomy lane l�ttle frequented. The stranger
paused, and, for a moment, seemed lost �n thought; then, w�th every
mark of ag�tat�on, pursued rap�dly a route wh�ch brought us to the
verge of the c�ty, am�d reg�ons very d�fferent from those we had
h�therto traversed. It was the most no�some quarter of London,
where every th�ng wore the worst �mpress of the most deplorable
poverty, and of the most desperate cr�me. By the d�m l�ght of an
acc�dental lamp, tall, ant�que, worm-eaten, wooden tenements were
seen totter�ng to the�r fall, �n d�rect�ons so many and capr�c�ous that
scarce the semblance of a passage was d�scern�ble between them.
The pav�ng-stones lay at random, d�splaced from the�r beds by the
rankly-grow�ng grass. Horr�ble f�lth festered �n the dammed-up
gutters. The whole atmosphere teemed w�th desolat�on. Yet, as we
proceeded, the sounds of human l�fe rev�ved by sure degrees, and at



length large bands of the most abandoned of a London populace
were seen reel�ng to and fro. The sp�r�ts of the old man aga�n
fl�ckered up, as a lamp wh�ch �s near �ts death hour. Once more he
strode onward w�th elast�c tread. Suddenly a corner was turned, a
blaze of l�ght burst upon our s�ght, and we stood before one of the
huge suburban temples of Intemperance—one of the palaces of the
f�end, G�n.

It was now nearly day-break; but a number of wretched �nebr�ates
st�ll pressed �n and out of the flaunt�ng entrance. W�th a half shr�ek of
joy the old man forced a passage w�th�n, resumed at once h�s
or�g�nal bear�ng, and stalked backward and forward, w�thout
apparent object, among the throng. He had not been thus long
occup�ed, however, before a rush to the doors gave token that the
host was clos�ng them for the n�ght. It was someth�ng even more
�ntense than despa�r that I then observed upon the countenance of
the s�ngular be�ng whom I had watched so pert�nac�ously. Yet he d�d
not hes�tate �n h�s career, but, w�th a mad energy, retraced h�s steps
at once, to the heart of the m�ghty London. Long and sw�ftly he fled,
wh�le I followed h�m �n the w�ldest amazement, resolute not to
abandon a scrut�ny �n wh�ch I now felt an �nterest all-absorb�ng. The
sun arose wh�le we proceeded, and, when we had once aga�n
reached that most thronged mart of the populous town, the street of
the D—— Hotel, �t presented an appearance of human bustle and
act�v�ty scarcely �nfer�or to what I had seen on the even�ng before.
And here, long, am�d the momently �ncreas�ng confus�on, d�d I
pers�st �n my pursu�t of the stranger. But, as usual, he walked to and
fro, and dur�ng the day d�d not pass from out the turmo�l of that
street. And, as the shades of the second even�ng came on, I grew
wear�ed unto death, and, stopp�ng fully �n front of the wanderer,
gazed at h�m steadfastly �n the face. He not�ced me not, but resumed
h�s solemn walk, wh�le I, ceas�ng to follow, rema�ned absorbed �n
contemplat�on. “Th�s old man,” I sa�d at length, “�s the type and the
gen�us of deep cr�me. He refuses to be alone. He �s the man of the
crowd. It w�ll be �n va�n to follow; for I shall learn no more of h�m, nor
of h�s deeds. The worst heart of the world �s a grosser book than the
‘Hortulus An�mæ,’ {*1} and perhaps �t �s but one of the great merc�es
of God that ‘er lasst s�ch n�cht lesen.’”



{*1} The “Hortulus An�mæ cum Orat�uncul�s Al�qu�bus
Superadd�t�s” of Grünn�nger.



NEVER BET THE DEVIL YOUR HEAD

A Tale W�th a Moral.
“Con tal que las costumbres de un autor,” says Don Thomas de

las Torres, �n the preface to h�s “Amatory Poems” “sean puras y
castas, �mporto muy poco que no sean �gualmente severas sus
obras”—mean�ng, �n pla�n Engl�sh, that, prov�ded the morals of an
author are pure personally, �t s�gn�f�es noth�ng what are the morals of
h�s books. We presume that Don Thomas �s now �n Purgatory for the
assert�on. It would be a clever th�ng, too, �n the way of poet�cal
just�ce, to keep h�m there unt�l h�s “Amatory Poems” get out of pr�nt,
or are la�d def�n�tely upon the shelf through lack of readers. Every
f�ct�on should have a moral; and, what �s more to the purpose, the
cr�t�cs have d�scovered that every f�ct�on has. Ph�l�p Melanchthon,
some t�me ago, wrote a commentary upon the
“Batrachomyomach�a,” and proved that the poet’s object was to
exc�te a d�staste for sed�t�on. P�erre la Se�ne, go�ng a step farther,
shows that the �ntent�on was to recommend to young men
temperance �n eat�ng and dr�nk�ng. Just so, too, Jacobus Hugo has
sat�sf�ed h�mself that, by Euen�s, Homer meant to �ns�nuate John
Calv�n; by Ant�nous, Mart�n Luther; by the Lotophag�, Protestants �n
general; and, by the Harp�es, the Dutch. Our more modern
Schol�asts are equally acute. These fellows demonstrate a h�dden
mean�ng �n “The Anted�luv�ans,” a parable �n Powhatan, “new v�ews
�n Cock Rob�n,” and transcendental�sm �n “Hop O’ My Thumb.” In
short, �t has been shown that no man can s�t down to wr�te w�thout a
very profound des�gn. Thus to authors �n general much trouble �s
spared. A novel�st, for example, need have no care of h�s moral. It �s
there—that �s to say, �t �s somewhere—and the moral and the cr�t�cs



can take care of themselves. When the proper t�me arr�ves, all that
the gentleman �ntended, and all that he d�d not �ntend, w�ll be
brought to l�ght, �n the “D�al,” or the “Down-Easter,” together w�th all
that he ought to have �ntended, and the rest that he clearly meant to
�ntend:—so that �t w�ll all come very stra�ght �n the end.

There �s no just ground, therefore, for the charge brought aga�nst
me by certa�n �gnoramuses—that I have never wr�tten a moral tale,
or, �n more prec�se words, a tale w�th a moral. They are not the cr�t�cs
predest�ned to br�ng me out, and develop my morals:—that �s the
secret. By and by the “North Amer�can Quarterly Humdrum” w�ll
make them ashamed of the�r stup�d�ty. In the meant�me, by way of
stay�ng execut�on—by way of m�t�gat�ng the accusat�ons aga�nst me
—I offer the sad h�story appended,—a h�story about whose obv�ous
moral there can be no quest�on whatever, s�nce he who runs may
read �t �n the large cap�tals wh�ch form the t�tle of the tale. I should
have cred�t for th�s arrangement—a far w�ser one than that of La
Fonta�ne and others, who reserve the �mpress�on to be conveyed
unt�l the last moment, and thus sneak �t �n at the fag end of the�r
fables.

Defunct� �njur�â ne aff�c�antur was a law of the twelve tables, and
De mortu�s n�l n�s� bonum �s an excellent �njunct�on—even �f the dead
�n quest�on be noth�ng but dead small beer. It �s not my des�gn,
therefore, to v�tuperate my deceased fr�end, Toby Damm�t. He was a
sad dog, �t �s true, and a dog’s death �t was that he d�ed; but he
h�mself was not to blame for h�s v�ces. They grew out of a personal
defect �n h�s mother. She d�d her best �n the way of flogg�ng h�m
wh�le an �nfant—for dut�es to her well-regulated m�nd were always
pleasures, and bab�es, l�ke tough steaks, or the modern Greek ol�ve
trees, are �nvar�ably the better for beat�ng—but, poor woman! she
had the m�sfortune to be left-handed, and a ch�ld flogged left-
handedly had better be left unflogged. The world revolves from r�ght
to left. It w�ll not do to wh�p a baby from left to r�ght. If each blow �n
the proper d�rect�on dr�ves an ev�l propens�ty out, �t follows that every
thump �n an oppos�te one knocks �ts quota of w�ckedness �n. I was
often present at Toby’s chast�sements, and, even by the way �n
wh�ch he k�cked, I could perce�ve that he was gett�ng worse and
worse every day. At last I saw, through the tears �n my eyes, that



there was no hope of the v�lla�n at all, and one day when he had
been cuffed unt�l he grew so black �n the face that one m�ght have
m�staken h�m for a l�ttle Afr�can, and no effect had been produced
beyond that of mak�ng h�m wr�ggle h�mself �nto a f�t, I could stand �t
no longer, but went down upon my knees forthw�th, and, upl�ft�ng my
vo�ce, made prophecy of h�s ru�n.

The fact �s that h�s precoc�ty �n v�ce was awful. At f�ve months of
age he used to get �nto such pass�ons that he was unable to
art�culate. At s�x months, I caught h�m gnaw�ng a pack of cards. At
seven months he was �n the constant hab�t of catch�ng and k�ss�ng
the female bab�es. At e�ght months he peremptor�ly refused to put h�s
s�gnature to the Temperance pledge. Thus he went on �ncreas�ng �n
�n�qu�ty, month after month, unt�l, at the close of the f�rst year, he not
only �ns�sted upon wear�ng moustaches, but had contracted a
propens�ty for curs�ng and swear�ng, and for back�ng h�s assert�ons
by bets.

Through th�s latter most ungentlemanly pract�ce, the ru�n wh�ch I
had pred�cted to Toby Damm�t overtook h�m at last. The fash�on had
“grown w�th h�s growth and strengthened w�th h�s strength,” so that,
when he came to be a man, he could scarcely utter a sentence
w�thout �nterlard�ng �t w�th a propos�t�on to gamble. Not that he
actually la�d wagers—no. I w�ll do my fr�end the just�ce to say that he
would as soon have la�d eggs. W�th h�m the th�ng was a mere
formula—noth�ng more. H�s express�ons on th�s head had no
mean�ng attached to them whatever. They were s�mple �f not
altogether �nnocent explet�ves—�mag�nat�ve phrases wherew�th to
round off a sentence. When he sa�d “I’ll bet you so and so,” nobody
ever thought of tak�ng h�m up; but st�ll I could not help th�nk�ng �t my
duty to put h�m down. The hab�t was an �mmoral one, and so I told
h�m. It was a vulgar one—th�s I begged h�m to bel�eve. It was
d�scountenanced by soc�ety—here I sa�d noth�ng but the truth. It was
forb�dden by act of Congress—here I had not the sl�ghtest �ntent�on
of tell�ng a l�e. I remonstrated—but to no purpose. I demonstrated—
�n va�n. I entreated—he sm�led. I �mplored—he laughed. I preached
—he sneered. I threatened—he swore. I k�cked h�m—he called for
the pol�ce. I pulled h�s nose—he blew �t, and offered to bet the Dev�l
h�s head that I would not venture to try that exper�ment aga�n.



Poverty was another v�ce wh�ch the pecul�ar phys�cal def�c�ency of
Damm�t’s mother had enta�led upon her son. He was detestably
poor, and th�s was the reason, no doubt, that h�s explet�ve
express�ons about bett�ng, seldom took a pecun�ary turn. I w�ll not be
bound to say that I ever heard h�m make use of such a f�gure of
speech as “I’ll bet you a dollar.” It was usually “I’ll bet you what you
please,” or “I’ll bet you what you dare,” or “I’ll bet you a tr�fle,” or else,
more s�gn�f�cantly st�ll, “I’ll bet the Dev�l my head.”

Th�s latter form seemed to please h�m best;—perhaps because �t
�nvolved the least r�sk; for Damm�t had become excess�vely
pars�mon�ous. Had any one taken h�m up, h�s head was small, and
thus h�s loss would have been small too. But these are my own
reflect�ons and I am by no means sure that I am r�ght �n attr�but�ng
them to h�m. At all events the phrase �n quest�on grew da�ly �n favor,
notw�thstand�ng the gross �mpropr�ety of a man bett�ng h�s bra�ns l�ke
bank-notes—but th�s was a po�nt wh�ch my fr�end’s pervers�ty of
d�spos�t�on would not perm�t h�m to comprehend. In the end, he
abandoned all other forms of wager, and gave h�mself up to “I’ll bet
the Dev�l my head,” w�th a pert�nac�ty and exclus�veness of devot�on
that d�spleased not less than �t surpr�sed me. I am always d�spleased
by c�rcumstances for wh�ch I cannot account. Myster�es force a man
to th�nk, and so �njure h�s health. The truth �s, there was someth�ng �n
the a�r w�th wh�ch Mr. Damm�t was wont to g�ve utterance to h�s
offens�ve express�on—someth�ng �n h�s manner of enunc�at�on—
wh�ch at f�rst �nterested, and afterwards made me very uneasy—
someth�ng wh�ch, for want of a more def�n�te term at present, I must
be perm�tted to call queer; but wh�ch Mr. Coler�dge would have called
myst�cal, Mr. Kant panthe�st�cal, Mr. Carlyle tw�st�cal, and Mr.
Emerson hyperqu�zz�t�st�cal. I began not to l�ke �t at all. Mr. Damm�ts
soul was �n a per�lous state. I resolved to br�ng all my eloquence �nto
play to save �t. I vowed to serve h�m as St. Patr�ck, �n the Ir�sh
chron�cle, �s sa�d to have served the toad,—that �s to say, “awaken
h�m to a sense of h�s s�tuat�on.” I addressed myself to the task
forthw�th. Once more I betook myself to remonstrance. Aga�n I
collected my energ�es for a f�nal attempt at expostulat�on.

When I had made an end of my lecture, Mr. Damm�t �ndulged
h�mself �n some very equ�vocal behav�or. For some moments he



rema�ned s�lent, merely look�ng me �nqu�s�t�vely �n the face. But
presently he threw h�s head to one s�de, and elevated h�s eyebrows
to a great extent. Then he spread out the palms of h�s hands and
shrugged up h�s shoulders. Then he w�nked w�th the r�ght eye. Then
he repeated the operat�on w�th the left. Then he shut them both up
very t�ght. Then he opened them both so very w�de that I became
ser�ously alarmed for the consequences. Then, apply�ng h�s thumb to
h�s nose, he thought proper to make an �ndescr�bable movement
w�th the rest of h�s f�ngers. F�nally, sett�ng h�s arms a-k�mbo, he
condescended to reply.

I can call to m�nd only the heads of h�s d�scourse. He would be
obl�ged to me �f I would hold my tongue. He w�shed none of my
adv�ce. He desp�sed all my �ns�nuat�ons. He was old enough to take
care of h�mself. D�d I st�ll th�nk h�m baby Damm�t? D�d I mean to say
any th�ng aga�nst h�s character? D�d I �ntend to �nsult h�m? Was I a
fool? Was my maternal parent aware, �n a word, of my absence from
the dom�c�l�ary res�dence? He would put th�s latter quest�on to me as
to a man of verac�ty, and he would b�nd h�mself to ab�de by my reply.
Once more he would demand expl�c�tly �f my mother knew that I was
out. My confus�on, he sa�d, betrayed me, and he would be w�ll�ng to
bet the Dev�l h�s head that she d�d not.

Mr. Damm�t d�d not pause for my rejo�nder. Turn�ng upon h�s heel,
he left my presence w�th und�gn�f�ed prec�p�tat�on. It was well for h�m
that he d�d so. My feel�ngs had been wounded. Even my anger had
been aroused. For once I would have taken h�m up upon h�s �nsult�ng
wager. I would have won for the Arch-Enemy Mr. Damm�t’s l�ttle head
—for the fact �s, my mamma was very well aware of my merely
temporary absence from home.

But Khoda shefa m�dêhed—Heaven g�ves rel�ef—as the
Mussulmans say when you tread upon the�r toes. It was �n
pursuance of my duty that I had been �nsulted, and I bore the �nsult
l�ke a man. It now seemed to me, however, that I had done all that
could be requ�red of me, �n the case of th�s m�serable �nd�v�dual, and
I resolved to trouble h�m no longer w�th my counsel, but to leave h�m
to h�s consc�ence and h�mself. But although I forebore to �ntrude w�th
my adv�ce, I could not br�ng myself to g�ve up h�s soc�ety altogether. I



even went so far as to humor some of h�s less reprehens�ble
propens�t�es; and there were t�mes when I found myself laud�ng h�s
w�cked jokes, as ep�cures do mustard, w�th tears �n my eyes:—so
profoundly d�d �t gr�eve me to hear h�s ev�l talk.

One f�ne day, hav�ng strolled out together, arm �n arm, our route
led us �n the d�rect�on of a r�ver. There was a br�dge, and we resolved
to cross �t. It was roofed over, by way of protect�on from the weather,
and the archway, hav�ng but few w�ndows, was thus very
uncomfortably dark. As we entered the passage, the contrast
between the external glare and the �nter�or gloom struck heav�ly
upon my sp�r�ts. Not so upon those of the unhappy Damm�t, who
offered to bet the Dev�l h�s head that I was h�pped. He seemed to be
�n an unusual good humor. He was excess�vely l�vely—so much so
that I enterta�ned I know not what of uneasy susp�c�on. It �s not
�mposs�ble that he was affected w�th the transcendentals. I am not
well enough versed, however, �n the d�agnos�s of th�s d�sease to
speak w�th dec�s�on upon the po�nt; and unhapp�ly there were none
of my fr�ends of the “D�al” present. I suggest the �dea, nevertheless,
because of a certa�n spec�es of austere Merry-Andrew�sm wh�ch
seemed to beset my poor fr�end, and caused h�m to make qu�te a
Tom-Fool of h�mself. Noth�ng would serve h�m but wr�ggl�ng and
sk�pp�ng about under and over every th�ng that came �n h�s way; now
shout�ng out, and now l�sp�ng out, all manner of odd l�ttle and b�g
words, yet preserv�ng the gravest face �n the world all the t�me. I
really could not make up my m�nd whether to k�ck or to p�ty h�m. At
length, hav�ng passed nearly across the br�dge, we approached the
term�nat�on of the footway, when our progress was �mpeded by a
turnst�le of some he�ght. Through th�s I made my way qu�etly,
push�ng �t around as usual. But th�s turn would not serve the turn of
Mr. Damm�t. He �ns�sted upon leap�ng the st�le, and sa�d he could cut
a p�geon-w�ng over �t �n the a�r. Now th�s, consc�ent�ously speak�ng, I
d�d not th�nk he could do. The best p�geon-w�nger over all k�nds of
style was my fr�end Mr. Carlyle, and as I knew he could not do �t, I
would not bel�eve that �t could be done by Toby Damm�t. I therefore
told h�m, �n so many words, that he was a braggadoc�o, and could
not do what he sa�d. For th�s I had reason to be sorry afterward;—for
he stra�ghtway offered to bet the Dev�l h�s head that he could.



I was about to reply, notw�thstand�ng my prev�ous resolut�ons, w�th
some remonstrance aga�nst h�s �mp�ety, when I heard, close at my
elbow, a sl�ght cough, wh�ch sounded very much l�ke the ejaculat�on
“ahem!” I started, and looked about me �n surpr�se. My glance at
length fell �nto a nook of the frame—work of the br�dge, and upon the
f�gure of a l�ttle lame old gentleman of venerable aspect. Noth�ng
could be more reverend than h�s whole appearance; for he not only
had on a full su�t of black, but h�s sh�rt was perfectly clean and the
collar turned very neatly down over a wh�te cravat, wh�le h�s ha�r was
parted �n front l�ke a g�rl’s. H�s hands were clasped pens�vely
together over h�s stomach, and h�s two eyes were carefully rolled up
�nto the top of h�s head.

Upon observ�ng h�m more closely, I perce�ved that he wore a black
s�lk apron over h�s small-clothes; and th�s was a th�ng wh�ch I
thought very odd. Before I had t�me to make any remark, however,
upon so s�ngular a c�rcumstance, he �nterrupted me w�th a second
“ahem!”

To th�s observat�on I was not �mmed�ately prepared to reply. The
fact �s, remarks of th�s lacon�c nature are nearly unanswerable. I
have known a Quarterly Rev�ew non-plussed by the word “Fudge!” I
am not ashamed to say, therefore, that I turned to Mr. Damm�t for
ass�stance.

“Damm�t,” sa�d I, “what are you about? don’t you hear?—the
gentleman says ‘ahem!’” I looked sternly at my fr�end wh�le I thus
addressed h�m; for, to say the truth, I felt part�cularly puzzled, and
when a man �s part�cularly puzzled he must kn�t h�s brows and look
savage, or else he �s pretty sure to look l�ke a fool.

“Damm�t,” observed I—although th�s sounded very much l�ke an
oath, than wh�ch noth�ng was further from my thoughts—“Damm�t,” I
suggested—“the gentleman says ‘ahem!’”

I do not attempt to defend my remark on the score of profund�ty; I
d�d not th�nk �t profound myself; but I have not�ced that the effect of
our speeches �s not always proport�onate w�th the�r �mportance �n our
own eyes; and �f I had shot Mr. D. through and through w�th a
Pa�xhan bomb, or knocked h�m �n the head w�th the “Poets and
Poetry of Amer�ca,” he could hardly have been more d�scomf�ted



than when I addressed h�m w�th those s�mple words: “Damm�t, what
are you about?—don’t you hear?—the gentleman says ‘ahem!’”

“You don’t say so?” gasped he at length, after turn�ng more colors
than a p�rate runs up, one after the other, when chased by a man-of-
war. “Are you qu�te sure he sa�d that? Well, at all events I am �n for �t
now, and may as well put a bold face upon the matter. Here goes,
then—ahem!”

At th�s the l�ttle old gentleman seemed pleased—God only knows
why. He left h�s stat�on at the nook of the br�dge, l�mped forward w�th
a grac�ous a�r, took Damm�t by the hand and shook �t cord�ally,
look�ng all the wh�le stra�ght up �n h�s face w�th an a�r of the most
unadulterated ben�gn�ty wh�ch �t �s poss�ble for the m�nd of man to
�mag�ne.

“I am qu�te sure you w�ll w�n �t, Damm�t,” sa�d he, w�th the frankest
of all sm�les, “but we are obl�ged to have a tr�al, you know, for the
sake of mere form.”

“Ahem!” repl�ed my fr�end, tak�ng off h�s coat, w�th a deep s�gh,
ty�ng a pocket-handkerch�ef around h�s wa�st, and produc�ng an
unaccountable alterat�on �n h�s countenance by tw�st�ng up h�s eyes
and br�ng�ng down the corners of h�s mouth—“ahem!” And “ahem!”
sa�d he aga�n, after a pause; and not another word more than
“ahem!” d�d I ever know h�m to say after that. “Aha!” thought I,
w�thout express�ng myself aloud—“th�s �s qu�te a remarkable s�lence
on the part of Toby Damm�t, and �s no doubt a consequence of h�s
verbos�ty upon a prev�ous occas�on. One extreme �nduces another. I
wonder �f he has forgotten the many unanswerable quest�ons wh�ch
he propounded to me so fluently on the day when I gave h�m my last
lecture? At all events, he �s cured of the transcendentals.”

“Ahem!” here repl�ed Toby, just as �f he had been read�ng my
thoughts, and look�ng l�ke a very old sheep �n a revery.

The old gentleman now took h�m by the arm, and led h�m more
�nto the shade of the br�dge—a few paces back from the turnst�le.
“My good fellow,” sa�d he, “I make �t a po�nt of consc�ence to allow
you th�s much run. Wa�t here, t�ll I take my place by the st�le, so that I
may see whether you go over �t handsomely, and transcendentally,
and don’t om�t any flour�shes of the p�geon-w�ng. A mere form, you



know. I w�ll say ‘one, two, three, and away.’ M�nd you, start at the
word ‘away.’” Here he took h�s pos�t�on by the st�le, paused a
moment as �f �n profound reflect�on, then looked up and, I thought,
sm�led very sl�ghtly, then t�ghtened the str�ngs of h�s apron, then took
a long look at Damm�t, and f�nally gave the word as agreed upon—

One—two—three—and—away!

Punctually at the word “away,” my poor fr�end set off �n a strong
gallop. The st�le was not very h�gh, l�ke Mr. Lord’s—nor yet very low,
l�ke that of Mr. Lord’s rev�ewers, but upon the whole I made sure that
he would clear �t. And then what �f he d�d not?—ah, that was the
quest�on—what �f he d�d not? “What r�ght,” sa�d I, “had the old
gentleman to make any other gentleman jump? The l�ttle old dot-
and-carry-one! who �s he? If he asks me to jump, I won’t do �t, that’s
flat, and I don’t care who the dev�l he �s.” The br�dge, as I say, was
arched and covered �n, �n a very r�d�culous manner, and there was a
most uncomfortable echo about �t at all t�mes—an echo wh�ch I
never before so part�cularly observed as when I uttered the four last
words of my remark.

But what I sa�d, or what I thought, or what I heard, occup�ed only
an �nstant. In less than f�ve seconds from h�s start�ng, my poor Toby
had taken the leap. I saw h�m run n�mbly, and spr�ng grandly from
the floor of the br�dge, cutt�ng the most awful flour�shes w�th h�s legs
as he went up. I saw h�m h�gh �n the a�r, p�geon-w�ng�ng �t to
adm�rat�on just over the top of the st�le; and of course I thought �t an
unusually s�ngular th�ng that he d�d not cont�nue to go over. But the
whole leap was the affa�r of a moment, and, before I had a chance to
make any profound reflect�ons, down came Mr. Damm�t on the flat of
h�s back, on the same s�de of the st�le from wh�ch he had started. At
the same �nstant I saw the old gentleman l�mp�ng off at the top of h�s
speed, hav�ng caught and wrapt up �n h�s apron someth�ng that fell
heav�ly �nto �t from the darkness of the arch just over the turnst�le. At
all th�s I was much aston�shed; but I had no le�sure to th�nk, for
Damm�t lay part�cularly st�ll, and I concluded that h�s feel�ngs had
been hurt, and that he stood �n need of my ass�stance. I hurr�ed up to
h�m and found that he had rece�ved what m�ght be termed a ser�ous
�njury. The truth �s, he had been depr�ved of h�s head, wh�ch after a



close search I could not f�nd anywhere; so I determ�ned to take h�m
home and send for the homœopath�sts. In the meant�me a thought
struck me, and I threw open an adjacent w�ndow of the br�dge, when
the sad truth flashed upon me at once. About f�ve feet just above the
top of the turnst�le, and cross�ng the arch of the foot-path so as to
const�tute a brace, there extended a flat �ron bar, ly�ng w�th �ts
breadth hor�zontally, and form�ng one of a ser�es that served to
strengthen the structure throughout �ts extent. W�th the edge of th�s
brace �t appeared ev�dent that the neck of my unfortunate fr�end had
come prec�sely �n contact.

He d�d not long surv�ve h�s terr�ble loss. The homœopath�sts d�d
not g�ve h�m l�ttle enough phys�c, and what l�ttle they d�d g�ve h�m he
hes�tated to take. So �n the end he grew worse, and at length d�ed, a
lesson to all r�otous l�vers. I bedewed h�s grave w�th my tears,
worked a bar s�n�ster on h�s fam�ly escutcheon, and, for the general
expenses of h�s funeral, sent �n my very moderate b�ll to the
transcendental�sts. The scoundrels refused to pay �t, so I had Mr.
Damm�t dug up at once, and sold h�m for dog’s meat.



THOU ART THE MAN

I w�ll now play the Oed�pus to the Rattleborough en�gma. I w�ll
expound to you—as I alone can—the secret of the eng�nery that
effected the Rattleborough m�racle—the one, the true, the adm�tted,
the und�sputed, the �nd�sputable m�racle, wh�ch put a def�n�te end to
�nf�del�ty among the Rattleburghers and converted to the orthodoxy
of the grandames all the carnal-m�nded who had ventured to be
scept�cal before.

Th�s event—wh�ch I should be sorry to d�scuss �n a tone of
unsu�table lev�ty—occurred �n the summer of 18—. Mr. Barnabas
Shuttleworthy—one of the wealth�est and most respectable c�t�zens
of the borough—had been m�ss�ng for several days under
c�rcumstances wh�ch gave r�se to susp�c�on of foul play. Mr.
Shuttleworthy had set out from Rattleborough very early one
Saturday morn�ng, on horseback, w�th the avowed �ntent�on of
proceed�ng to the c�ty of ——, about f�fteen m�les d�stant, and of
return�ng the n�ght of the same day. Two hours after h�s departure,
however, h�s horse returned w�thout h�m, and w�thout the saddle-
bags wh�ch had been strapped on h�s back at start�ng. The an�mal
was wounded, too, and covered w�th mud. These c�rcumstances
naturally gave r�se to much alarm among the fr�ends of the m�ss�ng
man; and when �t was found, on Sunday morn�ng, that he had not yet
made h�s appearance, the whole borough arose en masse to go and
look for h�s body.

The foremost and most energet�c �n �nst�tut�ng th�s search was the
bosom fr�end of Mr. Shuttleworthy—a Mr. Charles Goodfellow, or, as
he was un�versally called, “Charley Goodfellow,” or “Old Charley
Goodfellow.” Now, whether �t �s a marvellous co�nc�dence, or whether
�t �s that the name �tself has an �mpercept�ble effect upon the



character, I have never yet been able to ascerta�n; but the fact �s
unquest�onable, that there never yet was any person named Charles
who was not an open, manly, honest, good-natured, and frank-
hearted fellow, w�th a r�ch, clear vo�ce, that d�d you good to hear �t,
and an eye that looked you always stra�ght �n the face, as much as
to say: “I have a clear consc�ence myself, am afra�d of no man, and
am altogether above do�ng a mean act�on.” And thus all the hearty,
careless, “walk�ng gentlemen” of the stage are very certa�n to be
called Charles.

Now, “Old Charley Goodfellow,” although he had been �n
Rattleborough not longer than s�x months or thereabouts, and
although nobody knew any th�ng about h�m before he came to settle
�n the ne�ghborhood, had exper�enced no d�ff�culty �n the world �n
mak�ng the acqua�ntance of all the respectable people �n the
borough. Not a man of them but would have taken h�s bare word for
a thousand at any moment; and as for the women, there �s no say�ng
what they would not have done to obl�ge h�m. And all th�s came of
h�s hav�ng been chr�stened Charles, and of h�s possess�ng, �n
consequence, that �ngenuous face wh�ch �s proverb�ally the very
“best letter of recommendat�on.”

I have already sa�d that Mr. Shuttleworthy was one of the most
respectable and, undoubtedly, he was the most wealthy man �n
Rattleborough, wh�le “Old Charley Goodfellow” was upon as �nt�mate
terms w�th h�m as �f he had been h�s own brother. The two old
gentlemen were next-door ne�ghbours, and, although Mr.
Shuttleworthy seldom, �f ever, v�s�ted “Old Charley,” and never was
known to take a meal �n h�s house, st�ll th�s d�d not prevent the two
fr�ends from be�ng exceed�ngly �nt�mate, as I have just observed; for
“Old Charley” never let a day pass w�thout stepp�ng �n three or four
t�mes to see how h�s ne�ghbour came on, and very often he would
stay to breakfast or tea, and almost always to d�nner, and then the
amount of w�ne that was made way w�th by the two cron�es at a
s�tt�ng, �t would really be a d�ff�cult th�ng to ascerta�n. “Old Charleys”
favor�te beverage was Chateau-Margaux, and �t appeared to do Mr.
Shuttleworthy’s heart good to see the old fellow swallow �t, as he d�d,
quart after quart; so that, one day, when the w�ne was �n and the w�t
as a natural consequence, somewhat out, he sa�d to h�s crony, as he



slapped h�m upon the back—“I tell you what �t �s, ‘Old Charley,’ you
are, by all odds, the heart�est old fellow I ever came across �n all my
born days; and, s�nce you love to guzzle the w�ne at that fash�on, I’ll
be darned �f I don’t have to make thee a present of a b�g box of the
Chateau-Margaux. Od rot me,”—(Mr. Shuttleworthy had a sad hab�t
of swear�ng, although he seldom went beyond “Od rot me,” or “By
gosh,” or “By the jolly golly,”)—“Od rot me,” says he, “�f I don’t send
an order to town th�s very afternoon for a double box of the best that
can be got, and I’ll make ye a present of �t, I w�ll!—ye needn’t say a
word now—I w�ll, I tell ye, and there’s an end of �t; so look out for �t—
�t w�ll come to hand some of these f�ne days, prec�sely when ye are
look�ng for �t the least!” I ment�on th�s l�ttle b�t of l�beral�ty on the part
of Mr. Shuttleworthy, just by way of show�ng you how very �nt�mate
an understand�ng ex�sted between the two fr�ends.

Well, on the Sunday morn�ng �n quest�on, when �t came to be fa�rly
understood that Mr. Shuttleworthy had met w�th foul play, I never saw
any one so profoundly affected as “Old Charley Goodfellow.” When
he f�rst heard that the horse had come home w�thout h�s master, and
w�thout h�s master’s saddle-bags, and all bloody from a p�stol-shot,
that had gone clean through and through the poor an�mal’s chest
w�thout qu�te k�ll�ng h�m; when he heard all th�s, he turned as pale as
�f the m�ss�ng man had been h�s own dear brother or father, and
sh�vered and shook all over as �f he had had a f�t of the ague.

At f�rst he was too much overpowered w�th gr�ef to be able to do
any th�ng at all, or to concert upon any plan of act�on; so that for a
long t�me he endeavored to d�ssuade Mr. Shuttleworthy’s other
fr�ends from mak�ng a st�r about the matter, th�nk�ng �t best to wa�t
awh�le—say for a week or two, or a month, or two—to see �f
someth�ng wouldn’t turn up, or �f Mr. Shuttleworthy wouldn’t come �n
the natural way, and expla�n h�s reasons for send�ng h�s horse on
before. I dare say you have often observed th�s d�spos�t�on to
tempor�ze, or to procrast�nate, �n people who are labour�ng under
any very po�gnant sorrow. The�r powers of m�nd seem to be rendered
torp�d, so that they have a horror of any th�ng l�ke act�on, and l�ke
noth�ng �n the world so well as to l�e qu�etly �n bed and “nurse the�r
gr�ef,” as the old lad�es express �t—that �s to say, rum�nate over the
trouble.



The people of Rattleborough had, �ndeed, so h�gh an op�n�on of
the w�sdom and d�scret�on of “Old Charley,” that the greater part of
them felt d�sposed to agree w�th h�m, and not make a st�r �n the
bus�ness “unt�l someth�ng should turn up,” as the honest old
gentleman worded �t; and I bel�eve that, after all th�s would have
been the general determ�nat�on, but for the very susp�c�ous
�nterference of Mr. Shuttleworthy’s nephew, a young man of very
d�ss�pated hab�ts, and otherw�se of rather bad character. Th�s
nephew, whose name was Penn�feather, would l�sten to noth�ng l�ke
reason �n the matter of “ly�ng qu�et,” but �ns�sted upon mak�ng
�mmed�ate search for the “corpse of the murdered man.” Th�s was
the express�on he employed; and Mr. Goodfellow acutely remarked
at the t�me, that �t was “a s�ngular express�on, to say no more.” Th�s
remark of “Old Charley’s,” too, had great effect upon the crowd; and
one of the party was heard to ask, very �mpress�vely, “how �t
happened that young Mr. Penn�feather was so �nt�mately cogn�zant
of all the c�rcumstances connected w�th h�s wealthy uncle’s
d�sappearance, as to feel author�zed to assert, d�st�nctly and
unequ�vocally, that h�s uncle was ‘a murdered man.’” Hereupon
some l�ttle squ�bb�ng and b�cker�ng occurred among var�ous
members of the crowd, and espec�ally between “Old Charley” and
Mr. Penn�feather—although th�s latter occurrence was, �ndeed, by no
means a novelty, for l�ttle good-w�ll had subs�sted between the
part�es for the last three or four months; and matters had even gone
so far that Mr. Penn�feather had actually knocked down h�s uncle’s
fr�end for some alleged excess of l�berty that the latter had taken �n
the uncle’s house, of wh�ch the nephew was an �nmate. Upon th�s
occas�on “Old Charley” �s sa�d to have behaved w�th exemplary
moderat�on and Chr�st�an char�ty. He arose from the blow, adjusted
h�s clothes, and made no attempt at retal�at�on at all—merely
mutter�ng a few words about “tak�ng summary vengeance at the f�rst
conven�ent opportun�ty,”—a natural and very just�f�able ebull�t�on of
anger, wh�ch meant noth�ng, however, and, beyond doubt, was no
sooner g�ven vent to than forgotten.

However these matters may be (wh�ch have no reference to the
po�nt now at �ssue), �t �s qu�te certa�n that the people of
Rattleborough, pr�nc�pally through the persuas�on of Mr.



Penn�feather, came at length to the determ�nat�on of d�spers�on over
the adjacent country �n search of the m�ss�ng Mr. Shuttleworthy. I say
they came to th�s determ�nat�on �n the f�rst �nstance. After �t had been
fully resolved that a search should be made, �t was cons�dered
almost a matter of course that the seekers should d�sperse—that �s
to say, d�str�bute themselves �n part�es—for the more thorough
exam�nat�on of the reg�on round about. I forget, however, by what
�ngen�ous tra�n of reason�ng �t was that “Old Charley” f�nally
conv�nced the assembly that th�s was the most �njud�c�ous plan that
could be pursued. Conv�nce them, however, he d�d—all except Mr.
Penn�feather, and, �n the end, �t was arranged that a search should
be �nst�tuted, carefully and very thoroughly, by the burghers en
masse, “Old Charley” h�mself lead�ng the way.

As for the matter of that, there could have been no better p�oneer
than “Old Charley,” whom everybody knew to have the eye of a lynx;
but, although he led them �nto all manner of out-of-the-way holes and
corners, by routes that nobody had ever suspected of ex�st�ng �n the
ne�ghbourhood, and although the search was �ncessantly kept up
day and n�ght for nearly a week, st�ll no trace of Mr. Shuttleworthy
could be d�scovered. When I say no trace, however, I must not be
understood to speak l�terally; for trace, to some extent, there
certa�nly was. The poor gentleman had been tracked, by h�s horse’s
shoes (wh�ch were pecul�ar), to a spot about three m�les to the east
of the borough, on the ma�n road lead�ng to the c�ty. Here the track
made off �nto a by-path through a p�ece of woodland—the path
com�ng out aga�n �nto the ma�n road, and cutt�ng off about half a m�le
of the regular d�stance. Follow�ng the shoe-marks down th�s lane, the
party came at length to a pool of stagnant water, half h�dden by the
brambles, to the r�ght of the lane, and oppos�te th�s pool all vest�ge of
the track was lost s�ght of. It appeared, however, that a struggle of
some nature had here taken place, and �t seemed as �f some large
and heavy body, much larger and heav�er than a man, had been
drawn from the by-path to the pool. Th�s latter was carefully dragged
tw�ce, but noth�ng was found; and the party was upon the po�nt of
go�ng away, �n despa�r of com�ng to any result, when Prov�dence
suggested to Mr. Goodfellow the exped�ency of dra�n�ng the water off
altogether. Th�s project was rece�ved w�th cheers, and many h�gh



compl�ments to “Old Charley” upon h�s sagac�ty and cons�derat�on.
As many of the burghers had brought spades w�th them, suppos�ng
that they m�ght poss�bly be called upon to d�s�nter a corpse, the dra�n
was eas�ly and speed�ly effected; and no sooner was the bottom
v�s�ble, than r�ght �n the m�ddle of the mud that rema�ned was
d�scovered a black s�lk velvet wa�stcoat, wh�ch nearly every one
present �mmed�ately recogn�zed as the property of Mr. Penn�feather.
Th�s wa�stcoat was much torn and sta�ned w�th blood, and there
were several persons among the party who had a d�st�nct
remembrance of �ts hav�ng been worn by �ts owner on the very
morn�ng of Mr. Shuttleworthy’s departure for the c�ty; wh�le there
were others, aga�n, ready to test�fy upon oath, �f requ�red, that Mr. P.
d�d not wear the garment �n quest�on at any per�od dur�ng the
rema�nder of that memorable day, nor could any one be found to say
that he had seen �t upon Mr. P.‘s person at any per�od at all
subsequent to Mr. Shuttleworthy’s d�sappearance.

Matters now wore a very ser�ous aspect for Mr. Penn�feather, and
�t was observed, as an �ndub�table conf�rmat�on of the susp�c�ons
wh�ch were exc�ted aga�nst h�m, that he grew exceed�ngly pale, and
when asked what he had to say for h�mself, was utterly �ncapable of
say�ng a word. Hereupon, the few fr�ends h�s r�otous mode of l�v�ng
had left h�m deserted h�m at once to a man, and were even more
clamorous than h�s anc�ent and avowed enem�es for h�s
�nstantaneous arrest. But, on the other hand, the magnan�m�ty of Mr.
Goodfellow shone forth w�th only the more br�ll�ant lustre through
contrast. He made a warm and �ntensely eloquent defence of Mr.
Penn�feather, �n wh�ch he alluded more than once to h�s own s�ncere
forg�veness of that w�ld young gentleman—“the he�r of the worthy Mr.
Shuttleworthy,”—for the �nsult wh�ch he (the young gentleman) had,
no doubt �n the heat of pass�on, thought proper to put upon h�m (Mr.
Goodfellow). “He forgave h�m for �t,” he sa�d, “from the very bottom of
h�s heart; and for h�mself (Mr. Goodfellow), so far from push�ng the
susp�c�ous c�rcumstances to extrem�ty, wh�ch he was sorry to say,
really had ar�sen aga�nst Mr. Penn�feather, he (Mr. Goodfellow)
would make every exert�on �n h�s power, would employ all the l�ttle
eloquence �n h�s possess�on to—to—to—soften down, as much as



he could consc�ent�ously do so, the worst features of th�s really
exceed�ngly perplex�ng p�ece of bus�ness.”

Mr. Goodfellow went on for some half hour longer �n th�s stra�n,
very much to the cred�t both of h�s head and of h�s heart; but your
warm-hearted people are seldom appos�te �n the�r observat�ons—
they run �nto all sorts of blunders, contre-temps and mal apropos-
�sms, �n the hot-headedness of the�r zeal to serve a fr�end—thus,
often w�th the k�ndest �ntent�ons �n the world, do�ng �nf�n�tely more to
prejud�ce h�s cause than to advance �t.

So, �n the present �nstance, �t turned out w�th all the eloquence of
“Old Charley”; for, although he laboured earnestly �n behalf of the
suspected, yet �t so happened, somehow or other, that every syllable
he uttered of wh�ch the d�rect but unw�tt�ng tendency was not to exalt
the speaker �n the good op�n�on of h�s aud�ence, had the effect to
deepen the susp�c�on already attached to the �nd�v�dual whose cause
he pleaded, and to arouse aga�nst h�m the fury of the mob.

One of the most unaccountable errors comm�tted by the orator
was h�s allus�on to the suspected as “the he�r of the worthy old
gentleman Mr. Shuttleworthy.” The people had really never thought
of th�s before. They had only remembered certa�n threats of
d�s�nher�tance uttered a year or two prev�ously by the uncle (who had
no l�v�ng relat�ve except the nephew), and they had, therefore,
always looked upon th�s d�s�nher�tance as a matter that was settled
—so s�ngle-m�nded a race of be�ngs were the Rattleburghers; but the
remark of “Old Charley” brought them at once to a cons�derat�on of
th�s po�nt, and thus gave them to see the poss�b�l�ty of the threats
hav�ng been noth�ng more than a threat. And stra�ghtway hereupon,
arose the natural quest�on of cu� bono?—a quest�on that tended
even more than the wa�stcoat to fasten the terr�ble cr�me upon the
young man. And here, lest I may be m�sunderstood, perm�t me to
d�gress for one moment merely to observe that the exceed�ngly br�ef
and s�mple Lat�n phrase wh�ch I have employed, �s �nvar�ably
m�stranslated and m�sconce�ved. “Cu� bono?” �n all the crack novels
and elsewhere,—�n those of Mrs. Gore, for example, (the author of
“Cec�l,”) a lady who quotes all tongues from the Chaldaean to
Ch�ckasaw, and �s helped to her learn�ng, “as needed,” upon a



systemat�c plan, by Mr. Beckford,—�n all the crack novels, I say, from
those of Bulwer and D�ckens to those of Bulwer and D�ckens to
those of Turnapenny and A�nsworth, the two l�ttle Lat�n words cu�
bono are rendered “to what purpose?” or, (as �f quo bono,) “to what
good.” The�r true mean�ng, nevertheless, �s “for whose advantage.”
Cu�, to whom; bono, �s �t for a benef�t. It �s a purely legal phrase, and
appl�cable prec�sely �n cases such as we have now under
cons�derat�on, where the probab�l�ty of the doer of a deed h�nges
upon the probab�l�ty of the benef�t accru�ng to th�s �nd�v�dual or to that
from the deed’s accompl�shment. Now �n the present �nstance, the
quest�on cu� bono? very po�ntedly �mpl�cated Mr. Penn�feather. H�s
uncle had threatened h�m, after mak�ng a w�ll �n h�s favour, w�th
d�s�nher�tance. But the threat had not been actually kept; the or�g�nal
w�ll, �t appeared, had not been altered. Had �t been altered, the only
supposable mot�ve for murder on the part of the suspected would
have been the ord�nary one of revenge; and even th�s would have
been counteracted by the hope of re�nstat�on �nto the good graces of
the uncle. But the w�ll be�ng unaltered, wh�le the threat to alter
rema�ned suspended over the nephew’s head, there appears at once
the very strongest poss�ble �nducement for the atroc�ty, and so
concluded, very sagac�ously, the worthy c�t�zens of the borough of
Rattle.

Mr. Penn�feather was, accord�ngly, arrested upon the spot, and the
crowd, after some further search, proceeded homeward, hav�ng h�m
�n custody. On the route, however, another c�rcumstance occurred
tend�ng to conf�rm the susp�c�on enterta�ned. Mr. Goodfellow, whose
zeal led h�m to be always a l�ttle �n advance of the party, was seen
suddenly to run forward a few paces, stoop, and then apparently to
p�ck up some small object from the grass. Hav�ng qu�ckly exam�ned �t
he was observed, too, to make a sort of half attempt at conceal�ng �t
�n h�s coat pocket; but th�s act�on was not�ced, as I say, and
consequently prevented, when the object p�cked up was found to be
a Span�sh kn�fe wh�ch a dozen persons at once recogn�zed as
belong�ng to Mr. Penn�feather. Moreover, h�s �n�t�als were engraved
upon the handle. The blade of th�s kn�fe was open and bloody.

No doubt now rema�ned of the gu�lt of the nephew, and
�mmed�ately upon reach�ng Rattleborough he was taken before a



mag�strate for exam�nat�on.
Here matters aga�n took a most unfavourable turn. The pr�soner,

be�ng quest�oned as to h�s whereabouts on the morn�ng of Mr.
Shuttleworthy’s d�sappearance, had absolutely the audac�ty to
acknowledge that on that very morn�ng he had been out w�th h�s r�fle
deer-stalk�ng, �n the �mmed�ate ne�ghbourhood of the pool where the
blood-sta�ned wa�stcoat had been d�scovered through the sagac�ty of
Mr. Goodfellow.

Th�s latter now came forward, and, w�th tears �n h�s eyes, asked
perm�ss�on to be exam�ned. He sa�d that a stern sense of the duty he
owed h�s Maker, not less than h�s fellow-men, would perm�t h�m no
longer to rema�n s�lent. H�therto, the s�ncerest affect�on for the young
man (notw�thstand�ng the latter’s �ll-treatment of h�mself, Mr.
Goodfellow) had �nduced h�m to make every hypothes�s wh�ch
�mag�nat�on could suggest, by way of endeavor�ng to account for
what appeared susp�c�ous �n the c�rcumstances that told so ser�ously
aga�nst Mr. Penn�feather, but these c�rcumstances were now
altogether too conv�nc�ng—too damn�ng; he would hes�tate no longer
—he would tell all he knew, although h�s heart (Mr. Goodfellow’s)
should absolutely burst asunder �n the effort. He then went on to
state that, on the afternoon of the day prev�ous to Mr. Shuttleworthy’s
departure for the c�ty, that worthy old gentleman had ment�oned to
h�s nephew, �n h�s hear�ng (Mr. Goodfellow’s), that h�s object �n go�ng
to town on the morrow was to make a depos�t of an unusually large
sum of money �n the “Farmers’ and Mechan�cs’ Bank,” and that, then
and there, the sa�d Mr. Shuttleworthy had d�st�nctly avowed to the
sa�d nephew h�s �rrevocable determ�nat�on of resc�nd�ng the w�ll
or�g�nally made, and of cutt�ng h�m off w�th a sh�ll�ng. He (the
w�tness) now solemnly called upon the accused to state whether
what he (the w�tness) had just stated was or was not the truth �n
every substant�al part�cular. Much to the aston�shment of every one
present, Mr. Penn�feather frankly adm�tted that �t was.

The mag�strate now cons�dered �t h�s duty to send a couple of
constables to search the chamber of the accused �n the house of h�s
uncle. From th�s search they almost �mmed�ately returned w�th the
well-known steel-bound, russet leather pocket-book wh�ch the old



gentleman had been �n the hab�t of carry�ng for years. Its valuable
contents, however, had been abstracted, and the mag�strate �n va�n
endeavored to extort from the pr�soner the use wh�ch had been
made of them, or the place of the�r concealment. Indeed, he
obst�nately den�ed all knowledge of the matter. The constables, also,
d�scovered, between the bed and sack�ng of the unhappy man, a
sh�rt and neck-handkerch�ef both marked w�th the �n�t�als of h�s
name, and both h�deously besmeared w�th the blood of the v�ct�m.

At th�s juncture, �t was announced that the horse of the murdered
man had just exp�red �n the stable from the effects of the wound he
had rece�ved, and �t was proposed by Mr. Goodfellow that a post
mortem exam�nat�on of the beast should be �mmed�ately made, w�th
the v�ew, �f poss�ble, of d�scover�ng the ball. Th�s was accord�ngly
done; and, as �f to demonstrate beyond a quest�on the gu�lt of the
accused, Mr. Goodfellow, after cons�derable search�ng �n the cav�ty
of the chest was enabled to detect and to pull forth a bullet of very
extraord�nary s�ze, wh�ch, upon tr�al, was found to be exactly
adapted to the bore of Mr. Penn�feather’s r�fle, wh�le �t was far too
large for that of any other person �n the borough or �ts v�c�n�ty. To
render the matter even surer yet, however, th�s bullet was d�scovered
to have a flaw or seam at r�ght angles to the usual suture, and upon
exam�nat�on, th�s seam corresponded prec�sely w�th an acc�dental
r�dge or elevat�on �n a pa�r of moulds acknowledged by the accused
h�mself to be h�s own property. Upon f�nd�ng of th�s bullet, the
exam�n�ng mag�strate refused to l�sten to any farther test�mony, and
�mmed�ately comm�tted the pr�soner for tr�al—decl�n�ng resolutely to
take any ba�l �n the case, although aga�nst th�s sever�ty Mr.
Goodfellow very warmly remonstrated, and offered to become surety
�n whatever amount m�ght be requ�red. Th�s generos�ty on the part of
“Old Charley” was only �n accordance w�th the whole tenor of h�s
am�able and ch�valrous conduct dur�ng the ent�re per�od of h�s
sojourn �n the borough of Rattle. In the present �nstance the worthy
man was so ent�rely carr�ed away by the excess�ve warmth of h�s
sympathy, that he seemed to have qu�te forgotten, when he offered
to go ba�l for h�s young fr�end, that he h�mself (Mr. Goodfellow) d�d
not possess a s�ngle dollar’s worth of property upon the face of the
earth.



The result of the comm�ttal may be read�ly foreseen. Mr.
Penn�feather, am�d the loud execrat�ons of all Rattleborough, was
brought to tr�al at the next cr�m�nal sess�ons, when the cha�n of
c�rcumstant�al ev�dence (strengthened as �t was by some add�t�onal
damn�ng facts, wh�ch Mr. Goodfellow’s sens�t�ve consc�ent�ousness
forbade h�m to w�thhold from the court) was cons�dered so unbroken
and so thoroughly conclus�ve, that the jury, w�thout leav�ng the�r
seats, returned an �mmed�ate verd�ct of “Gu�lty of murder �n the f�rst
degree.” Soon afterward the unhappy wretch rece�ved sentence of
death, and was remanded to the county ja�l to awa�t the �nexorable
vengeance of the law.

In the meant�me, the noble behav�or of “Old Charley Goodfellow,”
had doubly endeared h�m to the honest c�t�zens of the borough. He
became ten t�mes a greater favor�te than ever, and, as a natural
result of the hosp�tal�ty w�th wh�ch he was treated, he relaxed, as �t
were, perforce, the extremely pars�mon�ous hab�ts wh�ch h�s poverty
had h�therto �mpelled h�m to observe, and very frequently had l�ttle
reun�ons at h�s own house, when w�t and joll�ty re�gned supreme—
dampened a l�ttle, of course, by the occas�onal remembrance of the
untoward and melancholy fate wh�ch �mpended over the nephew of
the late lamented bosom fr�end of the generous host.

One f�ne day, th�s magnan�mous old gentleman was agreeably
surpr�sed at the rece�pt of the follow�ng letter:

Charles Goodfellow, Esq., Rattleborough
From H.F.B. & Co.
Chat. Mar. A—No. 1.—6 doz. bottles (1/2 Gross)

“Charles Goodfellow, Esqu�re.
    “Dear S�r—In conform�ty w�th an order transm�tted to
our f�rm about two months s�nce, by our esteemed
correspondent, Mr. Barnabus Shuttleworthy, we have
the honor of forward�ng th�s morn�ng, to your address,
a double box of Chateau-Margaux of the antelope
brand, v�olet seal. Box numbered and marked as per
marg�n.



“We rema�n, s�r,        
“Your most ob’nt ser’ts,    

“HOGGS, FROGS, BOGS, & CO.

“C�ty of—, June 21, 18—.
“P.S.—The box w�ll reach you by wagon, on the day
after your rece�pt of th�s letter. Our respects to Mr.
Shuttleworthy.

“H., F., B., & CO.”

The fact �s, that Mr. Goodfellow had, s�nce the death of Mr.
Shuttleworthy, g�ven over all expectat�on of ever rece�v�ng the
prom�sed Chateau-Margaux; and he, therefore, looked upon �t now
as a sort of espec�al d�spensat�on of Prov�dence �n h�s behalf. He
was h�ghly del�ghted, of course, and �n the exuberance of h�s joy
�nv�ted a large party of fr�ends to a pet�t souper on the morrow, for
the purpose of broach�ng the good old Mr. Shuttleworthy’s present.
Not that he sa�d any th�ng about “the good old Mr. Shuttleworthy”
when he �ssued the �nv�tat�ons. The fact �s, he thought much and
concluded to say noth�ng at all. He d�d not ment�on to any one—�f I
remember ar�ght—that he had rece�ved a present of Chateau-
Margaux. He merely asked h�s fr�ends to come and help h�m dr�nk
some, of a remarkable f�ne qual�ty and r�ch flavour, that he had
ordered up from the c�ty a couple of months ago, and of wh�ch he
would be �n the rece�pt upon the morrow. I have often puzzled myself
to �mag�ne why �t was that “Old Charley” came to the conclus�on to
say noth�ng about hav�ng rece�ved the w�ne from h�s old fr�end, but I
could never prec�sely understand h�s reason for the s�lence, although
he had some excellent and very magnan�mous reason, no doubt.

The morrow at length arr�ved, and w�th �t a very large and h�ghly
respectable company at Mr. Goodfellow’s house. Indeed, half the
borough was there,—I myself among the number,—but, much to the
vexat�on of the host, the Chateau-Margaux d�d not arr�ve unt�l a late
hour, and when the sumptuous supper suppl�ed by “Old Charley” had
been done very ample just�ce by the guests. It came at length,
however,—a monstrously b�g box of �t there was, too—and as the



whole party were �n excess�vely good humor, �t was dec�ded, nem.
con., that �t should be l�fted upon the table and �ts contents
d�sembowelled forthw�th.

No sooner sa�d than done. I lent a help�ng hand; and, �n a tr�ce we
had the box upon the table, �n the m�dst of all the bottles and
glasses, not a few of wh�ch were demol�shed �n the scuffle. “Old
Charley,” who was pretty much �ntox�cated, and excess�vely red �n
the face, now took a seat, w�th an a�r of mock d�gn�ty, at the head of
the board, and thumped fur�ously upon �t w�th a decanter, call�ng
upon the company to keep order “dur�ng the ceremony of d�s�nterr�ng
the treasure.”

After some voc�ferat�on, qu�et was at length fully restored, and, as
very often happens �n s�m�lar cases, a profound and remarkable
s�lence ensued. Be�ng then requested to force open the l�d, I
compl�ed, of course, “w�th an �nf�n�te deal of pleasure.” I �nserted a
ch�sel, and g�v�ng �t a few sl�ght taps w�th a hammer, the top of the
box flew suddenly off, and at the same �nstant, there sprang up �nto
a s�tt�ng pos�t�on, d�rectly fac�ng the host, the bru�sed, bloody, and
nearly putr�d corpse of the murdered Mr. Shuttleworthy h�mself. It
gazed for a few seconds, f�xedly and sorrowfully, w�th �ts decay�ng
and lack-lustre eyes, full �nto the countenance of Mr. Goodfellow;
uttered slowly, but clearly and �mpress�vely, the words—“Thou art the
man!” and then, fall�ng over the s�de of the chest as �f thoroughly
sat�sf�ed, stretched out �ts l�mbs qu�ver�ngly upon the table.

The scene that ensued �s altogether beyond descr�pt�on. The rush
for the doors and w�ndows was terr�f�c, and many of the most robust
men �n the room fa�nted outr�ght through sheer horror. But after the
f�rst w�ld, shr�ek�ng burst of affr�ght, all eyes were d�rected to Mr.
Goodfellow. If I l�ve a thousand years, I can never forget the more
than mortal agony wh�ch was dep�cted �n that ghastly face of h�s, so
lately rub�cund w�th tr�umph and w�ne. For several m�nutes he sat
r�g�dly as a statue of marble; h�s eyes seem�ng, �n the �ntense
vacancy of the�r gaze, to be turned �nward and absorbed �n the
contemplat�on of h�s own m�serable, murderous soul. At length the�r
express�on appeared to flash suddenly out �nto the external world,
when, w�th a qu�ck leap, he sprang from h�s cha�r, and fall�ng heav�ly



w�th h�s head and shoulders upon the table, and �n contact w�th the
corpse, poured out rap�dly and vehemently a deta�led confess�on of
the h�deous cr�me for wh�ch Mr. Penn�feather was then �mpr�soned
and doomed to d�e.

What he recounted was �n substance th�s:—He followed h�s v�ct�m
to the v�c�n�ty of the pool; there shot h�s horse w�th a p�stol;
despatched �ts r�der w�th the butt end; possessed h�mself of the
pocket-book; and, suppos�ng the horse dead, dragged �t w�th great
labour to the brambles by the pond. Upon h�s own beast he slung the
corpse of Mr. Shuttleworthy, and thus bore �t to a secure place of
concealment a long d�stance off through the woods.

The wa�stcoat, the kn�fe, the pocket-book, and bullet, had been
placed by h�mself where found, w�th the v�ew of aveng�ng h�mself
upon Mr. Penn�feather. He had also contr�ved the d�scovery of the
sta�ned handkerch�ef and sh�rt.

Toward the end of the blood-ch�ll�ng rec�tal the words of the gu�lty
wretch faltered and grew hollow. When the record was f�nally
exhausted, he arose, staggered backward from the table, and fell—
dead.

The means by wh�ch th�s happ�ly-t�med confess�on was extorted,
although eff�c�ent, were s�mple �ndeed. Mr. Goodfellow’s excess of
frankness had d�sgusted me, and exc�ted my susp�c�ons from the
f�rst. I was present when Mr. Penn�feather had struck h�m, and the
f�end�sh express�on wh�ch then arose upon h�s countenance,
although momentary, assured me that h�s threat of vengeance
would, �f poss�ble, be r�g�dly fulf�lled. I was thus prepared to v�ew the
manoeuver�ng of “Old Charley” �n a very d�fferent l�ght from that �n
wh�ch �t was regarded by the good c�t�zens of Rattleborough. I saw at
once that all the cr�m�nat�ng d�scover�es arose, e�ther d�rectly or
�nd�rectly, from h�mself. But the fact wh�ch clearly opened my eyes to
the true state of the case, was the affa�r of the bullet, found by Mr. G.
�n the carcass of the horse. I had not forgotten, although the
Rattleburghers had, that there was a hole where the ball had entered



the horse, and another where �t went out. If �t were found �n the
an�mal then, after hav�ng made �ts ex�t, I saw clearly that �t must have
been depos�ted by the person who found �t. The bloody sh�rt and
handkerch�ef conf�rmed the �dea suggested by the bullet; for the
blood on exam�nat�on proved to be cap�tal claret, and no more.
When I came to th�nk of these th�ngs, and also of the late �ncrease of
l�beral�ty and expend�ture on the part of Mr. Goodfellow, I enterta�ned
a susp�c�on wh�ch was none the less strong because I kept �t
altogether to myself.

In the meant�me, I �nst�tuted a r�gorous pr�vate search for the
corpse of Mr. Shuttleworthy, and, for good reasons, searched �n
quarters as d�vergent as poss�ble from those to wh�ch Mr.
Goodfellow conducted h�s party. The result was that, after some
days, I came across an old dry well, the mouth of wh�ch was nearly
h�dden by brambles; and here, at the bottom, I d�scovered what I
sought.

Now �t so happened that I had overheard the colloquy between the
two cron�es, when Mr. Goodfellow had contr�ved to cajole h�s host
�nto the prom�se of a box of Chateaux-Margaux. Upon th�s h�nt I
acted. I procured a st�ff p�ece of whalebone, thrust �t down the throat
of the corpse, and depos�ted the latter �n an old w�ne box—tak�ng
care so to double the body up as to double the whalebone w�th �t. In
th�s manner I had to press forc�bly upon the l�d to keep �t down wh�le
I secured �t w�th na�ls; and I ant�c�pated, of course, that as soon as
these latter were removed, the top would fly off and the body up.

Hav�ng thus arranged the box, I marked, numbered, and
addressed �t as already told; and then wr�t�ng a letter �n the name of
the w�ne merchants w�th whom Mr. Shuttleworthy dealt, I gave
�nstruct�ons to my servant to wheel the box to Mr. Goodfellow’s door,
�n a barrow, at a g�ven s�gnal from myself. For the words wh�ch I
�ntended the corpse to speak, I conf�dently depended upon my
ventr�loqu�al ab�l�t�es; for the�r effect, I counted upon the consc�ence
of the murderous wretch.

I bel�eve there �s noth�ng more to be expla�ned. Mr. Penn�feather
was released upon the spot, �nher�ted the fortune of h�s uncle,



prof�ted by the lessons of exper�ence, turned over a new leaf, and
led happ�ly ever afterward a new l�fe.



WHY THE LITTLE FRENCHMAN
WEARS HIS HAND IN A SLING

It’s on my v�s�t�ng cards sure enough (and �t’s them that’s all o’ p�nk
sat�n paper) that �nny g�ntleman that plases may behould the
�nther�sth�n’ words, “S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, Barron�tt, 39
Southampton Row, Russell Square, Parr�sh o’ Bloomsbury.” And
shud ye be want�n’ to d�sk�ver who �s the p�nk of purl�teness qu�te,
and the la�der of the hot tun �n the houl c�ty o’ Lonon—why �t’s j�st
mes�lf. And fa�t that same �s no wonder at all at all (so be plased to
stop curl�n’ your nose), for every �nch o’ the s�x wakes that I’ve been
a g�ntleman, and left aff w�d the bog-throth�ng to take up w�d the
Barron�ssy, �t’s Pathr�ck that’s been l�v�ng l�ke a houly �mperor, and
g�tt�ng the �dd�cat�on and the graces. Och! and wouldn’t �t be a
blessed th�ng for your sp�rr�ts �f ye cud lay your two peepers j�st,
upon S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, Barron�tt, when he �s all r�ddy dr�ssed
for the hopperer, or st�pp�ng �nto the Br�sky for the dr�ve �nto the Hyde
Park. But �t’s the �ll�gant b�g f�ggur that I ’ave, for the rason o’ wh�ch
all the lad�es fall �n love w�d me. Isn’t �t my own swate s�lf now that’ll
m�ssure the s�x fut, and the three �nches more nor that, �n me
stock�ns, and that am excad�ngly w�ll proport�oned all over to match?
And �t �s ralelly more than three fut and a b�t that there �s, �nny how,
of the l�ttle ould furrener Fr�nchman that l�ves j�st over the way, and
that’s a-oggl�ng and a-goggl�ng the houl day, (and bad luck to h�m,)
at the purty w�ddy M�sthress Tracle that’s my own n�xt-door ne�ghbor,
(God bl�ss her!) and a most part�culler fr�nd and acqua�ntance? You
percave the l�ttle spalpeen �s summat down �n the mouth, and wears
h�s l�ft hand �n a sl�ng, and �t’s for that same th�ng, by yur lave, that
I’m go�ng to g�ve you the good rason.



The truth of the houl matter �s j�st s�mple enough; for the very f�rst
day that I com’d from Connaught, and showd my swate l�ttle s�lf �n
the stra�t to the w�ddy, who was look�ng through the w�ndy, �t was a
gone case altheg�ther w�th the heart o’ the purty M�sthress Tracle. I
percaved �t, ye see, all at once, and no m�stake, and that’s God’s
truth. F�rst of all �t was up w�d the w�ndy �n a j�ffy, and th�n she threw
open her two peepers to the �tmost, and th�n �t was a l�ttle gould spy-
glass that she clapped t�ght to one o’ them and d�v�l may burn me �f �t
d�dn’t spake to me as pla�n as a peeper cud spake, and says �t,
through the spy-glass: “Och! the t�p o’ the morn�n’ to ye, S�r Pathr�ck
O’Grand�son, Barron�tt, mavourneen; and �t’s a nate g�ntleman that
ye are, sure enough, and �t’s mes�lf and me forten j�st that’ll be at yur
sarv�ce, dear, �nny t�me o’ day at all at all for the ask�ng.” And �t’s not
mes�lf ye wud have to be bate �n the purl�teness; so I made her a
bow that wud ha’ broken yur heart alteg�ther to behould, and th�n I
pulled aff me hat w�th a flour�sh, and th�n I w�nked at her hard w�d
both eyes, as much as to say, “True for you, yer a swate l�ttle crature,
Mrs. Tracle, me darl�nt, and I w�sh I may be drownthed dead �n a
bog, �f �t’s not mes�lf, S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, Barron�tt, that’ll make
a houl bushel o’ love to yur leddysh�p, �n the tw�nkl�ng o’ the eye of a
Londonderry purraty.”

And �t was the n�xt morn�n’, sure, j�st as I was mak�ng up me m�nd
wh�ther �t wouldn’t be the purl�te th�ng to s�nd a b�t o’ wr�t�n’ to the
w�ddy by way of a love-l�tter, when up com’d the del�very servant w�d
an �ll�gant card, and he tould me that the name on �t (for I n�ver could
rade the copperplate pr�nt�n’ on account of be�ng l�ft handed) was all
about Mounseer, the Count, A Goose, Look-a�sy, Ma�ter-d�-dauns,
and that the houl of the d�v�l�sh l�ngo was the spalpeeny long name of
the l�ttle ould furrener Fr�nchman as l�ved over the way.

And j�st w�d that �n cum’d the l�ttle w�ll�an h�mself, and then he
made me a broth of a bow, and th�n he sa�d he had ounly taken the
l�berty of do�ng me the honor of the g�v�ng me a call, and th�n he went
on to palaver at a great rate, and d�v�l the b�t d�d I compreh�nd what
he wud be afther the t�ll�ng me at all at all, exc�pt�ng and sav�ng that
he sa�d “pully wou, woolly wou,” and tould me, among a bushel o’
l�es, bad luck to h�m, that he was mad for the love o’ my w�ddy



M�sthress Tracle, and that my w�ddy Mrs. Tracle had a puncheon for
h�m.

At the hear�n’ of th�s, ye may swear, though, I was as mad as a
grasshopper, but I rem�mbered that I was S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son,
Barron�tt, and that �t wasn’t altheg�ther gentaal to l�t the anger g�t the
upper hand o’ the purl�teness, so I made l�ght o’ the matter and k�pt
dark, and got qu�te soc�able w�d the l�ttle chap, and afther a wh�le
what d�d he do but ask me to go w�d h�m to the w�ddy’s, say�ng he
wud g�ve me the fesh�onable �nthroduct�on to her leddysh�p.

“Is �t there ye are?” sa�d I th�n to mes�lf, “and �t’s thrue for you,
Pathr�ck, that ye’re the fortun�ttest mortal �n l�fe. We’ll soon see now
wh�ther �t’s your swate s�lf, or wh�ther �t’s l�ttle Mounseer Ma�ter-d�-
dauns, that M�sthress Tracle �s head and ears �n the love w�d.”

W�d that we w�nt aff to the w�ddy’s, next door, and ye may well say
�t was an �ll�gant place; so �t was. There was a carpet all over the
floor, and �n one corner there was a forty-p�nny and a Jew’s harp and
the d�v�l knows what �lse, and �n another corner was a sofy, the
beaut�fullest th�ng �n all natur, and s�tt�ng on the sofy, sure enough,
there was the swate l�ttle angel, M�sthress Tracle.

“The t�p o’ the morn�n’ to ye,” says I, “Mrs. Tracle,” and th�n I made
s�ch an �ll�gant obaysance that �t wud ha qu�te altheg�ther bew�ldered
the bra�n o’ ye.

“Wully woo, pully woo, plump �n the mud,” says the l�ttle furrenner
Fr�nchman, “and sure Mrs. Tracle,” says he, that he d�d, “�sn’t th�s
g�ntleman here j�st h�s reverence S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, Barron�tt,
and �sn’t he altheg�ther and ent�rely the most part�cular fr�nd and
acqua�ntance that I have �n the houl world?”

And w�d that the w�ddy, she g�ts up from the sofy, and makes the
swatest curthchy nor �ver was seen; and th�n down she s�ts l�ke an
angel; and th�n, by the powers, �t was that l�ttle spalpeen Mounseer
Ma�ter-d�-dauns that plumped h�s s�lf r�ght down by the r�ght s�de of
her. Och hon! I �xp�cted the two eyes o’ me wud ha cum’d out of my
head on the spot, I was so d�sp�rate mad! How�ver, “Ba�t who!” says
I, after awh�le. “Is �t there ye are, Mounseer Ma�ter-d�-dauns?” and so
down I plumped on the l�ft s�de of her leddysh�p, to be aven w�th the
w�lla�n. Botherat�on! �t wud ha done your heart good to percave the



�ll�gant double w�nk that I g�ved her j�st th�n r�ght �n the face w�th both
eyes.

But the l�ttle ould Fr�nchman he n�ver beg�nned to susp�ct me at all
at all, and d�sperate hard �t was he made the love to her leddysh�p.
“Woully wou,” says he, “Pully wou,” says he, “Plump �n the mud,”
says he.

“That’s all to no use, Mounseer Frog, mavourneen,” th�nks I; and I
talked as hard and as fast as I could all the wh�le, and throth �t was
mes�lf j�st that d�varted her leddysh�p complately and �nt�rely, by
rason of the �ll�gant conversat�on that I k�pt up w�d her all about the
dear bogs of Connaught. And by and by she g�ved me such a swate
sm�le, from one �nd of her mouth to the �ther, that �t made me as
bould as a p�g, and I j�st took hould of the �nd of her l�ttle f�nger �n the
most d�l�k�ttest manner �n natur, look�ng at her all the wh�le out o’ the
wh�tes of my eyes.

And then ounly percave the cuteness of the swate angel, for no
sooner d�d she obsarve that I was afther the squaz�ng of her fl�pper,
than she up w�d �t �n a j�ffy, and put �t away beh�nd her back, j�st as
much as to say, “Now th�n, S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, there’s a b�tther
chance for ye, mavourneen, for �t’s not altogether the gentaal th�ng to
be afther the squaz�ng of my fl�pper r�ght full �n the s�ght of that l�ttle
furrenner Fr�nchman, Mounseer Ma�ter-d�-dauns.”

W�d that I g�v’d her a b�g w�nk j�st to say, “l�t S�r Pathr�ck alone for
the l�kes o’ them thr�cks,” and th�n I w�nt a�sy to work, and you’d have
d�ed w�d the d�vars�on to behould how cl�verly I sl�pped my r�ght arm
betwane the back o’ the sofy, and the back of her leddysh�p, and
there, sure enough, I found a swate l�ttle fl�pper all a wa�t�ng to say,
“the t�p o’ the morn�n’ to ye, S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, Barron�tt.” And
wasn’t �t mes�lf, sure, that j�st g�v’d �t the laste l�ttle b�t of a squaze �n
the world, all �n the way of a comm�ncement, and not to be too rough
w�d her leddysh�p? and och, botherat�on, wasn’t �t the gentaalest and
d�l�k�ttest of all the l�ttle squazes that I got �n return? “Blood and
thunder, S�r Pathr�ck, mavourneen,” th�nks I to mes�lf, “fa�t �t’s j�st the
mother’s son of you, and nobody else at all at all, that’s the
handsomest and the fortun�ttest young bog-throtter that ever cum’d
out of Connaught!” And w�th that I g�vd the fl�pper a b�g squaze, and



a b�g squaze �t was, by the powers, that her leddysh�p g�v’d to me
back. But �t would ha spl�t the seven s�des of you w�d the laff�n’ to
behould, j�st then all at once, the consated behav�or of Mounseer
Ma�ter-d�-dauns. The l�kes o’ s�ch a jabber�ng, and a sm�rk�ng, and a
parley-wou�ng as he beg�n’d w�d her leddysh�p, n�ver was known
before upon arth; and d�v�l may burn me �f �t wasn’t me own very two
peepers that cotch’d h�m t�pp�ng her the w�nk out of one eye. Och,
hon! �f �t wasn’t mes�lf th�n that was mad as a K�lkenny cat I shud l�ke
to be tould who �t was!

“Let me �nfarm you, Mounseer Ma�ter-d�-dauns,” sa�d I, as purl�te
as �ver ye seed, “that �t’s not the g�ntaal th�ng at all at all, and not for
the l�kes o’ you �nny how, to be afther the oggl�ng and a-goggl�ng at
her leddysh�p �n that fash�on,” and j�st w�d that such another squaze
as �t was I g�v’d her fl�pper, all as much as to say, “�sn’t �t S�r Pathr�ck
now, my jewel, that’ll be able to the protect�n’ o’ you, my darl�nt?” and
then there cum’d another squaze back, all by way of the answer.
“Thrue for you, S�r Pathr�ck,” �t sa�d as pla�n as �ver a squaze sa�d �n
the world, “Thrue for you, S�r Pathr�ck, mavourneen, and �t’s a proper
nate g�ntleman ye are—that’s God’s truth,” and w�th that she opened
her two beaut�ful peepers t�ll I belaved they wud ha’ cum’d out of her
h�d altheg�ther and �nt�rely, and she looked f�rst as mad as a cat at
Mounseer Frog, and th�n as sm�l�ng as all out o’ doors at mes�lf.

“Th�n,” says he, the w�ll�an, “Och hon! and a wolly-wou, pully-wou,”
and then w�d that he shoved up h�s two shoulders t�ll the d�v�l the b�t
of h�s h�d was to be d�sk�vered, and then he let down the two corners
of h�s purraty-trap, and th�n not a haporth more of the sat�sfact�on
could I g�t out o’ the spalpeen.

Belave me, my jewel, �t was S�r Pathr�ck that was unreasonable
mad th�n, and the more by token that the Fr�nchman k�pt an w�d h�s
w�nk�ng at the w�ddy; and the w�ddy she kept an w�d the squaz�ng of
my fl�pper, as much as to say, “At h�m aga�n, S�r Pathr�ck
O’Grand�son, mavourneen:” so I just r�pped out w�d a b�g oath, and
says I:

“Ye l�ttle spalpeeny frog of a bog-thrott�ng son of a bloody noun!”—
and j�st th�n what d’ye th�nk �t was that her leddysh�p d�d? Troth she
jumped up from the sofy as �f she was b�t, and made off through the



door, wh�le I turned my head round afther her, �n a complate
bew�lderment and botherat�on, and followed her w�d me two peepers.
You percave I had a reason of my own for know�ng that she couldn’t
g�t down the stares altheg�ther and �nt�rely; for I knew very well that I
had hould of her hand, for the d�v�l the b�t had I �ver l�t �t go. And says
I:

“Isn’t �t the laste l�ttle b�t of a m�stake �n the world that ye’ve been
afther the mak�ng, yer leddysh�p? Come back now, that’s a darl�nt,
and I’ll g�ve ye yur fl�pper.” But aff she w�nt down the sta�rs l�ke a
shot, and th�n I turned round to the l�ttle Fr�nch furrenner. Och hon! �f
�t wasn’t h�s spalpeeny l�ttle paw that I had hould of �n my own—why
th�n—th�n �t wasn’t—that’s all.

And maybe �t wasn’t mes�lf that j�st d�ed then outr�ght w�d the
laff�n’, to behold the l�ttle chap when he found out that �t wasn’t the
w�ddy at all at all that he had had hould of all the t�me, but only S�r
Pathr�ck O’Grand�son. The ould d�v�l h�mself n�ver beh�ld s�ch a long
face as he pet an! As for S�r Pathr�ck O’Grand�son, Barron�tt, �t
wasn’t for the l�kes of h�s r�verence to be afther the m�nd�ng of a
thr�fle of a m�stake. Ye may j�st say, though (for �t’s God’s thruth), that
afore I left hould of the fl�pper of the spalpeen (wh�ch was not t�ll
afther her leddysh�p’s futman had k�cked us both down the sta�rs), I
g�v’d �t such a nate l�ttle broth of a squaze as made �t all up �nto
raspberry jam.

“Woully wou,” says he, “pully wou,” says he—“Cot tam!”
And that’s j�st the thruth of the rason why he wears h�s l�ft hand �n

a sl�ng.



BON-BON.

Quand un bon v�n meuble mon estomac,
Je su�s plus savant que Balzac—
Plus sage que P�brac;
Mon bras seul fa�sant l’attaque
De la nat�on Cossaque,
La mettro�t au sac;
De Charon je passero�s le lac,
En dormant dans son bac;
J’�ro�s au f�er Eac,
Sans que mon coeur f�t t�c n� tac,
Présenter du tabac.
                    —French Vaudev�lle

That P�erre Bon-Bon was a restaurateur of uncommon
qual�f�cat�ons, no man who, dur�ng the re�gn of——, frequented the
l�ttle Câfé �n the cul-de-sac Le Febre at Rouen, w�ll, I �mag�ne, feel
h�mself at l�berty to d�spute. That P�erre Bon-Bon was, �n an equal
degree, sk�lled �n the ph�losophy of that per�od �s, I presume, st�ll
more espec�ally unden�able. H�s patés à la fo�s were beyond doubt
�mmaculate; but what pen can do just�ce to h�s essays sur la Nature
—h�s thoughts sur l’Ame—h�s observat�ons sur l’Espr�t? If h�s
omelettes—�f h�s fr�candeaux were �nest�mable, what l�ttérateur of
that day would not have g�ven tw�ce as much for an “Idée de Bon-
Bon” as for all the trash of “Idées” of all the rest of the savants? Bon-
Bon had ransacked l�brar�es wh�ch no other man had ransacked—
had more than any other would have enterta�ned a not�on of read�ng
—had understood more than any other would have conce�ved the
poss�b�l�ty of understand�ng; and although, wh�le he flour�shed, there
were not want�ng some authors at Rouen to assert “that h�s d�cta
ev�nced ne�ther the pur�ty of the Academy, nor the depth of the



Lyceum”—although, mark me, h�s doctr�nes were by no means very
generally comprehended, st�ll �t d�d not follow that they were d�ff�cult
of comprehens�on. It was, I th�nk, on account of the�r self-ev�dency
that many persons were led to cons�der them abstruse. It �s to Bon-
Bon—but let th�s go no farther—�t �s to Bon-Bon that Kant h�mself �s
ma�nly �ndebted for h�s metaphys�cs. The former was �ndeed not a
Platon�st, nor str�ctly speak�ng an Ar�stotel�an—nor d�d he, l�ke the
modern Le�bn�tz, waste those prec�ous hours wh�ch m�ght be
employed �n the �nvent�on of a fr�casée or, fac�l� gradú, the analys�s of
a sensat�on, �n fr�volous attempts at reconc�l�ng the obst�nate o�ls and
waters of eth�cal d�scuss�on. Not at all. Bon-Bon was Ion�c—Bon-Bon
was equally Ital�c. He reasoned à pr�or�—He reasoned also à
poster�or�. H�s �deas were �nnate—or otherw�se. He bel�eved �n
George of Treb�zonde—He bel�eved �n Bossar�on [Bessar�on]. Bon-
Bon was emphat�cally a—Bon-Bon�st.

I have spoken of the ph�losopher �n h�s capac�ty of restaurateur. I
would not, however, have any fr�end of m�ne �mag�ne that, �n fulf�ll�ng
h�s hered�tary dut�es �n that l�ne, our hero wanted a proper est�mat�on
of the�r d�gn�ty and �mportance. Far from �t. It was �mposs�ble to say
�n wh�ch branch of h�s profess�on he took the greater pr�de. In h�s
op�n�on the powers of the �ntellect held �nt�mate connect�on w�th the
capab�l�t�es of the stomach. I am not sure, �ndeed, that he greatly
d�sagreed w�th the Ch�nese, who held that the soul l�es �n the
abdomen. The Greeks at all events were r�ght, he thought, who
employed the same words for the m�nd and the d�aphragm. (*1) By
th�s I do not mean to �ns�nuate a charge of gluttony, or �ndeed any
other ser�ous charge to the prejud�ce of the metaphys�c�an. If P�erre
Bon-Bon had h�s fa�l�ngs—and what great man has not a thousand?
—�f P�erre Bon-Bon, I say, had h�s fa�l�ngs, they were fa�l�ngs of very
l�ttle �mportance—faults �ndeed wh�ch, �n other tempers, have often
been looked upon rather �n the l�ght of v�rtues. As regards one of
these fo�bles, I should not even have ment�oned �t �n th�s h�story but
for the remarkable prom�nency—the extreme alto rel�evo—�n wh�ch �t
jutted out from the plane of h�s general d�spos�t�on. He could never
let sl�p an opportun�ty of mak�ng a barga�n.
     {*1} MD



Not that he was avar�c�ous—no. It was by no means necessary to
the sat�sfact�on of the ph�losopher, that the barga�n should be to h�s
own proper advantage. Prov�ded a trade could be effected—a trade
of any k�nd, upon any terms, or under any c�rcumstances—a
tr�umphant sm�le was seen for many days thereafter to enl�ghten h�s
countenance, and a know�ng w�nk of the eye to g�ve ev�dence of h�s
sagac�ty.

At any epoch �t would not be very wonderful �f a humor so pecul�ar
as the one I have just ment�oned, should el�c�t attent�on and remark.
At the epoch of our narrat�ve, had th�s pecul�ar�ty not attracted
observat�on, there would have been room for wonder �ndeed. It was
soon reported that, upon all occas�ons of the k�nd, the sm�le of Bon-
Bon was wont to d�ffer w�dely from the downr�ght gr�n w�th wh�ch he
would laugh at h�s own jokes, or welcome an acqua�ntance. H�nts
were thrown out of an exc�t�ng nature; stor�es were told of per�lous
barga�ns made �n a hurry and repented of at le�sure; and �nstances
were adduced of unaccountable capac�t�es, vague long�ngs, and
unnatural �ncl�nat�ons �mplanted by the author of all ev�l for w�se
purposes of h�s own.

The ph�losopher had other weaknesses—but they are scarcely
worthy our ser�ous exam�nat�on. For example, there are few men of
extraord�nary profund�ty who are found want�ng �n an �ncl�nat�on for
the bottle. Whether th�s �ncl�nat�on be an exc�t�ng cause, or rather a
val�d proof of such profund�ty, �t �s a n�ce th�ng to say. Bon-Bon, as far
as I can learn, d�d not th�nk the subject adapted to m�nute
�nvest�gat�on;—nor do I. Yet �n the �ndulgence of a propens�ty so truly
class�cal, �t �s not to be supposed that the restaurateur would lose
s�ght of that �ntu�t�ve d�scr�m�nat�on wh�ch was wont to character�ze,
at one and the same t�me, h�s essa�s and h�s omelettes. In h�s
seclus�ons the V�n de Bourgogne had �ts allotted hour, and there
were appropr�ate moments for the Cotes du Rhone. W�th h�m
Sauterne was to Medoc what Catullus was to Homer. He would sport
w�th a syllog�sm �n s�pp�ng St. Peray, but unravel an argument over
Clos de Vougeot, and upset a theory �n a torrent of Chambert�n. Well
had �t been �f the same qu�ck sense of propr�ety had attended h�m �n
the peddl�ng propens�ty to wh�ch I have formerly alluded—but th�s
was by no means the case. Indeed to say the truth, that tra�t of m�nd



�n the ph�losoph�c Bon-Bon d�d beg�n at length to assume a character
of strange �ntens�ty and myst�c�sm, and appeared deeply t�nctured
w�th the d�abler�e of h�s favor�te German stud�es.

To enter the l�ttle café �n the cul-de-sac Le Febre was, at the
per�od of our tale, to enter the sanctum of a man of gen�us. Bon-Bon
was a man of gen�us. There was not a sous-cus�n�er �n Rouen, who
could not have told you that Bon-Bon was a man of gen�us. H�s very
cat knew �t, and forebore to wh�sk her ta�l �n the presence of the man
of gen�us. H�s large water-dog was acqua�nted w�th the fact, and
upon the approach of h�s master, betrayed h�s sense of �nfer�or�ty by
a sanct�ty of deportment, a debasement of the ears, and a dropp�ng
of the lower jaw not altogether unworthy of a dog. It �s, however, true
that much of th�s hab�tual respect m�ght have been attr�buted to the
personal appearance of the metaphys�c�an. A d�st�ngu�shed exter�or
w�ll, I am constra�ned to say, have �ts way even w�th a beast; and I
am w�ll�ng to allow much �n the outward man of the restaurateur
calculated to �mpress the �mag�nat�on of the quadruped. There �s a
pecul�ar majesty about the atmosphere of the l�ttle great—�f I may be
perm�tted so equ�vocal an express�on—wh�ch mere phys�cal bulk
alone w�ll be found at all t�mes �neff�c�ent �n creat�ng. If, however,
Bon-Bon was barely three feet �n he�ght, and �f h�s head was
d�m�nut�vely small, st�ll �t was �mposs�ble to behold the rotund�ty of h�s
stomach w�thout a sense of magn�f�cence nearly border�ng upon the
subl�me. In �ts s�ze both dogs and men must have seen a type of h�s
acqu�rements—�n �ts �mmens�ty a f�tt�ng hab�tat�on for h�s �mmortal
soul.

I m�ght here—�f �t so pleased me—d�late upon the matter of
hab�l�ment, and other mere c�rcumstances of the external
metaphys�c�an. I m�ght h�nt that the ha�r of our hero was worn short,
combed smoothly over h�s forehead, and surmounted by a con�cal-
shaped wh�te flannel cap and tassels—that h�s pea-green jerk�n was
not after the fash�on of those worn by the common class of
restaurateurs at that day—that the sleeves were someth�ng fuller
than the re�gn�ng costume perm�tted—that the cuffs were turned up,
not as usual �n that barbarous per�od, w�th cloth of the same qual�ty
and color as the garment, but faced �n a more fanc�ful manner w�th
the part�colored velvet of Genoa—that h�s sl�ppers were of a br�ght



purple, cur�ously f�l�greed, and m�ght have been manufactured �n
Japan, but for the exqu�s�te po�nt�ng of the toes, and the br�ll�ant t�nts
of the b�nd�ng and embro�dery—that h�s breeches were of the yellow
sat�n-l�ke mater�al called a�mable—that h�s sky-blue cloak,
resembl�ng �n form a dress�ng-wrapper, and r�chly bestudded all over
w�th cr�mson dev�ces, floated caval�erly upon h�s shoulders l�ke a
m�st of the morn�ng—and that h�s tout ensemble gave r�se to the
remarkable words of Benevenuta, the Improv�satr�ce of Florence,
“that �t was d�ff�cult to say whether P�erre Bon-Bon was �ndeed a b�rd
of Parad�se, or rather a very Parad�se of perfect�on.” I m�ght, I say,
expat�ate upon all these po�nts �f I pleased,—but I forbear, merely
personal deta�ls may be left to h�stor�cal novel�sts,—they are beneath
the moral d�gn�ty of matter-of-fact.

I have sa�d that “to enter the café �n the cul-de-sac Le Febre was
to enter the sanctum of a man of gen�us”—but then �t was only the
man of gen�us who could duly est�mate the mer�ts of the sanctum. A
s�gn, cons�st�ng of a vast fol�o, swung before the entrance. On one
s�de of the volume was pa�nted a bottle; on the reverse a paté. On
the back were v�s�ble �n large letters Œuvres de Bon-Bon. Thus was
del�cately shadowed forth the two-fold occupat�on of the propr�etor.

Upon stepp�ng over the threshold, the whole �nter�or of the bu�ld�ng
presented �tself to v�ew. A long, low-p�tched room, of ant�que
construct�on, was �ndeed all the accommodat�on afforded by the
café. In a corner of the apartment stood the bed of the
metaphys�c�an. An army of curta�ns, together w�th a canopy à la
Grècque, gave �t an a�r at once class�c and comfortable. In the
corner d�agonary oppos�te, appeared, �n d�rect fam�ly commun�on,
the propert�es of the k�tchen and the b�bl�otheque. A d�sh of polem�cs
stood peacefully upon the dresser. Here lay an ovenful of the latest
eth�cs—there a kettle of dudec�mo mélanges. Volumes of German
moral�ty were hand and glove w�th the gr�d�ron—a toast�ng-fork m�ght
be d�scovered by the s�de of Euseb�us—Plato recl�ned at h�s ease �n
the fry�ng-pan—and contemporary manuscr�pts were f�led away upon
the sp�t.

In other respects the Café de Bon-Bon m�ght be sa�d to d�ffer l�ttle
from the usual restaurants of the per�od. A f�replace yawned oppos�te



the door. On the r�ght of the f�replace an open cupboard d�splayed a
form�dable array of labelled bottles.

It was here, about twelve o’clock one n�ght dur�ng the severe
w�nter of ——, that P�erre Bon-Bon, after hav�ng l�stened to the
comments of h�s ne�ghbours upon h�s s�ngular propens�ty—that
P�erre Bon-Bon, I say, hav�ng turned them all out of h�s house,
locked the door upon them w�th an oath, and betook h�mself �n no
very pac�f�c mood to the comforts of a leather-bottomed arm-cha�r,
and a f�re of blaz�ng fagots.

It was one of those terr�f�c n�ghts wh�ch are only met w�th once or
tw�ce dur�ng a century. It snowed f�ercely, and the house tottered to
�ts centre w�th the floods of w�nd that, rush�ng through the crann�es �n
the wall, and pour�ng �mpetuously down the ch�mney, shook awfully
the curta�ns of the ph�losopher’s bed, and d�sorgan�zed the economy
of h�s pate-pans and papers. The huge fol�o s�gn that swung w�thout,
exposed to the fury of the tempest, creaked om�nously, and gave out
a moan�ng sound from �ts stanch�ons of sol�d oak.

It was �n no plac�d temper, I say, that the metaphys�c�an drew up
h�s cha�r to �ts customary stat�on by the hearth. Many c�rcumstances
of a perplex�ng nature had occurred dur�ng the day, to d�sturb the
seren�ty of h�s med�tat�ons. In attempt�ng des oeufs à la Pr�ncesse,
he had unfortunately perpetrated an omelette à la Re�ne; the
d�scovery of a pr�nc�ple �n eth�cs had been frustrated by the
overturn�ng of a stew; and last, not least, he had been thwarted �n
one of those adm�rable barga�ns wh�ch he at all t�mes took such
espec�al del�ght �n br�ng�ng to a successful term�nat�on. But �n the
chaf�ng of h�s m�nd at these unaccountable v�c�ss�tudes, there d�d not
fa�l to be m�ngled some degree of that nervous anx�ety wh�ch the fury
of a bo�sterous n�ght �s so well calculated to produce. Wh�stl�ng to h�s
more �mmed�ate v�c�n�ty the large black water-dog we have spoken
of before, and settl�ng h�mself uneas�ly �n h�s cha�r, he could not help
cast�ng a wary and unqu�et eye toward those d�stant recesses of the
apartment whose �nexorable shadows not even the red f�rel�ght �tself
could more than part�ally succeed �n overcom�ng. Hav�ng completed
a scrut�ny whose exact purpose was perhaps un�ntell�g�ble to
h�mself, he drew close to h�s seat a small table covered w�th books



and papers, and soon became absorbed �n the task of retouch�ng a
volum�nous manuscr�pt, �ntended for publ�cat�on on the morrow.

He had been thus occup�ed for some m�nutes when “I am �n no
hurry, Mons�eur Bon-Bon,” suddenly wh�spered a wh�n�ng vo�ce �n
the apartment.

“The dev�l!” ejaculated our hero, start�ng to h�s feet, overturn�ng the
table at h�s s�de, and star�ng around h�m �n aston�shment.

“Very true,” calmly repl�ed the vo�ce.
“Very true!—what �s very true?—how came you here?” voc�ferated

the metaphys�c�an, as h�s eye fell upon someth�ng wh�ch lay
stretched at full length upon the bed.

“I was say�ng,” sa�d the �ntruder, w�thout attend�ng to the
�nterrogat�ves,—“I was say�ng that I am not at all pushed for t�me—
that the bus�ness upon wh�ch I took the l�berty of call�ng, �s of no
press�ng �mportance—�n short, that I can very well wa�t unt�l you
have f�n�shed your Expos�t�on.”

“My Expos�t�on!—there now!—how do you know?—how came you
to understand that I was wr�t�ng an Expos�t�on?—good God!”

“Hush!” repl�ed the f�gure, �n a shr�ll undertone; and, ar�s�ng qu�ckly
from the bed, he made a s�ngle step toward our hero, wh�le an �ron
lamp that depended over-head swung convuls�vely back from h�s
approach.

The ph�losopher’s amazement d�d not prevent a narrow scrut�ny of
the stranger’s dress and appearance. The outl�nes of h�s f�gure,
exceed�ngly lean, but much above the common he�ght, were
rendered m�nutely d�st�nct, by means of a faded su�t of black cloth
wh�ch f�tted t�ght to the sk�n, but was otherw�se cut very much �n the
style of a century ago. These garments had ev�dently been �ntended
for a much shorter person than the�r present owner. H�s ankles and
wr�sts were left naked for several �nches. In h�s shoes, however, a
pa�r of very br�ll�ant buckles gave the l�e to the extreme poverty
�mpl�ed by the other port�ons of h�s dress. H�s head was bare, and
ent�rely bald, w�th the except�on of a h�nder part, from wh�ch
depended a queue of cons�derable length. A pa�r of green
spectacles, w�th s�de glasses, protected h�s eyes from the �nfluence



of the l�ght, and at the same t�me prevented our hero from
ascerta�n�ng e�ther the�r color or the�r conformat�on. About the ent�re
person there was no ev�dence of a sh�rt, but a wh�te cravat, of f�lthy
appearance, was t�ed w�th extreme prec�s�on around the throat and
the ends hang�ng down formally s�de by s�de gave (although I dare
say un�ntent�onally) the �dea of an eccles�ast�c. Indeed, many other
po�nts both �n h�s appearance and demeanor m�ght have very well
susta�ned a concept�on of that nature. Over h�s left ear, he carr�ed,
after the fash�on of a modern clerk, an �nstrument resembl�ng the
stylus of the anc�ents. In a breast-pocket of h�s coat appeared
consp�cuously a small black volume fastened w�th clasps of steel.
Th�s book, whether acc�dentally or not, was so turned outwardly from
the person as to d�scover the words “R�tuel Cathol�que” �n wh�te
letters upon the back. H�s ent�re phys�ognomy was �nterest�ngly
saturn�ne—even cadaverously pale. The forehead was lofty, and
deeply furrowed w�th the r�dges of contemplat�on. The corners of the
mouth were drawn down �nto an express�on of the most subm�ss�ve
hum�l�ty. There was also a clasp�ng of the hands, as he stepped
toward our hero—a deep s�gh—and altogether a look of such utter
sanct�ty as could not have fa�led to be unequ�vocally preposess�ng.
Every shadow of anger faded from the countenance of the
metaphys�c�an, as, hav�ng completed a sat�sfactory survey of h�s
v�s�tor’s person, he shook h�m cord�ally by the hand, and conducted
h�m to a seat.

There would however be a rad�cal error �n attr�but�ng th�s
�nstantaneous trans�t�on of feel�ng �n the ph�losopher, to any one of
those causes wh�ch m�ght naturally be supposed to have had an
�nfluence. Indeed, P�erre Bon-Bon, from what I have been able to
understand of h�s d�spos�t�on, was of all men the least l�kely to be
�mposed upon by any spec�ousness of exter�or deportment. It was
�mposs�ble that so accurate an observer of men and th�ngs should
have fa�led to d�scover, upon the moment, the real character of the
personage who had thus �ntruded upon h�s hosp�tal�ty. To say no
more, the conformat�on of h�s v�s�tor’s feet was suff�c�ently
remarkable—he ma�nta�ned l�ghtly upon h�s head an �nord�nately tall
hat—there was a tremulous swell�ng about the h�nder part of h�s
breeches—and the v�brat�on of h�s coat ta�l was a palpable fact.



Judge, then, w�th what feel�ngs of sat�sfact�on our hero found h�mself
thrown thus at once �nto the soc�ety of a person for whom he had at
all t�mes enterta�ned the most unqual�f�ed respect. He was, however,
too much of the d�plomat�st to let escape h�m any �nt�mat�on of h�s
susp�c�ons �n regard to the true state of affa�rs. It was not h�s cue to
appear at all consc�ous of the h�gh honor he thus unexpectedly
enjoyed; but, by lead�ng h�s guest �nto the conversat�on, to el�c�t
some �mportant eth�cal �deas, wh�ch m�ght, �n obta�n�ng a place �n h�s
contemplated publ�cat�on, enl�ghten the human race, and at the
same t�me �mmortal�ze h�mself—�deas wh�ch, I should have added,
h�s v�s�tor’s great age, and well-known prof�c�ency �n the sc�ence of
morals, m�ght very well have enabled h�m to afford.

Actuated by these enl�ghtened v�ews, our hero bade the
gentleman s�t down, wh�le he h�mself took occas�on to throw some
fagots upon the f�re, and place upon the now re-establ�shed table
some bottles of Mousseux. Hav�ng qu�ckly completed these
operat�ons, he drew h�s cha�r v�s-à-v�s to h�s compan�on’s, and
wa�ted unt�l the latter should open the conversat�on. But plans even
the most sk�lfully matured are often thwarted �n the outset of the�r
appl�cat�on—and the restaurateur found h�mself nonplussed by the
very f�rst words of h�s v�s�tor’s speech.

“I see you know me, Bon-Bon,” sa�d he; “ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!
—h�! h�! h�!—ho! ho! ho!—hu! hu! hu!”—and the dev�l, dropp�ng at
once the sanct�ty of h�s demeanor, opened to �ts fullest extent a
mouth from ear to ear, so as to d�splay a set of jagged and fang-l�ke
teeth, and, throw�ng back h�s head, laughed long, loudly, w�ckedly,
and uproar�ously, wh�le the black dog, crouch�ng down upon h�s
haunches, jo�ned lust�ly �n the chorus, and the tabby cat, fly�ng off at
a tangent, stood up on end, and shr�eked �n the farthest corner of the
apartment.

Not so the ph�losopher; he was too much a man of the world e�ther
to laugh l�ke the dog, or by shr�eks to betray the �ndecorous
trep�dat�on of the cat. It must be confessed, he felt a l�ttle
aston�shment to see the wh�te letters wh�ch formed the words “R�tuel
Cathol�que” on the book �n h�s guest’s pocket, momently chang�ng
both the�r color and the�r �mport, and �n a few seconds, �n place of



the or�g�nal t�tle the words Rég�tre des Condamnes blazed forth �n
characters of red. Th�s startl�ng c�rcumstance, when Bon-Bon repl�ed
to h�s v�s�tor’s remark, �mparted to h�s manner an a�r of
embarrassment wh�ch probably m�ght, not otherw�se have been
observed.

“Why s�r,” sa�d the ph�losopher, “why s�r, to speak s�ncerely—I
bel�eve you are—upon my word—the d——dest—that �s to say, I
th�nk—I �mag�ne—I have some fa�nt—some very fa�nt �dea—of the
remarkable honor—”

“Oh!—ah!—yes!—very well!” �nterrupted h�s Majesty; “say no more
—I see how �t �s.” And hereupon, tak�ng off h�s green spectacles, he
w�ped the glasses carefully w�th the sleeve of h�s coat, and depos�ted
them �n h�s pocket.

If Bon-Bon had been aston�shed at the �nc�dent of the book, h�s
amazement was now much �ncreased by the spectacle wh�ch here
presented �tself to v�ew. In ra�s�ng h�s eyes, w�th a strong feel�ng of
cur�os�ty to ascerta�n the color of h�s guest’s, he found them by no
means black, as he had ant�c�pated—nor gray, as m�ght have been
�mag�ned—nor yet hazel nor blue—nor �ndeed yellow nor red—nor
purple—nor wh�te—nor green—nor any other color �n the heavens
above, or �n the earth beneath, or �n the waters under the earth. In
short, P�erre Bon-Bon not only saw pla�nly that h�s Majesty had no
eyes whatsoever, but could d�scover no �nd�cat�ons of the�r hav�ng
ex�sted at any prev�ous per�od—for the space where eyes should
naturally have been was, I am constra�ned to say, s�mply a dead
level of flesh.

It was not �n the nature of the metaphys�c�an to forbear mak�ng
some �nqu�ry �nto the sources of so strange a phenomenon, and the
reply of h�s Majesty was at once prompt, d�gn�f�ed, and sat�sfactory.

“Eyes! my dear Bon-Bon—eyes! d�d you say?—oh!—ah!—I
perce�ve! The r�d�culous pr�nts, eh, wh�ch are �n, c�rculat�on, have
g�ven you a false �dea of my personal appearance? Eyes!—true.
Eyes, P�erre Bon-Bon, are very well �n the�r proper place—that, you
would say, �s the head?—r�ght—the head of a worm. To you,
l�kew�se, these opt�cs are �nd�spensable—yet I w�ll conv�nce you that
my v�s�on �s more penetrat�ng than your own. There �s a cat I see �n



the corner—a pretty cat—look at her—observe her well. Now, Bon-
Bon, do you behold the thoughts—the thoughts, I say,—the �deas—
the reflect�ons—wh�ch are be�ng engendered �n her per�cran�um?
There �t �s, now—you do not! She �s th�nk�ng we adm�re the length of
her ta�l and the profund�ty of her m�nd. She has just concluded that I
am the most d�st�ngu�shed of eccles�ast�cs, and that you are the most
superf�c�al of metaphys�c�ans. Thus you see I am not altogether
bl�nd; but to one of my profess�on, the eyes you speak of would be
merely an �ncumbrance, l�able at any t�me to be put out by a
toast�ng-�ron, or a p�tchfork. To you, I allow, these opt�cal affa�rs are
�nd�spensable. Endeavor, Bon-Bon, to use them well;—my v�s�on �s
the soul.”

Hereupon the guest helped h�mself to the w�ne upon the table, and
pour�ng out a bumper for Bon-Bon, requested h�m to dr�nk �t w�thout
scruple, and make h�mself perfectly at home.

“A clever book that of yours, P�erre,” resumed h�s Majesty, tapp�ng
our fr�end know�ngly upon the shoulder, as the latter put down h�s
glass after a thorough compl�ance w�th h�s v�s�tor’s �njunct�on. “A
clever book that of yours, upon my honor. It’s a work after my own
heart. Your arrangement of the matter, I th�nk, however, m�ght be
�mproved, and many of your not�ons rem�nd me of Ar�stotle. That
ph�losopher was one of my most �nt�mate acqua�ntances. I l�ked h�m
as much for h�s terr�ble �ll temper, as for h�s happy knack at mak�ng a
blunder. There �s only one sol�d truth �n all that he has wr�tten, and
for that I gave h�m the h�nt out of pure compass�on for h�s absurd�ty. I
suppose, P�erre Bon-Bon, you very well know to what d�v�ne moral
truth I am allud�ng?”

“Cannot say that I—”
“Indeed!—why �t was I who told Ar�stotle that by sneez�ng, men

expelled superfluous �deas through the probosc�s.”
“Wh�ch �s—h�ccup!—undoubtedly the case,” sa�d the

metaphys�c�an, wh�le he poured out for h�mself another bumper of
Mousseux, and offered h�s snuff-box to the f�ngers of h�s v�s�tor.

“There was Plato, too,” cont�nued h�s Majesty, modestly decl�n�ng
the snuff-box and the compl�ment �t �mpl�ed—“there was Plato, too,
for whom I, at one t�me, felt all the affect�on of a fr�end. You knew



Plato, Bon-Bon?—ah, no, I beg a thousand pardons. He met me at
Athens, one day, �n the Parthenon, and told me he was d�stressed
for an �dea. I bade h�m wr�te, down that δ υοῦς εστιν αυλος. He sa�d
that he would do so, and went home, wh�le I stepped over to the
pyram�ds. But my consc�ence smote me for hav�ng uttered a truth,
even to a�d a fr�end, and hasten�ng back to Athens, I arr�ved beh�nd
the ph�losopher’s cha�r as he was �nd�t�ng the ‘αυλος.’

“G�v�ng the lambda a f�ll�p w�th my f�nger, I turned �t ups�de down.
So the sentence now read ‘δ υοῦς εστιν αυγος’, and �s, you perce�ve,
the fundamental doctr�nes �n h�s metaphys�cs.”

“Were you ever at Rome?” asked the restaurateur, as he f�n�shed
h�s second bottle of Mousseux, and drew from the closet a larger
supply of Chambert�n.

“But once, Mons�eur Bon-Bon, but once. There was a t�me,” sa�d
the dev�l, as �f rec�t�ng some passage from a book—“there was a
t�me when occurred an anarchy of f�ve years, dur�ng wh�ch the
republ�c, bereft of all �ts off�cers, had no mag�stracy bes�des the
tr�bunes of the people, and these were not legally vested w�th any
degree of execut�ve power—at that t�me, Mons�eur Bon-Bon—at that
t�me only I was �n Rome, and I have no earthly acqua�ntance,
consequently, w�th any of �ts ph�losophy.” (*2)
     {*2} Ils ecrivaient sur la Philosophie (Cicero, Lucretius,
     Seneca) mais c’etait la Philosophie Grecque.—Condorcet.

“What do you th�nk of—what do you th�nk of—h�ccup!—Ep�curus?”
“What do I th�nk of whom?” sa�d the dev�l, �n aston�shment, “you

cannot surely mean to f�nd any fault w�th Ep�curus! What do I th�nk of
Ep�curus! Do you mean me, s�r?—I am Ep�curus! I am the same
ph�losopher who wrote each of the three hundred treat�ses
commemorated by D�ogenes Laertes.”

“That’s a l�e!” sa�d the metaphys�c�an, for the w�ne had gotten a
l�ttle �nto h�s head.

“Very well!—very well, s�r!—very well, �ndeed, s�r!” sa�d h�s
Majesty, apparently much flattered.

“That’s a l�e!” repeated the restaurateur, dogmat�cally; “that’s a—
h�ccup!—a l�e!”



“Well, well, have �t your own way!” sa�d the dev�l, pac�f�cally, and
Bon-Bon, hav�ng beaten h�s Majesty at argument, thought �t h�s duty
to conclude a second bottle of Chambert�n.

“As I was say�ng,” resumed the v�s�tor—“as I was observ�ng a l�ttle
wh�le ago, there are some very outré not�ons �n that book of yours
Mons�eur Bon-Bon. What, for �nstance, do you mean by all that
humbug about the soul? Pray, s�r, what �s the soul?”

“The—h�ccup!—soul,” repl�ed the metaphys�c�an, referr�ng to h�s
MS., “�s undoubtedly—”

“No, s�r!”
“Indub�tably—”
“No, s�r!”
“Ind�sputably—”
“No, s�r!”
“Ev�dently—”
“No, s�r!”
“Incontrovert�bly—”
“No, s�r!”
“H�ccup!—”
“No, s�r!”
“And beyond all quest�on, a—”
“No s�r, the soul �s no such th�ng!” (Here the ph�losopher, look�ng

daggers, took occas�on to make an end, upon the spot, of h�s th�rd
bottle of Chambert�n.)

“Then—h�c-cup!—pray, s�r—what—what �s �t?”
“That �s ne�ther here nor there, Mons�eur Bon-Bon,” repl�ed h�s

Majesty, mus�ngly. “I have tasted—that �s to say, I have known some
very bad souls, and some too—pretty good ones.” Here he smacked
h�s l�ps, and, hav�ng unconsc�ously let fall h�s hand upon the volume
�n h�s pocket, was se�zed w�th a v�olent f�t of sneez�ng.

He cont�nued.
“There was the soul of Crat�nus—passable: Ar�stophanes—racy:

Plato—exqu�s�te—not your Plato, but Plato the com�c poet; your



Plato would have turned the stomach of Cerberus—faugh! Then let
me see! there were Naev�us, and Andron�cus, and Plautus, and
Terent�us. Then there were Luc�l�us, and Catullus, and Naso, and
Qu�ntus Flaccus,—dear Qu�nty! as I called h�m when he sung a
seculare for my amusement, wh�le I toasted h�m, �n pure good
humor, on a fork. But they want flavor, these Romans. One fat Greek
�s worth a dozen of them, and bes�des w�ll keep, wh�ch cannot be
sa�d of a Qu�r�te. Let us taste your Sauterne.”

Bon-Bon had by th�s t�me made up h�s m�nd to the n�l adm�rar� and
endeavored to hand down the bottles �n quest�on. He was, however,
consc�ous of a strange sound �n the room l�ke the wagg�ng of a ta�l.
Of th�s, although extremely �ndecent �n h�s Majesty, the ph�losopher
took no not�ce:—s�mply k�ck�ng the dog, and request�ng h�m to be
qu�et. The v�s�tor cont�nued:

“I found that Horace tasted very much l�ke Ar�stotle;—you know I
am fond of var�ety. Terent�us I could not have told from Menander.
Naso, to my aston�shment, was N�cander �n d�sgu�se. V�rg�l�us had a
strong twang of Theocr�tus. Mart�al put me much �n m�nd of
Arch�lochus—and T�tus L�v�us was pos�t�vely Polyb�us and none
other.”

“H�c-cup!” here repl�ed Bon-Bon, and h�s majesty proceeded:
“But �f I have a penchant, Mons�eur Bon-Bon—�f I have a

penchant, �t �s for a ph�losopher. Yet, let me tell you, s�r, �t �s not every
dev—I mean �t �s not every gentleman who knows how to choose a
ph�losopher. Long ones are not good; and the best, �f not carefully
shelled, are apt to be a l�ttle ranc�d on account of the gall!”

“Shelled!”
“I mean taken out of the carcass.”
“What do you th�nk of a—h�c-cup!—phys�c�an?”
“Don’t ment�on them!—ugh! ugh! ugh!” (Here h�s Majesty retched

v�olently.) “I never tasted but one—that rascal H�ppocrates!—smelt of
asafoet�da—ugh! ugh! ugh!—caught a wretched cold wash�ng h�m �n
the Styx—and after all he gave me the cholera morbus.”

“The—h�ccup!—wretch!” ejaculated Bon-Bon, “the—h�c-cup!—
abort�on of a p�ll-box!”—and the ph�losopher dropped a tear.



“After all,” cont�nued the v�s�tor, “after all, �f a dev—�f a gentleman
w�shes to l�ve, he must have more talents than one or two; and w�th
us a fat face �s an ev�dence of d�plomacy.”

“How so?”
“Why, we are somet�mes exceed�ngly pushed for prov�s�ons. You

must know that, �n a cl�mate so sultry as m�ne, �t �s frequently
�mposs�ble to keep a sp�r�t al�ve for more than two or three hours;
and after death, unless p�ckled �mmed�ately (and a p�ckled sp�r�t �s
not good), they w�ll—smell—you understand, eh? Putrefact�on �s
always to be apprehended when the souls are cons�gned to us �n the
usual way.”

“H�ccup!—h�ccup!—good God! how do you manage?”
Here the �ron lamp commenced sw�ng�ng w�th redoubled v�olence,

and the dev�l half started from h�s seat;—however, w�th a sl�ght s�gh,
he recovered h�s composure, merely say�ng to our hero �n a low
tone: “I tell you what, P�erre Bon-Bon, we must have no more
swear�ng.”

The host swallowed another bumper, by way of denot�ng thorough
comprehens�on and acqu�escence, and the v�s�tor cont�nued.

“Why, there are several ways of manag�ng. The most of us starve:
some put up w�th the p�ckle: for my part I purchase my sp�r�ts v�vente
corpore, �n wh�ch case I f�nd they keep very well.”

“But the body!—h�ccup!—the body!”
“The body, the body—well, what of the body?—oh! ah! I perce�ve.

Why, s�r, the body �s not at all affected by the transact�on. I have
made �nnumerable purchases of the k�nd �n my day, and the part�es
never exper�enced any �nconven�ence. There were Ca�n and N�mrod,
and Nero, and Cal�gula, and D�onys�us, and P�s�stratus, and—and a
thousand others, who never knew what �t was to have a soul dur�ng
the latter part of the�r l�ves; yet, s�r, these men adorned soc�ety. Why
�sn’t there A——, now, who you know as well as I? Is he not �n
possess�on of h�s facult�es, mental and corporeal? Who wr�tes a
keener ep�gram? Who reasons more w�tt�ly? Who—but stay! I have
h�s agreement �n my pocket-book.”



Thus say�ng, he produced a red leather wallet, and took from �t a
number of papers. Upon some of these Bon-Bon caught a gl�mpse of
the letters Mach�—Maza—Robesp—w�th the words Cal�gula,
George, El�zabeth. H�s Majesty selected a narrow sl�p of parchment,
and from �t read aloud the follow�ng words:

“In cons�derat�on of certa�n mental endowments wh�ch �t �s
unnecessary to spec�fy, and �n further cons�derat�on of one thousand
lou�s d’or, I be�ng aged one year and one month, do hereby make
over to the bearer of th�s agreement all my r�ght, t�tle, and
appurtenance �n the shadow called my soul. (S�gned) A....” {*4}
(Here H�s Majesty repeated a name wh�ch I d�d not feel just�f�ed �n
�nd�cat�ng more unequ�vocally.)

{*4} Quere-Arouet?
“A clever fellow that,” resumed he; “but l�ke you, Mons�eur Bon-

Bon, he was m�staken about the soul. The soul a shadow, truly! The
soul a shadow; Ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—hu! hu! hu! Only th�nk of a
fr�casseed shadow!”

“Only th�nk—h�ccup!—of a fr�casséed shadow!” excla�med our
hero, whose facult�es were becom�ng much �llum�nated by the
profund�ty of h�s Majesty’s d�scourse.

“Only th�nk of a h�ccup!—fr�casséed shadow!! Now, damme!—
h�ccup!—humph! If I would have been such a—h�ccup!—
n�ncompoop! My soul, Mr.—humph!”

“Your soul, Mons�eur Bon-Bon?”
“Yes, s�r—h�ccup!—my soul �s—”
“What, s�r?”
“No shadow, damme!”
“D�d you mean to say—”
“Yes, s�r, my soul �s—h�ccup!—humph!—yes, s�r.”
“D�d you not �ntend to assert—”
“My soul �s—h�ccup!—pecul�arly qual�f�ed for—h�ccup!—a—”
“What, s�r?”
“Stew.”
“Ha!”



“Soufflee.”
“Eh!”
“Fr�cassee.”
“Indeed!”
“Ragout and fr�candeau—and see here, my good fellow! I’ll let you

have �t—h�ccup!—a barga�n.” Here the ph�losopher slapped h�s
Majesty upon the back.

“Couldn’t th�nk of such a th�ng,” sa�d the latter calmly, at the same
t�me r�s�ng from h�s seat. The metaphys�c�an stared.

“Am suppl�ed at present,” sa�d h�s Majesty.
“H�ccup!—e-h?” sa�d the ph�losopher.
“Have no funds on hand.”
“What?”
“Bes�des, very unhandsome �n me—”
“S�r!”
“To take advantage of—”
“H�ccup!”
“Your present d�sgust�ng and ungentlemanly s�tuat�on.”
Here the v�s�tor bowed and w�thdrew—�n what manner could not

prec�sely be ascerta�ned—but �n a well-concerted effort to d�scharge
a bottle at “the v�lla�n,” the slender cha�n was severed that depended
from the ce�l�ng, and the metaphys�c�an prostrated by the downfall of
the lamp.



SOME WORDS WITH A MUMMY.

The sympos�um of the preced�ng even�ng had been a l�ttle too
much for my nerves. I had a wretched headache, and was
desperately drowsy. Instead of go�ng out therefore to spend the
even�ng as I had proposed, �t occurred to me that I could not do a
w�ser th�ng than just eat a mouthful of supper and go �mmed�ately to
bed.

A l�ght supper of course. I am exceed�ngly fond of Welsh rabb�t.
More than a pound at once, however, may not at all t�mes be
adv�sable. St�ll, there can be no mater�al object�on to two. And really
between two and three, there �s merely a s�ngle un�t of d�fference. I
ventured, perhaps, upon four. My w�fe w�ll have �t f�ve;—but, clearly,
she has confounded two very d�st�nct affa�rs. The abstract number,
f�ve, I am w�ll�ng to adm�t; but, concretely, �t has reference to bottles
of Brown Stout, w�thout wh�ch, �n the way of cond�ment, Welsh rabb�t
�s to be eschewed.

Hav�ng thus concluded a frugal meal, and donned my n�ght-cap,
w�th the serene hope of enjoy�ng �t t�ll noon the next day, I placed my
head upon the p�llow, and, through the a�d of a cap�tal consc�ence,
fell �nto a profound slumber forthw�th.

But when were the hopes of human�ty fulf�lled? I could not have
completed my th�rd snore when there came a fur�ous r�ng�ng at the
street-door bell, and then an �mpat�ent thump�ng at the knocker,
wh�ch awakened me at once. In a m�nute afterward, and wh�le I was
st�ll rubb�ng my eyes, my w�fe thrust �n my face a note, from my old
fr�end, Doctor Ponnonner. It ran thus:



“Come to me, by all means, my dear good fr�end, as soon as you
rece�ve th�s. Come and help us to rejo�ce. At last, by long
persever�ng d�plomacy, I have ga�ned the assent of the D�rectors of
the C�ty Museum, to my exam�nat�on of the Mummy—you know the
one I mean. I have perm�ss�on to unswathe �t and open �t, �f
des�rable. A few fr�ends only w�ll be present—you, of course. The
Mummy �s now at my house, and we shall beg�n to unroll �t at eleven
to-n�ght.

“Yours, ever,
PONNONNER.

By the t�me I had reached the “Ponnonner,” �t struck me that I was
as w�de awake as a man need be. I leaped out of bed �n an ecstacy,
overthrow�ng all �n my way; dressed myself w�th a rap�d�ty truly
marvellous; and set off, at the top of my speed, for the doctor’s.

There I found a very eager company assembled. They had been
awa�t�ng me w�th much �mpat�ence; the Mummy was extended upon
the d�n�ng-table; and the moment I entered �ts exam�nat�on was
commenced.

It was one of a pa�r brought, several years prev�ously, by Capta�n
Arthur Sabretash, a cous�n of Ponnonner’s from a tomb near
Ele�th�as, �n the Lyb�an mounta�ns, a cons�derable d�stance above
Thebes on the N�le. The grottoes at th�s po�nt, although less
magn�f�cent than the Theban sepulchres, are of h�gher �nterest, on
account of afford�ng more numerous �llustrat�ons of the pr�vate l�fe of
the Egypt�ans. The chamber from wh�ch our spec�men was taken,
was sa�d to be very r�ch �n such �llustrat�ons—the walls be�ng
completely covered w�th fresco pa�nt�ngs and bas-rel�efs, wh�le
statues, vases, and Mosa�c work of r�ch patterns, �nd�cated the vast
wealth of the deceased.

The treasure had been depos�ted �n the Museum prec�sely �n the
same cond�t�on �n wh�ch Capta�n Sabretash had found �t—that �s to
say, the coff�n had not been d�sturbed. For e�ght years �t had thus
stood, subject only externally to publ�c �nspect�on. We had now,
therefore, the complete Mummy at our d�sposal; and to those who
are aware how very rarely the unransacked ant�que reaches our



shores, �t w�ll be ev�dent, at once that we had great reason to
congratulate ourselves upon our good fortune.

Approach�ng the table, I saw on �t a large box, or case, nearly
seven feet long, and perhaps three feet w�de, by two feet and a half
deep. It was oblong—not coff�n-shaped. The mater�al was at f�rst
supposed to be the wood of the sycamore (platanus), but, upon
cutt�ng �nto �t, we found �t to be pasteboard, or, more properly, pap�er
mache, composed of papyrus. It was th�ckly ornamented w�th
pa�nt�ngs, represent�ng funeral scenes, and other mournful subjects
—�nterspersed among wh�ch, �n every var�ety of pos�t�on, were
certa�n ser�es of h�eroglyph�cal characters, �ntended, no doubt, for
the name of the departed. By good luck, Mr. Gl�ddon formed one of
our party; and he had no d�ff�culty �n translat�ng the letters, wh�ch
were s�mply phonet�c, and represented the word Allam�stakeo.

We had some d�ff�culty �n gett�ng th�s case open w�thout �njury; but
hav�ng at length accompl�shed the task, we came to a second, coff�n-
shaped, and very cons�derably less �n s�ze than the exter�or one, but
resembl�ng �t prec�sely �n every other respect. The �nterval between
the two was f�lled w�th res�n, wh�ch had, �n some degree, defaced the
colors of the �nter�or box.

Upon open�ng th�s latter (wh�ch we d�d qu�te eas�ly), we arr�ved at
a th�rd case, also coff�n-shaped, and vary�ng from the second one �n
no part�cular, except �n that of �ts mater�al, wh�ch was cedar, and st�ll
em�tted the pecul�ar and h�ghly aromat�c odor of that wood. Between
the second and the th�rd case there was no �nterval—the one f�tt�ng
accurately w�th�n the other.

Remov�ng the th�rd case, we d�scovered and took out the body
�tself. We had expected to f�nd �t, as usual, enveloped �n frequent
rolls, or bandages, of l�nen; but, �n place of these, we found a sort of
sheath, made of papyrus, and coated w�th a layer of plaster, th�ckly
g�lt and pa�nted. The pa�nt�ngs represented subjects connected w�th
the var�ous supposed dut�es of the soul, and �ts presentat�on to
d�fferent d�v�n�t�es, w�th numerous �dent�cal human f�gures, �ntended,
very probably, as portra�ts of the persons embalmed. Extend�ng from
head to foot was a columnar, or perpend�cular, �nscr�pt�on, �n



phonet�c h�eroglyph�cs, g�v�ng aga�n h�s name and t�tles, and the
names and t�tles of h�s relat�ons.

Around the neck thus ensheathed, was a collar of cyl�ndr�cal glass
beads, d�verse �n color, and so arranged as to form �mages of
de�t�es, of the scarabaeus, etc., w�th the w�nged globe. Around the
small of the wa�st was a s�m�lar collar or belt.

Str�pp�ng off the papyrus, we found the flesh �n excellent
preservat�on, w�th no percept�ble odor. The color was redd�sh. The
sk�n was hard, smooth, and glossy. The teeth and ha�r were �n good
cond�t�on. The eyes (�t seemed) had been removed, and glass ones
subst�tuted, wh�ch were very beaut�ful and wonderfully l�fe-l�ke, w�th
the except�on of somewhat too determ�ned a stare. The f�ngers and
the na�ls were br�ll�antly g�lded.

Mr. Gl�ddon was of op�n�on, from the redness of the ep�derm�s, that
the embalmment had been effected altogether by asphaltum; but, on
scrap�ng the surface w�th a steel �nstrument, and throw�ng �nto the
f�re some of the powder thus obta�ned, the flavor of camphor and
other sweet-scented gums became apparent.

We searched the corpse very carefully for the usual open�ngs
through wh�ch the entra�ls are extracted, but, to our surpr�se, we
could d�scover none. No member of the party was at that per�od
aware that ent�re or unopened mumm�es are not �nfrequently met.
The bra�n �t was customary to w�thdraw through the nose; the
�ntest�nes through an �nc�s�on �n the s�de; the body was then shaved,
washed, and salted; then la�d as�de for several weeks, when the
operat�on of embalm�ng, properly so called, began.

As no trace of an open�ng could be found, Doctor Ponnonner was
prepar�ng h�s �nstruments for d�ssect�on, when I observed that �t was
then past two o’clock. Hereupon �t was agreed to postpone the
�nternal exam�nat�on unt�l the next even�ng; and we were about to
separate for the present, when some one suggested an exper�ment
or two w�th the Volta�c p�le.

The appl�cat�on of electr�c�ty to a mummy three or four thousand
years old at the least, was an �dea, �f not very sage, st�ll suff�c�ently
or�g�nal, and we all caught �t at once. About one-tenth �n earnest and



n�ne-tenths �n jest, we arranged a battery �n the Doctor’s study, and
conveyed th�ther the Egypt�an.

It was only after much trouble that we succeeded �n lay�ng bare
some port�ons of the temporal muscle wh�ch appeared of less stony
r�g�d�ty than other parts of the frame, but wh�ch, as we had
ant�c�pated, of course, gave no �nd�cat�on of galvan�c suscept�b�l�ty
when brought �n contact w�th the w�re. Th�s, the f�rst tr�al, �ndeed,
seemed dec�s�ve, and, w�th a hearty laugh at our own absurd�ty, we
were b�dd�ng each other good n�ght, when my eyes, happen�ng to fall
upon those of the Mummy, were there �mmed�ately r�veted �n
amazement. My br�ef glance, �n fact, had suff�ced to assure me that
the orbs wh�ch we had all supposed to be glass, and wh�ch were
or�g�nally not�ceable for a certa�n w�ld stare, were now so far covered
by the l�ds, that only a small port�on of the tun�ca albug�nea rema�ned
v�s�ble.

W�th a shout I called attent�on to the fact, and �t became
�mmed�ately obv�ous to all.

I cannot say that I was alarmed at the phenomenon, because
“alarmed” �s, �n my case, not exactly the word. It �s poss�ble,
however, that, but for the Brown Stout, I m�ght have been a l�ttle
nervous. As for the rest of the company, they really made no attempt
at conceal�ng the downr�ght fr�ght wh�ch possessed them. Doctor
Ponnonner was a man to be p�t�ed. Mr. Gl�ddon, by some pecul�ar
process, rendered h�mself �nv�s�ble. Mr. S�lk Buck�ngham, I fancy, w�ll
scarcely be so bold as to deny that he made h�s way, upon all fours,
under the table.

After the f�rst shock of aston�shment, however, we resolved, as a
matter of course, upon further exper�ment forthw�th. Our operat�ons
were now d�rected aga�nst the great toe of the r�ght foot. We made
an �nc�s�on over the outs�de of the exter�or os sesamo�deum poll�c�s
ped�s, and thus got at the root of the abductor muscle. Readjust�ng
the battery, we now appl�ed the flu�d to the b�sected nerves—when,
w�th a movement of exceed�ng l�fe-l�keness, the Mummy f�rst drew up
�ts r�ght knee so as to br�ng �t nearly �n contact w�th the abdomen,
and then, stra�ghten�ng the l�mb w�th �nconce�vable force, bestowed a
k�ck upon Doctor Ponnonner, wh�ch had the effect of d�scharg�ng that



gentleman, l�ke an arrow from a catapult, through a w�ndow �nto the
street below.

We rushed out en masse to br�ng �n the mangled rema�ns of the
v�ct�m, but had the happ�ness to meet h�m upon the sta�rcase,
com�ng up �n an unaccountable hurry, br�mful of the most ardent
ph�losophy, and more than ever �mpressed w�th the necess�ty of
prosecut�ng our exper�ment w�th v�gor and w�th zeal.

It was by h�s adv�ce, accord�ngly, that we made, upon the spot, a
profound �nc�s�on �nto the t�p of the subject’s nose, wh�le the Doctor
h�mself, lay�ng v�olent hands upon �t, pulled �t �nto vehement contact
w�th the w�re.

Morally and phys�cally—f�gurat�vely and l�terally—was the effect
electr�c. In the f�rst place, the corpse opened �ts eyes and w�nked
very rap�dly for several m�nutes, as does Mr. Barnes �n the
pantom�me; �n the second place, �t sneezed; �n the th�rd, �t sat upon
end; �n the fourth, �t shook �ts f�st �n Doctor Ponnonner’s face; �n the
f�fth, turn�ng to Mess�eurs Gl�ddon and Buck�ngham, �t addressed
them, �n very cap�tal Egypt�an, thus:

“I must say, gentlemen, that I am as much surpr�sed as I am
mort�f�ed at your behav�or. Of Doctor Ponnonner noth�ng better was
to be expected. He �s a poor l�ttle fat fool who knows no better. I p�ty
and forg�ve h�m. But you, Mr. Gl�ddon—and you, S�lk—who have
travelled and res�ded �n Egypt unt�l one m�ght �mag�ne you to the
manor born—you, I say who have been so much among us that you
speak Egypt�an fully as well, I th�nk, as you wr�te your mother tongue
—you, whom I have always been led to regard as the f�rm fr�end of
the mumm�es—I really d�d ant�c�pate more gentlemanly conduct from
you. What am I to th�nk of your stand�ng qu�etly by and see�ng me
thus unhandsomely used? What am I to suppose by your perm�tt�ng
Tom, D�ck, and Harry to str�p me of my coff�ns, and my clothes, �n
th�s wretchedly cold cl�mate? In what l�ght (to come to the po�nt) am I
to regard your a�d�ng and abett�ng that m�serable l�ttle v�lla�n, Doctor
Ponnonner, �n pull�ng me by the nose?”

It w�ll be taken for granted, no doubt, that upon hear�ng th�s
speech under the c�rcumstances, we all e�ther made for the door, or
fell �nto v�olent hyster�cs, or went off �n a general swoon. One of



these three th�ngs was, I say, to be expected. Indeed each and all of
these l�nes of conduct m�ght have been very plaus�bly pursued. And,
upon my word, I am at a loss to know how or why �t was that we
pursued ne�ther the one nor the other. But, perhaps, the true reason
�s to be sought �n the sp�r�t of the age, wh�ch proceeds by the rule of
contrar�es altogether, and �s now usually adm�tted as the solut�on of
every th�ng �n the way of paradox and �mposs�b�l�ty. Or, perhaps,
after all, �t was only the Mummy’s exceed�ngly natural and matter-of-
course a�r that d�vested h�s words of the terr�ble. However th�s may
be, the facts are clear, and no member of our party betrayed any
very part�cular trep�dat�on, or seemed to cons�der that any th�ng had
gone very espec�ally wrong.

For my part I was conv�nced �t was all r�ght, and merely stepped
as�de, out of the range of the Egypt�an’s f�st. Doctor Ponnonner
thrust h�s hands �nto h�s breeches’ pockets, looked hard at the
Mummy, and grew excess�vely red �n the face. Mr. Gl�dden stroked
h�s wh�skers and drew up the collar of h�s sh�rt. Mr. Buck�ngham
hung down h�s head, and put h�s r�ght thumb �nto the left corner of
h�s mouth.

The Egypt�an regarded h�m w�th a severe countenance for some
m�nutes and at length, w�th a sneer, sa�d:

“Why don’t you speak, Mr. Buck�ngham? D�d you hear what I
asked you, or not? Do take your thumb out of your mouth!”

Mr. Buck�ngham, hereupon, gave a sl�ght start, took h�s r�ght
thumb out of the left corner of h�s mouth, and, by way of
�ndemn�f�cat�on �nserted h�s left thumb �n the r�ght corner of the
aperture above-ment�oned.

Not be�ng able to get an answer from Mr. B., the f�gure turned
peev�shly to Mr. Gl�ddon, and, �n a peremptory tone, demanded �n
general terms what we all meant.

Mr. Gl�ddon repl�ed at great length, �n phonet�cs; and but for the
def�c�ency of Amer�can pr�nt�ng-off�ces �n h�eroglyph�cal type, �t would
afford me much pleasure to record here, �n the or�g�nal, the whole of
h�s very excellent speech.

I may as well take th�s occas�on to remark, that all the subsequent
conversat�on �n wh�ch the Mummy took a part, was carr�ed on �n



pr�m�t�ve Egypt�an, through the med�um (so far as concerned myself
and other untravelled members of the company)—through the
med�um, I say, of Mess�eurs Gl�ddon and Buck�ngham, as
�nterpreters. These gentlemen spoke the mother tongue of the
Mummy w�th �n�m�table fluency and grace; but I could not help
observ�ng that (ow�ng, no doubt, to the �ntroduct�on of �mages
ent�rely modern, and, of course, ent�rely novel to the stranger) the
two travellers were reduced, occas�onally, to the employment of
sens�ble forms for the purpose of convey�ng a part�cular mean�ng.
Mr. Gl�ddon, at one per�od, for example, could not make the Egypt�an
comprehend the term “pol�t�cs,” unt�l he sketched upon the wall, w�th
a b�t of charcoal a l�ttle carbuncle-nosed gentleman, out at elbows,
stand�ng upon a stump, w�th h�s left leg drawn back, r�ght arm thrown
forward, w�th h�s f�st shut, the eyes rolled up toward Heaven, and the
mouth open at an angle of n�nety degrees. Just �n the same way Mr.
Buck�ngham fa�led to convey the absolutely modern �dea “w�g,” unt�l
(at Doctor Ponnonner’s suggest�on) he grew very pale �n the face,
and consented to take off h�s own.

It w�ll be read�ly understood that Mr. Gl�ddon’s d�scourse turned
ch�efly upon the vast benef�ts accru�ng to sc�ence from the unroll�ng
and d�sembowell�ng of mumm�es; apolog�z�ng, upon th�s score, for
any d�sturbance that m�ght have been occas�oned h�m, �n part�cular,
the �nd�v�dual Mummy called Allam�stakeo; and conclud�ng w�th a
mere h�nt (for �t could scarcely be cons�dered more) that, as these
l�ttle matters were now expla�ned, �t m�ght be as well to proceed w�th
the �nvest�gat�on �ntended. Here Doctor Ponnonner made ready h�s
�nstruments.

In regard to the latter suggest�ons of the orator, �t appears that
Allam�stakeo had certa�n scruples of consc�ence, the nature of wh�ch
I d�d not d�st�nctly learn; but he expressed h�mself sat�sf�ed w�th the
apolog�es tendered, and, gett�ng down from the table, shook hands
w�th the company all round.

When th�s ceremony was at an end, we �mmed�ately bus�ed
ourselves �n repa�r�ng the damages wh�ch our subject had susta�ned
from the scalpel. We sewed up the wound �n h�s temple, bandaged



h�s foot, and appl�ed a square �nch of black plaster to the t�p of h�s
nose.

It was now observed that the Count (th�s was the t�tle, �t seems, of
Allam�stakeo) had a sl�ght f�t of sh�ver�ng—no doubt from the cold.
The Doctor �mmed�ately repa�red to h�s wardrobe, and soon returned
w�th a black dress coat, made �n Jenn�ngs’ best manner, a pa�r of
sky-blue pla�d pantaloons w�th straps, a p�nk g�ngham chem�se, a
flapped vest of brocade, a wh�te sack overcoat, a walk�ng cane w�th
a hook, a hat w�th no br�m, patent-leather boots, straw-colored k�d
gloves, an eye-glass, a pa�r of wh�skers, and a waterfall cravat.
Ow�ng to the d�spar�ty of s�ze between the Count and the doctor (the
proport�on be�ng as two to one), there was some l�ttle d�ff�culty �n
adjust�ng these hab�l�ments upon the person of the Egypt�an; but
when all was arranged, he m�ght have been sa�d to be dressed. Mr.
Gl�ddon, therefore, gave h�m h�s arm, and led h�m to a comfortable
cha�r by the f�re, wh�le the Doctor rang the bell upon the spot and
ordered a supply of c�gars and w�ne.

The conversat�on soon grew an�mated. Much cur�os�ty was, of
course, expressed �n regard to the somewhat remarkable fact of
Allam�stakeo’s st�ll rema�n�ng al�ve.

“I should have thought,” observed Mr. Buck�ngham, “that �t �s h�gh
t�me you were dead.”

“Why,” repl�ed the Count, very much aston�shed, “I am l�ttle more
than seven hundred years old! My father l�ved a thousand, and was
by no means �n h�s dotage when he d�ed.”

Here ensued a br�sk ser�es of quest�ons and computat�ons, by
means of wh�ch �t became ev�dent that the ant�qu�ty of the Mummy
had been grossly m�sjudged. It had been f�ve thousand and f�fty
years and some months s�nce he had been cons�gned to the
catacombs at Ele�th�as.

“But my remark,” resumed Mr. Buck�ngham, “had no reference to
your age at the per�od of �nterment (I am w�ll�ng to grant, �n fact, that
you are st�ll a young man), and my �llus�on was to the �mmens�ty of
t�me dur�ng wh�ch, by your own show�ng, you must have been done
up �n asphaltum.”

“In what?” sa�d the Count.



“In asphaltum,” pers�sted Mr. B.
“Ah, yes; I have some fa�nt not�on of what you mean; �t m�ght be

made to answer, no doubt—but �n my t�me we employed scarcely
any th�ng else than the B�chlor�de of Mercury.”

“But what we are espec�ally at a loss to understand,” sa�d Doctor
Ponnonner, “�s how �t happens that, hav�ng been dead and bur�ed �n
Egypt f�ve thousand years ago, you are here to-day all al�ve and
look�ng so del�ghtfully well.”

“Had I been, as you say, dead,” repl�ed the Count, “�t �s more than
probable that dead, I should st�ll be; for I perce�ve you are yet �n the
�nfancy of Galvan�sm, and cannot accompl�sh w�th �t what was a
common th�ng among us �n the old days. But the fact �s, I fell �nto
catalepsy, and �t was cons�dered by my best fr�ends that I was e�ther
dead or should be; they accord�ngly embalmed me at once—I
presume you are aware of the ch�ef pr�nc�ple of the embalm�ng
process?”

“Why, not altogether.”
“Ah, I perce�ve—a deplorable cond�t�on of �gnorance! Well I cannot

enter �nto deta�ls just now: but �t �s necessary to expla�n that to
embalm (properly speak�ng), �n Egypt, was to arrest �ndef�n�tely all
the an�mal funct�ons subjected to the process. I use the word ‘an�mal’
�n �ts w�dest sense, as �nclud�ng the phys�cal not more than the moral
and v�tal be�ng. I repeat that the lead�ng pr�nc�ple of embalmment
cons�sted, w�th us, �n the �mmed�ately arrest�ng, and hold�ng �n
perpetual abeyance, all the an�mal funct�ons subjected to the
process. To be br�ef, �n whatever cond�t�on the �nd�v�dual was, at the
per�od of embalmment, �n that cond�t�on he rema�ned. Now, as �t �s
my good fortune to be of the blood of the Scarabaeus, I was
embalmed al�ve, as you see me at present.”

“The blood of the Scarabaeus!” excla�med Doctor Ponnonner.
“Yes. The Scarabaeus was the �ns�gn�um or the ‘arms,’ of a very

d�st�ngu�shed and very rare patr�c�an fam�ly. To be ‘of the blood of the
Scarabaeus,’ �s merely to be one of that fam�ly of wh�ch the
Scarabaeus �s the �ns�gn�um. I speak f�gurat�vely.”

“But what has th�s to do w�th you be�ng al�ve?”



“Why, �t �s the general custom �n Egypt to depr�ve a corpse, before
embalmment, of �ts bowels and bra�ns; the race of the Scarabae�
alone d�d not co�nc�de w�th the custom. Had I not been a Scarabeus,
therefore, I should have been w�thout bowels and bra�ns; and w�thout
e�ther �t �s �nconven�ent to l�ve.”

“I perce�ve that,” sa�d Mr. Buck�ngham, “and I presume that all the
ent�re mumm�es that come to hand are of the race of Scarabae�.”

“Beyond doubt.”
“I thought,” sa�d Mr. Gl�ddon, very meekly, “that the Scarabaeus

was one of the Egypt�an gods.”
“One of the Egypt�an what?” excla�med the Mummy, start�ng to �ts

feet.
“Gods!” repeated the traveller.
“Mr. Gl�ddon, I really am aston�shed to hear you talk �n th�s style,”

sa�d the Count, resum�ng h�s cha�r. “No nat�on upon the face of the
earth has ever acknowledged more than one god. The Scarabaeus,
the Ib�s, etc., were w�th us (as s�m�lar creatures have been w�th
others) the symbols, or med�a, through wh�ch we offered worsh�p to
the Creator too august to be more d�rectly approached.”

There was here a pause. At length the colloquy was renewed by
Doctor Ponnonner.

“It �s not �mprobable, then, from what you have expla�ned,” sa�d he,
“that among the catacombs near the N�le there may ex�st other
mumm�es of the Scarabaeus tr�be, �n a cond�t�on of v�tal�ty?”

“There can be no quest�on of �t,” repl�ed the Count; “all the
Scarabae� embalmed acc�dentally wh�le al�ve, are al�ve now. Even
some of those purposely so embalmed, may have been overlooked
by the�r executors, and st�ll rema�n �n the tomb.”

“W�ll you be k�nd enough to expla�n,” I sa�d, “what you mean by
‘purposely so embalmed’?”

“W�th great pleasure!” answered the Mummy, after survey�ng me
le�surely through h�s eye-glass—for �t was the f�rst t�me I had
ventured to address h�m a d�rect quest�on.



“W�th great pleasure,” he sa�d. “The usual durat�on of man’s l�fe, �n
my t�me, was about e�ght hundred years. Few men d�ed, unless by
most extraord�nary acc�dent, before the age of s�x hundred; few l�ved
longer than a decade of centur�es; but e�ght were cons�dered the
natural term. After the d�scovery of the embalm�ng pr�nc�ple, as I
have already descr�bed �t to you, �t occurred to our ph�losophers that
a laudable cur�os�ty m�ght be grat�f�ed, and, at the same t�me, the
�nterests of sc�ence much advanced, by l�v�ng th�s natural term �n
�nstallments. In the case of h�story, �ndeed, exper�ence demonstrated
that someth�ng of th�s k�nd was �nd�spensable. An h�stor�an, for
example, hav�ng atta�ned the age of f�ve hundred, would wr�te a book
w�th great labor and then get h�mself carefully embalmed; leav�ng
�nstruct�ons to h�s executors pro tem., that they should cause h�m to
be rev�v�f�ed after the lapse of a certa�n per�od—say f�ve or s�x
hundred years. Resum�ng ex�stence at the exp�rat�on of th�s t�me, he
would �nvar�ably f�nd h�s great work converted �nto a spec�es of hap-
hazard note-book—that �s to say, �nto a k�nd of l�terary arena for the
confl�ct�ng guesses, r�ddles, and personal squabbles of whole herds
of exasperated commentators. These guesses, etc., wh�ch passed
under the name of annotat�ons, or emendat�ons, were found so
completely to have enveloped, d�storted, and overwhelmed the text,
that the author had to go about w�th a lantern to d�scover h�s own
book. When d�scovered, �t was never worth the trouble of the search.
After re-wr�t�ng �t throughout, �t was regarded as the bounden duty of
the h�stor�an to set h�mself to work �mmed�ately �n correct�ng, from
h�s own pr�vate knowledge and exper�ence, the trad�t�ons of the day
concern�ng the epoch at wh�ch he had or�g�nally l�ved. Now th�s
process of re-scr�pt�on and personal rect�f�cat�on, pursued by var�ous
�nd�v�dual sages from t�me to t�me, had the effect of prevent�ng our
h�story from degenerat�ng �nto absolute fable.”

“I beg your pardon,” sa�d Doctor Ponnonner at th�s po�nt, lay�ng h�s
hand gently upon the arm of the Egypt�an—“I beg your pardon, s�r,
but may I presume to �nterrupt you for one moment?”

“By all means, s�r,” repl�ed the Count, draw�ng up.
“I merely w�shed to ask you a quest�on,” sa�d the Doctor. “You

ment�oned the h�stor�an’s personal correct�on of trad�t�ons respect�ng



h�s own epoch. Pray, s�r, upon an average what proport�on of these
Kabbala were usually found to be r�ght?”

“The Kabbala, as you properly term them, s�r, were generally
d�scovered to be prec�sely on a par w�th the facts recorded �n the un-
re-wr�tten h�stor�es themselves;—that �s to say, not one �nd�v�dual
�ota of e�ther was ever known, under any c�rcumstances, to be not
totally and rad�cally wrong.”

“But s�nce �t �s qu�te clear,” resumed the Doctor, “that at least f�ve
thousand years have elapsed s�nce your entombment, I take �t for
granted that your h�stor�es at that per�od, �f not your trad�t�ons were
suff�c�ently expl�c�t on that one top�c of un�versal �nterest, the
Creat�on, wh�ch took place, as I presume you are aware, only about
ten centur�es before.”

“S�r!” sa�d the Count Allam�stakeo.
The Doctor repeated h�s remarks, but �t was only after much

add�t�onal explanat�on that the fore�gner could be made to
comprehend them. The latter at length sa�d, hes�tat�ngly:

“The �deas you have suggested are to me, I confess, utterly novel.
Dur�ng my t�me I never knew any one to enterta�n so s�ngular a fancy
as that the un�verse (or th�s world �f you w�ll have �t so) ever had a
beg�nn�ng at all. I remember once, and once only, hear�ng someth�ng
remotely h�nted, by a man of many speculat�ons, concern�ng the
or�g�n of the human race; and by th�s �nd�v�dual, the very word Adam
(or Red Earth), wh�ch you make use of, was employed. He employed
�t, however, �n a gener�cal sense, w�th reference to the spontaneous
germ�nat�on from rank so�l (just as a thousand of the lower genera of
creatures are germ�nated)—the spontaneous germ�nat�on, I say, of
f�ve vast hordes of men, s�multaneously upspr�ng�ng �n f�ve d�st�nct
and nearly equal d�v�s�ons of the globe.”

Here, �n general, the company shrugged the�r shoulders, and one
or two of us touched our foreheads w�th a very s�gn�f�cant a�r. Mr. S�lk
Buck�ngham, f�rst glanc�ng sl�ghtly at the occ�put and then at the
s�nc�put of Allam�stakeo, spoke as follows:

“The long durat�on of human l�fe �n your t�me, together w�th the
occas�onal pract�ce of pass�ng �t, as you have expla�ned, �n
�nstallments, must have had, �ndeed, a strong tendency to the



general development and conglomerat�on of knowledge. I presume,
therefore, that we are to attr�bute the marked �nfer�or�ty of the old
Egypt�ans �n all part�culars of sc�ence, when compared w�th the
moderns, and more espec�ally w�th the Yankees, altogether to the
super�or sol�d�ty of the Egypt�an skull.”

“I confess aga�n,” repl�ed the Count, w�th much suav�ty, “that I am
somewhat at a loss to comprehend you; pray, to what part�culars of
sc�ence do you allude?”

Here our whole party, jo�n�ng vo�ces, deta�led, at great length, the
assumpt�ons of phrenology and the marvels of an�mal magnet�sm.

Hav�ng heard us to an end, the Count proceeded to relate a few
anecdotes, wh�ch rendered �t ev�dent that prototypes of Gall and
Spurzhe�m had flour�shed and faded �n Egypt so long ago as to have
been nearly forgotten, and that the manoeuvres of Mesmer were
really very contempt�ble tr�cks when put �n collat�on w�th the pos�t�ve
m�racles of the Theban savans, who created l�ce and a great many
other s�m�lar th�ngs.

I here asked the Count �f h�s people were able to calculate
ecl�pses. He sm�led rather contemptuously, and sa�d they were.

Th�s put me a l�ttle out, but I began to make other �nqu�r�es �n
regard to h�s astronom�cal knowledge, when a member of the
company, who had never as yet opened h�s mouth, wh�spered �n my
ear, that for �nformat�on on th�s head, I had better consult Ptolemy
(whoever Ptolemy �s), as well as one Plutarch de fac�e lunae.

I then quest�oned the Mummy about burn�ng-glasses and lenses,
and, �n general, about the manufacture of glass; but I had not made
an end of my quer�es before the s�lent member aga�n touched me
qu�etly on the elbow, and begged me for God’s sake to take a peep
at D�odorus S�culus. As for the Count, he merely asked me, �n the
way of reply, �f we moderns possessed any such m�croscopes as
would enable us to cut cameos �n the style of the Egypt�ans. Wh�le I
was th�nk�ng how I should answer th�s quest�on, l�ttle Doctor
Ponnonner comm�tted h�mself �n a very extraord�nary way.

“Look at our arch�tecture!” he excla�med, greatly to the �nd�gnat�on
of both the travellers, who p�nched h�m black and blue to no purpose.



“Look,” he cr�ed w�th enthus�asm, “at the Bowl�ng-Green Founta�n
�n New York! or �f th�s be too vast a contemplat�on, regard for a
moment the Cap�tol at Wash�ngton, D. C.!”—and the good l�ttle
med�cal man went on to deta�l very m�nutely, the proport�ons of the
fabr�c to wh�ch he referred. He expla�ned that the port�co alone was
adorned w�th no less than four and twenty columns, f�ve feet �n
d�ameter, and ten feet apart.

The Count sa�d that he regretted not be�ng able to remember, just
at that moment, the prec�se d�mens�ons of any one of the pr�nc�pal
bu�ld�ngs of the c�ty of Aznac, whose foundat�ons were la�d �n the
n�ght of T�me, but the ru�ns of wh�ch were st�ll stand�ng, at the epoch
of h�s entombment, �n a vast pla�n of sand to the westward of
Thebes. He recollected, however, (talk�ng of the port�coes,) that one
aff�xed to an �nfer�or palace �n a k�nd of suburb called Carnac,
cons�sted of a hundred and forty-four columns, th�rty-seven feet �n
c�rcumference, and twenty-f�ve feet apart. The approach to th�s
port�co, from the N�le, was through an avenue two m�les long,
composed of sphynxes, statues, and obel�sks, twenty, s�xty, and a
hundred feet �n he�ght. The palace �tself (as well as he could
remember) was, �n one d�rect�on, two m�les long, and m�ght have
been altogether about seven �n c�rcu�t. Its walls were r�chly pa�nted
all over, w�th�n and w�thout, w�th h�eroglyph�cs. He would not pretend
to assert that even f�fty or s�xty of the Doctor’s Cap�tols m�ght have
been bu�lt w�th�n these walls, but he was by no means sure that two
or three hundred of them m�ght not have been squeezed �n w�th
some trouble. That palace at Carnac was an �ns�gn�f�cant l�ttle
bu�ld�ng after all. He (the Count), however, could not consc�ent�ously
refuse to adm�t the �ngenu�ty, magn�f�cence, and super�or�ty of the
Founta�n at the Bowl�ng Green, as descr�bed by the Doctor. Noth�ng
l�ke �t, he was forced to allow, had ever been seen �n Egypt or
elsewhere.

I here asked the Count what he had to say to our ra�lroads.
“Noth�ng,” he repl�ed, “�n part�cular.” They were rather sl�ght, rather

�ll-conce�ved, and clums�ly put together. They could not be
compared, of course, w�th the vast, level, d�rect, �ron-grooved



causeways upon wh�ch the Egypt�ans conveyed ent�re temples and
sol�d obel�sks of a hundred and f�fty feet �n alt�tude.

I spoke of our g�gant�c mechan�cal forces.
He agreed that we knew someth�ng �n that way, but �nqu�red how I

should have gone to work �n gett�ng up the �mposts on the l�ntels of
even the l�ttle palace at Carnac.

Th�s quest�on I concluded not to hear, and demanded �f he had
any �dea of Artes�an wells; but he s�mply ra�sed h�s eyebrows; wh�le
Mr. Gl�ddon w�nked at me very hard and sa�d, �n a low tone, that one
had been recently d�scovered by the eng�neers employed to bore for
water �n the Great Oas�s.

I then ment�oned our steel; but the fore�gner elevated h�s nose,
and asked me �f our steel could have executed the sharp carved
work seen on the obel�sks, and wh�ch was wrought altogether by
edge-tools of copper.

Th�s d�sconcerted us so greatly that we thought �t adv�sable to vary
the attack to Metaphys�cs. We sent for a copy of a book called the
“D�al,” and read out of �t a chapter or two about someth�ng that �s not
very clear, but wh�ch the Boston�ans call the Great Movement of
Progress.

The Count merely sa�d that Great Movements were awfully
common th�ngs �n h�s day, and as for Progress, �t was at one t�me
qu�te a nu�sance, but �t never progressed.

We then spoke of the great beauty and �mportance of Democracy,
and were at much trouble �n �mpress�ng the Count w�th a due sense
of the advantages we enjoyed �n l�v�ng where there was suffrage ad
l�b�tum, and no k�ng.

He l�stened w�th marked �nterest, and �n fact seemed not a l�ttle
amused. When we had done, he sa�d that, a great wh�le ago, there
had occurred someth�ng of a very s�m�lar sort. Th�rteen Egypt�an
prov�nces determ�ned all at once to be free, and to set a magn�f�cent
example to the rest of mank�nd. They assembled the�r w�se men, and
concocted the most �ngen�ous const�tut�on �t �s poss�ble to conce�ve.
For a wh�le they managed remarkably well; only the�r hab�t of
bragg�ng was prod�g�ous. The th�ng ended, however, �n the



consol�dat�on of the th�rteen states, w�th some f�fteen or twenty
others, �n the most od�ous and �nsupportable despot�sm that was
ever heard of upon the face of the Earth.

I asked what was the name of the usurp�ng tyrant.
As well as the Count could recollect, �t was Mob.
Not know�ng what to say to th�s, I ra�sed my vo�ce, and deplored

the Egypt�an �gnorance of steam.
The Count looked at me w�th much aston�shment, but made no

answer. The s�lent gentleman, however, gave me a v�olent nudge �n
the r�bs w�th h�s elbows—told me I had suff�c�ently exposed myself
for once—and demanded �f I was really such a fool as not to know
that the modern steam-eng�ne �s der�ved from the �nvent�on of Hero,
through Solomon de Caus.

We were now �n �mm�nent danger of be�ng d�scomf�ted; but, as
good luck would have �t, Doctor Ponnonner, hav�ng rall�ed, returned
to our rescue, and �nqu�red �f the people of Egypt would ser�ously
pretend to r�val the moderns �n the all-�mportant part�cular of dress.

The Count, at th�s, glanced downward to the straps of h�s
pantaloons, and then tak�ng hold of the end of one of h�s coat-ta�ls,
held �t up close to h�s eyes for some m�nutes. Lett�ng �t fall, at last,
h�s mouth extended �tself very gradually from ear to ear; but I do not
remember that he sa�d any th�ng �n the way of reply.

Hereupon we recovered our sp�r�ts, and the Doctor, approach�ng
the Mummy w�th great d�gn�ty, des�red �t to say cand�dly, upon �ts
honor as a gentleman, �f the Egypt�ans had comprehended, at any
per�od, the manufacture of e�ther Ponnonner’s lozenges or
Brandreth’s p�lls.

We looked, w�th profound anx�ety, for an answer—but �n va�n. It
was not forthcom�ng. The Egypt�an blushed and hung down h�s
head. Never was tr�umph more consummate; never was defeat
borne w�th so �ll a grace. Indeed, I could not endure the spectacle of
the poor Mummy’s mort�f�cat�on. I reached my hat, bowed to h�m
st�ffly, and took leave.

Upon gett�ng home I found �t past four o’clock, and went
�mmed�ately to bed. It �s now ten A.M. I have been up s�nce seven,



penn�ng these memoranda for the benef�t of my fam�ly and of
mank�nd. The former I shall behold no more. My w�fe �s a shrew. The
truth �s, I am heart�ly s�ck of th�s l�fe and of the n�neteenth century �n
general. I am conv�nced that every th�ng �s go�ng wrong. Bes�des, I
am anx�ous to know who w�ll be Pres�dent �n 2045. As soon,
therefore, as I shave and swallow a cup of coffee, I shall just step
over to Ponnonner’s and get embalmed for a couple of hundred
years.



THE POETIC PRINCIPLE

In speak�ng of the Poet�c Pr�nc�ple, I have no des�gn to be e�ther
thorough or profound. Wh�le d�scuss�ng, very much at random, the
essent�al�ty of what we call Poetry, my pr�nc�pal purpose w�ll be to
c�te for cons�derat�on, some few of those m�nor Engl�sh or Amer�can
poems wh�ch best su�t my own taste, or wh�ch, upon my own fancy,
have left the most def�n�te �mpress�on. By “m�nor poems” I mean, of
course, poems of l�ttle length. And here, �n the beg�nn�ng, perm�t me
to say a few words �n regard to a somewhat pecul�ar pr�nc�ple, wh�ch,
whether r�ghtfully or wrongfully, has always had �ts �nfluence �n my
own cr�t�cal est�mate of the poem. I hold that a long poem does not
ex�st. I ma�nta�n that the phrase, “a long poem,” �s s�mply a flat
contrad�ct�on �n terms.

I need scarcely observe that a poem deserves �ts t�tle only
�nasmuch as �t exc�tes, by elevat�ng the soul. The value of the poem
�s �n the rat�o of th�s elevat�ng exc�tement. But all exc�tements are,
through a psychal necess�ty, trans�ent. That degree of exc�tement
wh�ch would ent�tle a poem to be so called at all, cannot be
susta�ned throughout a compos�t�on of any great length. After the
lapse of half an hour, at the very utmost, �t flags—fa�ls—a revuls�on
ensues—and then the poem �s, �n effect, and �n fact, no longer such.

There are, no doubt, many who have found d�ff�culty �n reconc�l�ng
the cr�t�cal d�ctum that the “Parad�se Lost” �s to be devoutly adm�red
throughout, w�th the absolute �mposs�b�l�ty of ma�nta�n�ng for �t,
dur�ng perusal, the amount of enthus�asm wh�ch that cr�t�cal d�ctum
would demand. Th�s great work, �n fact, �s to be regarded as poet�cal,
only when, los�ng s�ght of that v�tal requ�s�te �n all works of Art, Un�ty,
we v�ew �t merely as a ser�es of m�nor poems. If, to preserve �ts Un�ty
—�ts total�ty of effect or �mpress�on—we read �t (as would be



necessary) at a s�ngle s�tt�ng, the result �s but a constant alternat�on
of exc�tement and depress�on. After a passage of what we feel to be
true poetry, there follows, �nev�tably, a passage of plat�tude wh�ch no
cr�t�cal prejudgment can force us to adm�re; but �f, upon complet�ng
the work, we read �t aga�n, om�tt�ng the f�rst book—that �s to say,
commenc�ng w�th the second—we shall be surpr�sed at now f�nd�ng
that adm�rable wh�ch we before condemned—that damnable wh�ch
we had prev�ously so much adm�red. It follows from all th�s that the
ult�mate, aggregate, or absolute effect of even the best ep�c under
the sun, �s a null�ty:—and th�s �s prec�sely the fact.

In regard to the Il�ad, we have, �f not pos�t�ve proof, at least very
good reason for bel�ev�ng �t �ntended as a ser�es of lyr�cs; but,
grant�ng the ep�c �ntent�on, I can say only that the work �s based �n
an �mperfect sense of art. The modern ep�c �s, of the suppos�t�t�ous
anc�ent model, but an �ncons�derate and bl�ndfold �m�tat�on. But the
day of these art�st�c anomal�es �s over. If, at any t�me, any very long
poem were popular �n real�ty, wh�ch I doubt, �t �s at least clear that no
very long poem w�ll ever be popular aga�n.

That the extent of a poet�cal work �s, ceter�s par�bus, the measure
of �ts mer�t, seems undoubtedly, when we thus state �t, a propos�t�on
suff�c�ently absurd—yet we are �ndebted for �t to the Quarterly
Rev�ews. Surely there can be noth�ng �n mere s�ze, abstractly
cons�dered—there can be noth�ng �n mere bulk, so far as a volume �s
concerned, wh�ch has so cont�nuously el�c�ted adm�rat�on from these
saturn�ne pamphlets! A mounta�n, to be sure, by the mere sent�ment
of phys�cal magn�tude wh�ch �t conveys, does �mpress us w�th a
sense of the subl�me—but no man �s �mpressed after th�s fash�on by
the mater�al grandeur of even “The Columb�ad.” Even the Quarterl�es
have not �nstructed us to be so �mpressed by �t. As yet, they have not
�ns�sted on our est�mat�ng “Lamar” t�ne by the cub�c foot, or Pollock
by the pound—but what else are we to �nfer from the�r cont�nual
plat�ng about “susta�ned effort”? If, by “susta�ned effort,” any l�ttle
gentleman has accompl�shed an ep�c, let us frankly commend h�m
for the effort—�f th�s �ndeed be a th�ng conk mendable—but let us
forbear pra�s�ng the ep�c on the effort’s account. It �s to be hoped that
common sense, �n the t�me to come, w�ll prefer dec�d�ng upon a work
of Art rather by the �mpress�on �t makes—by the effect �t produces—



than by the t�me �t took to �mpress the effect, or by the amount of
“susta�ned effort” wh�ch had been found necessary �n effect�ng the
�mpress�on. The fact �s, that perseverance �s one th�ng and gen�us
qu�te another—nor can all the Quarterl�es �n Chr�stendom confound
them. By and by, th�s propos�t�on, w�th many wh�ch I have been just
urg�ng, w�ll be rece�ved as self-ev�dent. In the meant�me, by be�ng
generally condemned as fals�t�es, they w�ll not be essent�ally
damaged as truths.

On the other hand, �t �s clear that a poem may be �mproperly br�ef.
Undue brev�ty degenerates �nto mere ep�grammat�sm. A very short
poem, wh�le now and then produc�ng a br�ll�ant or v�v�d, never
produces a profound or endur�ng effect. There must be the steady
press�ng down of the stamp upon the wax. De Beranger has wrought
�nnumerable th�ngs, pungent and sp�r�t-st�rr�ng, but �n general they
have been too �mponderous to stamp themselves deeply �nto the
publ�c attent�on, and thus, as so many feathers of fancy, have been
blown aloft only to be wh�stled down the w�nd.

A remarkable �nstance of the effect of undue brev�ty �n depress�ng
a poem, �n keep�ng �t out of the popular v�ew, �s afforded by the
follow�ng exqu�s�te l�ttle Serenade—

I ar�se from dreams of thee
    In the f�rst sweet sleep of n�ght,
When the w�nds are breath�ng low,
    And the stars are sh�n�ng br�ght.
I ar�se from dreams of thee,
    And a sp�r�t �n my feet
Has led me—who knows how?—
    To thy chamber-w�ndow, sweet!

The wander�ng a�rs they fa�nt
    On the dark the s�lent stream—
The champak odors fa�l
    L�ke sweet thoughts �n a dream;
The n�ght�ngale’s compla�nt,
    It d�es upon her heart,
As I must d�e on sh�ne,
    O, beloved as thou art!



O, l�ft me from the grass!
    I d�e, I fa�nt, I fa�l!
Let thy love �n k�sses ra�n
    On my l�ps and eyel�ds pale.
My cheek �s cold and wh�te, alas!
    My heart beats loud and fast:
O, press �t close to sh�ne aga�n,
    Where �t w�ll break at last.

Very few perhaps are fam�l�ar w�th these l�nes—yet no less a poet
than Shelley �s the�r author. The�r warm, yet del�cate and ethereal
�mag�nat�on w�ll be apprec�ated by all, but by none so thoroughly as
by h�m who has h�mself ar�sen from sweet dreams of one beloved to
bathe �n the aromat�c a�r of a southern m�dsummer n�ght.

One of the f�nest poems by W�ll�s—the very best �n my op�n�on
wh�ch he has ever wr�tten—has no doubt, through th�s same defect
of undue brev�ty, been kept back from �ts proper pos�t�on, not less �n
the
     The shadows lay along Broadway,
         ’Twas near the twilight-tide—
     And slowly there a lady fair
         Was walking in her pride.
     Alone walk’d she; but, viewlessly,
         Walk’d spirits at her side.

     Peace charm’d the street beneath her feet,
         And Honor charm’d the air;
     And all astir looked kind on her,
         And called her good as fair—
     For all God ever gave to her
         She kept with chary care.

     She kept with care her beauties rare
         From lovers warm and true—
     For heart was cold to all but gold,
         And the rich came not to won,
     But honor’d well her charms to sell.
         If priests the selling do.

     Now walking there was one more fair—
         A slight girl, lily-pale;
     And she had unseen company
         To make the spirit quail—
     ’Twixt Want and Scorn she walk’d forlorn,
         And nothing could avail.

     No mercy now can clear her brow
         From this world’s peace to pray
     For as love’s wild prayer dissolved in air,



         Her woman’s heart gave way!—
     But the sin forgiven by Christ in Heaven
         By man is cursed alway!

In th�s compos�t�on we f�nd �t d�ff�cult to recogn�ze the W�ll�s who
has wr�tten so many mere “verses of soc�ety.” The l�nes are not only
r�chly �deal, but full of energy, wh�le they breathe an earnestness, an
ev�dent s�ncer�ty of sent�ment, for wh�ch we look �n va�n throughout
all the other works of th�s author.

Wh�le the ep�c man�a, wh�le the �dea that to mer�t �n poetry prol�x�ty
�s �nd�spensable, has for some years past been gradually dy�ng out
of the publ�c m�nd, by mere d�nt of �ts own absurd�ty, we f�nd �t
succeeded by a heresy too palpably false to be long tolerated, but
one wh�ch, �n the br�ef per�od �t has already endured, may be sa�d to
have accompl�shed more �n the corrupt�on of our Poet�cal L�terature
than all �ts other enem�es comb�ned. I allude to the heresy of The
D�dact�c. It has been assumed, tac�tly and avowedly, d�rectly and
�nd�rectly, that the ult�mate object of all Poetry �s Truth. Every poem,
�t �s sa�d, should �nculcate a morals and by th�s moral �s the poet�cal
mer�t of the work to be adjudged. We Amer�cans espec�ally have
patron�zed th�s happy �dea, and we Boston�ans very espec�ally have
developed �t �n full. We have taken �t �nto our heads that to wr�te a
poem s�mply for the poem’s sake, and to acknowledge such to have
been our des�gn, would be to confess ourselves rad�cally want�ng �n
the true poet�c d�gn�ty and force:—but the s�mple fact �s that would
we but perm�t ourselves to look �nto our own souls we should
�mmed�ately there d�scover that under the sun there ne�ther ex�sts
nor can ex�st any work more thoroughly d�gn�f�ed, more supremely
noble, than th�s very poem, th�s poem per se, th�s poem wh�ch �s a
poem and noth�ng more, th�s poem wr�tten solely for the poem’s
sake.

W�th as deep a reverence for the True as ever �nsp�red the bosom
of man, I would nevertheless l�m�t, �n some measure, �ts modes of
�nculcat�on. I would l�m�t to enforce them. I would not enfeeble them
by d�ss�pat�on. The demands of Truth are severe. She has no
sympathy w�th the myrtles. All that wh�ch �s so �nd�spensable �n Song
�s prec�sely all that w�th wh�ch she has noth�ng whatever to do. It �s
but mak�ng her a flaunt�ng paradox to wreathe her �n gems and



flowers. In enforc�ng a truth we need sever�ty rather than
efflorescence of language. We must be s�mple, prec�se, terse. We
must be cool, calm, un�mpass�oned. In a word, we must be �n that
mood wh�ch, as nearly as poss�ble, �s the exact converse of the
poet�cal. He must be bl�nd �ndeed who does not perce�ve the rad�cal
and chasmal d�fference between the truthful and the poet�cal modes
of �nculcat�on. He must be theory-mad beyond redempt�on who, �n
sp�te of these d�fferences, shall st�ll pers�st �n attempt�ng to reconc�le
the obst�nate o�ls and waters of Poetry and Truth.

D�v�d�ng the world of m�nd �nto �ts three most �mmed�ately obv�ous
d�st�nct�ons, we have the Pure Intellect, Taste, and the Moral Sense.
I place Taste �n the m�ddle, because �t �s just th�s pos�t�on wh�ch �n
the m�nd �t occup�es. It holds �nt�mate relat�ons w�th e�ther extreme;
but from the Moral Sense �s separated by so fa�nt a d�fference that
Ar�stotle has not hes�tated to place some of �ts operat�ons among the
v�rtues themselves. Nevertheless we f�nd the off�ces of the tr�o
marked w�th a suff�c�ent d�st�nct�on. Just as the Intellect concerns
�tself w�th Truth, so Taste �nforms us of the Beaut�ful, wh�le the Moral
Sense �s regardful of Duty. Of th�s latter, wh�le Consc�ence teaches
the obl�gat�on, and Reason the exped�ency, Taste contents herself
w�th d�splay�ng the charms:—wag�ng war upon V�ce solely on the
ground of her deform�ty—her d�sproport�on—her an�mos�ty to the
f�tt�ng, to the appropr�ate, to the harmon�ous—�n a word, to Beauty.

An �mmortal �nst�nct deep w�th�n the sp�r�t of man �s thus pla�nly a
sense of the Beaut�ful. Th�s �t �s wh�ch adm�n�sters to h�s del�ght �n
the man�fold forms, and sounds, and odors and sent�ments am�d
wh�ch he ex�sts. And just as the l�ly �s repeated �n the lake, or the
eyes of Amaryll�s �n the m�rror, so �s the mere oral or wr�tten
repet�t�on of these forms, and sounds, and colors, and odors, and
sent�ments a dupl�cate source of the l�ght. But th�s mere repet�t�on �s
not poetry. He who shall s�mply s�ng, w�th however glow�ng
enthus�asm, or w�th however v�v�d a truth of descr�pt�on, of the s�ghts,
and sounds, and odors, and colors, and sent�ments wh�ch greet h�m
�n common w�th all mank�nd—he, I say, has yet fa�led to prove h�s
d�v�ne t�tle. There �s st�ll a someth�ng �n the d�stance wh�ch he has
been unable to atta�n. We have st�ll a th�rst unquenchable, to allay
wh�ch he has not shown us the crystal spr�ngs. Th�s th�rst belongs to



the �mmortal�ty of Man. It �s at once a consequence and an �nd�cat�on
of h�s perenn�al ex�stence. It �s the des�re of the moth for the star. It �s
no mere apprec�at�on of the Beauty before us, but a w�ld effort to
reach the Beauty above. Insp�red by an ecstat�c presc�ence of the
glor�es beyond the grave, we struggle by mult�form comb�nat�ons
among the th�ngs and thoughts of T�me to atta�n a port�on of that
Lovel�ness whose very elements perhaps apperta�n to etern�ty alone.
And thus when by Poetry, or when by Mus�c, the most entranc�ng of
the poet�c moods, we f�nd ourselves melted �nto tears, we weep
then, not as the Abbate Grav�na supposes, through excess of
pleasure, but through a certa�n petulant, �mpat�ent sorrow at our
�nab�l�ty to grasp now, wholly, here on earth, at once and for ever,
those d�v�ne and rapturous joys of wh�ch through’ the poem, or
through the mus�c, we atta�n to but br�ef and �ndeterm�nate gl�mpses.

The struggle to apprehend the supernal Lovel�ness—th�s struggle,
on the part of souls f�tt�ngly const�tuted—has g�ven to the world all
that wh�ch �t (the world) has ever been enabled at once to
understand and to feel as poet�c.

The Poet�c Sent�ment, of course, may develop �tself �n var�ous
modes—�n Pa�nt�ng, �n Sculpture, �n Arch�tecture, �n the Dance—very
espec�ally �n Mus�c—and very pecul�arly, and w�th a w�de f�eld, �n the
com pos�t�on of the Landscape Garden. Our present theme,
however, has regard only to �ts man�festat�on �n words. And here let
me speak br�efly on the top�c of rhythm. Content�ng myself w�th the
certa�nty that Mus�c, �n �ts var�ous modes of metre, rhythm, and
rhyme, �s of so vast a moment �n Poetry as never to be w�sely
rejected—�s so v�tally �mportant an adjunct, that he �s s�mply s�lly who
decl�nes �ts ass�stance, I w�ll not now pause to ma�nta�n �ts absolute
essent�al�ty. It �s �n Mus�c perhaps that the soul most nearly atta�ns
the great end for wh�ch, when �nsp�red by the Poet�c Sent�ment, �t
struggles—the creat�on of supernal Beauty. It may be, �ndeed, that
here th�s subl�me end �s, now and then, atta�ned �n fact. We are often
made to feel, w�th a sh�ver�ng del�ght, that from an earthly harp are
str�cken notes wh�ch cannot have been unfam�l�ar to the angels. And
thus there can be l�ttle doubt that �n the un�on of Poetry w�th Mus�c �n
�ts popular sense, we shall f�nd the w�dest f�eld for the Poet�c
development. The old Bards and M�nnes�ngers had advantages



wh�ch we do not possess—and Thomas Moore, s�ng�ng h�s own
songs, was, �n the most leg�t�mate manner, perfect�ng them as
poems.

To recap�tulate then:—I would def�ne, �n br�ef, the Poetry of words
as The Rhythm�cal Creat�on of Beauty. Its sole arb�ter �s Taste. W�th
the Intellect or w�th the Consc�ence �t has only collateral relat�ons.
Unless �nc�dentally, �t has no concern whatever e�ther w�th Duty or
w�th Truth.

A few words, however, �n explanat�on. That pleasure wh�ch �s at
once the most pure, the most elevat�ng, and the most �ntense, �s
der�ved, I ma�nta�n, from the contemplat�on of the Beaut�ful. In the
contemplat�on of Beauty we alone f�nd �t poss�ble to atta�n that
pleasurable elevat�on, or exc�tement of the soul, wh�ch we recogn�ze
as the Poet�c Sent�ment, and wh�ch �s so eas�ly d�st�ngu�shed from
Truth, wh�ch �s the sat�sfact�on of the Reason, or from Pass�on, wh�ch
�s the exc�tement of the heart. I make Beauty, therefore—us�ng the
word as �nclus�ve of the subl�me—I make Beauty the prov�nce of the
poem, s�mply because �t �s an obv�ous rule of Art that effects should
be made to spr�ng as d�rectly as poss�ble from the�r causes:—no one
as yet hav�ng been weak enough to deny that the pecul�ar elevat�on
�n quest�on �s at least most read�ly atta�nable �n the poem. It by no
means follows, however, that the �nc�tements of Pass�on’ or the
precepts of Duty, or even the lessons of Truth, may not be
�ntroduced �nto a poem, and w�th advantage; for they may subserve
�nc�dentally, �n var�ous ways, the general purposes of the work: but
the true art�st w�ll always contr�ve to tone them down �n proper
subject�on to that Beauty wh�ch �s the atmosphere and the real
essence of the poem.

I cannot better �ntroduce the few poems wh�ch I shall present for
your cons�derat�on, than by the c�tat�on of the Proem to Longfellow’s
“Wa�f”:—
     The day is done, and the darkness
         Falls from the wings of Night,
     As a feather is wafted downward
         From an Eagle in his flight.

     I see the lights of the village
         Gleam through the rain and the mist,
     And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me,



         That my soul cannot resist;

     A feeling of sadness and longing,
         That is not akin to pain,
     And resembles sorrow only
         As the mist resembles the rain.

     Come, read to me some poem,
         Some simple and heartfelt lay,
     That shall soothe this restless feeling,
         And banish the thoughts of day.

     Not from the grand old masters,
         Not from the bards sublime,
     Whose distant footsteps echo
         Through the corridors of Time.

     For, like strains of martial music,
         Their mighty thoughts suggest
     Life’s endless toil and endeavor;
         And to-night I long for rest.

     Read from some humbler poet,
         Whose songs gushed from his heart,
     As showers from the clouds of summer,
         Or tears from the eyelids start;

     Who through long days of labor,
         And nights devoid of ease,
     Still heard in his soul the music
         Of wonderful melodies.

     Such songs have power to quiet
         The restless pulse of care,
     And come like the benediction
         That follows after prayer.

     Then read from the treasured volume
         The poem of thy choice,
     And lend to the rhyme of the poet
         The beauty of thy voice.

     And the night shall be filled with music,
         And the cares that infest the day
     Shall fold their tents like the Arabs,
         And as silently steal away.

W�th no great range of �mag�nat�on, these l�nes have been justly
adm�red for the�r del�cacy of express�on. Some of the �mages are
very effect�ve. Noth�ng can be better than—
    ———————the bards sublime,
         Whose distant footsteps echo
     Down the corridors of Time.



The �dea of the last quatra�n �s also very effect�ve. The poem on
the whole, however, �s ch�efly to be adm�red for the graceful
�nsouc�ance of �ts metre, so well �n accordance w�th the character of
the sent�ments, and espec�ally for the ease of the general manner.
Th�s “ease” or naturalness, �n a l�terary style, �t has long been the
fash�on to regard as ease �n appearance alone—as a po�nt of really
d�ff�cult atta�nment. But not so:—a natural manner �s d�ff�cult only to
h�m who should never meddle w�th �t—to the unnatural. It �s but the
result of wr�t�ng w�th the understand�ng, or w�th the �nst�nct, that the
tone, �n compos�t�on, should always be that wh�ch the mass of
mank�nd would adopt—and must perpetually vary, of course, w�th the
occas�on. The author who, after the fash�on of “The North Amer�can
Rev�ew,” should be upon all occas�ons merely “qu�et,” must
necessar�ly upon many occas�ons be s�mply s�lly, or stup�d; and has
no more r�ght to be cons�dered “easy” or “natural” than a Cockney
exqu�s�te, or than the sleep�ng Beauty �n the waxworks.

Among the m�nor poems of Bryant, none has so much �mpressed
me as the one wh�ch he ent�tles “June.” I quote only a port�on of �t:—
     There, through the long, long summer hours,
         The golden light should lie,
     And thick young herbs and groups of flowers
         Stand in their beauty by.
     The oriole should build and tell
     His love-tale, close beside my cell;
         The idle butterfly
     Should rest him there, and there be heard
     The housewife-bee and humming bird.

     And what, if cheerful shouts at noon,
         Come, from the village sent,
     Or songs of maids, beneath the moon,
         With fairy laughter blent?
     And what if, in the evening light,
     Betrothed lovers walk in sight
         Of my low monument?
     I would the lovely scene around
     Might know no sadder sight nor sound.

     I know, I know I should not see
         The season’s glorious show,
     Nor would its brightness shine for me;
         Nor its wild music flow;
     But if, around my place of sleep,
     The friends I love should come to weep,
         They might not haste to go.
     Soft airs and song, and the light and bloom,
     Should keep them lingering by my tomb.



     These to their soften’d hearts should bear
         The thoughts of what has been,
     And speak of one who cannot share
         The gladness of the scene;
     Whose part in all the pomp that fills
     The circuit of the summer hills,
         Is—that his grave is green;
     And deeply would their hearts rejoice
     To hear again his living voice.

The rhythm�cal flow here �s even voluptuous—noth�ng could be
more melod�ous. The poem has always affected me �n a remarkable
manner. The �ntense melancholy wh�ch seems to well up, perforce,
to the surface of all the poet’s cheerful say�ngs about h�s grave, we
f�nd thr�ll�ng us to the soul—wh�le there �s the truest poet�c elevat�on
�n the thr�ll. The �mpress�on left �s one of a pleasurable sadness. And
�f, �n the rema�n�ng compos�t�ons wh�ch I shall �ntroduce to you, there
be more or less of a s�m�lar tone always apparent, let me rem�nd you
that (how or why we know not) th�s certa�n ta�nt of sadness �s
�nseparably connected w�th all the h�gher man�festat�ons of true
Beauty. It �s, nevertheless,
     A feeling of sadness and longing
         That is not akin to pain,
     And resembles sorrow only
         As the mist resembles the rain.

The ta�nt of wh�ch I speak �s clearly percept�ble even �n a poem so
full of br�ll�ancy and sp�r�t as “The Health” of Edward Coate P�nckney:
—
     I fill this cup to one made up
         Of loveliness alone,
     A woman, of her gentle sex
         The seeming paragon;
     To whom the better elements
         And kindly stars have given
     A form so fair that, like the air,
         ’Tis less of earth than heaven.

     Her every tone is music’s own,
         Like those of morning birds,
     And something more than melody
         Dwells ever in her words;
     The coinage of her heart are they,
         And from her lips each flows
     As one may see the burden’d bee
         Forth issue from the rose.

     Affections are as thoughts to her,
         The measures of her hours;



     Her feelings have the flagrancy,
         The freshness of young flowers;
     And lovely passions, changing oft,
         So fill her, she appears
     The image of themselves by turns,—
         The idol of past years!

     Of her bright face one glance will trace
         A picture on the brain,
     And of her voice in echoing hearts
         A sound must long remain;
     But memory, such as mine of her,
         So very much endears,
     When death is nigh my latest sigh
         Will not be life’s, but hers.

     I fill’d this cup to one made up
         Of loveliness alone,
     A woman, of her gentle sex
         The seeming paragon—
     Her health! and would on earth there stood,
         Some more of such a frame,
     That life might be all poetry,
         And weariness a name.

It was the m�sfortune of Mr. P�nckney to have been born too far
south. Had he been a New Englander, �t �s probable that he would
have been ranked as the f�rst of Amer�can lyr�sts by that
magnan�mous cabal wh�ch has so long controlled the dest�n�es of
Amer�can Letters, �n conduct�ng the th�ng called “The North
Amer�can Rev�ew.” The poem just c�ted �s espec�ally beaut�ful; but
the poet�c elevat�on wh�ch �t �nduces we must refer ch�efly to our
sympathy �n the poet’s enthus�asm. We pardon h�s hyperboles for
the ev�dent earnestness w�th wh�ch they are uttered.

It was by no means my des�gn, however, to expat�ate upon the
mer�ts of what I should read you. These w�ll necessar�ly speak for
themselves. Boccal�n�, �n h�s “Advert�sements from Parnassus,” tells
us that Zo�lus once presented Apollo a very caust�c cr�t�c�sm upon a
very adm�rable book:—whereupon the god asked h�m for the
beaut�es of the work. He repl�ed that he only bus�ed h�mself about
the errors. On hear�ng th�s, Apollo, hand�ng h�m a sack of
unw�nnowed wheat, bade h�m p�ck out all the chaff for h�s reward.

Now th�s fable answers very well as a h�t at the cr�t�cs—but I am by
no means sure that the god was �n the r�ght. I am by no means
certa�n that the true l�m�ts of the cr�t�cal duty are not grossly
m�sunderstood. Excellence, �n a poem espec�ally, may be cons�dered



�n the l�ght of an ax�om, wh�ch need only be properly put, to become
self-ev�dent. It �s not excellence �f �t requ�re to be demonstrated as
such:—and thus to po�nt out too part�cularly the mer�ts of a work of
Art, �s to adm�t that they are not mer�ts altogether.

Among the “Melod�es” of Thomas Moore �s one whose
d�st�ngu�shed character as a poem proper seems to have been
s�ngularly left out of v�ew. I allude to h�s l�nes beg�nn�ng—“Come, rest
�n th�s bosom.” The �ntense energy of the�r express�on �s not
surpassed by anyth�ng �n Byron. There are two of the l�nes �n wh�ch a
sent�ment �s conveyed that embod�es the all �n all of the d�v�ne
pass�on of Love—a sent�ment wh�ch, perhaps, has found �ts echo �n
more, and �n more pass�onate, human hearts than any other s�ngle
sent�ment ever embod�ed �n words:—
     Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer
     Though the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here;
     Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o’ercast,
     And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last.

     Oh! what was love made for, if ’tis not the same
     Through joy and through torment, through glory and shame?
     I know not, I ask not, if guilt’s in that heart,
     I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art.

     Thou hast call’d me thy Angel in moments of bliss,
     And thy Angel I’ll be, ‘mid the horrors of this,—
     Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue,
     And shield thee, and save thee,—or perish there too!

It has been the fash�on of late days to deny Moore Imag�nat�on,
wh�le grant�ng h�m Fancy—a d�st�nct�on or�g�nat�ng w�th Coler�dge—
than whom no man more fully comprehended the great powers of
Moore. The fact �s, that the fancy of th�s poet so far predom�nates
over all h�s other facult�es, and over the fancy of all other men, as to
have �nduced, very naturally, the �dea that he �s fanc�ful only. But
never was there a greater m�stake. Never was a grosser wrong done
the fame of a true poet. In the compass of the Engl�sh language I
can call to m�nd no poem more profoundly—more we�rdly
�mag�nat�ve, �n the best sense, than the l�nes commenc�ng—“I would
I were by that d�m lake”—wh�ch are the com. pos�t�on of Thomas
Moore. I regret that I am unable to remember them.

One of the noblest—and, speak�ng of Fancy—one of the most
s�ngularly fanc�ful of modern poets, was Thomas Hood. H�s “Fa�r



Ines” had always for me an �nexpress�ble charm:—
     O saw ye not fair Ines?
         She’s gone into the West,
     To dazzle when the sun is down,
         And rob the world of rest;
     She took our daylight with her,
         The smiles that we love best,
     With morning blushes on her cheek,
         And pearls upon her breast.

     O turn again, fair Ines,
         Before the fall of night,
     For fear the moon should shine alone,
         And stars unrivalltd bright;
     And blessed will the lover be
         That walks beneath their light,
     And breathes the love against thy cheek
         I dare not even write!

     Would I had been, fair Ines,
         That gallant cavalier,
     Who rode so gaily by thy side,
         And whisper’d thee so near!
     Were there no bonny dames at home
         Or no true lovers here,
     That he should cross the seas to win
         The dearest of the dear?

     I saw thee, lovely Ines,
         Descend along the shore,
     With bands of noble gentlemen,
         And banners waved before;
     And gentle youth and maidens gay,
         And snowy plumes they wore;
     It would have been a beauteous dream,
         If it had been no more!

     Alas, alas, fair Ines,
         She went away with song,
     With music waiting on her steps,
         And shootings of the throng;
     But some were sad and felt no mirth,
         But only Music’s wrong,
     In sounds that sang Farewell, Farewell,
         To her you’ve loved so long.

     Farewell, farewell, fair Ines,
         That vessel never bore
     So fair a lady on its deck,
         Nor danced so light before,—
     Alas for pleasure on the sea,
         And sorrow on the shorel
     The smile that blest one lover’s heart
         Has broken many more!



“The Haunted House,” by the same author, �s one of the truest
poems ever wr�tten,—one of the truest, one of the most
unexcept�onable, one of the most thoroughly art�st�c, both �n �ts
theme and �n �ts execut�on. It �s, moreover, powerfully �deal—
�mag�nat�ve. I regret that �ts length renders �t unsu�table for the
purposes of th�s lecture. In place of �t perm�t me to offer the
un�versally apprec�ated “Br�dge of S�ghs”:—
     One more Unfortunate,
     Weary of breath,
     Rashly importunate
     Gone to her death!

     Take her up tenderly,
     Lift her with care;—
     Fashion’d so slenderly,
     Young and so fair!

     Look at her garments
     Clinging like cerements;
     Whilst the wave constantly
     Drips from her clothing;
     Take her up instantly,
     Loving not loathing.

     Touch her not scornfully;
     Think of her mournfully,
     Gently and humanly;
     Not of the stains of her,
     All that remains of her
     Now is pure womanly.

     Make no deep scrutiny
     Into her mutiny
     Rash and undutiful;
     Past all dishonor,
     Death has left on her
     Only the beautiful.

     Where the lamps quiver
     So far in the river,
     With many a light
     From window and casement
     From garret to basement,
     She stood, with amazement,
     Houseless by night.

     The bleak wind of March
     Made her tremble and shiver,
     But not the dark arch,
     Or the black flowing river:
     Mad from life’s history,
     Glad to death’s mystery,
     Swift to be hurl’d—



     Anywhere, anywhere
     Out of the world!

     In she plunged boldly,
     No matter how coldly
     The rough river ran,—
     Over the brink of it,
     Picture it,—think of it,
     Dissolute Man!
     Lave in it, drink of it
     Then, if you can!

     Still, for all slips of hers,
     One of Eve’s family—
     Wipe those poor lips of hers
     Oozing so clammily,
     Loop up her tresses
     Escaped from the comb,
     Her fair auburn tresses;
     Whilst wonderment guesses
     Where was her home?

     Who was her father?
     Who was her mother?
     Had she a sister?
     Had she a brother?
     Or was there a dearer one
     Still, and a nearer one
     Yet, than all other?

     Alas! for the rarity
     Of Christian charity
     Under the sun!
     Oh! it was pitiful!
     Near a whole city full,
     Home she had none.

     Sisterly, brotherly,
     Fatherly, motherly,
     Feelings had changed:
     Love, by harsh evidence,
     Thrown from its eminence;
     Even God’s providence
     Seeming estranged.

     Take her up tenderly;
     Lift her with care;
     Fashion’d so slenderly,
     Young, and so fair!
     Ere her limbs frigidly
     Stiffen too rigidly,
     Decently,—kindly,—
     Smooth and compose them;
     And her eyes, close them,
     Staring so blindly!

     Dreadfully staring



     Through muddy impurity,
     As when with the daring
     Last look of despairing
     Fixed on futurity.

     Perhishing gloomily,
     Spurred by contumely,
     Cold inhumanity,
     Burning insanity,
     Into her rest,—
     Cross her hands humbly,
     As if praying dumbly,
     Over her breast!
     Owning her weakness,
     Her evil behavior,
     And leaving, with meekness,
     Her sins to her Saviour!

The v�gor of th�s poem �s no less remarkable than �ts pathos. The
vers�f�cat�on although carry�ng the fanc�ful to the very verge of the
fantast�c, �s nevertheless adm�rably adapted to the w�ld �nsan�ty
wh�ch �s the thes�s of the poem.

Among the m�nor poems of Lord Byron �s one wh�ch has never
rece�ved from the cr�t�cs the pra�se wh�ch �t undoubtedly deserves:—
     Though the day of my destiny’s over,
         And the star of my fate bath declined
     Thy soft heart refused to discover
         The faults which so many could find;
     Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted,
         It shrunk not to share it with me,
     And the love which my spirit bath painted
         It never bath found but in thee.
     Then when nature around me is smiling,
         The last smile which answers to mine,
     I do not believe it beguiling,
         Because it reminds me of shine;
     And when winds are at war with the ocean,
         As the breasts I believed in with me,
     If their billows excite an emotion,
         It is that they bear me from thee.
     Though the rock of my last hope is shivered,
         And its fragments are sunk in the wave,
     Though I feel that my soul is delivered
         To pain—it shall not be its slave.
     There is many a pang to pursue me:
         They may crush, but they shall not contemn—
     They may torture, but shall not subdue me—
         ’Tis of thee that I think—not of them.

     Though human, thou didst not deceive me,
         Though woman, thou didst not forsake,
     Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me,
         Though slandered, thou never couldst shake,—
     Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me,



         Though parted, it was not to fly,
     Though watchful, ’twas not to defame me,
         Nor mute, that the world might belie.

     Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it,
         Nor the war of the many with one—
     If my soul was not fitted to prize it,
         ’Twas folly not sooner to shun:
     And if dearly that error bath cost me,
         And more than I once could foresee,
     I have found that whatever it lost me,
         It could not deprive me of thee.
     From the wreck of the past, which bath perished,
         Thus much I at least may recall,
     It bath taught me that which I most cherished
         Deserved to be dearest of all:
     In the desert a fountain is springing,
         In the wide waste there still is a tree,
     And a bird in the solitude singing,
        Which speaks to my spirit of thee.

Although the rhythm here �s one of the most d�ff�cult, the
vers�f�cat�on could scarcely be �mproved. No nobler theme ever
engaged the pen of poet. It �s the soul-elevat�ng �dea that no man
can cons�der h�mself ent�tled to compla�n of Fate wh�le �n h�s
advers�ty he st�ll reta�ns the unwaver�ng love of woman.

From Alfred Tennyson, although �n perfect s�ncer�ty I regard h�m as
the noblest poet that ever l�ved, I have left myself t�me to c�te only a
very br�ef spec�men. I call h�m, and th�nk h�m the noblest of poets,
not because the �mpress�ons he produces are at all t�mes the most
profound—not because the poet�cal exc�tement wh�ch he �nduces �s
at all t�mes the most �ntense—but because �t �s at all t�mes the most
ethereal—�n other words, the most elevat�ng and most pure. No poet
�s so l�ttle of the earth, earthy. What I am about to read �s from h�s
last long poem, “The Pr�ncess”:—
         Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,
     Tears from the depth of some divine despair
     Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,
     In looking on the happy Autumn fields,
     And thinking of the days that are no more.

         Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,
     That brings our friends up from the underworld,
     Sad as the last which reddens over one
     That sinks with all we love below the verge;
     So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

         Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
     The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d birds
     To dying ears, when unto dying eyes



     The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;
     So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

         Dear as remember’d kisses after death,
     And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d
     On lips that are for others; deep as love,
     Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;
     O Death in Life, the days that are no more.

Thus, although �n a very cursory and �mperfect manner, I have
endeavored to convey to you my concept�on of the Poet�c Pr�nc�ple.
It has been my purpose to suggest that, wh�le th�s pr�nc�ple �tself �s
str�ctly and s�mply the Human Asp�rat�on for Supernal Beauty, the
man�festat�on of the Pr�nc�ple �s always found �n an elevat�ng
exc�tement of the soul, qu�te �ndependent of that pass�on wh�ch �s the
�ntox�cat�on of the Heart, or of that truth wh�ch �s the sat�sfact�on of
the Reason. For �n regard to pass�on, alas! �ts tendency �s to
degrade rather than to elevate the Soul. Love, on the contrary—Love
—the true, the d�v�ne Eros—the Uran�an as d�st�ngu�shed from the
D�ona an Venus—�s unquest�onably the purest and truest of all
poet�cal themes. And �n regard to Truth, �f, to be sure, through the
atta�nment of a truth we are led to perce�ve a harmony where none
was apparent before, we exper�ence at once the true poet�cal effect;
but th�s effect �s referable to the harmony alone, and not �n the least
degree to the truth wh�ch merely served to render the harmony
man�fest.

We shall reach, however, more �mmed�ately a d�st�nct concept�on
of what the true Poetry �s, by mere reference to a few of the s�mple
elements wh�ch �nduce �n the Poet h�mself the poet�cal effect He
recogn�zes the ambros�a wh�ch nour�shes h�s soul �n the br�ght orbs
that sh�ne �n Heaven—�n the volutes of the flower—�n the cluster�ng
of low shrubber�es—�n the wav�ng of the gra�n-f�elds—�n the slant�ng
of tall eastern trees—�n the blue d�stance of mounta�ns—�n the
group�ng of clouds—�n the tw�nkl�ng of half-h�dden brooks—�n the
gleam�ng of s�lver r�vers—�n the repose of sequestered lakes—�n the
star-m�rror�ng depths of lonely wells. He perce�ves �t �n the songs of
b�rds—�n the harp of Bolos—�n the s�gh�ng of the n�ght-w�nd—�n the
rep�n�ng vo�ce of the forest—�n the surf that compla�ns to the shore—
�n the fresh breath of the woods—�n the scent of the v�olet—�n the
voluptuous perfume of the hyac�nth—�n the suggest�ve odour that



comes to h�m at event�de from far d�stant und�scovered �slands, over
d�m oceans, �ll�m�table and unexplored. He owns �t �n all noble
thoughts—�n all unworldly mot�ves—�n all holy �mpulses—�n all
ch�valrous, generous, and self-sacr�f�c�ng deeds. He feels �t �n the
beauty of woman—�n the grace of her step—�n the lustre of her eye
—�n the melody of her vo�ce—�n her soft laughter, �n her s�gh—�n the
harmony of the rustl�ng of her robes. He deeply feels �t �n her w�nn�ng
endearments—�n her burn�ng enthus�asms—�n her gentle char�t�es—
�n her meek and devot�onal endurances—but above all—ah, far
above all, he kneels to �t—he worsh�ps �t �n the fa�th, �n the pur�ty, �n
the strength, �n the altogether d�v�ne majesty—of her love.

Let me conclude by—the rec�tat�on of yet another br�ef poem—one
very d�fferent �n character from any that I have before quoted. It �s by
Motherwell, and �s called “The Song of the Caval�er.” W�th our
modern and altogether rat�onal �deas of the absurd�ty and �mp�ety of
warfare, we are not prec�sely �n that frame of m�nd best adapted to
sympath�ze w�th the sent�ments, and thus to apprec�ate the real
excellence of the poem. To do th�s fully we must �dent�fy ourselves �n
fancy w�th the soul of the old caval�er:—
     Then mounte! then mounte, brave gallants all,
         And don your helmes amaine:
     Deathe’s couriers. Fame and Honor call
         No shrewish teares shall fill your eye
     When the sword-hilt’s in our hand,—
         Heart-whole we’ll part, and no whit sighe
     For the fayrest of the land;
         Let piping swaine, and craven wight,
     Thus weepe and poling crye,
         Our business is like men to fight.



OLD ENGLISH POETRY (*)

It should not be doubted that at least one-th�rd of the affect�on w�th
wh�ch we regard the elder poets of Great Br�ta�n should be-attr�buted
to what �s, �n �tself, a th�ng apart from poetry-we mean to the s�mple
love of the ant�que-and that, aga�n, a th�rd of even the proper poet�c
sent�ment �nsp�redby the�r wr�t�ngs should be ascr�bed to a fact
wh�ch, wh�le �t has str�ct connect�on w�th poetry �n the abstract, and
w�th the old Br�t�sh poems themselves, should not be looked upon as
a mer�t apperta�n�ng to the authors of the poems. Almost every
devout adm�rer of the old bards, �f demanded h�s op�n�on of the�r
product�ons, would ment�on vaguely, yet w�th perfect s�ncer�ty, a
sense of dreamy, w�ld, �ndef�n�te, and he would perhaps say,
�ndef�nable del�ght; on be�ng requ�red to po�nt out the source of th�s
so shadowy pleasure, he would be apt to speak of the qua�nt �n
phraseology and �n general handl�ng. Th�s qua�ntness �s, �n fact, a
very powerful adjunct to �deal�ty, but �n the case �n quest�on �t ar�ses
�ndependently of the author’s w�ll, and �s altogether apart from h�s
�ntent�on. Words and the�r rhythm have var�ed. Verses wh�ch affect
us to-day w�th a v�v�d del�ght, and wh�ch del�ght, �n many �nstances,
may be traced to the one source, qua�ntness, must have worn �n the
days of the�r construct�on, a very commonplace a�r. Th�s �s, of
course, no argument aga�nst the poems now-we mean �t only as
aga�nst the poets thew. There �s a grow�ng des�re to overrate them.
The old Engl�sh muse was frank, gu�leless, s�ncere, and although
very learned, st�ll learned w�thout art. No general error ev�nces a
more thorough confus�on of �deas than the error of suppos�ng Donne
and Cowley metaphys�cal �n the sense where�n Wordsworth and
Coler�dge are so. W�th the two former eth�cs were the end-w�th the
two latter the means. The poet of the “Creat�on” w�shed, by h�ghly
art�f�c�al verse, to �nculcate what he supposed to be moral truth-the



poet of the “Anc�ent Mar�ner” to �nfuse the Poet�c Sent�ment through
channels suggested by analys�s. The one f�n�shed by complete
fa�lure what he commenced �n the grossest m�sconcept�on; the other,
by a path wh�ch could not poss�bly lead h�m astray, arr�ved at a
tr�umph wh�ch �s not the less glor�ous because h�dden from the
profane eyes of the mult�tude. But �n th�s v�ew even the
“metaphys�cal verse” of Cowley �s but ev�dence of the s�mpl�c�ty and
s�ngle-heartedness of the man. And he was �n th�s but a type of h�s
school-for we may as well des�gnate �n th�s way the ent�re class of
wr�ters whose poems are bound up �n the volume before us, and
throughout all of whom there runs a very percept�ble general
character. They used l�ttle art �n compos�t�on. The�r wr�t�ngs sprang
�mmed�ately from the soul-and partook �ntensely of that soul’s nature.
Nor �s �t d�ff�cult to perce�ve the tendency of th�s abandon-to elevate
�mmeasurably all the energ�es of m�nd-but, aga�n, so to m�ngle the
greatest poss�ble f�re, force, del�cacy, and all good th�ngs, w�th the
lowest poss�ble bathos, baldness, and �mbec�l�ty, as to render �t not a
matter of doubt that the average results of m�nd �n such a school w�ll
be found �nfer�or to those results �n one (ceter�s par�bus) more
art�f�c�al.

We can not br�ng ourselves to bel�eve that the select�ons of the
“Book of Gems” are such as w�ll �mpart to a poet�cal reader the
clearest poss�ble �dea of the beauty of the school-but �f the �ntent�on
had been merely to show the school’s character, the attempt m�ght
have been cons�dered successful �n the h�ghest degree. There are
long passages now before us of the most desp�cable trash, w�th no
mer�t whatever beyond that of the�r ant�qu�ty.. The cr�t�c�sms of the
ed�tor do not part�cularly please us. H�s enthus�asm �s too general
and too v�v�d not to be false. H�s op�n�on, for example, of S�r Henry
Wotton’s “Verses on the Queen of Bohem�a"-that “there are few f�ner
th�ngs �n our language,” �s untenable and absurd.

In such l�nes we can perce�ve not one of those h�gher attr�butes of
Poesy wh�ch belong to her �n all c�rcumstances and throughout all
t�me. Here every th�ng �s art, nakedly, or but awkwardly concealed.
No prepossess�on for the mere ant�que (and �n th�s case we can
�mag�ne no other prepossess�on) should �nduce us to d�gn�fy w�th the
sacred name of poetry, a ser�es, such as th�s, of elaborate and



threadbare compl�ments, st�tched, apparently, together, w�thout
fancy, w�thout plaus�b�l�ty, and w�thout even an attempt at adaptat�on.

In common w�th all the world, we have been much del�ghted w�th
“The Shepherd’s Hunt�ng” by W�thers—a poem partak�ng, �n a
remarkable degree, of the pecul�ar�t�es of “Il Penseroso.” Speak�ng of
Poesy the author says:
     “By the murmur of a spring,
     Or the least boughs rustleling,
     By a daisy whose leaves spread,
     Shut when Titan goes to bed,
     Or a shady bush or tree,
     She could more infuse in me
     Than all Nature’s beauties can
     In some other wiser man.
     By her help I also now
     Make this churlish place allow
     Something that may sweeten gladness
     In the very gall of sadness—
     The dull loneness, the black shade,
     That these hanging vaults have made
     The strange music of the waves
     Beating on these hollow caves,
     This black den which rocks emboss,
     Overgrown with eldest moss,
     The rude portals that give light
     More to terror than delight,
     This my chamber of neglect

     Walled about with disrespect;
     From all these and this dull air
     A fit object for despair,
     She hath taught me by her might
     To draw comfort and delight.”

But these l�nes, however good, do not bear w�th them much of the
general character of the Engl�sh ant�que. Someth�ng more of th�s w�ll
be found �n Corbet’s “Farewell to the Fa�r�es!” We copy a port�on of
Marvell’s “Ma�den lament�ng for her Fawn,” wh�ch we prefer-not only
as a spec�men of the elder poets, but �n �tself as a beaut�ful poem,
abound�ng �n pathos, exqu�s�tely del�cate �mag�nat�on and
truthfulness-to anyth�ng of �ts spec�es:
     “It is a wondrous thing how fleet
     ’Twas on those little silver feet,
     With what a pretty skipping grace
     It oft would challenge me the race,
     And when’t had left me far away
     ’Twould stay, and run again, and stay;
     For it was nimbler much than hinds,
     And trod as if on the four winds.
     I have a garden of my own,



     But so with roses overgrown,
     And lilies, that you would it guess
     To be a little wilderness;
     And all the spring-time of the year
     It only loved to be there.
     Among the beds of lilies I
     Have sought it oft where it should lie,
     Yet could not, till itself would rise,
     Find it, although before mine eyes.
     For in the flaxen lilies’ shade
     It like a bank of lilies laid;
     Upon the roses it would feed
     Until its lips even seemed to bleed,
     And then to me ’twould boldly trip,
     And print those roses on my lip,
     But all its chief delight was still
     With roses thus itself to fill,
     And its pure virgin limbs to fold
     In whitest sheets of lilies cold.
     Had it lived long, it would have been
     Lilies without, roses within.”

How truthful an a�r of lamentat�ons hangs here upon every
syllable! It pervades all.. It comes over the sweet melody of the
words-over the gentleness and grace wh�ch we fancy �n the l�ttle
ma�den herself-even over the half-playful, half-petulant a�r w�th wh�ch
she l�ngers on the beaut�es and good qual�t�es of her favor�te-l�ke the
cool shadow of a summer cloud over a bed of l�l�es and v�olets, “and
all sweet flowers.” The whole �s redolent w�th poetry of a very lofty
order. Every l�ne �s an �dea convey�ng e�ther the beauty and
playfulness of the fawn, or the artlessness of the ma�den, or her love,
or her adm�rat�on, or her gr�ef, or the fragrance and warmth and
appropr�ateness of the l�ttle nest-l�ke bed of l�l�es and roses wh�ch the
fawn devoured as �t lay upon them, and could scarcely be
d�st�ngu�shed from them by the once happy l�ttle damsel who went to
seek her pet w�th an arch and rosy sm�le on her face. Cons�der the
great var�ety of truthful and del�cate thought �n the few l�nes we have
quoted the wonder of the l�ttle ma�den at the fleetness of her favor�te-
the “l�ttle s�lver feet”—the fawn challeng�ng h�s m�stress to a race
w�th “a pretty sk�pp�ng grace,” runn�ng on before, and then, w�th head
turned back, awa�t�ng her approach only to fly from �t aga�n-can we
not d�st�nctly perce�ve all these th�ngs? How exceed�ngly v�gorous,
too, �s the l�ne,

“And trod as �f on the four w�nds!”



A v�gor apparent only when we keep �n m�nd the artless character
of the speaker and the four feet of the favor�te, one for each w�nd.
Then cons�der the garden of “my own,” so overgrown, entangled w�th
roses and l�l�es, as to be “a l�ttle w�lderness”—the fawn lov�ng to be
there, and there “only”—the ma�den seek�ng �t “where �t should l�e”—
and not be�ng able to d�st�ngu�sh �t from the flowers unt�l “�tself would
r�se”—the ly�ng among the l�l�es “l�ke a bank of l�l�es”—the lov�ng to
“f�ll �tself w�th roses,”
        “And its pure virgin limbs to fold
        In whitest sheets of lilies cold,”

and these th�ngs be�ng �ts “ch�ef” del�ghts-and then the pre-
em�nent beauty and naturalness of the conclud�ng l�nes, whose very
hyperbole only renders them more true to nature when we cons�der
the �nnocence, the artlessness, the enthus�asm, the pass�onate g�rl,
and more pass�onate adm�rat�on of the bereaved ch�ld—

“Had �t l�ved long, �t would have been L�l�es w�thout, roses w�th�n.”
* “Book of Gems,” Ed�ted by S. C. Hall
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PREFACE

These tr�fles are collected and republ�shed ch�efly w�th a v�ew to
the�r redempt�on from the many �mprovements to wh�ch they have
been subjected wh�le go�ng at random the “rounds of the press.” I am
naturally anx�ous that what I have wr�tten should c�rculate as I wrote
�t, �f �t c�rculate at all. In defence of my own taste, nevertheless, �t �s
�ncumbent upon me to say that I th�nk noth�ng �n th�s volume of much
value to the publ�c, or very cred�table to myself. Events not to be
controlled have prevented me from mak�ng, at any t�me, any ser�ous
effort �n what, under happ�er c�rcumstances, would have been the
f�eld of my cho�ce. W�th me poetry has been not a purpose, but a
pass�on; and the pass�ons should be held �n reverence: they must
not-they can not at w�ll be exc�ted, w�th an eye to the paltry
compensat�ons, or the more paltry commendat�ons, of man-k�nd.
                           E. A. P.

   1845



POEMS OF LATER LIFE



THE RAVEN.

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—
                          Only this, and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
                          Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating
“’Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door—
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;—
                          This it is, and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you “—here I opened wide the door;——
                          Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token,
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore!”
  This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”—
                          Merely this, and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon I heard again a tapping somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—
                          ’Tis the wind and nothing more!”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;



Not the least obeisance made he; not an instant stopped or stayed he;
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door—
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
                          Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the Nightly shore—
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
                          Quoth the raven “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,
                         With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered—
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before—
On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.”
                          Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
                         Of “Never—nevermore.”

But the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore
                         Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplght gloated o’er,
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o’er,
                          She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Angels whose faint foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent
thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”
                           Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,



Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—
Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!”
                           Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore—
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”
                           Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting—
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
                          Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
                          Shall be lifted—nevermore!

Publ�shed 1845.



THE BELLS.

                                       I.

                    Hear the sledges with the bells—
                          Silver bells!
     What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
                How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,
                      In the icy air of night!
                While the stars that oversprinkle
                All the heavens, seem to twinkle
                      With a crystalline delight;
                   Keeping time, time, time,
                   In a sort of Runic rhyme,
     To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells
           From the bells, bells, bells, bells,
                          Bells, bells, bells—
        From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

                                      II.

                    Hear the mellow wedding-bells
                          Golden bells!
     What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!
                Through the balmy air of night
                How they ring out their delight!—
                      From the molten-golden notes,
                          And all in tune,
                      What a liquid ditty floats
           To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats
                          On the moon!
                  Oh, from out the sounding cells,
     What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!
                          How it swells!
                          How it dwells
                      On the Future!—how it tells
                      Of the rapture that impels
                  To the swinging and the ringing
                      Of the bells, bells, bells—
           Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
                          Bells, bells, bells—
        To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

                                      III.

                    Hear the loud alarum bells—



                          Brazen bells!
     What tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!
                In the startled ear of night
                How they scream out their affright!
                    Too much horrified to speak,
                    They can only shriek, shriek,
                       Out of tune,
     In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,
     In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,
                       Leaping higher, higher, higher,
                       With a desperate desire,
                    And a resolute endeavor
                    Now—now to sit, or never,
                By the side of the pale-faced moon.
                       Oh, the bells, bells, bells!
                       What a tale their terror tells
                          Of Despair!
             How they clang, and clash, and roar!
             What a horror they outpour
     On the bosom of the palpitating air!
                Yet the ear, it fully knows,
                      By the twanging
                      And the clanging,
                 How the danger ebbs and flows;
             Yet, the ear distinctly tells,
                   In the jangling
                   And the wrangling,
             How the danger sinks and swells,
     By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells—
                   Of the bells—
           Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
                          Bells, bells, bells—
        In the clamour and the clangour of the bells!

                                   IV.

                    Hear the tolling of the bells—
                          Iron bells!
     What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
             In the silence of the night,
             How we shiver with affright
         At the melancholy meaning of their tone!
                 For every sound that floats
                 From the rust within their throats
                         Is a groan.
                     And the people—ah, the people—
                     They that dwell up in the steeple,
                         All alone,
                 And who, tolling, tolling, tolling,
                     In that muffled monotone,
                 Feel a glory in so rolling
                     On the human heart a stone—
             They are neither man nor woman—
             They are neither brute nor human—
                         They are Ghouls:—
                 And their king it is who tolls:—
                 And he rolls, rolls, rolls, rolls,



                          Rolls
                     A pæan from the bells!
                 And his merry bosom swells
                     With the pæan of the bells!
                 And he dances, and he yells;
             Keeping time, time, time,
             In a sort of Runic rhyme,
                     To the pæan of the bells—
                          Of the bells:—
             Keeping time, time, time,
             In a sort of Runic rhyme,
                     To the throbbing of the bells—
                 Of the bells, bells, bells—
                     To the sobbing of the bells:—
             Keeping time, time, time,
                 As he knells, knells, knells,
             In a happy Runic rhyme,
                     To the rolling of the bells—
                 Of the bells, bells, bells:—
                     To the tolling of the bells—
           Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
                          Bells, bells, bells—
        To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.

1849.



ULALUME

     The skies they were ashen and sober;
         The leaves they were crisped and sere—
         The leaves they were withering and sere;
     It was night in the lonesome October
         Of my most immemorial year:
     It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,
         In the misty mid region of Weir:—
     It was down by the dank tarn of Auber,
         In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

     Here once, through an alley Titanic,
         Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul—
         Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul.
     There were days when my heart was volcanic
         As the scoriac rivers that roll—
         As the lavas that restlessly roll
     Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek,
         In the ultimate climes of the Pole—
     That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek
         In the realms of the Boreal Pole.

     Our talk had been serious and sober,
         But our thoughts they were palsied and sere—
         Our memories were treacherous and sere;
     For we knew not the month was October,
         And we marked not the night of the year—
         (Ah, night of all nights in the year!)
     We noted not the dim lake of Auber,
         (Though once we had journeyed down here)
     We remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,
         Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

     And now, as the night was senescent,
         And star-dials pointed to morn—
         As the star-dials hinted of morn—
     At the end of our path a liquescent
         And nebulous lustre was born,
     Out of which a miraculous crescent
         Arose with a duplicate horn—
     Astarte’s bediamonded crescent,
         Distinct with its duplicate horn.

     And I said—“She is warmer than Dian:
         She rolls through an ether of sighs—



         She revels in a region of sighs.
     She has seen that the tears are not dry on
         These cheeks, where the worm never dies,
     And has come past the stars of the Lion,
         To point us the path to the skies—
         To the Lethean peace of the skies—
     Come up, in despite of the Lion,
         To shine on us with her bright eyes—
     Come up, through the lair of the Lion,
         With love in her luminous eyes.”

     But Psyche, uplifting her finger,
         Said—“Sadly this star I mistrust—
         Her pallor I strangely mistrust—
     Ah, hasten!—ah, let us not linger!
         Ah, fly!—let us fly!—for we must.”
      In terror she spoke; letting sink her
         Wings till they trailed in the dust—
     In agony sobbed, letting sink her
         Plumes till they trailed in the dust—
         Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.

     I replied—“This is nothing but dreaming.
         Let us on, by this tremulous light!
         Let us bathe in this crystalline light!
     Its Sybillic splendor is beaming
         With Hope and in Beauty to-night—
         See!—it flickers up the sky through the night!
     Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming,
         And be sure it will lead us aright—
     We safely may trust to a gleaming
         That cannot but guide us aright,
         Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.”

     Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her,
         And tempted her out of her gloom—
         And conquered her scruples and gloom;
     And we passed to the end of the vista—
         But were stopped by the door of a tomb—
         By the door of a legended tomb:—
     And I said—“What is written, sweet sister,
         On the door of this legended tomb?”
          She replied—“Ulalume—Ulalume—
         ‘T is the vault of thy lost Ulalume!”

     Then my heart it grew ashen and sober
         As the leaves that were crisped and sere—
         As the leaves that were withering and sere—
     And I cried—“It was surely October
         On this very night of last year,
         That I journeyed—I journeyed down here!—
         That I brought a dread burden down here—
         On this night, of all nights in the year,
         Ah, what demon has tempted me here?
     Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber—
         This misty mid region of Weir:—



     Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber—
         This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”

1847.



TO HELEN

     I saw thee once—once only—years ago:
     I must not say how many—but not many.
     It was a July midnight; and from out
     A full-orbed moon, that, like thine own soul, soaring,
     Sought a precipitate pathway up through heaven,
     There fell a silvery-silken veil of light,
     With quietude, and sultriness, and slumber,
     Upon the upturned faces of a thousand
     Roses that grew in an enchanted garden,
     Where no wind dared to stir, unless on tiptoe—
     Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses
     That gave out, in return for the love-light,
     Their odorous souls in an ecstatic death—
     Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses
     That smiled and died in this parterre, enchanted
     By thee, and by the poetry of thy presence.

     Clad all in white, upon a violet bank
     I saw thee half reclining; while the moon
     Fell on the upturn’d faces of the roses,
     And on thine own, upturn’d—alas, in sorrow!

     Was it not Fate, that, on this July midnight-
     Was it not Fate, (whose name is also Sorrow,)
     That bade me pause before that garden-gate,
     To breathe the incense of those slumbering roses?
     No footstep stirred: the hated world an slept,
     Save only thee and me. (Oh, Heaven!—oh, God!
     How my heart beats in coupling those two words!)
     Save only thee and me. I paused—I looked-
     And in an instant all things disappeared.
     (Ah, bear in mind this garden was enchanted!)

     The pearly lustre of the moon went out:
     The mossy banks and the meandering paths,
     The happy flowers and the repining trees,
     Were seen no more: the very roses’ odors
     Died in the arms of the adoring airs.
     All—all expired save thee—save less than thou:
     Save only the divine light in thine eyes-
     Save but the soul in thine uplifted eyes.
     I saw but them—they were the world to me!
     I saw but them—saw only them for hours,
     Saw only them until the moon went down.



     What wild heart-histories seemed to he enwritten

     Upon those crystalline, celestial spheres!
     How dark a woe, yet how sublime a hope!
     How silently serene a sea of pride!
     How daring an ambition; yet how deep-
     How fathomless a capacity for love!

     But now, at length, dear Dian sank from sight,
     Into a western couch of thunder-cloud;
     And thou, a ghost, amid the entombing trees
     Didst glide away. Only thine eyes remained;
     They would not go—they never yet have gone;
     Lighting my lonely pathway home that night,
     They have not left me (as my hopes have) since;
     They follow me—they lead me through the years.
     They are my ministers—yet I their slave.
     Their office is to illumine and enkindle—
     My duty, to be saved by their bright light,
     And purified in their electric fire,
     And sanctified in their elysian fire.
     They fill my soul with Beauty (which is Hope),
     And are far up in Heaven—the stars I kneel to
     In the sad, silent watches of my night;
     While even in the meridian glare of day
     I see them still—two sweetly scintillant
     Venuses, unextinguished by the sun!



ANNABEL LEE.

     It was many and many a year ago,
         In a kingdom by the sea,
     That a maiden lived whom you may know
         By the name of ANNABEL LEE;—
     And this maiden she lived with no other thought
         Than to love and be loved by me.

     I was a child and She was a child,
         In this kingdom by the sea,
     But we loved with a love that was more than love—
         I and my ANNABEL LEE—
     With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven
         Coveted her and me.

     And this was the reason that, long ago,
         In this kingdom by the sea,
     A wind blew out of a cloud by night
         Chilling my ANNABEL LEE;
     So that her high-born kinsmen came
         And bore her away from me,
     To shut her up, in a sepulchre
         In this kingdom by the sea.

     The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
         Went envying her and me;
     Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,
         In this kingdom by the sea)
     That the wind came out of the cloud, chilling
         And killing my ANNABEL LEE.

     But our love it was stronger by far than the love
         Of those who were older than we—
         Of many far wiser than we—
     And neither the angels in Heaven above
         Nor the demons down under the sea
     Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
         Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE:—

     For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
         Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
     And the stars never rise but I see the bright eyes
         Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
     And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
     Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride



         In her sepulchre there by the sea—
         In her tomb by the side of the sea.

1849.



A VALENTINE.

     For her this rhyme is penned, whose luminous eyes,
         Brightly expressive as the twins of Loeda,
     Shall find her own sweet name, that, nestling lies
         Upon the page, enwrapped from every reader.
     Search narrowly the lines!—they hold a treasure
         Divine—a talisman—an amulet
     That must be worn at heart. Search well the measure—
         The words—the syllables! Do not forget
     The trivialest point, or you may lose your labor!
         And yet there is in this no Gordian knot

     Which one might not undo without a sabre,
         If one could merely comprehend the plot.
     Enwritten upon the leaf where now are peering
         Eyes scintillating soul, there lie perdus     Three eloquent words
oft uttered in the hearing
         Of poets, by poets—as the name is a poet’s, too.
     Its letters, although naturally lying
         Like the knight Pinto—Mendez Ferdinando—
     Still form a synonym for Truth—Cease trying!
         You will not read the riddle, though you do the best you can do.

1846.
[To d�scover the names �n th�s and the follow�ng poem read the

f�rst letter of the f�rst l�ne �n connect�on w�th the second letter of the
second l�ne, the th�rd letter of the th�rd l�ne, the fourth of the fourth
and so on to the end.]



AN ENIGMA

     “Seldom we find,” says Solomon Don Dunce,
         “Half an idea in the profoundest sonnet.
     Through all the flimsy things we see at once
         As easily as through a Naples bonnet—
         Trash of all trash!—how can a lady don it?
     Yet heavier far than your Petrarchan stuff-
     Owl-downy nonsense that the faintest puff
         Twirls into trunk-paper the while you con it.”
      And, veritably, Sol is right enough.
     The general tuckermanities are arrant
     Bubbles—ephemeral and so transparent—
         But this is, now,—you may depend upon it—
     Stable, opaque, immortal—all by dint
     Of the dear names that lie concealed within ‘t.

1847. TO MY MOTHER
     Because I feel that, in the Heavens above,
         The angels, whispering to one another,
     Can find, among their burning terms of love,
         None so devotional as that of “Mother,”
      Therefore by that dear name I long have called you—
         You who are more than mother unto me,
     And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed you
         In setting my Virginia’s spirit free.
     My mother—my own mother, who died early,
         Was but the mother of myself; but you
     Are mother to the one I loved so dearly,
         And thus are dearer than the mother I knew
     By that infinity with which my wife
         Was dearer to my soul than its soul-life.

1849.
[The above was addressed to the poet’s mother-�n-law, Mrs.

Clemm—Ed.]



FOR ANNIE

     Thank Heaven! the crisis—
         The danger is past,
     And the lingering illness
         Is over at last—
     And the fever called “Living”
          Is conquered at last.

     Sadly, I know
         I am shorn of my strength,
     And no muscle I move
         As I lie at full length—
     But no matter!—I feel
         I am better at length.

     And I rest so composedly,
         Now, in my bed,
     That any beholder
         Might fancy me dead—
     Might start at beholding me,
         Thinking me dead.

     The moaning and groaning,
         The sighing and sobbing,
     Are quieted now,
         With that horrible throbbing
     At heart:—ah, that horrible,
         Horrible throbbing!

     The sickness—the nausea—
         The pitiless pain—
     Have ceased, with the fever
         That maddened my brain—
     With the fever called “Living”
          That burned in my brain.

     And oh! of all tortures
         That torture the worst
     Has abated—the terrible
         Torture of thirst
     For the naphthaline river
         Of Passion accurst:—
     I have drank of a water
         That quenches all thirst:—



     Of a water that flows,
         With a lullaby sound,
     From a spring but a very few
         Feet under ground—
     From a cavern not very far
         Down under ground.

     And ah! let it never
         Be foolishly said
     That my room it is gloomy
         And narrow my bed;
     For man never slept
         In a different bed—
     And, to sleep, you must slumber
         In just such a bed.

     My tantalized spirit
         Here blandly reposes,
     Forgetting, or never
         Regretting its roses—
     Its old agitations
         Of myrtles and roses:

     For now, while so quietly
         Lying, it fancies
     A holier odor
         About it, of pansies—
     A rosemary odor,
         Commingled with pansies—
     With rue and the beautiful
         Puritan pansies.

     And so it lies happily,
         Bathing in many
     A dream of the truth
         And the beauty of Annie—
     Drowned in a bath
         Of the tresses of Annie.

     She tenderly kissed me,
         She fondly caressed,
     And then I fell gently
         To sleep on her breast—
     Deeply to sleep
         From the heaven of her breast.

     When the light was extinguished,
         She covered me warm,
     And she prayed to the angels
         To keep me from harm—
     To the queen of the angels
         To shield me from harm.

     And I lie so composedly,
         Now in my bed,
     (Knowing her love)
         That you fancy me dead—



     And I rest so contentedly,
         Now in my bed,
     (With her love at my breast)
         That you fancy me dead—
     That you shudder to look at me,
         Thinking me dead:—

     But my heart it is brighter
         Than all of the many
     Stars in the sky,
         For it sparkles with Annie—
     It glows with the light
         Of the love of my Annie—
     With the thought of the light
         Of the eyes of my Annie.

1849.



TO F——.

     Beloved! amid the earnest woes
         That crowd around my earthly path—
     (Drear path, alas! where grows
     Not even one lonely rose)—
         My soul at least a solace hath
     In dreams of thee, and therein knows
     An Eden of bland repose.

     And thus thy memory is to me
         Like some enchanted far-off isle
     In some tumultuos sea—
     Some ocean throbbing far and free
         With storms—but where meanwhile
     Serenest skies continually
         Just o’re that one bright island smile.

1845.



TO FRANCES S. OSGOOD

     Thou wouldst be loved?—then let thy heart
         From its present pathway part not!
     Being everything which now thou art,
         Be nothing which thou art not.
     So with the world thy gentle ways,
         Thy grace, thy more than beauty,
     Shall be an endless theme of praise,
         And love—a simple duty.

1845.



ELDORADO.

         Gaily bedight,
         A gallant knight,
     In sunshine and in shadow,
         Had journeyed long,
         Singing a song,
     In search of Eldorado.

         But he grew old—
         This knight so bold—
     And o’er his heart a shadow
         Fell, as he found
         No spot of ground
     That looked like Eldorado.

         And, as his strength
         Failed him at length,
     He met a pilgrim shadow—
         ‘Shadow,’ said he,
         ‘Where can it be—
     This land of Eldorado?’

         ‘Over the Mountains
         Of the Moon,
     Down the Valley of the Shadow,
         Ride, boldly ride,’
         The shade replied,—
     ‘If you seek for Eldorado!’

1849.
                     EULALIE

                          I  DWELT alone
                         In a world of moan,
             And my soul was a stagnant tide,
     Till the fair and gentle Eulalie became my blushing bride—
     Till the yellow-haired young Eulalie became my smiling bride.

                         Ah, less—less bright
                         The stars of the night
                 Than the eyes of the radiant girl!
                         And never a flake
                         That the vapour can make
                 With the moon-tints of purple and pearl,
     Can vie with the modest Eulalie’s most unregarded curl—



     Can compare with the bright-eyed Eulalie’s most humble and careless
curl.

                    Now Doubt—now Pain
                    Come never again,
            For her soul gives me sigh for sigh,
                    And all day long
                    Shines, bright and strong,
            Astarté within the sky,
     While ever to her dear Eulalie upturns her matron eye—
     While ever to her young Eulalie upturns her violet eye.

1845.
      A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM

     Take this kiss upon the brow!
     And, in parting from you now,
     Thus much let me avow—
     You are not wrong, who deem
     That my days have been a dream;
     Yet if hope has flown away
     In a night, or in a day,
     In a vision, or in none,
     Is it therefore the less gone?
     All that we see or seem
     Is but a dream within a dream.

     I stand amid the roar
     Of a surf-tormented shore,
     And I hold within my hand
     Grains of the golden sand—
     How few! yet how they creep
     Through my fingers to the deep,
     While I weep—while I weep!
     O God! can I not grasp
     Them with a tighter clasp?
     O God! can I not save
     One from the pitiless wave?
     Is all that we see or seem
     But a dream within a dream?.

1849



TO MARIE LOUISE (SHEW)

     Of all who hail thy presence as the morning—
     Of all to whom thine absence is the night—
     The blotting utterly from out high heaven
     The sacred sun—of all who, weeping, bless thee
     Hourly for hope—for life—ah! above all,
     For the resurrection of deep-buried faith
     In Truth—in Virtue—in Humanity—
     Of all who, on Despair’s unhallowed bed
     Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen
     At thy soft-murmured words, “Let there be light!”
      At the soft-murmured words that were fulfilled
     In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes—
     Of all who owe thee most—whose gratitude
     Nearest resembles worship—oh, remember
     The truest—the most fervently devoted,
     And think that these weak lines are written by him—
     By him who, as he pens them, thrills to think
     His spirit is communing with an angel’s.

1847.



TO MARIE LOUISE (SHEW)

     Not long ago, the writer of these lines,
     In the mad pride of intellectuality,
     Maintained “the power of words”—denied that ever
     A thought arose within the human brain
     Beyond the utterance of the human tongue:
     And now, as if in mockery of that boast,
     Two words-two foreign soft dissyllables—
     Italian tones, made only to be murmured
     By angels dreaming in the moonlit “dew
     That hangs like chains of pearl on Hermon hill,”—
     Have stirred from out the abysses of his heart,
     Unthought-like thoughts that are the souls of thought,
     Richer, far wider, far diviner visions
     Than even the seraph harper, Israfel,
     (Who has “the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures”)
     Could hope to utter. And I! my spells are broken.
     The pen falls powerless from my shivering hand.
     With thy dear name as text, though bidden by thee,
     I can not write-I can not speak or think—
     Alas, I can not feel; for ’tis not feeling,
     This standing motionless upon the golden
     Threshold of the wide-open gate of dreams,
     Gazing, entranced, adown the gorgeous vista,
     And thrilling as I see, upon the right,
     Upon the left, and all the way along,
     Amid empurpled vapors, far away
     To where the prospect terminates-thee only!

1848.



THE CITY IN THE SEA.

     Lo! Death has reared himself a throne
     In a strange city lying alone
     Far down within the dim West,
     Wherethe good and the bad and the worst and the best
     Have gone to their eternal rest.
     There shrines and palaces and towers
     (Time-eaten towers that tremble not!)
     Resemble nothing that is ours.
     Around, by lifting winds forgot,
     Resignedly beneath the sky
     The melancholy waters lie.

     No rays from the holy heaven come down
     On the long night-time of that town;
     But light from out the lurid sea
     Streams up the turrets silently—
     Gleams up the pinnacles far and free—
     Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls—
     Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls—
     Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers
     Of scultured ivy and stone flowers—
     Up many and many a marvellous shrine
     Whose wreathed friezes intertwine
     The viol, the violet, and the vine.

     Resignedly beneath the sky
     The melancholy waters lie.
     So blend the turrets and shadows there
     That all seem pendulous in air,
     While from a proud tower in the town
     Death looks gigantically down.

     There open fanes and gaping graves
     Yawn level with the luminous waves;
     But not the riches there that lie
     In each idol’s diamond eye—
     Not the gaily-jewelled dead
     Tempt the waters from their bed;
     For no ripples curl, alas!
     Along that wilderness of glass—
     No swellings tell that winds may be
     Upon some far-off happier sea—
     No heavings hint that winds have been
     On seas less hideously serene.



     But lo, a stir is in the air!
     The wave—there is a movement there!
     As if the towers had thrown aside,
     In slightly sinking, the dull tide—
     As if their tops had feebly given
     A void within the filmy Heaven.
     The waves have now a redder glow—
     The hours are breathing faint and low—
     And when, amid no earthly moans,
     Down, down that town shall settle hence,
     Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
     Shall do it reverence.

1845.



THE SLEEPER.

     At midnight in the month of June,
     I stand beneath the mystic moon.
     An opiate vapour, dewy, dim,
     Exhales from out her golden rim,
     And, softly dripping, drop by drop,
     Upon the quiet mountain top.
     Steals drowsily and musically
     Into the univeral valley.
     The rosemary nods upon the grave;
     The lily lolls upon the wave;
     Wrapping the fog about its breast,
     The ruin moulders into rest;
     Looking like Lethe, see! the lake
     A conscious slumber seems to take,
     And would not, for the world, awake.
     All Beauty sleeps!—and lo! where lies
     (Her easement open to the skies)
     Irene, with her Destinies!

     Oh, lady bright! can it be right—
     This window open to the night?
     The wanton airs, from the tree-top,
     Laughingly through the lattice drop—
     The bodiless airs, a wizard rout,
     Flit through thy chamber in and out,
     And wave the curtain canopy
     So fitfully—so fearfully—
     Above the closed and fringed lid
     ‘Neath which thy slumb’ring sould lies hid,
     That o’er the floor and down the wall,
     Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall!
     Oh, lady dear, hast thous no fear?
     Why and what art thou dreaming here?
     Sure thou art come p’er far-off seas,
     A wonder to these garden trees!
     Strange is thy pallor! strange thy dress!
     Strange, above all, thy length of tress,
     And this all solemn silentness!

     The lady sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
     Which is enduring, so be deep!
     Heaven have her in its sacred keep!
     This chamber changed for one more holy,
     This bed for one more melancholy,



     I pray to God that she may lie
     Forever with unopened eye,
     While the dim sheeted ghosts go by!

     My love, she sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
     As it is lasting, so be deep!
     Soft may the worms about her creep!
     Far in the forest, dim and old,
     For her may some tall vault unfold—
     Some vault that oft hath flung its black
     And winged pannels fluttering back,
     Triumphant, o’er the crested palls,
     Of her grand family funerals—
     Some sepulchre, remote, alone,
     Against whose portal she hath thrown,
     In childhood, many an idle stone—
     Some tomb fromout whose sounding door
     She ne’er shall force an echo more,
     Thrilling to think, poor child of sin!
     It was the dead who groaned within.

1845.
BRIDAL BALLAD.

     THE ring is on my hand,
         And the wreath is on my brow;
     Satins and jewels grand
     Are all at my command,
         And I am happy now.

     And my lord he loves me well;
         But, when first he breathed his vow,
     I felt my bosom swell—
     For the words rang as a knell,
     And the voice seemed his who fell
     In the battle down the dell,
         And who is happy now.

     But he spoke to re-asure me,
         And he kissed my pallid brow,
     While a reverie came o’re me,
     And to the church-yard bore me,
     And I sighed to him before me,
     Thinking him dead D’Elormie,
         “Oh, I am happy now!”

     And thus the words were spoken,
         And this the plighted vow,
     And, though my faith be broken,
     And, though my heart be broken,
     Behold the golden token
         That proves me happy now!

     Would God I could awaken!
         For I dream I know not how,
     And my soul is sorely shaken
     Lest an evil step be taken,—



     Lest the dead who is forsaken
         May not be happy now.

1845.



NOTES

1. “The Raven” was f�rst publ�shed on the 29th January, 1845, �n
the New York “Even�ng M�rror"-a paper �ts author was then ass�stant
ed�tor of. It was prefaced by the follow�ng words, understood to have
been wr�tten by N. P. W�ll�s: “We are perm�tted to copy (�n advance of
publ�cat�on) from the second number of the “Amer�can Rev�ew,” the
follow�ng remarkable poem by Edgar Poe. In our op�n�on, �t �s the
most effect�ve s�ngle example of ‘fug�t�ve poetry’ ever publ�shed �n
th�s country, and unsurpassed �n Engl�sh poetry for subtle
concept�on, masterly �ngenu�ty of vers�f�cat�on, and cons�stent
susta�n�ng of �mag�nat�ve l�ft and ‘poker�shness.’ It �s one of those
‘da�nt�es bred �n a book’ wh�ch we feed on. It w�ll st�ck to the memory
of everybody who reads �t.” In the February number of the “Amer�can
Rev�ew” the poem was publ�shed as by “Quarles,” and �t was
�ntroduced by the follow�ng note, ev�dently suggested �f not wr�tten by
Poe h�mself.

[“The follow�ng l�nes from a correspondent-bes�des the deep,
qua�nt stra�n of the sent�ment, and the cur�ous �ntroduct�on of some
lud�crous touches am�dst the ser�ous and �mpress�ve, as was
doubtless �ntended by the author-appears to us one of the most
fel�c�tous spec�mens of un�que rhym�ng wh�ch has for some t�me met
our eye. The resources of Engl�sh rhythm for var�et�es of melody,
measure, and sound, produc�ng correspond�ng d�vers�t�es of effect,
hav�ng been thoroughly stud�ed, much more perce�ved, by very few
poets �n the language. Wh�le the class�c tongues, espec�ally the
Greek, possess, by power of accent, several advantages for
vers�f�cat�on over our own, ch�efly through greater abundance of
sponda�c: feet, we have other and very great advantages of sound
by the modern usage of rhyme. All�terat�on �s nearly the only effect of



that k�nd wh�ch the anc�ents had �n common w�th us. It w�ll be seen
that much of the melody of ‘The Raven’ ar�ses from all�terat�on, and
the stud�ous use of s�m�lar sounds �n unusual places. In regard to �ts
measure, �t may be noted that �f all the verses were l�ke the second,
they m�ght properly be placed merely �n short l�nes, produc�ng a not
uncommon form; but the presence �n all the others of one l�ne-mostly
the second �n the verse” (stanza?)—“wh�ch flows cont�nuously, w�th
only an asp�rate pause �n the m�ddle, l�ke that before the short l�ne �n
the Sapph�c Adon�c, wh�le the f�fth has at the m�ddle pause no
s�m�lar�ty of sound w�th any part bes�des, g�ves the vers�f�cat�on an
ent�rely d�fferent effect. We could w�sh the capac�t�es of our noble
language �n prosody were better understood.”—ED. “Am. Rev.”]

2. The b�bl�ograph�cal h�story of “The Bells” �s cur�ous. The subject,
and some l�nes of the or�g�nal vers�on, hav�ng been suggested by the
poet’s fr�end, Mrs. Shew, Poe, when he wrote out the f�rst draft of the
poem, headed �t, “The Bells, By Mrs. M. A. Shew.” Th�s draft, now
the ed�tor’s property, cons�sts of only seventeen l�nes, and read thus:
                       I.

     The bells!-ah, the bells!
     The little silver bells!
     How fairy-like a melody there floats
     From their throats—
     From their merry little throats—
     From the silver, tinkling throats
     Of the bells, bells, bells—
     Of the bells!

                       II.

     The bells!-ah, the bells!

     The heavy iron bells!
     How horrible a monody there floats
     From their throats—
     From their deep-toned throats—
     From their melancholy throats!
     How I shudder at the notes Of the bells, bells, bells—
     Of the bells!

In the autumn of 1848 Poe added another l�ne to th�s poem, and
sent �t to the ed�tor of the “Un�on Magaz�ne.” It was not publ�shed.
So, �n the follow�ng February, the poet forwarded to the same
per�od�cal a much enlarged and altered transcr�pt. Three months
hav�ng elapsed w�thout publ�cat�on, another rev�s�on of the poem,



s�m�lar to the current vers�on, was sent, and �n the follow�ng October
was publ�shed �n the “Un�on Magaz�ne.”

3. Th�s poem was f�rst publ�shed �n Colton’s “Amer�can Rev�ew” for
December, 1847, as “To—Ulalume: a Ballad.” Be�ng repr�nted
�mmed�ately �n the “Home Journal,” �t was cop�ed �nto var�ous
publ�cat�ons w�th the name of the ed�tor, N. P. W�ll�s, appended, and
was ascr�bed to h�m. When f�rst publ�shed, �t conta�ned the follow�ng
add�t�onal stanza wh�ch Poe subsequently, at the suggest�on of Mrs.
Wh�tman, w�sely suppressed:
     Said we then—we two, then—“Ah, can it
     Have been that the woodlandish ghouls—
     The pitiful, the merciful ghouls—
     To bar up our path and to ban it
     From the secret that lies in these wolds—
     Had drawn up the spectre of a planet
     From the limbo of lunary souls—
     This sinfully scintillant planet
     From the Hell of the planetary souls?”

4. “To Helen!” (Mrs. S. Helen Wh�tman) was not publ�shed unt�l
November, 1848, although wr�tten several months earl�er. It f�rst
appeared �n the “Un�on Magaz�ne,” and w�th the om�ss�on, contrary
to the knowledge or des�re of Poe, of the l�ne, “Oh, God! oh, Heaven
—how my heart beats �n coupl�ng those two words.”

5. “Annabel Lee” was wr�tten early �n 1849, and �s ev�dently an
express�on of the poet’s undy�ng love for h�s deceased br�de,
although at least one of h�s lady adm�rers deemed �t a response to
her adm�rat�on. Poe sent a copy of the ballad to the “Un�on
Magaz�ne,” �n wh�ch publ�cat�on �t appeared �n January, 1850, three
months after the author’s death. Wh�le suffer�ng from “hope deferred”
as to �ts fate, Poe presented a copy of “Annabel Lee” to the ed�tor of
the “Southern L�terary Messenger,” who publ�shed �t �n the November
number of h�s per�od�cal, a month after Poe’s death. In the meant�me
the poet’s own copy, left among h�s papers, passed �nto the hands of
the person engaged to ed�t h�s works, and he quoted the poem �n an
ob�tuary of Poe, �n the New York “Tr�bune,” before any one else had
an opportun�ty of publ�sh�ng �t.

6. “A Valent�ne,” one of three poems addressed to Mrs. Osgood,
appears to have been wr�tten early �n 1846.



7. “An En�gma,” addressed to Mrs. Sarah Anna Lew�s (“Stella”),
was sent to that lady �n a letter, �n November, 1847, and the follow�ng
March appeared �n Sarta�n’s “Un�on Magaz�ne.”

8. The sonnet, “To My Mother” (Mar�a Clemm), was sent for
publ�cat�on to the short-l�ved “Flag of our Un�on,” early �n 1849,’ but
does not appear to have been �ssued unt�l after �ts author’s death,
when �t appeared �n the “Leaflets of Memory” for 1850.

9. “For Ann�e” was f�rst publ�shed �n the “Flag of our Un�on,” �n the
spr�ng of 1849. Poe, annoyed at some m�spr�nts �n th�s �ssue, shortly
afterwards caused a corrected copy to be �nserted �n the “Home
Journal.”

10. “To F——” (Frances Sargeant Osgood) appeared �n the
“Broadway journal” for Apr�l, 1845. These l�nes are but sl�ghtly var�ed
from those �nscr�bed “To Mary,” �n the “Southern L�terary Messenger”
for July, 1835, and subsequently republ�shed, w�th the two stanzas
transposed, �n “Graham’s Magaz�ne” for March, 1842, as “To One
Departed.”

11. “To F——s S. O—d,” a port�on of the poet’s tr�une tr�bute to
Mrs. Osgood, was publ�shed �n the “Broadway Journal” for
September, 1845. The earl�est vers�on of these l�nes appeared �n the
“Southern L�terary Messenger” for September, 1835, as “L�nes
wr�tten �n an Album,” and was addressed to El�za Wh�te, the
propr�etor’s daughter. Sl�ghtly rev�sed, the poem reappeared �n
Burton’s “Gentleman’s Magaz�ne” for August, 1839, as “To—.”

12. Although “Eldorado” was publ�shed dur�ng Poe’s l�fet�me, �n
1849, �n the “Flag of our Un�on,” �t does not appear to have ever
rece�ved the author’s f�n�sh�ng touches.



POEMS OF MANHOOD



LENORE

     Ah broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown forever!
     Let the bell toll!—a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river;
     And, Guy De Vere, hast thou no tear?—weep now or never more!
     See! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore!
     Come! let the burial rite be read—the funeral song be sung!—
     An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young—
     A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young.

     “Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for her pride,
     “And when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her—that she died!
     “How shall the ritual, then, be read?—the requiem how be sung
     “By you—by yours, the evil eye,—by yours, the slanderous tongue
     “That did to death the innocent that died, and died so young?”

      Peccavimus; but rave not thus! and let a Sabbath song
     Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel so wrong!
     The sweet Lenore hath “gone before,” with Hope, that flew beside
     Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been thy bride—
     For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies,
     The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes—
     The life still there, upon her hair—the death upon her eyes.

     “Avaunt! to-night my heart is light. No dirge will I upraise,
     “But waft the angel on her flight with a Paean of old days!
     “Let no bell toll!—lest her sweet soul, amid its hallowed mirth,
     “Should catch the note, as it doth float—up from the damned Earth.
     “To friends above, from fiends below, the indignant ghost is riven—
     “From Hell unto a high estate far up within the Heaven—
     “From grief and groan, to a golden throne, beside the King of Heaven.”



TO ONE IN PARADISE.

     Thou wast all that to me, love,
         For which my soul did pine—
     A green isle in the sea, love,
         A fountain and a shrine,
     All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers,
         And all the flowers were mine.

     Ah, dream too bright to last!
         Ah, starry Hope! that didst arise
     But to be overcast!
         A voice from out the Future cries,
     “On! on!”—but o’er the Past
         (Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies
     Mute, motionless, aghast!

     For, alas! alas! with me
         The light of Life is o’er!
         No more—no more—no more—
     (Such language holds the solemn sea
         To the sands upon the shore)
     Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree,
         Or the stricken eagle soar!

     And all my days are trances,
         And all my nightly dreams
     Are where thy dark eye glances,
         And where thy footstep gleams—
     In what ethereal dances,
         By what eternal streams.

1835.



THE COLISEUM.

     Type of the antique Rome! Rich reliquary
     Of lofty contemplation left to Time
     By buried centuries of pomp and power!
     At length—at length—after so many days
     Of weary pilgrimage and burning thirst,
     (Thirst for the springs of lore that in thee lie,)
     I kneel, an altered and an humble man,
     Amid thy shadows, and so drink within
     My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and glory!

     Vastness! and Age! and Memories of Eld!
     Silence! and Desolation! and dim Night!
     I feel ye now—I feel ye in your strength—
     O spells more sure than e’er Judæan king
     Taught in the gardens of Gethsemane!
     O charms more potent than the rapt Chaldee
     Ever drew down from out the quiet stars!

     Here, where a hero fell, a column falls!
     Here, where the mimic eagle glared in gold,
     A midnight vigil holds the swarthy bat!
     Here, where the dames of Rome their gilded hair
     Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and thistle!
     Here, where on golden throne the monarch lolled,
     Glides, spectre-like, unto his marble home,
     Lit by the wanlight—wan light of the horned moon,
     The swift and silent lizard of the stones!

     But stay! these walls—these ivy-clad arcades—
     These mouldering plinths—these sad and blackened shafts—
     These vague entablatures—this crumbling frieze—
     These shattered cornices—this wreck—this ruin—
     These stones—alas! these gray stones—are they all—
     All of the famed, and the colossal left
     By the corrosive Hours to Fate and me?

     “Not all”—the Echoes answer me—“not all!
     “Prophetic sounds and loud, arise forever
     “From us, and from all Ruin, unto the wise,
     “As melody from Memnon to the Sun.
     “We rule the hearts of mightiest men—we rule
     “With a despotic sway all giant minds.
     “We are not impotent—we pallid stones.
     “Not all our power is gone—not all our fame—



     “Not all the magic of our high renown—
     “Not all the wonder that encircles us—
     “Not all the mysteries that in us lie—
     “Not all the memories that hang upon
     “And cling around about us as a garment,
     “Clothing us in a robe of more than glory.”

1833.



THE HAUNTED PALACE.

     In the greenest of our valleys
         By good angels tenanted,
     Once a fair and stately palace—
         Radiant palace—reared its head.
     In the monarch Thought’s dominion—
         It stood there!
     Never seraph spread a pinion
         Over fabric half so fair.

     Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
         On its roof did float and flow,
     (This—all this—was in the olden
         Time long ago,)
     And every gentle air that dallied,
         In that sweet day,
     Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
         A winged odour went away.

     Wanderers in that happy valley,
         Through two luminous windows, saw
     Spirits moving musically,
         To a lute’s well-tuned law,
     Round about a throne where, sitting
         (Porphyrogene)
     In state his glory well befitting,
         The ruler of the realm was seen.

     And all with pearl and ruby glowing
         Was the fair palace door,
     Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,
         And sparkling evermore,
     A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty
         Was but to sing,
     In voices of surpassing beauty,
         The wit and wisdom of their king.

     But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
         Assailed the monarch’s high estate.
     (Ah, let us mourn!—for never sorrow
         Shall dawn upon him desolate!)
     And round about his home the glory
         That blushed and bloomed,
     Is but a dim-remembered story
         Of the old time entombed.



     And travellers, now, within that valley,
         Through the red-litten windows see
     Vast forms, that move fantastically
         To a discordant melody,
     While, lie a ghastly rapid river,
         Through the pale door
     A hideous throng rush out forever
         And laugh—but smile no more.
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THE CONQUEROR WORM.

     Lo! ’tis a gala night
         Within the lonesome latter years!
     An angel throng, bewinged, bedight
         In veils, and drowned in tears,
     Sit in a theatre, to see
         A play of hopes and fears,
     While the orchestra breathes fitfully
         The music of the spheres.

     Mimes, in the form of God on high,
         Mutter and mumble low,
     And hither and thither fly—
         Mere puppets they, who come and go
     At bidding of vast formless things
         That shift the scenery to and fro,
     Flapping from out their Condor wings
        Invisible Woe!

     That motley drama—oh, be sure
         It shall not be forgot!
     With its Phantom chased for evermore,
         By a crowd that seize it not,
     Through a circle that ever returneth in
         To the self-same spot,
     And much of Madness, and more of Sin,
         And Horror the soul of the plot.

     But see, amid the mimic rout
         A crawling shape intrude!
     A blood-red thing that writhes from out
         The scenic solitude!
     It writhes!—it writhes!—with mortal pangs
         The mimes become its food,
     And the angels sob at vermin fangs
         In human gore imbued.

     Out—out are the lights—out all!
         And, over each quivering form,
     The curtain, a funeral pall,
         Comes down with the rush of a storm
     And the angels, all pallid and wan,
         Uprising, unveiling, affirm
     That the play is the tragedy, “Man,”
          And its hero the Conqueror Worm.
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SILENCE

     There are some qualities—some incorporate things,
         That have a double life, which thus is made
     A type of that twin entity which springs
         From matter and light, evinced in solid and shade.
     There is a two-fold Silence—sea and shore—
         Body and soul. One dwells in lonely places,
         Newly with grass o’ergrown; some solemn graces,
     Some human memories and tearful lore,
     Render him terrorless: his name’s “No More.”
      He is the corporate Silence: dread him not!
         No power hath he of evil in himself;
     But should some urgent fate (untimely lot!)
         Bring thee to meet his shadow (nameless elf,
     That haunteth the lone regions where hath trod
     No foot of man,) commend thyself to God!
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DREAM-LAND

        By a route obscure and lonely,
         Haunted by ill angels only,
         Where an Eidolon, named NIGHT,
         On a black throne reigns upright,
         I have reached these lands but newly
         From an ultimate dim Thule—
         From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime,
               Out of SPACE—out of TIME.

         Bottomless vales and boundless floods,
         And chasms, and caves, and Titian woods,
         With forms that no man can discover
         For the dews that drip all over;
         Mountains toppling evermore
         Into seas without a shore;
         Seas that restlessly aspire,
         Surging, unto skies of fire;
         Lakes that endlessly outspread
         Their lone waters—lone and dead,—
         Their still waters—still and chilly
         With the snows of the lolling lily.

         By the lakes that thus outspread
         Their lone waters, lone and dead,—
         Their sad waters, sad and chilly
         With the snows of the lolling lily,—
         By the mountains—near the river
         Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever,—
         By the grey woods,—by the swamp
         Where the toad and the newt encamp,—
         By the dismal tarns and pools
                 Where dwell the Ghouls,—
         By each spot the most unholy—
         In each nook most melancholy,—
         There the traveller meets aghast
         Sheeted Memories of the Past—
         Shrouded forms that start and sigh
         As they pass the wanderer by—
         White-robed forms of friends long given,
         In agony, to the Earth—and Heaven.

         For the heart whose woes are legion
         ’Tis a peaceful, soothing region—
         For the spirit that walks in shadow



         ’Tis—oh ’tis an Eldorado!
         But the traveller, travelling through it,
         May not—dare not openly view it;
         Never its mysteries are exposed
         To the weak human eye unclosed;
         So wills its King, who hath forbid
         The uplifting of the fringed lid;
         And thus the sad Soul that here passes
         Beholds it but through darkened glasses.

         By a route obscure and lonely,
         Haunted by ill angels only,
         Where an Eidolon, named NIGHT,
         On a black throne reigns upright,
         I have wandered home but newly
         From this ultimate dim Thule.
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HYMN

     At morn—at noon—at twilight dim—
     Maria! thou hast heard my hymn!
     In joy and wo—in good and ill—
     Mother of God, be with me still!
     When the Hours flew brightly by
     And not a cloud obscured the sky,
     My soul, lest it should truant be,
     Thy grace did guide to thine and thee;
     Now, when storms of Fate o’ercast
     Darkly my Present and my Past,
     Let my Future radiant shine
     With sweet hopes of thee and thine!
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TO ZANTE

     Fair isle, that from the fairest of all flowers,
         Thy gentlest of all gentle names dost take
     How many memories of what radiant hours
         At sight of thee and thine at once awake!
     How many scenes of what departed bliss!
         How many thoughts of what entombed hopes!
     How many visions of a maiden that is
         No more—no more upon thy verdant slopes!
     No more! alas, that magical sad sound
         Transfomring all! Thy charms shall please no more—
     Thy memory no more! Accursed ground
         Henceforth I hold thy flower-enamelled shore,
     O hyacinthine isle! O purple Zante!
         “Isoa d’oro! Fior di Levante!”

1837.



SCENES FROM “POLITIAN”

AN UNPUBLISHED DRAMA.
                                 I.

              Rome.—A Hall in a Palace  Alessandra and Castiglione.

      Alessandra.  Thou art sad, Castiglione.

      Castiglione.  Sad!—not I.
  Oh, I’m the happiest, happiest man in Rome!
  A few days more, thou knowest, my Alessandra,
  Will make thee mine. Oh, I am very happy!

      Aless.  Methinks thou hast a singular way of showing
  Thy happiness!—what ails thee, cousin of mine?
  Why didst thou sigh so deeply?

      Cas.  Did I sign?
  I was not conscious of it. It is a fashion,
  A silly—a most silly fashion I have
  When I am very happy. Did I sigh?                         (sighing.)

      Aless. Thou didst. Thou art not well. Thou hast indulged
  Too much of late, and I am vexed to see it.
  Late hours and wine, Castiglione,—these
  Will ruin thee! thou art already altered—
  Thy looks are haggard—nothing so wears away
  The constitution as late hours and wine.

      Cas. (musing.)  Nothing, fair cousin, nothing—not even deep
  sorrow—
  Wears it away like evil hours and wine.
  I will amend.

      Aless. Do it! I would have thee drop
  Thy riotous company, too—fellows low born—
  Ill suit the like with old Di Broglio’s heir
  And Alessandra’s husband.

      Cas.  I will drop them.

      Aless.   Thou wilt—thou must. Attend thou also more
  To thy dress and equipage—they are over plain



  For thy lofty rank and fashion—much depends
  Upon appearances.

      Cas.  I’ll see to it.

      Aless. Then see to it!—pay more attention, sir,
  To a becoming carriage—much thou wantest
  In dignity.

      Cas.  Much, much, oh! much I want
    In proper dignity.

      Aless.(haughtily)  Thou mockest me, sir!

      Cas. (abstractedly.)  Sweet, gentle Lalage!

      Aless. Heard I aright?
  I speak to him—he speaks of Lalage!
  Sir Count! (places her hand on his shoulder) what art thou dreaming?
  he’s not well!
  What ails thee, sir?

      Cas. (startling.)  Cousin! fair cousin!—madam!
  I crave thy pardon—indeed I am not well—
  Your hand from off my shoulder, if you please.
  This air is most oppressive!—Madam—the Duke!

                                                     Enter Di Broglio.

      Di Broglio.  My son, I’ve news for thee!—hey?—what’s the
  matter? (observing Alessandra)
  I’ the pouts? Kiss her, Castiglione! kiss her,
  You dog! and make it up, I say, this minute!
  I’ve news for you both. Politian is expected
  Hourly in Rome—Politian, Earl of Leicester!
  We’ll have him at the wedding. ’Tis his first visit
  To the imperial city.

      Aless. What! Politian
  Of Britain, Earl of Leicester?

      Di Brog.  The same, my love.
  We’ll have him at the wedding. A man quite young
  In years, but grey in fame. I have not seen him,
  But Rumour speaks of him as of a prodigy
  Pre-eminent in arts and arms, and wealth,
  And high descent. We’ll have him at the wedding.

      Aless. I have heard much of this Politian.
  Gay, volatile and giddy—is he not?
  And little given to thinking.

      Di Brog.  Far from it, love.
  No branch, they say, of all philosophy
  So deep abstruse he has not mastered it.
  Learned as few are learned.



      Aless. ’Tis very strange!
  I have known men have seen Politian
  And sought his company. They speak of him
  As of one who entered madly into life,
  Drinking the cup of pleasure to the dregs.

      Cas.  Ridiculous! Now I have seen Politian
  And know him well—nor learned nor mirthful he.
  He is a dreamer and a man shut out
  From common passions.

      Di Brog.  Children, we disagree.
  Let us go forth and taste the fragrant air
  Of the garden. Did I dream, or did I hear
  Politian was a melancholy man?                             (exeunt.)

                            II

    ROME. A Lady’s apartment, with a window open and looking into a garden.
  Lalage, in deep mourning, reading at a table on which lie some books and a
  hand mirror. In the background Jacinta (a servant maid) leans carelessly
  upon a chair.

      Lal. [Lalage] Jacinta! is it thou?

      Jac. [Jacinta] (pertly.) Yes, Ma’am, I’m here.

      Lal.   I did not know, Jacinta, you were in waiting.
  Sit down!—Let not my presence trouble you—
  Sit down!—for I am humble, most humble.

      Jac. (aside.) ’Tis time.
  (Jacinta seats herself in a side-long manner upon the chair, resting her
  elbows upon the back, and regarding her mistress with a contemptuous look.
  Lalage continues to read. )

      Lal. “It in another climate, so he said,
  “Bore a bright golden flower, but not i’ this soil!”
   (pauses—turns over some leaves, and resumes)
  “No lingering winters there, nor snow, nor shower—
  “But Ocean ever to refresh mankind
  “Breathes the shrill spirit of the western wind.”
   O, beautiful!—most beautiful—how like
  To what my fevered soul doth dream of Heaven!
  O happy land (pauses) She died!—the maiden died!
  A still more happy maiden who couldst die!
  Jacinta!
  (Jacinta returns no answer, and Lalage presently resumes.)
  Again!—a similar tale
  Told of a beauteous dame beyond the sea!
  Thus speaketh one Ferdinand in the words of the play—
  “She died full young”—one Bossola answers him—
  “I think not so—her infelicity
  “Seemed to have years too many”—Ah luckless lady!
  Jacinta! (still no answer)

      Here ‘s a far sterner story,



  But like—oh, very like in its despair—
  Of that Egyptian queen, winning so easily
  A thousand hearts—losing at length her own.
  She died. Thus endeth the history—and her maids
  Lean over and weep—two gentle maids
  With gentle names—Eiros and Charmion!
  Rainbow and Dove!——Jacinta!

      Jac. (pettishly.) Madam, what is it?

      Lal.  Wilt thou, my good Jacinta, be so kind
  As go down in the library and bring me
  The Holy Evangelists.

      Jac. Pshaw!   (exit.)

      Lal. If there be balm
  For the wounded spirit in Gilead it is there!
  Dew in the night time of my bitter trouble
  Will there be found—“dew sweeter far than that
  Which hangs like chains of pearl on Hermon hill.”
   (re-enter Jacinta, and throws a volume on the table.)
  There, ma’am, ‘s the book. Indeed she is very troublesome.  (aside.)

      Lal. (astonished.)  What didst thou say, Jacinta? Have I done aught
  To grieve thee or to vex thee?—I am sorry.
  For thou hast served me long and ever been
  Trust-worthy and respectful.                   (resumes her reading.)

      Jac. I can’t believe
  She has any more jewels—no—no—she gave me all.    (aside.)

      Lal. What didst thou say, Jacinta? Now I bethink me
  Thou hast not spoken lately of thy wedding.
  How fares good Ugo?—and when is it to be?
  Can I do aught?—is there no farther aid
  Thou needest, Jacinta?

      Jac. Is there no farther aid!
  That’s meant for me. (aside) I’m sure, madam, you need not
  Be always throwing those jewels in my teeth.

      Lal. Jewels! Jacinta,—now indeed, Jacinta,
  I thought not of the jewels.

      Jac. Oh! perhaps not!
  But then I might have sworn it. After all,
  There ‘s Ugo says the ring is only paste,
  For he ‘s sure the Count Castiglione never
  Would have given a real diamond to such as you;
  And at the best I’m certain, Madam, you cannot
  Have use for jewels now. But I might have sworn it.          (exit.)
  (Lalage bursts into tears and leans her head upon the table—after a
  short pause raises it.)

      Lal.  Poor Lalage!—and is it come to this?
  Thy servant maid!—but courage!—’tis but a viper



  Whom thou hast cherished to sting thee to the soul!
  (taking up the mirror)
  Ha! here at least ‘s a friend—too much a friend
  In earlier days—a friend will not deceive thee.
  Fair mirror and true! now tell me (for thou canst)
  A tale—a pretty tale—and heed thou not
  Though it be rife with woe: It answers me.
  It speaks of sunken eyes, and wasted cheeks,
  And Beauty long deceased—remembers me
  Of Joy departed—Hope, the Seraph Hope,
  Inurned and entombed:—now, in a tone
  Low, sad, and solemn, but most audible,
  Whispers of early grave untimely yawning
  For ruined maid. Fair mirror and true—thou liest not!
  Thou hast no end to gain—no heart to break—
  Castiglione lied who said he loved—
  Thou true—he false!—false!—false!
  (While she speaks, a monk enters her apartment, and approaches
  unobserved.)

      Monk. Refuge thou hast,
  Sweet daughter, in Heaven. Think of eternal things!
  Give up thy soul to penitence, and pray!

      Lal. (arising hurriedly.)  I cannot pray!—My soul is at war
  with God!
  The frightful sounds of merriment below
  Disturb my senses—go! I cannot pray—
  The sweet airs from the garden worry me!
  Thy presence grieves me—go!—thy priestly raiment
  Fills me with dread—thy ebony crucifix
  With horror and awe!

      Monk. Think of thy precious soul!

      Lal.  Think of my early days!—think of my father
  And mother in Heaven think of our quiet home,
  And the rivulet that ran before the door!
  Think of my little sisters!—think of them!
  And think of me!—think of my trusting love
  And confidence—his vows—my ruin—think—think
  Of my unspeakable misery!—begone!
  Yet stay! yet stay!—what was it thou saidst of prayer
  And penitence? Didst thou not speak of faith
  And vows before the throne?

      Monk.  I did.

      Lal. Lal. ’Tis well.
  There is a vow were fitting should be made—
  A sacred vow, imperative, and urgent,
  A solemn vow!

      Monk. Daughter, this zeal is well!

      Lal.  Father, this zeal is anything but well!
  Hast thou a crucifix fit for this thing?



  A crucifix whereon to register
  This sacred vow?                             (he hands her his own)
  Not that—Oh! no!—no!—no!                            (shuddering)
  Not that! Not that!—I tell thee, holy man,
  Thy raiments and thy ebony cross affright me!
  Stand back! I have a crucifix myself,—
  I have a crucifix Methinks ’twere fitting
  The deed—the vow—the symbol of the deed—
  And the deed’s register should tally, father!

                  (draws a cross-handled dagger, and raises it on high)
  Behold the cross wherewith a vow like mine
  Is written in Heaven!

      Monk. Thy words are madness, daughter,
  And speak a purpose unholy—thy lips are livid—
  Thine eyes are wild—tempt not the wrath divine!
  Pause ere too late!—oh, be not—be not rash!
  Swear not the oath—oh, swear it not!

      Lal. ’Tis sworn!

                          III.

        An apartment in a Palace. Politian and Baldazzar.

       Baldazzar.———Arouse thee now, Politian!
  Thou must not—nay indeed, indeed, shalt not
  Give away unto these humors. Be thyself!
  Shake off the idle fancies that beset thee,
  And live, for now thou diest!

       Politian.  Not so, Baldazzar! Surely I live.

       Bal. Politian, it doth grieve me
  To see thee thus.

      Pol.  Baldazzar, it doth grieve me
  To give thee cause for grief, my honoured friend.
  Command me, sir! what wouldst thou have me do?
  At thy behest I will shake off that nature
  Which from my, forefathers I did inherit,
  Which with my mother’s milk I did imbibe,
  And be no more Politian, but some other.
  Command me, sir!

      Bal.  To the field, then—to the field—
  To the senate or the field.

      Pol. Alas! Alas!
  There is an imp would follow me even there!
  There is an imp hath followed me even there!
  There is—what voice was that?

      Bal.  I heard it not.
  I heard not any voice except thine own,
  And the echo of thine own.



      Pol.  Then I but dreamed.

      Bal.  Give not thy soul to dreams: the camp—the court,
  Befit thee—Fame awaits thee—Glory calls—
  And her the trumpet-tongued thou wilt not hear
  In hearkening to imaginary sounds
  And phantom voices.

      Pol.  It is a phantom voice!
  Didst thou not hear it then?

      Bal.  I heard it not.

      Pol.  Thou heardst it not!—Baldazaar, speak no more
  To me, Politian, of thy camps and courts.
  Oh! I am sick, sick, sick, even unto death,
  Of the hollow and high-sounding vanities
  Of the populous Earth! Bear with me yet awhile!
  We have been boys together—schoolfellows—
  And now are friends—yet shall not be so long—
  For in the eternal city thou shalt do me
  A kind and gentle office, and a Power—
  A Power august, benignant and supreme—
  Shall then absolve thee of all further duties
  Unto thy friend.

      Bal.  Thou speakest a fearful riddle
  I will not understand.

      Pol.  Yet now as Fate
  Approaches, and the Hours are breathing low,
  The sands of Time are changed to golden grains,
  And dazzle me, Baldazzar. Alas! alas!
  I cannot die, having within my heart
  So keen a relish for the beautiful
  As hath been kindled within it. Methinks the air
  Is balmier now than it was wont to be—
  Rich melodies are floating in the winds—
  A rarer loveliness bedecks the earth—
  And with a holier lustre the quiet moon
  Sitteth in Heaven.—Hist! hist! thou canst not say
  Thou hearest not now, Baldazzar?

      Bal.  Indeed I hear not.

      Pol.  Not hear it!—listen now!—listen!—the faintest sound
  And yet the sweetest that ear ever heard!
  A lady’s voice!—and sorrow in the tone!
  Baldazzar, it oppresses me like a spell!
  Again!—again!—how solemnly it falls
  Into my heart of hearts! that eloquent voice
  Surely I never heard—yet it were well
  Had I but heard it with its thrilling tones
  In earlier days!

      Bal.  I myself hear it now.



  Be still!—the voice, if I mistake not greatly,
  Proceeds from yonder lattice—which you may see
  Very plainly through the window—it belongs,
  Does it not? unto this palace of the Duke.
  The singer is undoubtedly beneath
  The roof of his Excellency—and perhaps
  Is even that Alessandra of whom he spoke
  As the betrothed of Castiglione,
  His son and heir.

      Pol.  Be still!—it comes again!

      Voice        “And is thy heart so strong
  (very faintly)   As for to leave me thus
              Who hath loved thee so long

              In wealth and woe among?
              And is thy heart so strong
              As for to leave me thus?
                  Say nay—say nay!”

      Bal.  The song is English, and I oft have heard it
  In merry England—never so plaintively—
  Hist! hist! it comes again!

      Voice            “Is it so strong
  (more loudly)    As for to leave me thus
              Who hath loved thee so long
              In wealth and woe among?
              And is thy heart so strong
              As for to leave me thus?
                  Say nay—say nay!”

      Bal.  ’Tis hushed and all is still!

      Pol.  All is not still!

      Bal.  Let us go down.

      Pol.  Go down, Baldazzar, go!

      Bal.  The hour is growing late—the Duke awaits use—
  Thy presence is expected in the hall
  Below. What ails thee, Earl Politian?

      Voice           “Who hath loved thee so long
  (distinctly)        In wealth and woe among,

                          And is thy heart so strong?

                               Say nay—say nay!”

      Bal.  Let us descend!—’tis time. Politian, give
  These fancies to the wind. Remember, pray,
  Your bearing lately savored much of rudeness
  Unto the Duke. Arouse thee! and remember



      Pol.  Remember? I do. Lead on! I do remember.

                                                  (going.)
  Let us descend. Believe me I would give,
  Freely would give the broad lands of my earldom
  To look upon the face hidden by yon lattice—
  “To gaze upon that veiled face, and hear
  Once more that silent tongue.”

      Bal.  Let me beg you, sir,
  Descend with me—the Duke may be offended.
  Let us go down, I pray you.

      (Voice loudly) Say nay!—say nay!

      Pol. (aside)  ’Tis strange!—’tis very strange—methought the
  voice
  Chimed in with my desires, and bade me stay!

                                     (approaching the window.)
  Sweet voice! I heed thee, and will surely stay.
  Now be this Fancy, by Heaven, or be it Fate,
  Still will I not descend. Baldazzar, make
  Apology unto the Duke for me;
  I go not down to-night.

      Bal.  Your lordship’s pleasure
  Shall be attended to. Good-night, Politian.

      Pol.  Good-night, my friend, good-night.

                           IV.

             The gardens of a Palace—Moonlight Lalage and Politian.

      Lalge.  And dost thou speak of love
  To me, Politian?—dost thou speak of love
  To Lalage?—ah, woe—ah, woe is me!
  This mockery is most cruel—most cruel indeed!

      Politian.  Weep not! oh, sob not thus!—thy bitter tears
  Will madden me. Oh, mourn not, Lalage—
  Be comforted! I know—I know it all,
  And still I speak of love. Look at me, brightest
  And beautiful Lalage!—turn here thine eyes!
  Thou askest me if I could speak of love,
  Knowing what I know, and seeing what I have seen.
  Thou askest me that—and thus I answer thee—
  Thus on my bended knee I answer thee.                    (kneeling.)
  Sweet Lalage, I love thee—love thee—love thee;
  Thro’ good and ill—thro’ weal and wo I love thee.
  Not mother, with her first-born on her knee,
  Thrills with intenser love than I for thee.
  Not on God’s altar, in any time or clime,
  Burned there a holier fire than burneth now
  Within my spirit for thee. And do I love?                 (arising.)
  Even for thy woes I love thee—even for thy woes-



  Thy beauty and thy woes.

      Lal.  Alas, proud Earl,
  Thou dost forget thyself, remembering me!
  How, in thy father’s halls, among the maidens
  Pure and reproachless of thy princely line,
  Could the dishonored Lalage abide?
  Thy wife, and with a tainted memory-
  MY seared and blighted name, how would it tally
  With the ancestral honors of thy house,
  And with thy glory?

      Pol.  Speak not to me of glory!
  I hate—I loathe the name; I do abhor
  The unsatisfactory and ideal thing.
  Art thou not Lalage and I Politian?
  Do I not love—art thou not beautiful-
  What need we more? Ha! glory!—now speak not of it.
  By all I hold most sacred and most solemn-
  By all my wishes now—my fears hereafter-
  By all I scorn on earth and hope in heaven-
  There is no deed I would more glory in,
  Than in thy cause to scoff at this same glory
  And trample it under foot. What matters it-
  What matters it, my fairest, and my best,
  That we go down unhonored and forgotten
  Into the dust—so we descend together.
  Descend together—and then—and then, perchance-

      Lal.  Why dost thou pause, Politian?

      Pol.  And then, perchance
  Arise together, Lalage, and roam
  The starry and quiet dwellings of the blest,
  And still-

      Lal.  Why dost thou pause, Politian?

      Pol.  And still together—together.

      Lal.  Now Earl of Leicester!
  Thou lovest me, and in my heart of hearts
  I feel thou lovest me truly.

      Pol.  Oh, Lalage!

                                       (throwing himself upon his knee.)
  And lovest thou me?

      Lal.  Hist! hush! within the gloom
  Of yonder trees methought a figure passed-
  A spectral figure, solemn, and slow, and noiseless-
  Like the grim shadow Conscience, solemn and noiseless.

                                             (walks across and returns.)
  I was mistaken—’twas but a giant bough
  Stirred by the autumn wind. Politian!



      Pol.  My Lalage—my love! why art thou moved?
  Why dost thou turn so pale? Not Conscience’ self,
  Far less a shadow which thou likenest to it,
  Should shake the firm spirit thus. But the night wind
  Is chilly—and these melancholy boughs
  Throw over all things a gloom.

      Lal.  Politian!
  Thou speakest to me of love. Knowest thou the land
  With which all tongues are busy—a land new found—
  Miraculously found by one of Genoa—
  A thousand leagues within the golden west?
  A fairy land of flowers, and fruit, and sunshine,
  And crystal lakes, and over-arching forests,
  And mountains, around whose towering summits the winds
  Of Heaven untrammelled flow—which air to breathe
  Is Happiness now, and will be Freedom hereafter
  In days that are to come?

      Pol.  O, wilt thou—wilt thou
  Fly to that Paradise—my Lalage, wilt thou
  Fly thither with me? There Care shall be forgotten,
  And Sorrow shall be no more, and Eros be all.
  And life shall then be mine, for I will live
  For thee, and in thine eyes—and thou shalt be
  No more a mourner—but the radiant Joys
  Shall wait upon thee, and the angel Hope
  Attend thee ever; and I will kneel to thee
  And worship thee, and call thee my beloved,
  My own, my beautiful, my love, my wife,
  My all;—oh, wilt thou—wilt thou, Lalage,
  Fly thither with me?

      Lal.  A deed is to be done—
  Castiglione lives!

      Pol.  And he shall die!                                (exit)

      Lal. (after a pause.)  And—he—shall—die!—alas!
  Castiglione die? Who spoke the words?
  Where am I?—what was it he said?—Politian!
  Thou art not gone—thou are not gone, Politian!
  I feel thou art not gone—yet dare not look,
  Lest I behold thee not; thou couldst not go
  With those words upon thy lips—O, speak to me!
  And let me hear thy voice—one word—one word,
  To say thou art not gone,—one little sentence,
  To say how thou dost scorn—how thou dost hate
  My womanly weakness. Ha! ha! thou art not gone-
  O speak to me! I knew thou wouldst not go!
  I knew thou wouldst not, couldst not, durst not go.
  Villain, thou art not gone—thou mockest me!
  And thus I clutch thee—thus!—He is gone, he is gone
  Gone—gone. Where am I?—’tis well—’tis very well!
  So that the blade be keen—the blow be sure,
  ’Tis well, ’tis very well—alas! alas!



                            V.

                 The suburbs. Politian alone.

      Politian.  This weakness grows upon me. I am faint,
  And much I fear me ill—it will not do
  To die ere I have lived!—Stay, stay thy hand,
  O Azrael, yet awhile!—Prince of the Powers
  Of Darkness and the Tomb, O pity me!
  O pity me! let me not perish now,
  In the budding of my Paradisal Hope!
  Give me to live yet—yet a little while:
  ’Tis I who pray for life—I who so late
  Demanded but to die!—what sayeth the Count?

                    Enter Baldazzar.

      Baldazzar.  That knowing no cause of quarrel or of feud
  Between the Earl Politian and himself.
  He doth decline your cartel.

      Pol.  What didst thou say?
  What answer was it you brought me, good Baldazzar?
  With what excessive fragrance the zephyr comes
  Laden from yonder bowers!—a fairer day,
  Or one more worthy Italy, methinks
  No mortal eyes have seen!—what said the Count?

      Bal.  That he, Castiglione’ not being aware
  Of any feud existing, or any cause
  Of quarrel between your lordship and himself,
  Cannot accept the challenge.

      Pol.  It is most true—
  All this is very true. When saw you, sir,
  When saw you now, Baldazzar, in the frigid
  Ungenial Britain which we left so lately,
  A heaven so calm as this—so utterly free
  From the evil taint of clouds?—and he did say?

      Bal.  No more, my lord, than I have told you, sir:
  The Count Castiglione will not fight,
  Having no cause for quarrel.

      Pol.  Now this is true-
  All very true. Thou art my friend, Baldazzar,
  And I have not forgotten it—thou’lt do me
  A piece of service; wilt thou go back and say
  Unto this man, that I, the Earl of Leicester,
  Hold him a villain?—thus much, I prythee, say
  Unto the Count—it is exceeding just
  He should have cause for quarrel.

      Bal.  My lord!—my friend!-

      Pol.  (aside.) ’Tis he!—he comes himself? (aloud) Thou reasonest



  well.
  I know what thou wouldst say—not send the message-
  Well!—I will think of it—I will not send it.
  Now prythee, leave me—hither doth come a person
  With whom affairs of a most private nature
  I would adjust.

      Bal.  I go—to-morrow we meet,
  Do we not?—at the Vatican.

      Pol.  At the Vatican.                                     (exit
  Bal.)

                    Enter Castigilone.

      Cas.  The Earl of Leicester here!

      Pol.  I am the Earl of Leicester, and thou seest,
  Dost thou not? that I am here.

      Cas.  My lord, some strange,
  Some singular mistake—misunderstanding—
  Hath without doubt arisen: thou hast been urged
  Thereby, in heat of anger, to address
  Some words most unaccountable, in writing,
  To me, Castiglione; the bearer being
  Baldazzar, Duke of Surrey. I am aware
  Of nothing which might warrant thee in this thing,
  Having given thee no offence. Ha!—am I right?
  ’Twas a mistake?—undoubtedly—we all
  Do err at times.

      Pol.  Draw, villain, and prate no more!

      Cas.  Ha!—draw?—and villain? have at thee then at once,
  Proud Earl!                                   (draws.)

      Pol.  (drawing.)  Thus to the expiatory tomb,
  Untimely sepulchre, I do devote thee
  In the name of Lalage!

      Cas.  (letting fall his sword and recoiling to the extremity of the
  stage)

                      Of Lalage!
  Hold off—thy sacred hand!—avaunt, I say!
  Avaunt—I will not fight thee—indeed I dare not.

      Pol.  Thou wilt not fight with me didst say, Sir Count?
  Shall I be baffled thus?—now this is well;
  Didst say thou darest not? Ha!

      Cas.  I dare not—dare not—
  Hold off thy hand—with that beloved name
  So fresh upon thy lips I will not fight thee—
  I cannot—dare not.



      Pol.  Now by my halidom
  I do believe thee!—coward, I do believe thee!

      Cas.  Ha!—coward!—this may not be!

       (clutches his sword and staggers towards POLITIAN, but his purpose
  is changed before reaching him, and he falls upon his knee at the feet of
  the Earl)

                             Alas! my lord,
  It is—it is—most true. In such a cause
  I am the veriest coward. O pity me!

      Pol.  (greatly softened.)  Alas!—I do—indeed I pity thee.

      Cas.  And Lalage-

      Pol.  Scoundrel!—arise and die!

      Cas.  It needeth not be—thus—thus—O let me die
  Thus on my bended knee. It were most fitting
  That in this deep humiliation I perish.
  For in the fight I will not raise a hand
  Against thee, Earl of Leicester. Strike thou home—

                                                     (baring his bosom.)
  Here is no let or hindrance to thy weapon-
  Strike home. I will not fight thee.

      Pol.  Now, s’ Death and Hell!
  Am I not—am I not sorely—grievously tempted
  To take thee at thy word? But mark me, sir,
  Think not to fly me thus. Do thou prepare
  For public insult in the streets—before
  The eyes of the citizens. I’ll follow thee
  Like an avenging spirit I’ll follow thee
  Even unto death. Before those whom thou lovest-
  Before all Rome I’ll taunt thee, villain,—I’ll taunt thee,
  Dost hear? with cowardice—thou wilt not fight me?
  Thou liest! thou shalt!                                      (exit.)

      Cas.  Now this indeed is just!
  Most righteous, and most just, avenging Heaven!

  {In the book there is a gap in numbering the notes between 12 and 29.
—ED}

NOTE
29. Such port�ons of “Pol�t�an” as are known to the publ�c f�rst saw

the l�ght of publ�c�ty �n the “Southern L�terary Messenger” for
December, 1835, and January, 1836, be�ng styled “Scenes from
Pol�t�an: an unpubl�shed drama.” These scenes were �ncluded,
unaltered, �n the 1845 collect�on of Poems, by Poe. The larger
port�on of the or�g�nal draft subsequently became the property of the



present ed�tor, but �t �s not cons�dered just to the poet’s memory to
publ�sh �t. The work �s a hasty and unrev�sed product�on of �ts
author’s earl�er days of l�terary labor; and, beyond the scenes
already known, scarcely calculated to enhance h�s reputat�on. As a
spec�men, however, of the parts unpubl�shed, the follow�ng fragment
from the f�rst scene of Act II. may be offered. The Duke, �t should be
prem�sed, �s uncle to Alessandra, and father of Cast�gl�one her
betrothed.
      Duke. Why do you laugh?

      Castiglione. Indeed

  I hardly know myself. Stay! Was it not
  On yesterday we were speaking of the Earl?
  Of the Earl Politian? Yes! it was yesterday.
  Alessandra, you and 1, you must remember!
  We were walking in the garden.

      Duke, Perfectly.
  I do remember it-what of it-what then?

      Cas. 0 nothing-nothing at all.

      Duke. Nothing at all!
  It is most singular that you should laugh
  ‘At nothing at all!

      Cas. Most singular-singular!

      Duke. Look you, Castiglione, be so kind
  As tell me, sir, at once what ’tis you mean.
  What are you talking of?

      Cas. Was it not so?
  We differed in opinion touching him.

      Duke. Him!—Whom?

      Cas. Why, sir, the Earl Politian.

      Duke. The Earl of Leicester! Yes!—is it he you mean?
  We differed, indeed. If I now recollect
  The words you used were that the Earl you knew
  Was neither learned nor mirthful.

      Cas. Ha! ha!—now did I?

      Duke. That did you, sir, and well I knew at the time
  You were wrong, it being not the character
  Of the Earl-whom all the world allows to be
  A most hilarious man. Be not, my son,
  Too positive again.



      Cas. ’Tis singular!
  Most singular! I could not think it possible
  So little time could so much alter one!
  To say the truth about an hour ago,
  As I was walking with the Count San Ozzo,
  All arm in arm, we met this very man
  The Earl-he, with his friend Baldazzar,
  Having just arrived in Rome. Hal ha! he is altered!
  Such an account he gave me of his journey!
  ’Twould have made you die with laughter-such tales he told
  Of his caprices and his merry freaks
  Along the road-such oddity-such humor—
  Such wit-such whim-such flashes of wild merriment
  Set off too in such full relief by the grave
  Demeanor of his friend-who, to speak the truth,
  Was gravity itself—

      Duke. Did I not tell you?

      Cas. You did-and yet ’tis strange! but true as strange,
  How much I was mistaken! I always thought
  The Earl a gloomy man.

      Duke. So, so, you see! Be not too positive. Whom have we here?
  It can not be the Earl?

      Cas. The Earl! Oh, no! ’Tis not the Earl-but yet it is-and leaning
  Upon his friend Baldazzar. AM welcome, sir!

  (Enter Politian and Baldazzar.)
  My lord, a second welcome let me give you
  To Rome-his Grace the Duke of Broglio.
  Father! this is the Earl Politian, Earl
  Of Leicester in Great Britain. [Politian bows haughtily.]
      That, his friend
  Baldazzar, Duke of Surrey. The Earl has letters,
  So please you, for Your Grace.

      Duke. Hal ha! Most welcome
  To Rome and to our palace, Earl Politian!
  And you, most noble Duke! I am glad to see you!
  I knew your father well, my Lord Politian.
  Castiglione! call your cousin hither,
  And let me make the noble Earl acquainted
  With your betrothed. You come, sir, at a time
  Most seasonable. The wedding—

      Politian. Touching those letters, sir,
  Your son made mention of—your son, is he not?
  Touching those letters, sir, I wot not of them.
  If such there be, my friend Baldazzar here—
  Baldazzar! ah!—my friend Baldazzar here
  Will hand them to Your Grace. I would retire.

      Duke. Retire!—So soon?

  Came What ho! Benito! Rupert!



  His lordship’s chambers-show his lordship to them!
  His lordship is unwell.     (Enter Benito.)

      Ben. This way, my lord! (Exit, followed by Politian.)

      Duke. Retire! Unwell!

      Bal. So please you, sir. I fear me
  ’Tis as you say—his lordship is unwell.
  The damp air of the evening-the fatigue
  Of a long journey—the—indeed I had better
  Follow his lordship. He must be unwell.
  I will return anon.

      Duke. Return anon!
  Now this is very strange! Castiglione!
  This way, my son, I wish to speak with thee.
  You surely were mistaken in what you said
  Of the Earl, mirthful, indeed!—which of us said
  Politian was a melancholy man?    (Exeunt.)
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LETTER TO MR. B—.

                                  “WEST POINT, 1831.

“Dear B......... Bel�ev�ng only a port�on of my former volume to be
worthy a second ed�t�on-that small port�on I thought �t as well to
�nclude �n the present book as to republ�sh by �tself. I have therefore
here�n comb�ned ‘Al Aaraaf’ and ‘Tamerlane’ w�th other poems
h�therto unpr�nted. Nor have I hes�tated to �nsert from the ‘M�nor
Poems,’ now om�tted, whole l�nes, and even passages, to the end
that be�ng placed �n a fa�rer l�ght, and the trash shaken from them �n
wh�ch they were �mbedded, they may have some chance of be�ng
seen by poster�ty.

“It has been sa�d that a good cr�t�que on a poem may be wr�tten by
one who �s no poet h�mself. Th�s, accord�ng to your �dea and m�ne of
poetry, I feel to be false-the less poet�cal the cr�t�c, the less just the
cr�t�que, and the converse. On th�s account, and because there are
but few B-’s �n the world, I would be as much ashamed of the world’s
good op�n�on as proud of your own. Another than yourself m�ght here
observe, ‘Shakespeare �s �n possess�on of the world’s good op�n�on,
and yet Shakespeare �s the greatest of poets. It appears then that
the world judge correctly, why should you be ashamed of the�r
favorable judgment?’ The d�ff�culty l�es �n the �nterpretat�on of the
word ‘judgment’ or ‘op�n�on.’ The op�n�on �s the world’s, truly, but �t
may be called the�rs as a man would call a book h�s, hav�ng bought
�t; he d�d not wr�te the book, but �t �s h�s; they d�d not or�g�nate the
op�n�on, but �t �s the�rs. A fool, for example, th�nks Shakespeare a
great poet-yet the fool has never read Shakespeare. But the fool’s
ne�ghbor, who �s a step h�gher on the Andes of the m�nd, whose
head (that �s to say, h�s more exalted thought) �s too far above the
fool to be seen or understood, but whose feet (by wh�ch I mean h�s



everyday act�ons) are suff�c�ently near to be d�scerned, and by
means of wh�ch that super�or�ty �s ascerta�ned, wh�ch but for them
would never have been d�scovered-th�s ne�ghbor asserts that
Shakespeare �s a great poet—the fool bel�eves h�m, and �t �s
henceforward h�s op�n�on. Th�s ne�ghbor’s own op�n�on has, �n l�ke
manner, been adopted from one above h�m, and so, ascend�ngly, to
a few g�fted �nd�v�duals who kneel around the summ�t, behold�ng,
face to face, the master sp�r�t who stands upon the p�nnacle.

“You are aware of the great barr�er �n the path of an Amer�can
wr�ter. He �s read, �f at all, �n preference to the comb�ned and
establ�shed w�t of the world. I say establ�shed; for �t �s w�th l�terature
as w�th law or emp�re-an establ�shed name �s an estate �n tenure, or
a throne �n possess�on. Bes�des, one m�ght suppose that books, l�ke
the�r authors, �mprove by travel-the�r hav�ng crossed the sea �s, w�th
us, so great a d�st�nct�on. Our ant�quar�es abandon t�me for d�stance;
our very fops glance from the b�nd�ng to the bottom of the t�tle-page,
where the myst�c characters wh�ch spell London, Par�s, or Genoa,
are prec�sely so many letters of recommendat�on.

“I ment�oned just now a vulgar error as regards cr�t�c�sm. I th�nk the
not�on that no poet can form a correct est�mate of h�s own wr�t�ngs �s
another. I remarked before that �n proport�on to the poet�cal talent
would be the just�ce of a cr�t�que upon poetry. Therefore a bad poet
would, I grant, make a false cr�t�que, and h�s self-love would �nfall�bly
b�as h�s l�ttle judgment �n h�s favor; but a poet, who �s �ndeed a poet,
could not, I th�nk, fa�l of mak�ng-a just cr�t�que; whatever should be
deducted on the score of self-love m�ght be replaced on account of
h�s �nt�mate acqua�ntance w�th the subject; �n short, we have more
�nstances of false cr�t�c�sm than of just where one’s own wr�t�ngs are
the test, s�mply because we have more bad poets than good. There
are, of course, many object�ons to what I say: M�lton �s a great
example of the contrary; but h�s op�n�on w�th respect to the ‘Parad�se
Rega�ned’ �s by no means fa�rly ascerta�ned. By what tr�v�al
c�rcumstances men are often led to assert what they do not really
bel�eve! Perhaps an �nadvertent word has descended to poster�ty.
But, �n fact, the ‘Parad�se Rega�ned’ �s l�ttle, �f at all, �nfer�or to the
‘Parad�se Lost,’ and �s only supposed so to be because men do not
l�ke ep�cs, whatever they may say to the contrary, and, read�ng those



of M�lton �n the�r natural order, are too much wear�ed w�th the f�rst to
der�ve any pleasure from the second.

“I dare say M�lton preferred ‘Comus’ to e�ther-. �f so-justly.
“As I am speak�ng of poetry, �t w�ll not be am�ss to touch sl�ghtly

upon the most s�ngular heresy �n �ts modern h�story-the heresy of
what �s called, very fool�shly, the Lake School. Some years ago I
m�ght have been �nduced, by an occas�on l�ke the present, to attempt
a formal refutat�on of the�r doctr�ne; at present �t would be a work of
supererogat�on. The w�se must bow to the w�sdom of such men as
Coler�dge and Southey, but, be�ng w�se, have laughed at poet�cal
theor�es so prosa�cally exempl�fled.

“Ar�stotle, w�th s�ngular assurance, has declared poetry the most
ph�losoph�cal of all wr�t�ngs*-but �t requ�red a Wordsworth to
pronounce �t the most metaphys�cal. He seems to th�nk that the end
of poetry �s, or should be, �nstruct�on; yet �t �s a tru�sm that the end of
our ex�stence �s happ�ness; �f so, the end of every separate part of
our ex�stence, everyth�ng connected w�th our ex�stence, should be
st�ll happ�ness. Therefore the end of �nstruct�on should be happ�ness;
and happ�ness �s another name for pleasure;-therefore the end of
�nstruct�on should be pleasure: yet we see the above-ment�oned
op�n�on �mpl�es prec�sely the reverse.

“To proceed: ceter�s par�bus, he who pleases �s of more
�mportance to h�s fellow-men than he who �nstructs, s�nce ut�l�ty �s
happ�ness, and pleasure �s the end already obta�ned wh�ch
�nstruct�on �s merely the means of obta�n�ng.

“I see no reason, then, why our metaphys�cal poets should plume
themselves so much on the ut�l�ty of the�r works, unless �ndeed they
refer to �nstruct�on w�th etern�ty �n v�ew; �n wh�ch case, s�ncere
respect for the�r p�ety would not allow me to express my contempt for
the�r judgment; contempt wh�ch �t would be d�ff�cult to conceal, s�nce
the�r wr�t�ngs are professedly to be understood by the few, and �t �s
the many who stand �n need of salvat�on. In such case I should no
doubt be tempted to th�nk of the dev�l �n ‘Melmoth.’ who labors
�ndefat�gably, through three octavo volumes, to accompl�sh the
destruct�on of one or two souls, wh�le any common dev�l would have
demol�shed one or two thousand.



“Against the subtleties which would make poetry a study-not a passion-it
becomes the metaphysician to reason-but the poet to protest.
Yet Wordsworth and Coleridge are men in years; the one imbued in
contemplation from his childhood; the other a giant in intellect and
learning. The diffidence, then, with which I venture to dispute their
authority would be overwhelming did I not feel, from the bottom of my
heart, that learning has little to do with the imagination-intellect
with the passions-or age with poetry.

     “‘Trifles, like straws, upon the surface flow;
     He who would search for pearls must dive below,’

are l�nes wh�ch have done much m�sch�ef. As regards the greater
truths, men oftener err by seek�ng them at the bottom than at the top;
Truth l�es �n the huge abysses where w�sdom �s sought-not �n the
palpable palaces where she �s found. The anc�ents were not always
r�ght �n h�d�ng—the goddess �n a well; w�tness the l�ght wh�ch Bacon
has thrown upon ph�losophy; w�tness the pr�nc�ples of our d�v�ne fa�th
—that moral mechan�sm by wh�ch the s�mpl�c�ty of a ch�ld may
overbalance the w�sdom of a man.

“We see an �nstance of Coler�dge’s l�ab�l�ty to err, �n h�s ‘B�ograph�a
L�terar�a’—professedly h�s l�terary l�fe and op�n�ons, but, �n fact, a
treat�se de omn� sc�b�l� et qu�busdam al��s. He goes wrong by reason
of h�s very profund�ty, and of h�s error we have a natural type �n the
contemplat�on of a star. He who regards �t d�rectly and �ntensely
sees, �t �s true, the star, but �t �s the star w�thout a ray-wh�le he who
surveys �t less �nqu�s�t�vely �s consc�ous of all for wh�ch the star �s
useful to us below-�ts br�ll�ancy and �ts beauty.

“As to Wordsworth, I have no fa�th �n h�m. That he had �n youth the
feel�ngs of a poet I bel�eve-for there are gl�mpses of extreme del�cacy
�n h�s wr�t�ngs-(and del�cacy �s the poet’s own k�ngdom-h�s El
Dorado)-but they have the appearance of a better day recollected;
and gl�mpses, at best, are l�ttle ev�dence of present poet�c f�re; we
know that a few straggl�ng flowers spr�ng up da�ly �n the crev�ces of
the glac�er.

“He was to blame �n wear�ng away h�s youth �n contemplat�on w�th
the end of poet�z�ng �n h�s manhood. W�th the �ncrease of h�s
judgment the l�ght wh�ch should make �t apparent has faded away.
H�s judgment consequently �s too correct. Th�s may not be
understood-but the old Goths of Germany would have understood �t,
who used to debate matters of �mportance to the�r State tw�ce, once



when drunk, and once when sober-sober that they m�ght not be
def�c�ent �n formal�ty—drunk lest they should be dest�tute of v�gor.

“The long wordy d�scuss�ons by wh�ch he tr�es to reason us �nto
adm�rat�on of h�s poetry, speak very l�ttle �n h�s favor: they are full of
such assert�ons as th�s (I have opened one of h�s volumes at
random)—‘Of gen�us the only proof �s the act of do�ng well what �s
worthy to be done, and what was never done before;’-�ndeed? then �t
follows that �n do�ng what �s unworthy to be done, or what has been
done before, no gen�us can be ev�nced; yet the p�ck�ng of pockets �s
an unworthy act, pockets have been p�cked t�me �mmemor�al, and
Barr�ngton, the p�ckpocket, �n po�nt of gen�us, would have thought
hard of a compar�son w�th W�ll�am Wordsworth, the poet.

“Aga�n, �n est�mat�ng the mer�t of certa�n poems, whether they be
Oss�an’s or Macpherson’s can surely be of l�ttle consequence, yet, �n
order to prove the�r worthlessness, Mr. W. has expended many
pages �n the controversy. Tantaene an�m�s? Can great m�nds
descend to such absurd�ty? But worse st�ll: that he may bear down
every argument �n favor of these poems, he tr�umphantly drags
forward a passage, �n h�s abom�nat�on w�th wh�ch he expects the
reader to sympath�ze. It �s the beg�nn�ng of the ep�c poem ‘Temora.’
‘The blue waves of Ull�n roll �n l�ght; the green h�lls are covered w�th
day; trees shake the�r dusty heads �n the breeze.’ And th�s th�s
gorgeous, yet s�mple �magery, where all �s al�ve and pant�ng w�th
�mmortal�ty-th�s, W�ll�am Wordsworth, the author of ‘Peter Bell,’ has
selected for h�s contempt. We shall see what better he, �n h�s own
person, has to offer. Impr�m�s:
     “‘And now she’s at the pony’s tail,
     And now she’s at the pony’s head,
     On that side now, and now on this;
     And, almost stifled with her bliss,

     A few sad tears does Betty shed....
     She pats the pony, where or when
     She knows not.... happy Betty Foy!
     Oh, Johnny, never mind the doctor!’

Secondly:
     “‘The dew was falling fast, the-stars began to blink;
     I heard a voice: it said-“Drink, pretty creature, drink!”
      And, looking o’er the hedge, be-fore me I espied
     A snow-white mountain lamb, with a-maiden at its side.



     No other sheep was near,—the lamb was all alone,
     And by a slender cord was-tether’d to a stone.’

“Now, we have no doubt th�s �s all true: we w�ll bel�eve �t, �ndeed
we w�ll, Mr. W. Is �t sympathy for the sheep you w�sh to exc�te? I love
a sheep from the bottom of my heart.

“But there are occas�ons, dear B-, there are occas�ons when even
Wordsworth �s reasonable. Even Stamboul, �t �s sa�d, shall have an
end, and the most unlucky blunders must come to a conclus�on.
Here �s an extract from h�s preface:-

“‘Those who have been accustomed to the phraseology of modem
wr�ters, �f they pers�st �n read�ng th�s book to a conclus�on
(�mposs�ble!) w�ll, no doubt, have to struggle w�th feel�ngs of
awkwardness; (ha! ha! ha!) they w�ll look round for poetry (ha! ha!
ha! ha!), and w�ll be �nduced to �nqu�re by what spec�es of courtesy
these attempts have been perm�tted to assume that t�tle.’ Ha! ha! ha!
ha! ha!

“Yet, let not Mr. W. despa�r; he has g�ven �mmortal�ty to a wagon,
and the bee Sophocles has transm�tted to etern�ty a sore toe, and
d�gn�f�ed a tragedy w�th a chorus of turkeys.

“Of Coler�dge, I can not speak but w�th reverence. H�s tower�ng
�ntellect! h�s g�gant�c power! To use an author quoted by h�mself, ‘Ta�
trouvé souvent que la plupart des sectes ont ra�son dans une bonne
part�e de ce qu’elles avancent, ma�s non pas en ce qu’elles n�ent,’
and to employ h�s own language, he has �mpr�soned h�s own
concept�ons by the barr�er he has erected aga�nst those of others. It
�s lamentable to th�nk that such a m�nd should be bur�ed �n
metaphys�cs, and, l�ke the Nyctanthes, waste �ts perfume upon the
n�ght alone. In read�ng that man’s poetry, I tremble l�ke one who
stands upon a volcano, consc�ous from the very darkness burst�ng
from the crater, of the f�re and the l�ght that are welter�ng below.

“What �s poetry?—Poetry! that Proteus-l�ke �dea, w�th as many
appellat�ons as the n�ne-t�tled Corcyra! ‘G�ve me,’ I demanded of a
scholar some t�me ago, ‘g�ve me a def�n�t�on of poetry.’
‘Trèsvolont�ers;’ and he proceeded to h�s l�brary, brought me a Dr.
Johnson, and overwhelmed me w�th a def�n�t�on. Shade of the
�mmortal Shakespeare! I �mag�ne to myself the scowl of your sp�r�tual



eye upon the profan�ty of that scurr�lous Ursa Major. Th�nk of poetry,
dear B-, th�nk of poetry, and then th�nk of Dr. Samuel Johnson! Th�nk
of all that �s a�ry and fa�ry-l�ke, and then of all that �s h�deous and
unw�eldy; th�nk of h�s huge bulk, the Elephant! and then-and then
th�nk of the ‘Tempest’—the ‘M�dsummer-N�ght’s Dream’—Prospero
Oberon—and T�tan�a!

“A poem, �n my op�n�on, �s opposed to a work of sc�ence by
hav�ng, for �ts �mmed�ate object, pleasure, not truth; to romance, by
hav�ng, for �ts object, an �ndef�n�te �nstead of a def�n�te pleasure,
be�ng a poem only so far as th�s object �s atta�ned; romance
present�ng percept�ble �mages w�th def�n�te, poetry w�th �ndef�n�te
sensat�ons, to wh�ch end mus�c �s an essent�al, s�nce the
comprehens�on of sweet sound �s our most �ndef�n�te concept�on.
Mus�c, when comb�ned w�th a pleasurable �dea, �s poetry; mus�c,
w�thout the �dea, �s s�mply mus�c; the �dea, w� thout the mus�c, �s
prose, from �ts very def�n�t�veness.

“What was meant by the �nvect�ve aga�nst h�m who had no mus�c
�n h�s soul?

“To sum up th�s long r�gmarole, I have, dear B—, what you, no
doubt, perce�ve, for the metaphys�cal poets as poets, the most
sovere�gn contempt. That they have followers proves noth�ng-
     “‘No Indian prince has to his palace
     More followers than a thief to the gallows.



SONNET—TO SCIENCE

     Science! true daughter of Old Time thou art!
         Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes.
     Why preyest thou thus upon the poet’s heart,
         Vulture, whose wings are dull realities?
     How should he love thee? or how deem thee wise,
         Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering
     To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies
         Albeit he soared with an undaunted wing?
     Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car?
         And driven the Hamadryad from the wood
     To seek a shelter in some happier star?
         Hast thous not torn the Naiad from her flood,
     The Elfin from the green grass, and from me
         The summer dream beneath the tamarind tree?



AL AARAAF (*)

     PART I.

          O! nothing earthly save the ray
          (Thrown back from flowers) of Beauty’s eye,
          As in those gardens where the day
          Springs from the gems of Circassy—
          O! nothing earthly save the thrill
          Of melody in woodland rill—
          Or (music of the passion-hearted)
          Joy’s voice so peacefully departed
          That like the murmur in the shell,
          Its echo dwelleth and will dwell—
          Oh, nothing of the dross of ours—
          Yet all the beauty—all the flowers
          That list our Love, and deck our bowers—
          Adorn yon world afar, afar—
          The wandering star.

             ’Twas a sweet time for Nesace—for there
          Her world lay lolling on the golden air,
          Near four bright suns—a temporary rest—
          An oasis in desert of the blest.

     * A star was discovered by Tycho Brahe which appeared
     suddenly in the heavens—attained, in a few days, a
     brilliancy surpassing that of Jupiter—then as suddenly
     disappeared, and has never been seen since.

          Away—away—‘mid seas of rays that roll
          Empyrean splendor o’er th’ unchained soul—
          The soul that scarce (the billows are so dense)
          Can struggle to its destin’d eminence—
          To distant spheres, from time to time, she rode,
          And late to ours, the favour’d one of God—
          But, now, the ruler of an anchor’d realm,
          She throws aside the sceptre—leaves the helm,
          And, amid incense and high spiritual hymns,
          Laves in quadruple light her angel limbs.

              Now happiest, loveliest in yon lovely Earth,
          Whence sprang the “Idea of Beauty” into birth,
          (Falling in wreaths thro’ many a startled star,
          Like woman’s hair ‘mid pearls, until, afar,
          It lit on hills Achaian, and there dwelt)



          She look’d into Infinity—and knelt.
          Rich clouds, for canopies, about her curled—
          Fit emblems of the model of her world—
          Seen but in beauty—not impeding sight
          Of other beauty glittering thro’ the light—
          A wreath that twined each starry form around,
          And all the opal’d air in color bound.

              All hurriedly she knelt upon a bed
          Of flowers:  of lilies such as rear’d the head
          *On the fair Capo Deucato, and sprang
          So eagerly around about to hang
          Upon the flying footsteps of—deep pride—
          **Of her who lov’d a mortal—and so died.
          The Sephalica, budding with young bees,
          Uprear’d its purple stem around her knees:

          * On Santa Maura—olim Deucadia.

          **And gemmy flower, of Trebizond misnam’d—
          Inmate of highest stars, where erst it sham’d
          All other loveliness: its honied dew
          (The fabled nectar that the heathen knew)
          Deliriously sweet, was dropp’d from Heaven,
          And fell on gardens of the unforgiven
          In Trebizond—and on a sunny flower
          So like its own above that, to this hour,
          It still remaineth, torturing the bee
          With madness, and unwonted reverie:
          In Heaven, and all its environs, the leaf
          And blossom of the fairy plant, in grief
          Disconsolate linger—grief that hangs her head,
          Repenting follies that full long have fled,
          Heaving her white breast to the balmy air,
          Like guilty beauty, chasten’d, and more fair:
          Nyctanthes too, as sacred as the light
          She fears to perfume, perfuming the night:
          **And Clytia pondering between many a sun,
          While pettish tears adown her petals run:
          ***And that aspiring flower that sprang on Earth—
          And died, ere scarce exalted into birth,
          Bursting its odorous heart in spirit to wing
          Its way to Heaven, from garden of a king:

     * This flower is much noticed by Lewenhoeck and Tournefort.
     The bee, feeding upon its blossom, becomes intoxicated.

     ** Clytia—The Chrysanthemum Peruvianum, or, to employ a
     better-known term, the turnsol—which continually turns
     towards the sun, covers itself, like Peru, the country from
     which it comes, with dewy clouds which cool and refresh its
     flowers during the most violent heat of the day.—B. de St.
     Pierre.

     *** There is cultivated in the king’s garden at Paris, a
     species of serpentine aloes without prickles, whose large
     and beautiful flower exhales a strong odour of the vanilla,



     during the time of its expansion, which is very short. It
     does not blow till towards the month of July—you then
     perceive it gradually open its petals—expand them—fade
     and die.—St. Pierre.

     *And Valisnerian lotus thither flown
     From struggling with the waters of the Rhone:
     **And thy most lovely purple perfume, Zante!
     Isola d’oro!—Fior di Levante!
     ***And the Nelumbo bud that floats for ever
     With Indian Cupid down the holy river—
     Fair flowers, and fairy! to whose care is given
     ****To bear the Goddess’ song, in odors, up to Heaven:

        “Spirit! that dwellest where,
              In the deep sky,
          The terrible and fair,
              In beauty vie!
          Beyond the line of blue—
              The boundary of the star
          Which turneth at the view
              Of thy barrier and thy bar—
          Of the barrier overgone
             By the comets who were cast
          From their pride, and from their throne
             To be drudges till the last—
          To be carriers of fire
             (The red fire of their heart)
          With speed that may not tire
             And with pain that shall not part—

     * There is found, in the Rhone, a beautiful lily of the
     Valisnerian kind. Its stem will stretch to the length of
     three or four feet—thus preserving its head above water
     in the swellings of the river.

     ** The Hyacinth.

     *** It is a fiction of the Indians, that Cupid was first
     seen floating in one of these down the river Ganges—and
     that he still loves the cradle of his childhood.

    **** And golden vials full of odors which are the prayers of the saints.
   —Rev. St. John.

          Who livest—that we know—
              In Eternity—we feel—
          But the shadow of whose brow
              What spirit shall reveal?
          Tho’ the beings whom thy Nesace,
              Thy messenger hath known
          Have dream’d for thy Infinity
              *A model of their own—
          Thy will is done, Oh, God!
              The star hath ridden high
          Thro’ many a tempest, but she rode
              Beneath thy burning eye;



          And here, in thought, to thee—
              In thought that can alone
          Ascend thy empire and so be
              A partner of thy throne—

     * The Humanitarians held that God was to be understood as
     having a really human form.—Vide Clarke’s Sermons, vol.
     1, page 26, fol. edit.

     The drift of Milton’s argument, leads him to employ language
     which would appear, at first sight, to verge upon their
     doctrine;  but it will be seen immediately, that he guards
     himself against the charge of having adopted one of the most
     ignorant errors of the dark ages of the church.—Dr.
     Sumner’s Notes on Milton’s Christian Doctrine.

     This opinion, in spite of many testimonies to the contrary,
     could never have been very general. Andeus, a Syrian of
     Mesopotamia, was condemned for the opinion, as heretical. He
     lived in the beginning of the fourth century. His disciples
     were called Anthropmorphites.—Vide Du Pin.

     Among Milton’s poems are these lines:—
                Dicite sacrorum præsides nemorum Deæ, &c.
                Quis ille primus cujus ex imagine
                Natura solers finxit humanum genus?
                Eternus, incorruptus, æquævus polo,
                Unusque et universus exemplar Dei.—And afterwards,
                Non cui profundum Cæcitas lumen dedit
                Dircæus augur vidit hunc alto sinu, &c.

          *By winged Fantasy,
              My embassy is given,
          Till secrecy shall knowledge be
              In the environs of Heaven.”

          She ceas’d—and buried then her burning cheek
          Abash’d, amid the lilies there, to seek
          A shelter from the fervour of His eye;
          For the stars trembled at the Deity.
          She stirr’d not—breath’d not—for a voice was there
          How solemnly pervading the calm air!
          A sound of silence on the startled ear
          Which dreamy poets name “the music of the sphere.”
           Ours is a world of words:  Quiet we call
          “Silence”—which is the merest word of all.
          All Nature speaks, and ev’n ideal things
          Flap shadowy sounds from visionary wings—
          But ah! not so when, thus, in realms on high
          The eternal voice of God is passing by,
          And the red winds are withering in the sky!

          ** “What tho’ in worlds which sightless cycles run,
          Link’d to a little system, and one sun—
          Where all my love is folly and the crowd
          Still think my terrors but the thunder cloud,
          The storm, the earthquake, and the ocean-wrath—



          (Ah! will they cross me in my angrier path?)
          What tho’ in worlds which own a single sun
          The sands of Time grow dimmer as they run,

     * Seltsamen Tochter Jovis
       Seinem Schosskinde
       Der Phantasie.—Göethe.

    ** Sightless—too small to be seen—Legge.

          Yet thine is my resplendency, so given
          To bear my secrets thro’ the upper Heaven.
          Leave tenantless thy crystal home, and fly,
          With all thy train, athwart the moony sky—
          *Apart—like fire-flies in Sicilian night,
          And wing to other worlds another light!
          Divulge the secrets of thy embassy
          To the proud orbs that twinkle—and so be
          To ev’ry heart a barrier and a ban
          Lest the stars totter in the guilt of man!”

              Up rose the maiden in the yellow night,
          The single-mooned eve!—on Earth we plight
          Our faith to one love—and one moon adore—
          The birth-place of young Beauty had no more.
          As sprang that yellow star from downy hours
          Up rose the maiden from her shrine of flowers,
          And bent o’er sheeny mountain and dim plain
          **Her way—but left not yet her Therasæan reign.

     * I have often noticed a peculiar movement of the fire-flies;
    —they will collect in a body and fly off, from a common
     centre, into innumerable radii.

     ** Therasæa, or Therasea, the island mentioned by Seneca,
     which, in a moment, arose from the sea to the eyes of
     astonished mariners.
                         Part II.

          HIGH on a mountain of enamell’d head—
          Such as the drowsy shepherd on his bed
          Of giant pasturage lying at his ease,
          Raising his heavy eyelid, starts and sees
          With many a mutter’d “hope to be forgiven”
           What time the moon is quadrated in Heaven—
          Of rosy head, that towering far away
          Into the sunlit ether, caught the ray
          Of sunken suns at eve—at noon of night,
          While the moon danc’d with the fair stranger light—
          Uprear’d upon such height arose a pile
          Of gorgeous columns on th’ unburthen’d air,
          Flashing from Parian marble that twin smile
          Far down upon the wave that sparkled there,
          And nursled the young mountain in its lair.
          *Of molten stars their pavement, such as fall
          Thro’ the ebon air, besilvering the pall
          Of their own dissolution, while they die—



          Adorning then the dwellings of the sky.
          A dome, by linked light from Heaven let down,
          Sat gently on these columns as a crown—
          A window of one circular diamond, there,
          Look’d out above into the purple air,

     * Some star which, from the ruin’d roof Of shak’d Olympus,
     by mischance, did fall.—Milton.
          And rays from God shot down that meteor chain
          And hallow’d all the beauty twice again,
          Save when, between th’ Empyrean and that ring,
          Some eager spirit flapp’d his dusky wing.
          But on the pillars Seraph eyes have seen
          The dimness of this world:  that greyish green
          That Nature loves the best for Beauty’s grave
          Lurk’d in each cornice, round each architrave—
          And every sculptur’d cherub thereabout
          That from his marble dwelling peeréd out
          Seem’d earthly in the shadow of his niche—
          Achaian statues in a world so rich?
          *Friezes from Tadmor and Persepolis—
          From Balbec, and the stilly, clear abyss
          **Of beautiful Gomorrah!  O, the wave
          Is now upon thee—but too late to save!

          Sound loves to revel in a summer night:
          Witness the murmur of the grey twilight

     * Voltaire, in speaking of Persepolis, says, “Je connois
     bien l’admiration qu’inspirent ces ruines—mais un palais
     erigé au pied d’une chaine des rochers sterils—peut il
     être un chef d’oevure des arts!” [Voila les arguments de M.
     Voltaire.]

     ** “Oh! the wave”—Ula Degusi is the Turkish appellation;
     but, on its own shores, it is called Bahar Loth, or
     Almotanah. There were undoubtedly more than two cities
     engluphed in the “dead sea.” In the valley of Siddim were
     five—Adrah, Zeboin, Zoar, Sodom and Gomorrah. Stephen of
     Byzantium mentions eight, and Strabo thirteeen, (engulphed)
    —but the last is out of all reason.

    It is said, (Tacitus, Strabo, Josephus, Daniel of St. Saba, Nau,
Maundrell, Troilo, D’Arvieux) that after an excessive drought, the
vestiges of columns, walls, &c. are seen above the surface. At anyseason,
such remains may be discovered by looking down into the
transparent lake, and at such distances as would argue the existence of
many settlements in the space now usurped by the ‘Asphaltites.’

          *That stole upon the ear, in Eyraco,
          Of many a wild star-gazer long ago—
          That stealeth ever on the ear of him
          Who, musing, gazeth on the distance dim.
          And sees the darkness coming as a cloud—
          ***Is not its form—its voice—most palpable and loud?

              But what is this?—it cometh—and it brings



          A music with it—’tis the rush of wings—
          A pause—and then a sweeping, falling strain
          And Nesace is in her halls again.
          From the wild energy of wanton haste
              Her cheeks were flushing, and her lips apart;
          And zone that clung around her gentle waist
              Had burst beneath the heaving of her heart.
          Within the centre of that hall to breathe
          She paus’d and panted, Zanthe!  all beneath,
          The fairy light that kiss’d her golden hair
          And long’d to rest, yet could but sparkle there!

              ***Young flowers were whispering in melody
          To happy flowers that night—and tree to tree;
          Fountains were gushing music as they fell
          In many a star-lit grove, or moon-lit dell;
          Yet silence came upon material things—
          Fair flowers, bright waterfalls and angel wings—
          And sound alone that from the spirit sprang
          Bore burthen to the charm the maiden sang:

     * Eyraco—Chaldea.

     ** I have often thought I could distinctly hear the sound of
     the darkness as it stole over the horizon.

     *** Fairies use flowers for their charactery.—Merry Wives
     of Windsor.  [William Shakespeare]

           “’Neath blue-bell or streamer—
               Or tufted wild spray
           That keeps, from the dreamer,
               *The moonbeam away—
             Bright beings!  that ponder,
               With half closing eyes,
           On the stars which your wonder
               Hath drawn from the skies,
           Till they glance thro’ the shade, and
               Come down to your brow
           Like—eyes of the maiden
               Who calls on you now—
           Arise!  from your dreaming
               In violet bowers,
           To duty beseeming
               These star-litten hours—
           And shake from your tresses
               Encumber’d with dew
           The breath of those kisses
               That cumber them too—
           (O!  how, without you, Love!
               Could angels be blest?)
           Those kisses of true love
               That lull’d ye to rest!
           Up!—shake from your wing
               Each hindering thing:
           The dew of the night—
               It would weigh down your flight;



           And true love caresses—
               O! leave them apart!

     * In Scripture is this passage—“The sun shall not harm
     thee by day, nor the moon by night.” It is perhaps not
     generally known that the moon, in Egypt, has the effect of
     producing blindness to those who sleep with the face exposed
     to its rays, to which circumstance the passage evidently
     alludes.

          They are light on the tresses,
              But lead on the heart.

          Ligeia!  Ligeia!
              My beautiful one!
          Whose harshest idea
              Will to melody run,
          O!  is it thy will
              On the breezes to toss?
          Or, capriciously still,
              *Like the lone Albatross,
          Incumbent on night
              (As she on the air)
          To keep watch with delight
              On the harmony there?

          Ligeia!  whatever
              Thy image may be,
          No magic shall sever
              Thy music from thee.
          Thou hast bound many eyes
              In a dreamy sleep—
          But the strains still arise
              Which thy vigilance keep—
          The sound of the rain
              Which leaps down to the flower,
          And dances again
              In the rhythm of the shower—
          **The murmur that springs
              From the growing of grass

     * The Albatross is said to sleep on the wing.

     ** I met with this idea in an old English tale, which I am
     now unable to obtain and quote from memory:—“The verie
     essence and, as it were, springe-heade, and origine of all
     musiche is the verie pleasaunte sounde which the trees of
     the forest do make when they growe.”

          Are the music of things—
              But are modell’d, alas!—
          Away, then my dearest,
              O!  hie thee away
          To springs that lie clearest
              Beneath the moon-ray—
           To lone lake that smiles,
              In its dream of deep rest,



          At the many star-isles
              That enjewel its breast—
          Where wild flowers, creeping,
              Have mingled their shade,
          On its margin is sleeping
              Full many a maid—
          Some have left the cool glade, and
              * Have slept with the bee—
          Arouse them my maiden,
              On moorland and lea—
          Go!  breathe on their slumber,
              All softly in ear,
          The musical number
              They slumber’d to hear—
          For what can awaken
              An angel so soon

     * The wild bee will not sleep in the shade if there be
     moonlight. The rhyme in this verse, as in one about sixty
     lines before, has an appearance of affectation. It is,
     however, imitated from Sir W. Scott, or rather from Claud
     Halcro—in whose mouth I admired its effect:

                O!  were there an island,
                    Tho’ ever so wild
                Where woman might smile, and
                    No man be beguil’d, &c.

          Whose sleep hath been taken
              Beneath the cold moon,
          As the spell which no slumber
              Of witchery may test,
          The rythmical number
              Which lull’d him to rest?”

          Spirits in wing, and angels to the view,
          A thousand seraphs burst th’ Empyrean thro’,
          Young dreams still hovering on their drowsy flight—
          Seraphs in all but “Knowledge,” the keen light
          That fell, refracted, thro’ thy bounds, afar
          O Death!  from eye of God upon that star:
          Sweet was that error—sweeter still that death—
          Sweet was that error—ev’n with us the breath
          Of science dims the mirror of our joy—
          To them ’twere the Simoom, and would destroy—
          For what (to them) availeth it to know
          That Truth is Falsehood—or that Bliss is Woe?
          Sweet was their death—with them to die was rife
          With the last ecstacy of satiate life—
          Beyond that death no immortality—
          But sleep that pondereth and is not “to be”—
          And there—oh!  may my weary spirit dwell—
          *Apart from Heaven’s Eternity—and yet how far from Hell!

     * With the Arabians there is a medium between Heaven and
     Hell, where men suffer no punishment, but yet do not attain
     that tranquil and even happiness which they suppose to be



     characteristic of heavenly enjoyment.

            Un no rompido sueno—
            Un dia puro—allegre—libre
            Quiera—
            Libre de amor—de zelo—
            De odio—de esperanza—de rezelo.—Luis Ponce de Leon.

     Sorrow is not excluded from “Al Aaraaf,” but it is that
     sorrow which the living love to cherish for the dead, and
     which, in some minds, resembles the delirium of opium. The
     passionate excitement of Love and the buoyancy of spirit
     attendant upon intoxication are its less holy pleasures—
     the price of which, to those souls who make choice of “Al
     Aaraaf” as their residence after life, is final death and
     annihilation.

          What guilty spirit, in what shrubbery dim,
          Heard not the stirring summons of that hymn?
          But two:  they fell:  for Heaven no grace imparts
          To those who hear not for their beating hearts.
          A maiden-angel and her seraph-lover—
          O!  where (and ye may seek the wide skies over)
          Was Love, the blind, near sober Duty known?

     *Unguided Love hath fallen—‘mid “tears of perfect moan.”

          He was a goodly spirit—he who fell:
          A wanderer by moss-y-mantled well—
          A gazer on the lights that shine above—
          A dreamer in the moonbeam by his love:
          What wonder?  For each star is eye-like there,
          And looks so sweetly down on Beauty’s hair—
          And they, and ev’ry mossy spring were holy
          To his love-haunted heart and melancholy.
          The night had found (to him a night of wo)
          Upon a mountain crag, young Angelo—
          Beetling it bends athwart the solemn sky,
          And scowls on starry worlds that down beneath it lie.
          Here sate he with his love—his dark eye bent
          With eagle gaze along the firmament:
          Now turn’d it upon her—but ever then
          It trembled to the orb of EARTH again.

          “Iante, dearest, see!  how dim that ray!
          How lovely ’tis to look so far away!

     * There be tears of perfect moan
         Wept for thee in Helicon.—Milton.
          She seem’d not thus upon that autumn eve
          I left her gorgeous halls—nor mourn’d to leave.
          That eve—that eve—I should remember well—
          The sun-ray dropp’d, in Lemnos, with a spell
          On th’Arabesque carving of a gilded hall
          Wherein I sate, and on the draperied wall—
          And on my eye-lids—O the heavy light!
          How drowsily it weigh’d them into night!



          On flowers, before, and mist, and love they ran
          With Persian Saadi in his Gulistan:
          But O that light!—I slumber’d—Death, the while,
          Stole o’er my senses in that lovely isle
          So softly that no single silken hair
          Awoke that slept—or knew that it was there.

          The last spot of Earth’s orb I trod upon
          *Was a proud temple call’d the Parthenon—
          More beauty clung around her column’d wall
          **Than ev’n thy glowing bosom beats withal,
          And when old Time my wing did disenthral
          Thence sprang I—as the eagle from his tower,
          And years I left behind me in an hour.
          What time upon her airy bounds I hung
          One half the garden of her globe was flung
          Unrolling as a chart unto my view—
          Tenantless cities of the desert too!
          Ianthe, beauty crowded on me then,
          And half I wish’d to be again of men.”

          “My Angelo! and why of them to be?
          A brighter dwelling-place is here for thee—

    * It was entire in 1687—the most elevated spot in Athens.

    ** Shadowing more beauty in their airy brows
       Than have the white breasts of the Queen of Love.—Marlowe.
           And greener fields than in yon world above,
           And women’s loveliness—and passionate love.”

           “But, list, Ianthe! when the air so soft
           *Fail’d, as my pennon’d spirit leapt aloft,
           Perhaps my brain grew dizzy—but the world
           I left so late was into chaos hurl’d—
           Sprang from her station, on the winds apart,
           And roll’d, a flame, the fiery Heaven athwart.
           Methought, my sweet one, then I ceased to soar
           And fell—not swiftly as I rose before,
           But with a downward, tremulous motion thro’
           Light, brazen rays, this golden star unto!
           Nor long the measure of my falling hours,
           For nearest of all stars was thine to ours—
           Dread star! that came, amid a night of mirth,
           A red Dædalion on the timid Earth.

           “We came—and to thy Earth—but not to us
           Be given our lady’s bidding to discuss:
           We came, my love; around, above, below,
           Gay fire-fly of the night we come and go,
           Nor ask a reason save the angel-nod
           She grants to us, as granted by her God—
           But, Angelo, than thine grey Time unfurl’d
           Never his fairy wing o’er fairier world!
           Dim was its little disk, and angel eyes
           Alone could see the phantom in the skies,
           When first Al Aaraaf knew her course to be



           Headlong thitherward o’er the starry sea—
           But when its glory swell’d upon the sky,
           As glowing Beauty’s bust beneath man’s eye,

     * Pennon—for pinion.—Milton.

           We paus’d before the heritage of men,
           And thy star trembled—as doth Beauty then!”

           Thus, in discourse, the lovers whiled away
           The night that waned and waned and brought no day.
           They fell:  for Heaven to them no hope imparts
           Who hear not for the beating of their hearts.



TAMERLANE

     Kind solace in a dying hour!
         Such, father, is not (now) my theme—
     I will not madly deem that power
             Of Earth may shrive me of the sin
             Unearthly pride hath revell’d in—
         I have no time to dote or dream:
     You call it hope—that fire of fire!
     It is but agony of desire:
     If I can hope—Oh God! I can—
         Its fount is holier—more divine—
     I would not call thee fool, old man,
         But such is not a gift of thine.

     Know thou the secret of a spirit
         Bow’d from its wild pride into shame.
     O! yearning heart! I did inherit
         Thy withering portion with the fame,
     The searing glory which hath shone
     Amid the jewels of my throne,
     Halo of Hell! and with a pain
     Not Hell shall make me fear again—
     O! craving heart, for the lost flowers
     And sunshine of my summer hours!
     Th’ undying voice of that dead time,
     With its interminable chime,
     Rings, in the spirit of a spell,
     Upon thy emptiness—a knell.

     I have not always been as now:
     The fever’d diadem on my brow
         I claim’d and won usurpingly—
     Hath not the same fierce heirdom given
         Rome to the Caesar—this to me?
             The heritage of a kingly mind,
     And a proud spirit which hath striven
             Triumphantly with human kind.

     On mountain soil I first drew life:
         The mists of the Taglay have shed
         Nightly their dews upon my head,
     And, I believe, the winged strife
     And tumult of the headlong air
     Have nestled in my very hair.



     So late from Heaven—that dew—it fell
         (Mid dreams of an unholy night)
     Upon me—with the touch of Hell,
         While the red flashing of the light
     From clouds that hung, like banners, o’er,
         Appeared to my half-closing eye
         The pageantry of monarchy,
     And the deep trumpet-thunder’s roar
         Came hurriedly upon me, telling
             Of human battle, where my voice,
         My own voice, silly child!—was swelling
             (O! how my spirit would rejoice,
     And leap within me at the cry)
     The battle-cry of Victory!

     The rain came down upon my head
         Unshelter’d—and the heavy wind
         Was giantlike—so thou, my mind!—
     It was but man, I thought, who shed
         Laurels upon me: and the rush—
     The torrent of the chilly air
     Gurgled within my ear the crush
         Of empires—with the captive’s prayer—
     The hum of suiters—and the tone
     Of flattery ‘round a sovereign’s throne.

     My passions, from that hapless hour,
         Usurp’d a tyranny which men
     Have deem’d, since I have reach’d to power;
             My innate nature—be it so:
         But, father, there liv’d one who, then,
     Then—in my boyhood—when their fire
             Burn’d with a still intenser glow,
     (For passion must, with youth, expire)
         E’en then who knew this iron heart
         In woman’s weakness had a part.

     I have no words—alas!—to tell
     The loveliness of loving well!
     Nor would I now attempt to trace
     The more than beauty of a face
     Whose lineaments, upon my mind,
     Are—shadows on th’ unstable wind:
     Thus I remember having dwelt
     Some page of early lore upon,
     With loitering eye, till I have felt
     The letters—with their meaning—melt
     To fantasies—with none.

     O, she was worthy of all love!
     Love—as in infancy was mine—
     ’Twas such as angel minds above
     Might envy; her young heart the shrine
     On which my ev’ry hope and thought
         Were incense—then a goodly gift,
             For they were childish—and upright—
     Pure—as her young example taught:



         Why did I leave it, and, adrift,
             Trust to the fire within, for light?

     We grew in age—and love—together,
         Roaming the forest, and the wild;
     My breast her shield in wintry weather—
         And, when the friendly sunshine smil’d,
     And she would mark the opening skies,
     I saw no Heaven—but in her eyes.

     Young Love’s first lesson is—the heart:
         For ‘mid that sunshine, and those smiles,
     When, from our little cares apart,
         And laughing at her girlish wiles,
     I’d throw me on her throbbing breast,
         And pour my spirit out in tears—
     There was no need to speak the rest—
         No need to quiet any fears
     Of her—who ask’d no reason why,
     But turn’d on me her quiet eye!

     Yet more than worthy of the love
     My spirit struggled with, and strove,
     When, on the mountain peak, alone,
     Ambition lent it a new tone—
     I had no being—but in thee:
         The world, and all it did contain
     In the earth—the air—the sea—
         Its joy—its little lot of pain
     That was new pleasure—the ideal,
         Dim, vanities of dreams by night—
     And dimmer nothings which were real—
         (Shadows—and a more shadowy light!)
     Parted upon their misty wings,
             And, so, confusedly, became
             Thine image, and—a name—a name!
     Two separate—yet most intimate things.

     I was ambitious—have you known
             The passion, father? You have not:
     A cottager, I mark’d a throne
     Of half the world as all my own,
             And murmur’d at such lowly lot—
     But, just like any other dream,
             Upon the vapour of the dew
     My own had past, did not the beam
             Of beauty which did while it thro’
     The minute—the hour—the day—oppress
     My mind with double loveliness.

     We walk’d together on the crown
     Of a high mountain which look’d down
     Afar from its proud natural towers
         Of rock and forest, on the hills—
     The dwindled hills! begirt with bowers
         And shouting with a thousand rills.



     I spoke to her of power and pride,
         But mystically—in such guise
     That she might deem it nought beside
         The moment’s converse; in her eyes
     I read, perhaps too carelessly—
         A mingled feeling with my own—
     The flush on her bright cheek, to me
         Seem’d to become a queenly throne
     Too well that I should let it be
         Light in the wilderness alone.

     I wrapp’d myself in grandeur then,
         And donn’d a visionary crown—
             Yet it was not that Fantasy
             Had thrown her mantle over me—
     But that, among the rabble—men,
             Lion ambition is chain’d down—
     And crouches to a keeper’s hand—
     Not so in deserts where the grand
     The wild—the terrible conspire
     With their own breath to fan his fire.

     Look ‘round thee now on Samarcand!—
         Is not she queen of Earth? her pride
     Above all cities? in her hand
         Their destinies? in all beside
     Of glory which the world hath known
     Stands she not nobly and alone?
     Falling—her veriest stepping-stone
     Shall form the pedestal of a throne—
     And who her sovereign? Timour—he
         Whom the astonished people saw
     Striding o’er empires haughtily
         A diadem’d outlaw—

     O! human love! thou spirit given,
     On Earth, of all we hope in Heaven!
     Which fall’st into the soul like rain
     Upon the Siroc wither’d plain,
     And failing in thy power to bless
     But leav’st the heart a wilderness!
     Idea! which bindest life around
     With music of so strange a sound
     And beauty of so wild a birth—
     Farewell! for I have won the Earth!

     When Hope, the eagle that tower’d, could see
         No cliff beyond him in the sky,
     His pinions were bent droopingly—
         And homeward turn’d his soften’d eye.
     ’Twas sunset: when the sun will part
     There comes a sullenness of heart
     To him who still would look upon
     The glory of the summer sun.
     That soul will hate the ev’ning mist,
     So often lovely, and will list
     To the sound of the coming darkness (known



     To those whose spirits hearken) as one
     Who, in a dream of night, would fly
     But cannot from a danger nigh.

     What tho’ the moon—the white moon
     Shed all the splendour of her noon,
     Her smile is chilly—and her beam,
     In that time of dreariness, will seem
     (So like you gather in your breath)
     A portrait taken after death.
     And boyhood is a summer sun
     Whose waning is the dreariest one—
     For all we live to know is known,
     And all we seek to keep hath flown—
     Let life, then, as the day-flower, fall
     With the noon-day beauty—which is all.

     I reach’d my home—my home no more—
         For all had flown who made it so—
     I pass’d from out its mossy door,
         And, tho’ my tread was soft and low,
     A voice came from the threshold stone
     Of one whom I had earlier known—
         O! I defy thee, Hell, to show
         On beds of fire that burn below,
         A humbler heart—a deeper wo—

     Father, I firmly do believe—
         I know—for Death, who comes for me
             From regions of the blest afar,
     Where there is nothing to deceive,
             Hath left his iron gate ajar,
         And rays of truth you cannot see
         Are flashing thro’ Eternity—
     I do believe that Eblis hath
     A snare in ev’ry human path—
     Else how, when in the holy grove
     I wandered of the idol, Love,
     Who daily scents his snowy wings
     With incense of burnt offerings
     From the most unpolluted things,
     Whose pleasant bowers are yet so riven
     Above with trelliced rays from Heaven
     No mote may shun—no tiniest fly
     The light’ning of his eagle eye—
     How was it that Ambition crept,
         Unseen, amid the revels there,
     Till growing bold, he laughed and leapt
         In the tangles of Love’s very hair?

1829.



TO HELEN

     Helen, thy beauty is to me
         Like those Nicean barks of yore,
     That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,
         The weary way-worn wanderer bore
         To his own native shore.

     On desperate seas long wont to roam,
         Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
     Thy Naiad airs have brought me home
         To the glory that was Greece,
     And the grandeur that was Rome.

     Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche
         How statue-like I me thee stand,
     The agate lamp within thy hand!
         Ah, Psyche, from the regions which
         Are Holy-land!

1831.



THE VALLEY OF UNREST

     Once it smiled a silent dell
     Where the people did not dwell;
     They had gone unto the wars,
     Trusting to the mild-eyed stars,
     Nightly, from their azure towers,
     To keep watch above the flowers,
     In the midst of which all day
     The red sun-light lazily lay.
     Now each visitor shall confess
     The sad valley’s restlessness.
     Nothing there is motionless—
     Nothing save the airs that brood
     Over the magic solitude.
     Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees
     That palpitate like the chill seas
     Around the misty Hebrides!
     Ah, by no wind those clouds are driven
     That rustle through the unquiet Heaven
     Uneasily, from morn till even,
     Over the violets there that lie
     In myriad types of the human eye—
     Over the lilies there that wave
     And weep above a nameless grave!
     They wave:—from out their fragrant tops
     Eternal dews come down in drops.
     They weep:—from off their delicate stems
     Perennial tears descend in gems.

1831.



ISRAFEL*

     In Heaven a spirit doth dwell
         “Whose heart-strings are a lute;”
      None sing so wildly well
     As the angel Israfel,
     And the giddy stars (so legends tell)
     Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell
         Of his voice, all mute.

     Tottering above
         In her highest noon
         The enamoured moon
     Blushes with love,
         While, to listen, the red levin
         (With the rapid Pleiads, even,
         Which were seven,)
         Pauses in Heaven

     And they say (the starry choir
         And all the listening things)
     That Israfeli’s fire
     Is owing to that lyre
         By which he sits and sings—
     The trembling living wire
     Of those unusual strings.

  * And the angel Israfel, whose heart-strings are a lut, and
  who has the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures.—KORAN.

     But the skies that angel trod,
         Where deep thoughts are a duty—
     Where Love’s a grown up God—
         Where the Houri glances are
     Imbued with all the beauty
         Which we worship in a star.

     Therefore, thou art not wrong,
         Israfeli, who despisest
     An unimpassion’d song:
     To thee the laurels belong
         Best bard, because the wisest!
     Merrily live, and long!

     The extacies above
         With thy burning measures suit—



     Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love,
         With the fervor of thy lute—
         Well may the stars be mute!

     Yes, Heaven is thine; but this
         Is a world of sweets and sours;
         Our flowers are merely—flowers,
     And the shadow of thy perfect bliss
         Is the sunshine of ours.

     If I could dwell
     Where Israfel
         Hath dwelt, and he where I,
     He might not sing so wildly well
         A mortal melody,
     While a bolder note than this might swell
         From my lyre within the sky.

1836.



TO ——

                     1

     The bowers whereat, in dreams, I see
         The wantonest singing birds
     Are lips—and all thy melody
         Of lip-begotten words—

                      2

     Thine eyes, in Heaven of heart enshrin’d
         Then desolately fall,
     O! God! on my funereal mind
         Like starlight on a pall—

                       3

     Thy heart—thy heart!—I wake and sigh,
         And sleep to dream till day
     Of truth that gold can never buy—
         Of the trifles that it may.

1829.



TO ——

     I heed not that my earthly lot

         Hath-little of Earth in it—

     That years of love have been forgot

     In the hatred of a minute:—

     I mourn not that the desolate

         Are happier, sweet, than I,

     But that you sorrow for my fate

     Who am a passer-by.

1829.



TO THE RIVER——

     Fair river! in thy bright, clear flow
         Of crystal, wandering water,
     Thou art an emblem of the glow
             Of beauty—the unhidden heart—
             The playful maziness of art
     In old Alberto’s daughter;

     But when within thy wave she looks—
             Which glistens then, and trembles—
     Why, then, the prettiest of brooks
             Her worshipper resembles;
     For in my heart, as in thy stream,
         Her image deeply lies—
     His heart which trembles at the beam
         Of her soul-searching eyes.

1829.



SONG

     I saw thee on thy bridal day—
         When a burning blush came o’er thee,
     Though happiness around thee lay,
         The world all love before thee:

     And in thine eye a kindling light
         (Whatever it might be)
     Was all on Earth my aching sight
        Of Loveliness could see.

     That blush, perhaps, was maiden shame—
         As such it well may pass—
     Though its glow hath raised a fiercer flame
         In the breast of him, alas!

     Who saw thee on that bridal day,
         When that deep blush would come o’er thee,
     Though happiness around thee lay,
         The world all love before thee.

1827.



SPIRITS OF THE DEAD

                                 1

     Thy soul shall find itself alone
     ‘Mid dark thoughts of the grey tomb-stone—
     Not one, of all the crowd, to pry
     Into thine hour of secrecy:

                                 2

     Be silent in that solitude
         Which is not loneliness—for then
     The spirits of the dead who stood
         In life before thee are again
     In death around thee—and their will
     Shall then overshadow thee: be still.

                                3

     For the night—tho’ clear—shall frown—
     And the stars shall look not down,
     From their high thrones in the Heaven,
     With light like Hope to mortals given—
     But their red orbs, without beam,
     To thy weariness shall seem
     As a burning and a fever
     Which would cling to thee for ever:

                               4

     Now are thoughts thou shalt not banish—
     Now are visions ne’er to vanish—
     From thy spirit shall they pass
     No more—like dew-drop from the grass:

                              5

     The breeze—the breath of God—is still—
     And the mist upon the hill
     Shadowy—shadowy—yet unbroken,
     Is a symbol and a token—
     How it hangs upon the trees,
     A mystery of mysteries!—

1827.



A DREAM

     In visions of the dark night
         I have dreamed of joy departed—
     But a waking dreams of life and light
         Hath left me broken-hearted.

     Ah! what is not a dream by day
         To him whose eyes are cast
     On things around him with a ray
         Turned back upon the past?

     That holy dream—that holy dream,
         While all the world were chiding,
     Hath cheered me as a lovely beam
         A lonely spirit guiding.

     What though that light, thro’ storm and night,
         So trembled from afar-
     What could there be more purely bright
         In Truths day-star?

1827.



ROMANCE

     Romance, who loves to nod and sing,
     With drowsy head and folded wing,
     Among the green leaves as they shake
     Far down within some shadowy lake,
     To me a painted paroquet
     Hath been—a most familiar bird—
     Taught me my alphabet to say—
     To lisp my very earliest word
     While in the wild wood I did lie,
     A child—with a most knowing eye.

     Of late, eternal Condor years
     So shake the very Heaven on high
     With tumult as they thunder by,
     I have no time for idle cares
     Through gazing on the unquiet sky.
     And when an hour with calmer wings
     Its down upon thy spirit flings—
     That little time with lyre and rhyme
     To while away—forbidden things!
     My heart would feel to be a crime
     Unless it trembled with the strings.

     1829.



FAIRY-LAND

     Dim vales—and shadowy floods—
     And cloudy-looking woods,
     Whose forms we can’t discover
     For the tears that drip all over
     Huge moons there wax and wane—
     Again—again—again—
     Every moment of the night—
     Forever changing places—
     And they put out the star-light
     With the breath from their pale faces.
     About twelve by the moon-dial
     One, more filmy than the rest
     (A kind which, upon trial,
     They have found to be the best)
     Comes down—still down—and down
     With its centre on the crown
     Of a mountain’s eminence,
     While its wide circumference
     In easy drapery falls
     Over hamlets, over halls,
     Wherever they may be—
     O’er the strange woods—o’er the sea—
     Over spirits on the wing—
     Over every drowsy thing—
     And buries them up quite
     In a labyrinth of light—
     And then, how deep!—O, deep!
     Is the passion of their sleep.
     In the morning they arise,
     And their moony covering
     Is soaring in the skies,
     With the tempests as they toss,
     Like—almost any thing—
     Or a yellow Albatross.
     They use that moon no more
     For the same end as before—
     Videlicet a tent—
     Which I think extravagant:
     Its atomies, however,
     Into a shower dissever,
     Of which those butterflies,
     Of Earth, who seek the skies,
     And so come down again
     (Never-contented things!)



     Have brought a specimen
     Upon their quivering wings.

     1831.



THE LAKE —— TO——

     In spring of youth it was my lot
     To haunt of the wide earth a spot
     The which I could not love the less—
     So lovely was the loneliness
     Of a wild lake, with black rock bound,
     And the tall pines that tower’d around.

     But when the Night had thrown her pall
     Upon that spot, as upon all,
     And the mystic wind went by
     Murmuring in melody—
     Then—ah then I would awake
     To the terror of the lone lake.

     Yet that terror was not fright,
     But a tremulous delight—
     A feeling not the jewelled mine
     Could teach or bribe me to define—
     Nor Love—although the Love were thine.

     Death was in that poisonous wave,
     And in its gulf a fitting grave
     For him who thence could solace bring
     To his lone imagining—
     Whose solitary soul could make
     An Eden of that dim lake.

     1827.



EVENING STAR

     ’Twas noontide of summer,
        And midtime of night,
     And stars, in their orbits,
        Shone pale, through the light
     Of the brighter, cold moon.
        ‘Mid planets her slaves,
     Herself in the Heavens,
        Her beam on the waves.

        I gazed awhile
        On her cold smile;
     Too cold-too cold for me—
        There passed, as a shroud,
        A fleecy cloud,
     And I turned away to thee,

        Proud Evening Star,
        In thy glory afar
     And dearer thy beam shall be;
        For joy to my heart
        Is the proud part
     Thou bearest in Heaven at night.,
        And more I admire
        Thy distant fire,
     Than that colder, lowly light.

     1827.



“THE HAPPIEST DAY.”

     I

     The happiest day-the happiest hour
     My seared and blighted heart hath known,
     The highest hope of pride and power,
     I feel hath flown.

     Of power! said I? Yes! such I ween
     But they have vanished long, alas!
     The visions of my youth have been
     But let them pass.

     III

     And pride, what have I now with thee?
     Another brow may ev’n inherit
     The venom thou hast poured on me
     Be still my spirit!

     IV

     The happiest day-the happiest hour
     Mine eyes shall see-have ever seen
     The brightest glance of pride and power
     I feet have been:

     V

     But were that hope of pride and power
     Now offered with the pain
     Ev’n then I felt-that brightest hour
     I would not live again:

             VI

     For on its wing was dark alloy
     And as it fluttered-fell
     An essence-powerful to destroy
     A soul that knew it well.

     1827.



IMITATION

     A dark unfathom’d tide
     Of interminable pride—
     A mystery, and a dream,
     Should my early life seem;
     I say that dream was fraught
     With a wild, and waking thought
     Of beings that have been,
     Which my spirit hath not seen,
     Had I let them pass me by,
     With a dreaming eye!
     Let none of earth inherit
     That vision on my spirit;
     Those thoughts I would control
     As a spell upon his soul:
     For that bright hope at last
     And that light time have past,
     And my worldly rest hath gone
     With a sigh as it pass’d on
     I care not tho’ it perish
     With a thought I then did cherish.
     1827.



HYMN TO ARISTOGEITON AND
HARMODIUS

Translat�on from the Greek
                I

     Wreathed in myrtle, my sword I’ll conceal
     Like those champions devoted and brave,
     When they plunged in the tyrant their steel,
     And to Athens deliverance gave.

                II

     Beloved heroes! your deathless souls roam
     In the joy breathing isles of the blest;
     Where the mighty of old have their home
     Where Achilles and Diomed rest

                III

     In fresh myrtle my blade I’ll entwine,
     Like Harmodius, the gallant and good,
     When he made at the tutelar shrine
     A libation of Tyranny’s blood.

                IV

     Ye deliverers of Athens from shame!
     Ye avengers of Liberty’s wrongs!
     Endless ages shall cherish your fame,
     Embalmed in their echoing songs!

     1827.



DREAMS

     Oh! that my young life were a lasting dream!
     My spirit not awak’ning, till the beam
     Of an Eternity should bring the morrow:
     Yes! tho’ that long dream were of hopeless sorrow,
     ’Twere better than the dull reality
     Of waking life to him whose heart shall be,
     And hath been ever, on the chilly earth,
     A chaos of deep passion from his birth!

     But should it be—that dream eternally
     Continuing—as dreams have been to me
     In my young boyhood—should it thus be given,
     ’Twere folly still to hope for higher Heaven!
     For I have revell’d, when the sun was bright
     In the summer sky; in dreamy fields of light,
     And left unheedingly my very heart
     In climes of mine imagining—apart
     From mine own home, with beings that have been
     Of mine own thought—what more could I have seen?

     ’Twas once & only once & the wild hour
     From my rememberance shall not pass—some power
     Or spell had bound me—’twas the chilly wind
     Came o’er me in the night & left behind
     Its image on my spirit, or the moon
     Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon
     Too coldly—or the stars—howe’er it was
     That dream was as that night wind—let it pass.

     I have been happy—tho’ but in a dream
     I have been happy—& I love the theme—
     Dreams! in their vivid colouring of life—
     As in that fleeting, shadowy, misty strife
     Of semblance with reality which brings
     To the delirious eye more lovely things
     Of Paradise & Love—& all our own!
     Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known.

         {From an earlier MS. Than in the book—ED.}



“IN YOUTH I HAVE KNOWN ONE”

     How often we forget all time, when lone
     Admiring Nature’s universal throne;
     Her woods—her wilds—her mountains-the intense
     Reply of Hers to Our intelligence!
                             I

     IN youth I have known one with whom the Earth
         In secret communing held-as he with it,
     In daylight, and in beauty, from his birth:
         Whose fervid, flickering torch of life was lit
     From the sun and stars, whence he had drawn forth
         A passionate light such for his spirit was fit
     And yet that spirit knew-not in the hour
         Of its own fervor-what had o’er it power.

                            II

     Perhaps it may be that my mind is wrought
         To a fever* by the moonbeam that hangs o’er,
     But I will half believe that wild light fraught
         With more of sovereignty than ancient lore
     Hath ever told-or is it of a thought
         The unembodied essence, and no more
     That with a quickening spell doth o’er us pass
         As dew of the night-time, o’er the summer grass?

                                   III

     Doth o’er us pass, when, as th’ expanding eye
         To the loved object-so the tear to the lid
     Will start, which lately slept in apathy?
         And yet it need not be—(that object) hid
     From us in life-but common-which doth lie
         Each hour before us—but then only bid
     With a strange sound, as of a harp-string broken
         T’ awake us—’Tis a symbol and a token

                               IV

     Of what in other worlds shall be—and given
         In beauty by our God, to those alone
     Who otherwise would fall from life and Heaven
         Drawn by their heart’s passion, and that tone,
     That high tone of the spirit which hath striven



         Though not with Faith-with godliness—whose throne
     With desperate energy ‘t hath beaten down;
         Wearing its own deep feeling as a crown.

          * Query “fervor”?—ED.

A PÆAN.
                         I.

     How shall the burial rite be read?
         The solemn song be sung?
     The requiem for the loveliest dead,
         That ever died so young?

                         II.

     Her friends are gazing on her,
         And on her gaudy bier,
     And weep!—oh! to dishonor
         Dead beauty with a tear!

                        III.

     They loved her for her wealth—
         And they hated her for her pride—
     But she grew in feeble health,
         And they love her—that she died.

                       IV.

     They tell me (while they speak
         Of her “costly broider’d pall”)
     That my voice is growing weak—
         That I should not sing at all—

                        V.

     Or that my tone should be
         Tun’d to such solemn song
     So mournfully—so mournfully,
         That the dead may feel no wrong.

                       VI.

     But she is gone above,
         With young Hope at her side,
     And I am drunk with love
         Of the dead, who is my bride.—

                      VII.

     Of the dead—dead who lies
         All perfum’d there,
     With the death upon her eyes,
         And the life upon her hair.

                     VIII.



     Thus on the coffin loud and long
         I strike—the murmur sent
     Through the grey chambers to my song,
         Shall be the accompaniment.

                      IX.

     Thou died’st in thy life’s June—
         But thou did’st not die too fair:
     Thou did’st not die too soon,
         Nor with too calm an air.

                       X.

     From more than fiends on earth,
         Thy life and love are riven,
     To join the untainted mirth
         Of more than thrones in heaven—

                      XII.

     Therefore, to thee this night
         I will no requiem raise,
     But waft thee on thy flight,
         With a Pæan of old days.



NOTES

30. On the “Poems wr�tten �n Youth” l�ttle comment �s needed. Th�s
sect�on �ncludes the p�eces pr�nted for f�rst volume of 1827 (wh�ch
was subsequently suppressed), such poems from the f�rst and
second publ�shed volumes of 1829 and 1831 as have not already
been g�ven �n the�r rev�sed vers�ons, and a few others collected from
var�ous sources. “Al Aaraaf” f�rst appeared, w�th the sonnet “To
S�lence” pref�xed to �t, �n 1829, and �s, substant�ally, as or�g�nally
�ssued. In the ed�t�on for 1831, however, th�s poem, �ts author’s
longest, was �ntroduced by the follow�ng twenty-n�ne l�nes, wh�ch
have been om�tted �n—all subsequent collect�ons:
     AL AARAAF

     Mysterious star!
     Thou wert my dream
     All a long summer night—
     Be now my theme!
     By this clear stream,
     Of thee will I write;
     Meantime from afar
     Bathe me in light I

     Thy world has not the dross of ours,
     Yet all the beauty-all the flowers
     That list our love or deck our bowers
     In dreamy gardens, where do lie
     Dreamy maidens all the day;
     While the silver winds of Circassy
     On violet couches faint away.
     Little—oh “little dwells in thee”
      Like unto what on earth we see:
     Beauty’s eye is here the bluest
     In the falsest and untruest—On the sweetest
     air doth float
     The most sad and solemn note—

     If with thee be broken hearts,
     Joy so peacefully departs,
     That its echo still doth dwell,



     Like the murmur in the shell.
     Thou! thy truest type of grief
     Is the gently falling leaf!
     Thy framing is so holy
     Sorrow is not melancholy.

31. The earl�est vers�on of “Tamerlane” was �ncluded �n the
suppressed volume of 1827, but d�ffers very cons�derably from the
poem as now publ�shed. The present draft, bes�des �nnumerable
verbal alterat�ons and �mprovements upon the or�g�nal, �s more
carefully punctuated, and, the l�nes be�ng �ndented, presents a more
pleas�ng appearance, to the eye at least.

32. “To Helen” f�rst appeared �n the 1831 volume, as d�d also “The
Valley of Unrest” (as “The Valley N�s”), “Israfel,” and one or two
others of the youthful p�eces. The poem styled “Romance,”
const�tuted the Preface of the 1829 volume, but w�th the add�t�on of
the follow�ng l�nes:
     Succeeding years, too wild for song,
     Then rolled like tropic storms along,
     Where, through the garish lights that fly
     Dying along the troubled sky,
     Lay bare, through vistas thunder-riven,
     The blackness of the general Heaven,
     That very blackness yet doth Ring
     Light on the lightning’s silver wing.

     For being an idle boy lang syne;
     Who read Anacreon and drank wine,
     I early found Anacreon rhymes
     Were almost passionate sometimes—
     And by strange alchemy of brain
     His pleasures always turned to pain—
     His naiveté to wild desire—
     His wit to love-his wine to fire—
     And so, being young and dipt in folly,
     I fell in love with melancholy,

     And used to throw my earthly rest
     And quiet all away in jest—
     I could not love except where Death
     Was mingling his with Beauty’s breath—
     Or Hymen, Time, and Destiny,
     Were stalking between her and me.

     But now my soul hath too much room—
     Gone are the glory and the gloom—
     The black hath mellow’d into gray,



     And all the fires are fading away.

     My draught of passion hath been deep—
     I revell’d, and I now would sleep
     And after drunkenness of soul
     Succeeds the glories of the bowl
     An idle longing night and day
     To dream my very life away.

     But dreams—of those who dream as I,
     Aspiringly, are damned, and die:
     Yet should I swear I mean alone,
     By notes so very shrilly blown,
     To break upon Time’s monotone,
     While yet my vapid joy and grief
     Are tintless of the yellow leaf—
     Why not an imp the graybeard hath,
     Will shake his shadow in my path—
     And e’en the graybeard will o’erlook
     Connivingly my dreaming-book.



DOUBTFUL POEMS



ALONE

     From childhood’s hour I have not been
     As others were—I have not seen
     As others saw—I could not bring
     My passions from a common spring—
     From the same source I have not taken
     My sorrow—I could not awaken
     My heart to joy at the same tone—
     And all I lov’d—I lov’d alone—
     Then—in my childhood—in the dawn
     Of a most stormy life—was drawn
     From ev’ry depth of good and ill
     The mystery which binds me still—
     From the torrent, or the fountain—
     From the red cliff of the mountain—
     From the sun that ‘round me roll’d
     In its autumn tint of gold—
     From the lightning in the sky
     As it pass’d me flying by—
     From the thunder, and the storm—
     And the cloud that took the form
     (When the rest of Heaven was blue)
     Of a demon in my view—

{Th�s poem �s no longer cons�dered doubtful as �t was �n 1903.
L�berty has been taken to replace the book vers�on w�th an earl�er,
perhaps more or�g�nal manuscr�pt vers�on—Ed}



TO ISADORE

             I

     Beneath the vine-clad eaves,
         Whose shadows fall before
         Thy lowly cottage door
     Under the lilac’s tremulous leaves—
     Within thy snowy claspeèd hand
         The purple flowers it bore..
     Last eve in dreams, I saw thee stand,
     Like queenly nymphs from Fairy-land—
     Enchantress of the flowery wand,
         Most beauteous Isadore!

              II

     And when I bade the dream
         Upon thy spirit flee,
         Thy violet eyes to me
     Upturned, did overflowing seem
     With the deep, untold delight
         Of Love’s serenity;
     Thy classic brow, like lilies white
     And pale as the Imperial Night
     Upon her throne, with stars bedight,
         Enthralled my soul to thee!

                 III

     Ah I ever I behold
         Thy dreamy, passionate eyes,
         Blue as the languid skies

     Hung with the sunset’s fringe of gold;
     Now strangely clear thine image grows,
         And olden memories
     Are startled from their long repose
     Like shadows on the silent snows
     When suddenly the night-wind blows
         Where quiet moonlight ties.

              IV

     Like music heard in dreams,
         Like strains of harps unknown,



         Of birds forever flown
     Audible as the voice of streams
     That murmur in some leafy dell,
         I hear thy gentlest tone,
     And Silence cometh with her spell
     Like that which on my tongue doth dwell,
     When tremulous in dreams I tell
         My love to thee alone!

              V

     In every valley heard,
         Floating from tree to tree,
         Less beautiful to, me,
     The music of the radiant bird,
     Than artless accents such as thine
         Whose echoes never flee!
     Ah! how for thy sweet voice I pine:—
     For uttered in thy tones benign
     (Enchantress!) this rude name of mine

         Doth seem a melody!



THE VILLAGE STREET

     In these rapid, restless shadows,
         Once I walked at eventide,
     When a gentle, silent maiden,
         Wal    ked in beauty at my side
     She alone there walked beside me
         All in beauty, like a bride.

     Pallidly the moon was shining
         On the dewy meadows nigh;
     On the silvery, silent rivers,
         On the mountains far and high
     On the ocean’s star-lit waters,
         Where the winds a-weary die.

     Slowly, silently we wandered
     From the open cottage door,
     Underneath the elm’s long branches
     To the pavement bending o’er;
     Underneath the mossy willow
     And the dying sycamore.

     With the myriad stars in beauty
     All bedight, the heavens were seen,
     Radiant hopes were bright around me,
     Like the light of stars serene;
     Like the mellow midnight splendor
     Of the Night’s irradiate queen.

     Audibly the elm-leaves whispered
         Peaceful, pleasant melodies,
     Like the distant murmured music
         Of unquiet, lovely seas:
     While the winds were hushed in slumber
         In the fragrant flowers and trees.

     Wondrous and unwonted beauty
         Still adorning all did seem,
     While I told my love in fables
         ‘Neath the willows by the stream;
     Would the heart have kept unspoken
         Love that was its rarest dream!

     Instantly away we wandered
         In the shadowy twilight tide,



     She, the silent, scornful maiden,
         Walking calmly at my side,
     With a step serene and stately,
         All in beauty, all in pride.

     Vacantly I walked beside her.
         On the earth mine eyes were cast;
     Swift and keen there came unto me
         Ritter memories of the past
     On me, like the rain in Autumn
         On the dead leaves, cold and fast.

     Underneath the elms we parted,
         By the lowly cottage door;
     One brief word alone was uttered
         Never on our lips before;
     And away I walked forlornly,
         Broken-hearted evermore.

     Slowly, silently I loitered,
         Homeward, in the night, alone;
     Sudden anguish bound my spirit,
         That my youth had never known;
     Wild unrest, like that which cometh
         When the Night’s first dream hath flown.

     Now, to me the elm-leaves whisper
         Mad, discordant melodies,
     And keen melodies like shadows
         Haunt the moaning willow trees,
     And the sycamores with laughter
         Mock me in the nightly breeze.

     Sad and pale the Autumn moonlight
         Through the sighing foliage streams;
     And each morning, midnight shadow,
         Shadow of my sorrow seems;
     Strive, 0 heart, forget thine idol!
         And, 0 soul, forget thy dreams!



THE FOREST REVERIE

     ’Tis said that when
     The hands of men
     Tamed this primeval wood,
     And hoary trees with groans of woe,
     Like warriors by an unknown foe,
     Were in their strength subdued,
     The virgin Earth Gave instant birth
     To springs that ne’er did flow
     That in the sun Did rivulets run,
     And all around rare flowers did blow
     The wild rose pale Perfumed the gale
     And the queenly lily adown the dale
     (Whom the sun and the dew
     And the winds did woo),
     With the gourd and the grape luxuriant grew.

     So when in tears
     The love of years
     Is wasted like the snow,
     And the fine fibrils of its life
     By the rude wrong of instant strife
     Are broken at a blow
     Within the heart
     Do springs upstart
     Of which it doth now know,
     And strange, sweet dreams,
     Like silent streams
     That from new fountains overflow,
     With the earlier tide
     Of rivers glide
     Deep in the heart whose hope has died—
     Quenching the fires its ashes hide,—
     Its ashes, whence will spring and grow
     Sweet flowers, ere long,
     The rare and radiant flowers of song!



NOTES

Of the many verses from t�me to t�me ascr�bed to the pen of Edgar
Poe, and not �ncluded among h�s known wr�t�ngs, the l�nes ent�tled
“Alone” have the ch�ef cla�m to our not�ce. Fac-s�m�le cop�es of th�s
p�ece had been �n possess�on of the present ed�tor some t�me
prev�ous to �ts publ�cat�on �n “Scr�bner’s Magaz�ne” for September,
1875; but as proofs of the authorsh�p cla�med for �t were not
forthcom�ng, he refra�ned from publ�sh�ng �t as requested. The
des�red proofs have not yet been adduced, and there �s, at present,
noth�ng but �nternal ev�dence to gu�de us. “Alone” �s stated to have
been wr�tten by Poe �n the album of a Balt�more lady (Mrs.
Balderstone?), on March 17th, 1829, and the facs�m�le g�ven �n
“Scr�bner’s” �s alleged to be of h�s handwr�t�ng. If the cal�graphy be
Poe’s, �t �s d�fferent �n all essent�al respects from all the many
spec�mens known to us, and strongly resembles that of the wr�ter of
the head�ng and dat�ng of the manuscr�pt, both of wh�ch the
contr�butor of the poem acknowledges to have been recently added.
The l�nes, however, �f not by Poe, are the most successful �m�tat�on
of h�s early manner�sms yet made publ�c, and, �n the op�n�on of one
well qual�f�ed to speak, “are not unworthy on the whole of the
parentage cla�med for them.”

Wh�le Edgar Poe was ed�tor of the “Broadway Journal,” some l�nes
“To Isadore” appeared there�n, and, l�ke several of h�s known p�eces,
bore no s�gnature. They were at once ascr�bed to Poe, and �n order
to sat�sfy quest�oners, an ed�tor�al paragraph subsequently appeared
say�ng they were by “A. Ide, jun�or.” Two prev�ous poems had
appeared �n the “Broadway journal” over the s�gnature of “A. M. Ide,”
and whoever wrote them was also the author of the l�nes “To
Isadore.” In order, doubtless, to g�ve a show of var�ety, Poe was then



publ�sh�ng some of h�s known works �n h�s journal over noms de
plume, and as no other wr�t�ngs whatever can be traced to any
person bear�ng the name of “A. M. Ide,” �t �s not �mposs�ble that the
poems now republ�shed �n th�s collect�on may be by the author of
“The Raven.” Hav�ng been publ�shed w�thout h�s usual elaborate
rev�s�on, Poe may have w�shed to h�de h�s hasty work under an
assumed name. The three p�eces are �ncluded �n the present
collect�on, so the reader can judge for h�mself what pretens�ons they
possess to be by the author of “The Raven.”
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