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INTRODUCTION

by Thomas Albright

Edgar Allan Poe was an enigma to most of his contemporaries, and he has

remained to this day one of the most misunderstood figures in American
literature.

It was perhaps problem enough that Poe's writing ran the gamut from
concisely scaled poetry to short stories (themselves ranging from Gothic ro-

mances and horror tales to the first intimations of science fiction and the detec-

tive story) and essays that ranked among the most distinguished works of

literary criticism of his age—every form except the extended epic poem or

ambitious novel to which most writers, both in America and Europe, were then

turning their attention.

Although Poe's ostensible medium was words, his expression embraced
imagery as intense as any painter's and the abstract sounds and rhythms nor-

mally associated with music. At a time when most of his countrymen strove to

create a literature that would be distinctly American—in subject and setting

(Cooper, Irving) or in a more generalized ethos (Emerson, Thoreau)—Poe
shrugged aside such cultural nativism. Like Shakespeare, he allowed his imag-

ination to travel freely through space and time; the settings of Poe's stories

range from medieval Hungary ("Metzengerstein") and Inquisition Spain

("The Pit and the Pendulum") to a futuristic, otherworldly "Aidenn" ("The

Conversation of Eiros and Charmion") and a nature walk in upstate New York
that seems very close to Thoreau's Walden ("Landor's Cottage"). In the process,

Poe traveled into the deepest and most clouded areas of human feeling and
experience. "Truth," he wrote, "lies in the huge abysses where wisdom is

sought—not in the palpable places where she is found." And he penetrated to

the very core of the collective psyche, or soul, by probing so deeply into his

own.

The extent to which Poe attained universality can be gauged by the early

recognition that his work received in Europe (if not in the United States), the

incalculable influence it exerted on the French symbolist poets and, through
them, on the entire development of modern visual art as well as literature. As



his art transcended nationality, it has also endured tune. To be sure, it has

suffered occasional reverses, as his rigorously metrical poetry did during the

heyday of free verse, but always it has come back anew, like an organic part ot

human consciousness that cannot be wished away or shoved aside.

Yet the most misunderstood, or at least overexaggerated, aspect ot Foe s

work remains. This is, of course, the macabre, bizarre, "irrational" quahties

that dominated his vision. Underlined by accounts of Poe's various phobias his

alcoholism, and his experimentation with drugs, these qualities suggested to

some writers the curious and eccentric, but thereby stunted and imperfect,

workings of a mind hanging on the edge of insanity. The sense of horror that

pervades much of Poes writing cannot, of course, be denied-fear forms one

of the most universal realms of human experience, and no artist was more

skillful than Poe at eliciting it-nor can the fact that he suffered tragically in his

personal life. Yet there was never any overindulgence or excess in Poe s art. By

no means all of his visions were nightmares, and even the nightmares were

governed by a supremely disciplined order wherein-as in the similarly mis-

understood work of Kafka-the terrifying was inseparably united with the

beautiful, the strange with the eerily familiar, the morose with the satirical or

oddly humorous (the French poet Charles Baudelaire, whose translations in-

trodviced Poe's work to Europe, was among the first to point to the prankster

in Poe's make-up). Poe's vision may have been Romantic in its mystery and

passion but he approached it with a classical, almost scientific, analytical preci-

sion which built the most impalpable atmospheres and moods into concrete

details and shapes, and dissected the intangibles of emotion-despair, guilt,



love, loneliness—with a rigor that anticipated psychoanalysis. Above all, there

is a brillance and lucidity that give Poe's dark insights, like those of Kafka, a

sense of truth, of an almost religious revelation. For beyond all else, in an age

when exploration of the geographical world was approaching a saturation

point, Poe was an explorer of the mind, braving dangers and obstacles such as

only the mind knows how to penetrate, beyond the frontiers of common expe-

rience and consciousness, but always for the purpose of bringing what he

found back to expand the boundaries of human reason. Or, as Poe put it in

attacking the "noble savage" ideal propounded by Rousseau (and few other

critics of his time could be as pointed or as caustic), the natural state of man is

not savagery but the development of those qualities that most distinguish him
from beasts. "Not until he has stepped upon the highest pinnacle of

civilization—will his natural state be ultimately reached."

Few artists today could have the affinity with Poe's goals and methods that

Satty brings to his illustrations of these fourteen works. Satty grew up in

post-war Germany, where the ruins of cities were his "playground" and the

shell of an abandoned church tower served as the equivalent of a backyard

clubhouse; his studio near the San Francisco waterfront occupies a dark, win-

dowless cellar that has been converted into a bizarre environment resembling

an alchemist's laboratory, furnished with throwaway "found objects" and
heavy carpeting that covers sand of the original pre-Gold Rush beach. But
Satty's visionary heritage of Grunewald, Frederich, and Ernst has been coun-

terbalanced by training and an early career in engineering and industrial

design; his youthful readings of Goethe by more recent studies of Jung and
Marshall McLuhan. In these illustrations, as in the more self-contained visuals

of his previous books. The Cosmic Bicycle and Time Zone, Satty has worked very

much as Poe did, following his imagination to wherever it might lead, but then

reconstructing his visions with the utmost discipline, exactitude, and artistic

"logic." Oddly, Satty did not encounter Poe's work until recently, but this has

given him the distinct advantage of objectivity. Freed from the preconceptions

fostered by generations of Hollywood horror movies, Satty has rediscovered

the infinite variety and nuances of mood and feeling in Poe. His selection of

stories, as well as his illustrations, reflect this richness and also the open-ended

nature of Poe's work, for of course the world to which Poe's writing provides a

door is one that each reader must ultimately explore himself.

At a time when the conventions that for so long have passed as "reality"

have proven lunatic in their own way, we are perhaps less prone than before to

equate the "irrational" with madness, in which case it may be that we are now
able to share Poe's visions in a spirit closer to that with which they were

conceived. If these worlds still seem strange, it is only an indication of how
much still remains to be explored.
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MS. FOUND
IN A BOTTLE



o,

Qui n'a plus qu'un moment a vivre

N'a plus rien a dissimuler.

Quinault—Atys

F MY country and of my family I have little to say. Ill usage

and length of years have driven me from the one, and estranged me
from the other. Hereditary wealth afforded me an education of no

common order, and a contemplative turn of mind enabled me to

methodise the stories which early study diligently garnered up. Beyond
all things, the works of the German moralists gave me great delight; not

from my ill-advised admiration of their eloquent madness, but from the

ease with which my habits of rigid thoughts enabled me to detect their

falsities. I have often been reproached with the aridity of my genius; a

deficiency of imagination has been imputed to me as a crime; and the

Pyrrhonism of my opinions has at all times rendered me notorious.

Indeed, a strong relish for physical philosophy has, I fear, tinctured my
mind with a very common error of this age— I mean the habit of refer-

ring occurrences, even the least susceptible of such reference, to the

principles of that science. Upon the whole, no person could be less liable

than myself to be led away from the severe precincts of truth by the ignes

fatui of superstition. I have thought proper to premise thus much, lest

the incredible tale I have to tell should be considered rather the raving

of a crude imagination, than the positive experience of a mind to which

the reveries of fancy have been a dead letter and a nullity.

After many years spent in foreign travel, I sailed in the year 18—

,

from the port of Batavia, in the rich and populous island of Java, on a

voyage to the Archipelago Islands.' I went as passenger—having no

other inducement than a kind of nervous restlessness which haunted me
as a fiend.
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Our vessel was a beautiful ship of about tour hundred tons,

copper-fastened, and built at Bombay of Malabar teak. She was

freighted with cotton-wool and oil, from the Lachadive Islands. We had

also on board coir, jaggeree, ghee, cocoanuts, and a few cases of opium.

The stowage was clumsily done, and the vessel consequently crank.

We got under way with a mere breath of wind, and for many days

stood along the eastern coast of Java, without any other incident to

beguile the monotony of our course than the occasional meeting with

some of the small grabs of the Archipelago to which we were bound.

One evening, leaning over the taffrail, I observed a very singular

isolated cloud, to the N. W. It was remarkable, as well from its color as

from its being the first we had seen since our departure from Batavia. I

watched it attentively until sunset, when it spread all at once to the

eastward and westward, girting in the horizon with a nai row strip of

vapor, and looking like a long line of low beach. My notice was soon

afterward attracted by the dusky-red appearance of the moon, and the

peculiar character of the sea. The latter was undergoing a rapid change,

and the water seemed more than usually transparent. Although I could

distinctly see the bottom, yet, heaving the lead, I found the ship in

fifteen fathoms. The air now became intolerably hot, and was loaded

with spiral exhalations similar to those arising from heated iron. As
night came on, every breath of wind died away, and a more entire calm

it is impossible to conceive. The flame of a candle burned upon the poop
without the least perceptible motion, and a long hair, held between the

finger and thumb, hung without the possibility of detecting a vibration.

However, as the captain said he could perceive no indication of danger,

and as we were drifting in bodily to shore, he ordered the sails to be

furled, and the anchor let go. No watch was set, and the crew, consisting

principally of Malays, stretched themselves deliberatelv upon deck. I

went below—not without a full presentiment of evil. Indeed, every ap-

pearance warranted me in apprehending a simoon. I told the captain of

my fears; but he paid no attention to what I said, and left me without

deigning to give a reply. My uneasiness, however, prevented me from
sleeping, and about midnight I went upon deck. As I placed my foot

upon the upper step of the companion-ladder, I was startled by a loud,

humming noise, like that occasioned by the rapid revolution of a mill-

wheel, and before I could ascertain its meaning, I found the ship quiver-

ing to its centre. In the next instant a wilderness of foam hurled us upon
our beam-ends, and, rushing over us fore and aft, swept the entire

decks from stem to stern.

The extreme fury of the blast proved, in a great measure, the

salvation of the ship. Although completely water-logged, yet, as her

masts had gone by the board, she rose, after a minute, heavily from the



MS. Found in a Bottle 5

sea, and, staggering awhile beneath the immense pressure of the tem-

pest, finally righted.

By what miracle I escaped destruction, it is impossible to say. Stun-

ned by the shock of the water, 1 found myself, upon recovery, jammed
in between the stern-post and rudder. With great difficulty I regained

my feet and looking dizzily around, was at first struck with the idea of

our being among breakers; so terrific, beyond the wildest imagination,

was the whirlpool of mountainous and foaming ocean within which we

were engulfed. After a while I heard the voice of an old Swede, who had

shipped with us at the moment of leaving port. I hallooed to him with

all my strength, and presently he came reeling aft. We soon discovered

that we were the sole sinvivors of the accident. All on deck, with the

exception of ourselves, had been swept overboard; the captain and

mates must have perished while they slept, for the cabins were deluged

with water. Without assistance we could expect to do little for the secu-

rity of the ship, and oiu' exertions were at first paralyzed by the momen-
tary expectation of going down. Our cable had, of course, parted like

pack-thread, at the first breath of the hurricane, or we should have been

instantaneously overwhelmed. We scudded with frightful velocity be-

fore the sea, and the water made clear breaches o\ er us. The framework

of our stern was shattered excessively, and, in almost every respect, we

had received considerable injury; but to our extreme joy we found the

pumps unchoked, and that we had made no great shifting of our bal-

last. The main fury of the blast had aheady blown over, and we ap-

prehended little danger from the violence of the wind; but we looked

forward to its total cessation with dismay; well belie\ing, that in our

shattered condition, we should inevitably perish in the tremendous swell

which would ensue. But this very just apprehension seemed by no

means likely to be soon verified. For five entire days and nights—during

which our only subsistence was a small tjuantity of jaggeree, procured

with great difficulty from the forecastle—the hulk flew at a rate defying

computation, before rapidly succeeding flaws of wind, which, without

ecjualling the first violence of the simoon, were still more terrific than

any tempest I had before encountered. Our course for the first four

days was, with trifling variations, S. E. and by S.; and we must have run

down the coast of New Holland. On the fifth day the cold became

extreme, although the wind had hauled round a point more to the

northward. The sun arose with a sickly yellow lustre, and clambered a

very few degrees above the horizon—emitting no decisive light. There

were no clouds apparent, yet the wind was upon the increase, and blew

with a fitful and unsteady fury. About noon, as nearly as we could guess,

our attention was again arrested by the appearance of the sun. It gave

out no light, properly so called, but a dull and sullen glow without
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reflection, as it all its ravs were polarized. Just before sinking within the

turgid sea. its central hres suddenly went out, as if hmriedlv extin-

guished bv some imaccotnitable power. It was a dim. silver-like rim,

alone, as it rushed down the tmfathomable ocean.

We waited in vain for the arrival of the sixth dav-—that dav to me
has not yet arrived—to the Swede ne\er did arri\e. Thenceforward we
were enshrouded in pitchv darkness, so that we could not have seen an

object at tw entv paces from the ship. Eternal night continued to envelop

us, all imrelieved by the phosphoric sea-brilliancv to \\hich we had been

accustomed in the tropics. We observed, too. that, although the tempest

continued to rage \\ith imabated violence, there was no longer to be

discovered the tisual appearance of sinf, or foam, which had hitherto

attended tis. All aroimd \vere horror, and thick gloom, and a black

s^^eltering desert of ebony. Superstitious terror crept by degrees into

the spirit of the old Swede, and mv o\vn soul \\as wrapt in silent wonder.

We neglected all care of the ship, as worse than useless, and seeming

ourselves as \vell as possible, to the stump of the mizzen-mast. looked out

bitterlv into the w orld of ocean. We had no means of calcidating time,

nor cotild \\'e form any guess of oiu" situation. We were. ho\vever. well

aware of having made farther to the southward than any previous

navigators, and felt great amazement at not meeting with the tistial

impediments of ice. In the meantime every moment threatened to be

our last—every mountainous billow hurried to overw helm us. The swell

surpassed anything I had imagined possible, and that we were not in-

stantly buried is a miracle. Mv companion spoke of the lightness of our

cargo, and reminded me of the excellent qualities of our ship; but I

could not help feeling the utter hopelessness of hope itself, and pre-

pared myself gloomily for that death which I thought nothing could

defer be\ ond an hoin-, as, with every knot of way the ship made, the

swelling of the black stupendous seas became more dismallv appalling.

At times we gasped for breath at an elevation bevond the albatross—at

times became dizzv with the velocity of our descent into some waterv

hell, where the air grew stagnant, and no soinid disturbed the shmibers

of the kraken.

We w ere at the bottom of one of these abvsses. w hen a qtiick scream

from mv companion broke fearftillv tipon the night. "See! seel" cried

he. shrieking in m\ ears. "Almighty GodI seel see!" As he spoke I be-

came aw are of a dull sullen glare of red light w hich streamed dow n the

sides of the vast chasm where we lav. and threw a fitful brilliancy tipon

our deck. Casting mv eves upw aids. I beheld a spectacle w hich froze the

current of my blood. At a terrific height directly above tis. and upon the

very verge of tlie precipitous descent. ho\ered a gigantic ship of

THE SUN .^ROSE. ... IT G.WE OUT NO LIGHT. PROPERLY
SO CALLED. BUT A DULL AND SULLEN GLOW WITHOUT
REFLECTION. AS IF ALL ITS RAVS WERE POLARIZED.
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perhaps four thousand tons. Although upreared upon the summit of a

wave more than a hundred times her own altitude, her apparent size

still exceeded that of any ship of the line or East Indianman in existence.

Her huge hull was of a deep dingy black, unrelieved by any of the

customary carvings of a ship. A single row of brass cannon protruded

from her open ports, and dashed from the polished surfaces the fires of

innumerable battle-lanterns which swung to and fro about her rigging.

But what mainly inspired us with horror and astonishment, was that she

bore up under a press of sail in the very teeth of that supernatural sea,

and of that ungovernable hurricane. When we first discovered her, her

bows were alone to be seen, as she rose slowly from the dim and horrible

gulf beyond her. For a moment of intense terror she paused upon the

giddy pinnacle as if in contemplation of her own sublimity, then trem-

bled, and tottered, and—came down.

At this instant, I know not what sudden self-possession came over

my spirit. Staggering as far aft as I could, 1 awaited fearlessly the ruin

that was to overwhelm. Our own vessel was at length ceasing from her

struggles, and sinking with her head to the sea. The shock of the de-

scending mass struck her, consecjuently in that portion of her frame

which was nearly under water, and the inevitable result was to hurl me,

with irresistible violence, upon the rigging of the stranger.

As I fell, the ship hove in stays, and went about; and to the confu-

sion ensuing I attributed my escape from the notice of the crew. With

little difficulty I made my way, unperceived, to the main hatchway,

which was partially open, and soon found an opportunity of secreting

myself in the hold. Why I did so I can hardly tell. An indefinite sense of

awe, which at first sight of the navigators of the ship had taken hold of

my mind, was perhaps the principle of my concealment. 1 was unwilling

to trust myself with a race of people who had offered, to the cursory

glance I had taken, so many points of vague novelty, doubt, and ap-

prehension. I therefore thought proper to contrive a hiding-place in the

hold. This I did by removing a small portion of the shifting-boards, in

such a manner as to afford me a convenient retreat between the huge

timbers of the ship.

I had scarcely completed my work, when a footstep in the hold

forced me to make use of it. A man passed by my place of concealment

with a feeble and unsteady gait. I could not see his face, but had an

opportunity of observing his general appearance. There was about it an

evidence of great age and infirmity. His knees tottered beneath a load of

years, and his entire frame quivered under the burthen. He muttered to

himself, in a low broken tone, some w ords of a language which I could

not understand, and groped in a corner among a pile of singular-

CASriNC; MV eyes upwards, I BEHELD A SPECTACLE
WHICH FROZE THE CURRENT OF MY BLOOD. AT A TER-

RIFIC HEIGHT DIRECTLY ABOVE US, AND UPON THE VERY
VERGE OF THE PRECIPITOUS DESCENT, HOVERED A

GIGANTIC SHIP, OF PERHAPS FOUR THOUSAND TONS.
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looking instruments, and decayed charts of navigation. His manner was

a wild mixture of the peevishness of second childhood, and the solemn

dignity of a God. He at length went on deck, and I saw him no more.

A feeling, for which I have no name, has taken possession of my
soul—a sensation which will admit of no analysis, to which the lessons of

bygone time are inadequate, and for which I fear futurity itself will offer

me no key. To a mind constituted like my own, the latter consideration is

an evil. I shall never— I know that I shall never—be satisfied with regard

to the nature of my conceptions. Yet it is not wonderful that these

conceptions are indefinite, since they have their origin in sources so

utterly novel. A new sense—a new entity is added to my soul.

It is long since I first trod the deck of this terrible ship, and the rays

of my destiny are, I think, gathering to a focus. Incomprehensible men!

Wrapped up in meditations of a kind which I cannot divine, they pass

me by unnoticed. Concealment is utter folly on my part, for the people

will not see. It is but just now that I passed directly before the eyes of the

mate; it was no long while ago that I ventured into the captain's own
private cabin, and took thence the materials with which I write, and
have written. I shall from time to time continue this journal. It is true

that I may not find an opportunity of transmitting it to the world, but I

will not fail to make the endeavor. At the last moment I will enclose the

MS. in a bottle, and cast it within the sea.

An incident has occurred which has given me new room for medi-

tation. Are such things the operation of ungoverned chance? I had

ventured upon deck and thrown myself down, without attracting any

notice, among a pile of ratlin-stuff and old sails, in the bottom of the

yawl. While musing upon the singularity of my fate, I unwittingly

daubed with a tar-brush the edges of a neatly-folded studding-sail

which lay near me on a barrel. The studding-sail is now bent upon the

ship, and the thoughtless touches of the brush are spread out into the

word Discovery.

I have made my observations lately upon the structure of the vessel.

Although well armed, she is not, I think, a ship of war. Her rigging,

build, and general equipment, all negative a supposition of this kind.

What she is not, I can easily perceive; what she is, I fear it is impossible to

say. I know not how it is, but in scrutinizing her strange model and

INCOMPREHENSIBLE MEn! WRAPPED UP IN MEDITATIONS
OF A KIND WHICH I CANNOT DIVINE, THEY PASS ME BY
UNNOTICED.
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singular cast of spars, her huge size and overgrown suits of canvas, her

severely simple bow and anticjuated stern, there will occasionally flash

across my mind a sensation of familiar things, and there is always mixed

up with stich indistinct shadows of recollection, an unaccountable

memory of old foreign chronicles and ages long ago. * * *

I have been looking at the timbers of the ship. She is built of a

material to which I am a stranger. There is a peculiar character about

the wood which strikes me as rendering it unfit for the purpose to which

it has been applied. I mean its extreme porousness, considered indepen-

dently of the worm-eaten condition which is a consequence of navigation

in these seas, and apart from the rottenness attendant upon age. It will

appear perhaps an observation somewhat over-curious, but this would

have every characteristic of Spanish oak, if Spanish oak were distended

by any unnatural means.

In reading the above sentence, a curious apothegm of an old

weatherbeaten Dutch navigator comes full upon my recollection. "It is

as sure," he was wont to say, when any doubt was entertained of his

veracity, "as sure as there is a sea where the ship itself will grow in bulk

like the living body of the seaman." * ^ *

About an hour ago, I made bold to trust myself among a group of

the crew. They paid me no manner of attention, and, although I stood

in the very midst of them all, seemed utterly unconscious of my pres-

ence. Like the one I had at first seen in the hold, they all bore about them
the marks of a hoary old age. Their knees trembled with infirmity; their

shoulders were bent double with decrepitude; their shrivelled skins

rattled in the wind; their voices were low, tremulous, and broken; their

eyes glistened with the rheum of years; and their gray hairs streamed

terribly in the tempest. Around them, on every part of the deck, lay

scattered mathematical instruments of the most quaint and obsolete

construction. * * *

I mentioned, some time ago, the bending of a studding-sail. From
that period, the ship, being thrown dead off the wind, has continued

her terrific course due south, with every rag of canvas packed upon her,

from her truck to her lower studding-sail booms, and rolling every

moment her top-gallant yard-arms into the most appalling hell of water

which it can enter into the mind of man to imagine. I have just left the

deck, where I find it impossible to maintain a footing, although the crew

seem to experience little inconvenience. It appears to me a miracle of

miracles that our enormous bulk is not swallowed up at once and

forever. We are surely doomed to hover continually upon the brink of

eternity, without taking a final plunge into the abyss. From billows a

thousand times more stupendous than any I have ever seen, we glide



PERHAPS THIS CURRENT LEADS US TO THE SOUTHERN POLE ITSELF.
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away with the facility of the arrowy sea-gull; and the colossal waters rear

their heads above us like demons of the deep, but like demons confined

to simple threats, and forbidden to destroy. I am led to attribute these

frequent escapes to the only natural cause which can account for such

effect. I must suppose the ship to be within the influence of some strong

current, or impetuous undertow. * * *

I have seen the captain face to face, and in his own cabin—but, as I

expected, he paid me no attention. Although in his appearance there is,

to a casual observer, nothing which might bespeak him more or less than

man, still, a feeling of irrepressible reverence and awe mingled with the

sensation of wonder with which I regarded him. In stature, he is nearly

my own height; that is, about five feet eight inches. He is of a well-knit

and compact frame of body, neither robust nor remarkable otherwise.

But it is the singularity of the expression which reigns upon the face—it

is the intense, the wonderful, the thrilling evidence of old age so utter, so

extreme, which excites within my spirit a sense—a sentiment ineffable.

His forehead, although little wrinkled, seems to bear upon it the stamp
of a myriad of years. His gray hairs are records of the past, and his

grayer eyes are sybils of the future. The cabin floor was thickly strewn

with strange, iron-clasped folios, and mouldering instruments of sci-

ence, and obsolete long-forgotten charts. His head was bowed down
upon his hands, and he pored, with a fiery, unquiet eye, over a paper

which I took to be a commission, and which, at all events, bore the

signature of a monarch. He murmured to himself—as did the first sea-

man whom I saw in the hold—some low peevish syllables of a foreign

tongue; and although the speaker was close at my elbow, his voice

seemed to reach my ears from the distance of a mile. * * *

The ship and all in it are imbued with the spirit of Eld. The crew

glide to and fro like the ghosts of buried centuries; their eyes have an

eager and uneasy meaning; and when their fingers fall athwart my path

in the wild glare of the battle-lanterns, I feel as I have never felt before,

although I have been all my life a dealer in antiquities, and have im-

bibed the shadows of fallen columns at Balbec, and Tadmor, and Perse-

polis, until my very soul has become a ruin. * * *

When I look around me, I feel ashamed of my former apprehen-

sion. If I trembled at the blast which has hitherto attended us, shall I not

stand aghast at a warring of wind and ocean, to convey any idea of

which, the words tornado and simoon are trivial and ineffective? All in

the immediate vicinity of the ship, is the blackness of eternal night, and
a chaos of foamless water; but, about a league on either side of us, may
be seen, indistinctly and at intervals, stupendous ramparts of ice, tower-

ing away into the desolate sky, and looking like the walls of the

universe. * * *



OH HORROR UPON HORROr! THE ICE OPENS SUDDENLY TO THE RIGHT, AND

to' the LEFT AND WE ARE WHIRLING DIZZILY, IN IMMENSE CONCENTRIC

CIRCLES ROUND AND ROUND THE BORDERS OF SOME GIGANTIC AMPHITHEATRE,

THE SUMMIT OF WHOSE WALLS IS LOST IN THE DARKNESS AND THE DISTANCE.



i8 MS. Found in a Bottle

As I imagined, the ship proves to be in a current—if that appella-

tion can properly be given to a tide which, howling and shrieking by the

white ice, thunders on to the southward with a velocity like the headlong

dashing of a cataract. * * *

To conceive the horror of my sensations is, I presume, utterly im-

possible; yet a curiosity to penetrate the mysteries of these awful regions,

predominates even over my despair, and will reconcile me to the most

hideous aspect of death. It is evident that we are hurrying onward to

some exciting knowledge—some never-to-be-imparted secret, whose at-

tainment is destruction. Perhaps this current leads us to the southern

pole itself. It must be confessed that a supposition apparently so wild has

every probability in its favor. * * *

The crew pace the deck with unquiet and tremulous step; but there

is upon their coimtenance an expression more of the eagerness of hope
than of the apathy of despair.

In the meantime the wind is still in our poop, and, as we carry a

crowd of canvas, the ship is at times lifted bodily from out the sea! Oh,
horror upon horror!—the ice opens suddenly to the right, and to the

left, and we are whirling dizzily, in immense concentric circles, round
and round the borders of a gigantic amphitheatre, the summit of whose

walls is lost in the darkness and the distance. But little time will be left

me to ponder upon my destiny! The circles rapidly grow small—we are

plunging madly within the grasp of the whirlpool—and amid a roaring,

and bellowing, and thundering of ocean and tempest, the ship is

quivering—oh God! and going down!

Note.—The "MS. Found in a Bottle," was originally published in 1831, and it was not until many
years afterward that I became acquainted with the maps of Mercator, in which the ocean is

represented as rushing, by four mouths into the (northern) Polar Gulf, to be absorbed into the

bowels of the earth; the Pole itself being represented by a black rock, lowering to a prodigious

height.
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I

A7id the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who
knowelh the mysteries of the vill, with its vigor? For

God is but a great will pervading all things by Jiature

of its intentness. Man doth not yield himself to the

angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the

weakness of hisfeeble ivill.

Joseph Glanvill

CANNOT, for my soul, remember how, when, or even precisely where,

I first became acc]uainted with the lady Ligeia. Long years have

since elapsed, and my memory is feeble through much suffering. Or,

perhaps, I cannot nou' bring these points to mind, because, in truth, the

character of my beloved, her rare learning, her singular yet placid cast

of beauty, and the thrilling and enthralling eloquence of her low musical

language, made their way into my heart by paces so steadily and stealth-

ily progressive, that they have been unnoticed and unknown. Yet I

believe that 1 met her first and most frequently in some large, old,

decaying city near the Rhine. Of her family— I have surely heard her

speak. That it is of a remotely ancient date cannot be doubted. Ligeia!

Ligeia! Buried in studies of a nature more than all else adapted to

deaden impressions of the outward world, it is by that sweet word

alone—by Ligeia—that I bring before mine eyes in fancy the image of

her who is no more. And now, while I write, a recollection flashes upon
me that I have neiwr knoum the paternal name of her who was my friend

and my betrothed, and who became the partner of my studies, and

finally the wife of my bosom. Was it a playful charge on the part of my
Ligeia? or was it a test of my strength of affection, that I should institute

no inquiries upon this point? or was it rather a caprice of my own—

a

wildly romantic offering on the shrine of the most passionate devotion?

I but indistinctly recall the fact itself—what wonder that I have utterly

forgotten the circumstances which originated or attended it? And, in-

deed, if ever that spirit which is entitled Rutnaricc—ii' ever she, the wan
and the misty-winged Ashtophet of idolatrous Egypt, presided, as they

tell, over marriages ill-omened, then most surely she presided over

mine.

There is one dear topic, however, on which my memory fails me

22
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not. It is the person of Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat slender,

and, in her latter days, even emaciated. I would in vain attempt to

portray the majesty, the quiet ease of her demeanor, or the incom-

prehensible lightness and elasticity of her footfall. She came and de-

parted as a shadow. I was never made aware of her entrance into my
closed study, save by the dear music of her low sweet voice, as she placed

her marble hand upon my shoulder. In beauty of face no maiden ever

equalled her. It was the radiance of an opium-dream—an airy and
spirit-lifting vision more wildly divine than the phantasies which hov-

ered about the slumbering souls of the daughters of Delos. Yet her

features were not of that regular mould which we have been falsely

taught to worship in the classical labors of the heathen. "'There is no
exquisite beauty," says Bacon, Lord Verulam, speaking truly of all the

forms and genera of beauty, "without some strangeness in the propor-

tion." Yet, although I saw that the featines of Ligeia were not of a classic

regularity—although I perceived that her loveliness was indeed "exqui-

site," and felt that there was much of "strangeness" pervading it, yet I

have tried in vain to detect the irregularity and to trace home my own
perception of "the strange." I examined the contour of the lofty and
pale forehead—it was faultless—how cold indeed that word when
applied to a majesty so divine!—the skin rivalling the purest ivory, the

commanding extent and repose, the gentle prominence of the regions

above the temples; and then the raven-black, the glossy, the luxuriant,

and naturally-curling tresses, setting forth the full force of the Homeric
epithet, "hyacinthine!" I looked at the delicate outlines of the nose—and
nowhere but in the graceful medallions of the Hebrews had I beheld a

similar perfection. There were the same luxurious smoothness of sur-

face, the same scarcely perceptible tendency to the aquiline, the same
harmoniously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit. I regarded the

sweet mouth. Here was indeed the triumph of all things heavenly—the

magnificent turn of the short upper lip—the soft, voluptuous slumber of

the under—the dimples which sported, and the color which spoke—the

teeth glancing back, with a brilliancy almost startling, every ray of the

holy light which fell upon them in her serene and placid yet most exult-

ingly radiant of all smiles. I scrutinized the formation of the chin—and,

here too, I found the gentleness of breadth, the softness and the

majesty, the fulness and the spirituality, of the Greek—the contour

which the god Apollo revealed but in a dream, to Cleomenes, the son of

the Athenian. And then I peered into the large eyes of Ligeia.

For eyes we have no models in the remotely antique. It might have

been, too, that in these eyes of my beloved lay the secret to which Lord

Verulam alludes. They were, I must believe, far larger than the ordi-

nary eyes of our own race. They were even fuller than the fullest of the

gazelle eyes of the tribe of the valley of Nourjahad. Yet it was only at

(Overleaf) vet i believe that i met her first and
most frequently in some large, old, decaying city
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26 LiGEIA

intervals—in moments of intense excitement—that this peculiarity be-

came more than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. And at such moments was

her beauty—in my heated fancy thus it appeared perhaps—the beauty

of beings either above or apart from the earth—the beauty of the fabu-

lous Houri of the Turk. The hue of the orbs was the most brilliant of

black, and, far over them, hung jetty lashes of great length. The brows,

slightly irregular in outline, had the same tint. The "strangeness," how-
ever, which I found in the eyes was of a nature distinct from the forma-

tion, or the color, or the brilliancy of the features, and must, after all, be

referred to the expression. Ah, word of no meaning! behind whose vast

latitude of mere sound we intrench our ignorance of so much of the

spiritual. The expression of the eyes of Ligeia! How for long hours have

I pondered upon it! How have I, through the whole of a midsummer
night, strtiggled to fathom it! What was it—that something more pro-

found than the well of Democritus—which lay far within the pupils of

my beloved? What ivas it? I was possessed with a passion to discover.

Those eyes! those large, those shining, those divine orbs! they became
to me twin stars of Leda, and I to them devoutest of astrologers.

There is no point, among the many incomprehensible anomalies of

the science of mind, more thrillingly exciting than the fact—never, I

believe, noticed in the schools—that in our endeavors to recall tq mem-
ory something long forgotten, we often find ourselves up(m the iie^y xierge

of remembrance, without being able, in the end, to remember. And
thus how frequently, in my intense scrutiny of Ligeia's eyes, have I felt

approaching the full knowledge of their expression—felt it ap-

proaching—yet not quite be mine—and so at length entirely depart!

And (strange, oh, strangest mystery of all!) I found, in the commonest
objects of the imiverse, a circle of analogies to that expression. I mean to

say that, subsequently to the period when Ligeia's beauty passed into my
spirit, there dwelling as in a shrine, I derived, from many existences in

the material world, a sentiment such as I felt always around, within me,

by her large and luminous orbs. Yet not the more could 1 define that

sentiment, or analyze, or even steadily view it. I recognized it, let me
repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly growing vine—in the con-

templation of a moth, a butterfly, a chrysalis, a stream of running water.

I have felt it in the ocean—in the falling of a meteor. I have felt it in the

glances of unusually aged people. And there are one or two stars in

heaven (one especially, a star of the sixth magnitude, double and
changeable, to be found near the large star in Lyra) in a telescopic

scrutiny of which I have been made aware of the feeling. I have been

filled with it by certain sounds from stringed instruments, and not un-

frequently by passages from books. Among innumerable other in-

stances, I well remember something in a volume of Joseph Glanvill,

which (perhaps merely from its quaintness—who shall say?) never failed

... AT SUCH MOMENTS WAS HER BEAUTY . . . THE
BEAUTY OF BEINGS EITHER ABOVE OR APART FROM THE
EARTH . . .
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to inspire me with the sentiment: "And the will therein Hetli, which dieth

not. Who knoweth the mysteries of the will, with its vigor? For God is but

a great will pervading all things by nature of" its intentness. Man doth

not yield him to the angels, nor luito death utterly, save only through

the weakness of his feeble will."

Length of years and subsequent reflection have enabled me to

trace, indeed, some remote connection between this passage in the En-

glish moralist and a portion of the character of Ligeia. An intensity in

thought, action, or speech was possibly, in her, a result, or at least an
index, of that gigantic volition which, during our long intercourse,

failed to give other and more immediate evidence of its existence. Of all

the women whom I have ever known, she, the outwardly calm, the

ever-placid Ligeia, was the most violently a prey to the tinnultuous

vultures of stern passion. And of such passion I could form no estimate,

save by the miraculous expansion of those eyes which at once so de-

lighted and appalled me,—by the almost magical melody, modulation,

distinctness, and placidity of her very low voice,—and by the fierce

energy (rendered doubly effective by contrast with her manner of utter-

ance) of the wild words which she habitually uttered.

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it was immense—such as I

have never known in woman. In the classical tongues was she deeply

proficient, and as far as my own accjuaintance extended in regard to the

modern dialects of Europe, I have never known her at fault. Indeed

upon any theme of the most admired because simply the most abstruse

of the boasted erudition of the Academy, have I mer found Ligeia at

fault? How singularly—how thrillingly, this one point in the nature of

my wife has forced itself, at this late period only, upon my attention! I

said her knowledge was such as I have never known in woman—but

where breathes the man who has traversed, and successfully, all the wide

areas of moral, physical, and mathematical science? I saw not then what

I now clearly perceive, that the acquisitions of Ligeia were gigantic, were

astounding; yet I was sufficiently aware of her infinite supremacy to

resign myself, with a child-like confidence, to her guidance through the

chaotic world of metaphysical investigation at which I was most busily

occupied during the earlier years of our marriage. With how vast a

triumph—with how vivid a delight—with how much of all that is

ethereal in hope did I feel, as she bent over me in studies but little

sought—but less known,—that delicious vista by slow degrees expand-

ing before me, down whose long, gorgeous, and all untrodden path, I

might at length pass onward to the goal of a wisdom too divinely preci-

ous not to be forbidden!

How poignant, then, must have been the grief with which, after

some years, I beheld my well-grounded expectations take wings to

themselves and fly away! Without Ligeia I was but as a child groping



HER PRESENCE, HER READINGS ALONE, RENDERED VIVIDLY LUMINOUS THE MANY
MYSTERIES OF THE TRANSCENDENTALISM IN WHICH WE WERE IMMERSED.
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benighted. Her presence, her readings alone, rendered vividly luminous

the many mysteries of the transcendentalism in which we were im-

mersed. Wanting the radiant lustre of her eyes, letters, lambent and
golden, grew duller than Saturnian lead. And now those eyes shone less

and less frequently upon the pages over which I pored. Ligeia grew ill.

The wild eyes blazed with a too too glorious effulgence; the pale fin-

gers became of the transparent waxen hue of the grave; and the blue

veins upon the lofty forehead swelled and sank, impetuously with the

tides of the most gentle emotion. I saw that she must die—and I strug-

gled desperately in spirit with the grim Azrael. And the struggles of the

passionate wife were, to my astonishment, even more energetic than my
own. There had been much in her stern nature to impress me with the

belief that, to her, death would have come withoiU its terrors; but not so.

Words are impotent to convey any just idea of the fierceness of resistance

with which she wrestled with the Shadow. I groaned in anguish at the

pitiable spectacle. I would have soothed— I would have reasoned; but in

the intensity of her wild desire for life—for life

—

hut for life—solace and
reason were alike the uttermost of folly. Yet not until the last instance,

amid the most convulsive writhings of her fierce spirit, was shaken the

external placidity of her demeanor. Her voice grew more gentle—grew
more low—yet I would not wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the

quietly uttered words. My brain reeled as I hearkened, entranced to a

melody more than mortal—to assumptions and aspirations which mor-

tality had never before known.

That she loved me I should not have doubted; and I might have

been easily aware that, in a bosom such as hers, love would have reigned

no ordinary passion. But in death only was I fully impressed with the

strength of her affection. For long hours, detaining my hand, would she

pour out before me the overflowing of a heart whose more than passion-

ate devotion amounted to idolatry. How had I deserved to be so blessed

by such confessions?—how had I deserved to be so cursed with the

removal of my beloved in the hour of my making them? But upon this

subject I cannot bear to dilate. Let me say only, that in Ligeia's more
than womanly abandonment to a love, alas! all unmerited, all unworth-

ily bestowed, I at length recognized the principle of her longing, with so

wildly earnest a desire, for the life which was now fleeing so rapidly away.

It is this wild longing— it is this eager vehemence of desire for life

—

but

for life—that I have no power to portray—no utterance capable of

expressing.

At high noon of the night in which she departed, beckoning me,

peremptorily, to her side, she bade me repeat certain verses composed
by herself not many days before. I obeyed her. They were these:

—
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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 returner h 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 oiu

The scenic solitude!

It writhes!—it writhes!—with mortal pangs

The mimes become its food.

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs

In human gore imbued.

Out—out are the lights—(jut 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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"O God!" halt shrieked Ligeia, leaping U) her feet and extending

her arms aloft with a spasmodic movement, as I made an end of these

lines
—"O God! O Divine Father!—shall these things he undeviatingly

so?—shall this conqueror be not once com]iiered? Are ue not part and

parcel in Thee? Who—who knoweth the mysteries of the will with its

vigor? Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save

only through the weakness of his feeble \\ ill."

And now, as if exhausted with emotion, she suffered her white arms

to fall, and returned solemnly to her bed of death. And as she breathed

her last sighs, there came mingled with them a low murmur from her

lips. I bent to them my ear, and distinguished, again, the concluding

words of the passage in Glanvill: "Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor

unto death utterly, saiw only through the loeakness of his feeble will."

She died: and I, crushed into the very dust with sorrow, could no

longer endure the lonely desolation of my dwelling in the dim and

decaying city by the Rhine. I had no lack of what the world calls wealth.

Ligeia had brought me far more, very far more, than ordinarily falls to

the lot of mortals. After a few months, therefore, of \veary and aimless

wandering, I purchased and put in some repair, an abbey, which I shall

not name, in one of the wildest and least frequented portions of fair

England. The gloomy and dreary grandeur of the building, the almost

savage aspect of the domain, the many melancholy and time-honored

memories connected with both, had much in unison with the feelings of

utter abandonment which had driven me into that remote and unsocial

region of the country. Yet although the external abbey, with its verdant

decay hanging about it, suffered but little alteration, I gave way, with a

child-like perversity, and perchance with a faint hope of alleviating my
sorrows, to a display of more than regal magnificence within. For such

follies, even in childhood, I had imbibed a taste, and now they came
back to me as if in the dotaaie of srrief. Alas, I feel how much even of

incipient madness might have been discovered in the gorgeous and

fantastic draperies, in the solemn carvings of Egypt, in the wild cornices

and furniture, in the Bedlam patterns of the carpets of tufted gold! I

had become a bounden slave in the trammels of opium, and my labors

and my orders had taken a coloring from my dreams. But these absur-

dities I must not pause to detail. Let me speak only of that one chamber,

ever accursed, whither, in a moment of mental alienation, I led from the

altar as my bride—as the successor of the unforgotten Ligeia—the fair-

haired and blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine.

There is no individual portion of the architecture and decoration of

that bridal chamber which is not now visibly before me. Where were the

souls of the haughty family of the bride, when, through thirst of gold,

they permitted to pass the threshold of an apartment so bedecked, a



SHE DIED

(Overleaf) . . .
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maiden and a daughter so beloved? I have said, that I minutely re-

member the details of the chamber—yet I am sadly forgetful on Kjpics

of deep moment; and here there was no system, no keeping, in the

fantastic display, to take hold upon the memory. The room lay in a high

turret of the castellated abbey, was pentagonal in shape, and of capaci-

ous size. Occupying the whole southern face of the pentagon was the

sole window—an immense sheet of imbroken glass from Venice—

a

single pane, and tinted of a leaden hue, so that the rays of either the sun

or moon passing through it, fell with a ghastly lustre on the objects

within. Over the upper portion of this huge window, extended the

trellis-work of an aged vine, which clambered up the massy walls of the

tinret. The ceiling, of gloomy-looking oak, was excessively lofty, vaulted,

and elaborately fretted with the wildest and most grostescjue speci-

mens of a semi-Gothic, semi-Druidical device. From out the most central

recess of this melancholy vaulting, depended, by a single chain of gold

with long links, a huge censer of the same metal, Saracenic in pattern,

and with many perforations so contrived that there writhed in and out

of them, as if endued with a serpent vitality, a continual succession of

parti-colored fires.

Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of Eastern figure, were

in various stations about; and there was the couch, too—the bridal

couch—of an Indian model, and low, and sculptured of solid ebony,

with a pall-like canopy above. In each of the angles of the chamber
stood on end a gigantic sarcophagus of black granite, from the tombs of

the kings over against Luxor, with their aged lids full of immemorial

scvdpture. But in the draping of the apartment lay, alas! the chief phan-

tasy of all. The lofty walls, gigantic in height—even unproportionably

so—were hung from siniimit to foot, in vast folds, with a heavy and

massive-looking tapestry—tapestry of a material which was found alike

as a carpet on the floor, as a covering for the ottomans and the ebony

bed, as a canopy for the bed and as the gorgeous volutes of the curtains

which partially shaded the window. The material was the richest cloth of

gold. It was spotted all over, at irregular intervals, with arabesque

figures, about a foot in diameter, and wrought upon the cloth in pat-

terns of the most jetty black. But these figures partook of the true

character of the arabescjue only when regarded from a single point of

view. By a contrivance now common, and indeed traceable to a very

remote period of anticjuity, they were made changeable in aspect. To
one entering the room, they bore the appearance of simple

monstrosities; but upon a farther advance, this appearance gradually

departed; and, step by step, as the visitor moved his station in the

chamber, he saw himself sinrounded by an endless succession of the

ghastly forms which belong to the superstition of the Norman, or arise

THE ROOM LAV IN A HIOH TURRET OF THE CASTELLATED
ABBEY ..."
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in the guilty slumbers of the monk. The phantasmagoric effect was

vastly heightened by the artificial introduction of a strong continual

current of wind behind the draperies—giving a hideous and uneasy

animation to the whole.

In halls such as these—in a bridal chamber such as this— I passed,

with the Lady of Tremaine, the unhallowed hours of the first month of

our marriage—passed them with but little disquietude. That my wife

dreaded the fierce moodiness of my temper—that she shimned me, and

loved me but little— I could not help perceiving; but it gave me rather

pleasure than otherwise. I loathed her with a hatred belonging more to

demon than to man. My memory flew back (oh, with what intensity of

regret!) to Ligeia, the beloved, the august, the beautiful, the entombed.

I revelled in recollections of her purity, of her wisdom, of her lofty—her

ethereal nature, of her passionate, her idolatrous love. Now, then, did

my spirit fully and freely burn with more than all the fires of her own. In

the excitement of my opium dreams (for I was habitually fettered in the

shackles of the drug), I would call aloud upon her name, during the

silence of the night, or among the sheltered recesses of the glens by day,

as if, through the wild eagerness, the solemn passion, the consuming

ardor of my longing for the departed, I could restore her to the path-

ways she had abandoned—ah, ivoidd it be for ever?—upon the earth.

About the commencement of the second month of the marriage,

the Lady Rowena was attacked with sudden illness, from which her

recovery was slow. The fever which consumed her rendered her nights

uneasy; and in her perturbed state of half-slumber, she spoke of

sounds, and of motions, in and about the chamber of the turret, which I

concluded had no origin save in the distemper of her fancy, or perhaps

in the phantasmagoric influences of the chamber itself. She became at

length convalescent—finally, well. Yet but a brief period elapsed, ere a

second more violent disorder again threw her upon a bed of suffering;

and from this attack her frame, at all times feeble, never altogether

recovered. Her illnesses were, after this epoch, of alarming character,

and of more alarming recurrence, defying alike the knowledge and the

great exertions of her physicians. With the increase of the chronic dis-

ease, which had thus, apparently, taken too sure hold upon her constitu-

tion to be eradicated by human means, I could not fail to observe a

similar increase in the nervous irritation of her temperament, and in her

excitability by trivial causes of fear. She spoke again, and now more
frequently and pertinaciously, of the sounds—of the slight sounds—and

of the unusual motions among the tapestries, to which she had formerly

alluded.

One night, near the closing in of September, she pressed this dis-

tressing subject with more than usual emphasis upon my attention. She

MY MEMORY FLEW BACK, (OH, WITH WHAT INTENSITY OF
regret!) TO LIGEIA, THE BELOVED, THE AUGUST, THE
BEAUTIFUL. . . .
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had just awakened from an unquiet slumber, and I had been watching,

with feelings half of anxiety, half of vague terror, the workings of her

emaciated countenance. I sat by the side of her ebony bed, upon one of

the ottomans of India. She partly arose, and spoke, in an earnest low

whisper, of sounds which she then heard, but which I could not hear—of

motions which she then saw, but which I could not perceive. The wind

was rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, and I wished to show her

(what, let me confess it, I could not all believe) that those almost inarticu-

late breathings, and those very gentle variations of the figures upon the

wall, were but the natural effects of that customary rushing of the wind.

But a deadly pallor, overspreading her face, had proved to me that my
exertions to reassure her would be fruitless. She appeared to be faint-

ing, and no attendants were within call. I remembered where was depo-

sited a decanter of light wine which had been ordered by her physicians,

and hastened across the chamber to procure it. But, as I stepped be-

neath the light of the censer, two circumstances of a startling nature

attracted my attention. I had felt that some palpable although invisible

Wild VISIONS .
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object had passed lightly by my person; and I saw that there lay upon
the golden carpet, in the very middle of the rich lustre thrown from the
censer, a shadow—a faint, indehnite shadow of angelic aspect—such as

might be fancied for the shadow of a shade. But I was wild with the
excitement of an immoderate dose of opiuin, and heeded these things
but little, nor spoke of them to Rowena. Having found the wine, I

recrossed the chamber, and poured out a gobletful, which I held to the
lips of the fainting lady. She had now partially recovered, however, and
took the vessel herself, while I sank upon an ottoman near me, with my
eyes fastened upon her person. It was then that I became distinctly

aware of a gentle foot-fall upon the carpet, and near the couch; and in a

second thereafter, as Rowena was in the act of raising the wine to her
lips, I saw, or may have dreamed that I saw, fall within the goblet, as if

from some invisible spring in the atmosphere of the room, three or four
large drops of a brilliant and ruby colored fluid. If this I saw—not so

Rowena. She swallowed the wine unhesitatingly, and I forbore to speak
to her of a circumstance which must, after all, I considered, have been
but the suggestion of a vivid imagination, rendered morbidly active by
the terror of the lady, by the opium, and by the hour.

Yet I cannot conceal it from my own perception that, immediately
subsequent to the fall of the ruby-drops, a rapid change for the worse
took place in the disorder of my wife; so that, on the third subsequent
night, the hands of her menials prepared her for the tomb, and on the

fourth, I sat alone, with her shrouded body, in that fantastic chamber
which had received her as my bride. Wild visions, opium-engendered,
flitted, shadow-like, before me. I gazed with unquiet eye upon the sar-

cophagi in the angles of the room, upon the varying figures of the

drapery, and upon the writhing of the parti-colored fires in the censer

overhead. My eyes then fell, as I called to mind the circumstances of a

former night, to the spot beneath the glare of the censer where I had
seen the faint traces of the shadow. It was there, however, no longer;

and breathing with greater freedom, I turned my glances to the pallid

and rigid figure upon the bed. Then rushed upon me a thousand
memories of Ligeia—and then came back upon my heart, with the tur-

bulent violence of a flood, the whole of that unutterable woe with which
I had regarded her thus enshrouded. The night waned; and still, with a

bosom full of bitter thoughts of the one only and supremely beloved, I

remained gazing upon the body of Rowena.
It might have been midnight, or perhaps earlier, or later, for I had

taken no note of time, when a sob, low, gentle, but very distinct, startled

me from my revery. Ifelt that it came from the bed of ebony—the bed of

death. I listened in an agony of superstitious terror—but there was no



42 LiGEIA

repetition of the sound. I strained my vision to detect any motion in the

corpse—but there was not the sHghtest perceptible. Yet I could not have

been deceived. I had heard the noise, however faint, and my soul was

awakened within me. I resolutely and perseveringly kept my attention

riveted upon the body. Many minutes elapsed before any circumstance

occurred tending to throw light upon the mystery. At length it became
evident that a slight, a very feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of color

had flushed up within the cheeks, and along the sunken small veins of

the eyelids. Through a species of unutterable horror and awe, for which

the language of mortality has no sufficiently energetic expression, I felt

my heart cease to beat, my limbs grow rigid where I sat. Yet a sense of

duty finally operated to restore my self-possession. I could no longer

doubt that we had been precipitate in our preparations—that Rowena
still lived. It was necessary that some immediate exertion be made; yet

the turret was altogether apart from the portion of the abbey tenanted

by the servants—there were none within call—I had no means of sum-
moning them to my aid without leaving the room for many minutes

—

and this I could not venture to do. I therefore struggled alone in my
endeavors to call back the spirit still hovering. In a short period it was

certain, however, that a relapse had taken place; the color disappeared

from both eyelid and cheek, leaving a wanness even more than that of

marble; the lips became doubly shrivelled and pinched up in the ghastly

expression of death; a repulsive clamminess and coldness overspread

rapidly the surface of the body; and all the usual rigorous stiffness

immediately supervened. I fell back with a shudder upon the couch

from which I had been so startlingly aroused, and again gave myself up
to passionate waking visions of Ligeia.

An hour thus elapsed, when (could it be possible?) I was a second

time aware of some vague sound issuing from the region of the bed. I

listened—in extremity of horror. The sound came again—it was a sigh.

Rushing to the corpse, I saw—distinctly saw—a tremor upon the lips. In

a minute afterward they relaxed, disclosing a bright line of the pearly

teeth. Amazement now struggled in my bosom with the profound awe
which had hitherto reigned there alone. I felt that my vision grew dim,

that my reason wandered; and it was only by a violent effort that I at

length succeeded in nerving myself to the task which duty thus once

more had pointed out. There was now a partial glow upon the forehead

and upon the cheek and throat; a perceptible warmth pervaded the

whole frame; there was even a slight pulsation at the heart. The lady

lived; and with redoubled ardor I betook myself to the task of restora-

tion. I chafed and bathed the temples and the hands, and used every

exertion which experience, and no little medical reading, could suggest.
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But in vain. Suddenly, the color fled, the pulsation ceased, the lips

resumed the expression of the dead, and, in an instant afterward, the

whole body took upon itself the icy chilliness, the livid hue, the intense

rigidity, the sunken outline, and all the loathsome peculiarities of that

which has been, for many days, a tenant of the tomb.
And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia—and again (what marvel

that I shudder while I write?), again there reached my ears a low sob

from the region of the ebony bed. But why shall 1 minutely detail the

unspeakable horrors of that night? Why shall I pause to relate how, time

after time, until near the period of the gray dawn, this hideous drama of

revivification was repeated; how each terrific relapse was only into a

sterner and apparently more irredeemable death; how each agony wore
the aspect of a struggle with some invisible foe; and how each struggle

was succeeded by I know not what of wild change in the personal ap-

pearance of the corpse? Let me hurry to a conclusion.

The greater part of the fearful night had worn away, and she who
had been dead once again stirred—and now more vigorously than
hitherto, although arousing from a dissolution more appalling in its

utter hopelessness than any. I had long ceased to struggle or to move,
and remained sitting rigidly upon the ottoman, a helpless prey to a

whirl of violent emotions, of which extreme awe was perhaps the least

terrible, the least consuming. The corpse, I repeat, stirreci, and now
more vigorously than before. The hues of life flushed up with unwonted
energy into the countenance—the limbs relaxed—and, save that the

eyelids were yet pressed heavily together, and that the bandages and
diaperies of the grave still imparted their charnel character to the

figure, I might have dreamed that Rowena had indeed shaken off,

utterly, the fetters of Death. But if this idea was not, even then, al-

together adopted, I could at least doubt no longer, when, arising from
the bed, tottering, with feeble steps, with closed eyes, and with the

manner of one bewildered in a dream, the thing that was enshrouded
advanced boldly and palpably into the middle of the apartment.

I trembled not— I stirred not—for a crowd of unutterable fancies

connected with the air, the stature, the demeanor, of the figure, rushing

hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed—had chilled me into stone.

I stirred not—but gazed upon the apparition. There was a mad disorder

in my thoughts—a tumult unappeasable. Could it, indeed, be the living

Rowena who confronted me? Could it, indeed, be Rowena at all—the

fair-haired, the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion of Tremaine? Why,
why should I doubt it? The bandage lay heavily about the mouth—but

then might it not be the mouth of the breathing Lady of Tremaine? And
the cheeks—there were the roses as in her noon of life—yes, these might
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indeed be the fair cheeks of the living Lady of Tiemaine. And the chin,

with its (Hniples, as in health, might it not be hers?—but had she then

groivn taller since her malady? What inexpressible madness seized me with

that thought? One bound, and I had reached her feet! Shrinking from

my touch, she let fall from her head, unloosened, the ghastly cerements

which had confined it, and there streamed foith into the rushing atmo-

sphere of the chamber huge masses of long and dishevelled hair; it was

blacker than the raven ivings of midnight! And now slowly opened the eyes of

the figure which stood before me. "Here then, at least," I shrieked

aloud, "can I never—can I never be mistaken—these are the full, and

the black, and the wild eyes—of my lost love—of the Lady—of the Lady
LlGEIA."

'.
. . CAN I NEVER BE MISTAKEN THESE ARE THE FULL,

AND THE BLACK, AND THE WILD EYES OF MY LOST
LOVE ... OF THE LaDY LiGEIA."
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D
Son cceur est un luth suspendu;

Silbt qu'on le louche il resonne.

De Beranger

URiNG the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the

autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively low in the

heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly

dreary tract of country, and at length found myself, as the shades of the

evening drew on, within view of the melancholy House of Usher. I know
not how it was—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of

insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say insufferable; for the feel-

ing was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sen-

timent with which the mind usually receives even the sternest natural

images of the desolate or terrible. I looked upon the scene before me

—

upon the mere house, and the simple landscape featuies of the

domain—upon the bleak walls—upon the vacant eye-like windows

—

upon a few rank sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed

trees—with an utter depression of soul which I can compare to no

earthly sensation more properly than to the after-dream of the reveller

upon opium—the bitter lapse into every-day life—the hideous dropping
off of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the

heart—an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the

imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it—

I

paused to think—what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation

of the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I

grapple with the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I pondered.

I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while,

beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects

which have the power of thus affecting us, still the analysis of this power
lies among considerations beyond our depth. It was possible, I reflected,

48
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that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the

details of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to an-

nihilate its capacity for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea,

I reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that

lay in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down—but with a

shudder even more thrilling than before—upon the remodelled and

inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the

vacant and eye-like windows.

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I ncnv proposed to mvself a

sojourn of some weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one ot

my boon companions in boyhood; but many years had elapsed since our

last meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached me in a distant part

of the country—a letter from him—which, in its wildly importunate

nature, had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. gave

evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily

illness—of a mental disorder which oppressed him—and of an earnest

desire to see me, as his best and indeed his only personal friend, with a

view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation

of his malady. It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was

said—it was the apparent heart that went with his request—which al-

lowed me no room for hesitation; and I accordingly obeyed forthwith

what I still considered a very singular summons.

Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet I really

knew little of my friend. His reserve had been always excessive and

habitual. I was aware, however, that his very ancient family had been

noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility of temperament,

displaying itself, through long ages, in many works of exalted art, and

manifested, of late, in repeated deeds of munihcent yet unobtiusive

charity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps

even more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties, of

musical science. I had learned, too, the very remarkable fact, that the

stem of the Usher race, all time-honored as it was, had put forth, at no

period, any enduring branch; in other words, that the entire family lay

in the direct line of descent, and had always, with very trifling and very

temporary variation, so lain. It was this deficiency, I considered, while

running over in thought the perfect keeping of the character of the

premises with the accredited character of the people, and while

speculating upon the possible influence which the one, in the long lapse

of centuries, might have exercised upon the other—it was this deficiency,

perhaps, of collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating transmis-

sion, from sire to son, of the patrimony with the name, which had, at

length, so identified the two as to merge the original title of the estate in
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the quaint and equivocal appellation ot the "House of Usher"—an ap-

pellation which seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who
used it, both the family and the family mansion.

I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat childish

experiment—that of looking down within the tarn—had been to deepen

the first singular impression. There can be no doubt that the conscious-

ness of the rapid increase of my superstition—for why should I not so

term it?—served mainly to accelerate the increase itself. Such, I have

long known, is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a

basis. And it might have been for this reason only, that, when I again

uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image in the pool, there

grew in my mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, that I

but mention it to show the vivid force of the sensations which oppressed

me. I had so worked upon my imagination as really to believe that about

the whole mansion and domain there hung an atmosphere peculiar to

themselves and their immediate vicinity—an atmosphere which had no

affinity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up from the de-

cayed trees, and the gray wall, and the silent tarn—a pestilent and mystic

vapor, dull, sluggish, faintly discernible, and leaden-hued.

Shaking off from my spirit whatmust have been a dream, I scanned

more nanowly the real aspect of the building. Its principal feature

seemed to be that of an excessive antiquity. The discoloration of ages

had been great. Minute fungi overspread the whole exterior, hanging in

a fine tangled web-work from the eaves. Yet all this was apart from any

extraordinary dilapidation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and

there appeared to be a wild inconsistency between its still perfect adapta-

tion of parts, and the crumbling condition of the individual stones. In

this there was much that reminded me of the specious totality of old

wood-work which has rotted for long years in some neglected vault,

with no disturbance from the breath of the external air. Beyond this

indication of extensive decay, however, the fabric gave little token of

instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have discov-

ered a barely perceptible fissure, which, extending from the roof of the

building in front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag direction, until

it became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn.

Noticing these things, I rode over a short causeway to the house. A
servant in waiting took my horse, and I entered the Gothic archway of

the hall. A valet, of stealthy step, thence conducted me, in silence,

through many dark and intricate passages in my progress to the studio of

his master. Much that I encountered on the way contributed, I know not

how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which I have already spoken.

While the objects around me—while the carvings of the ceilings, the

sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness of the floors, and the
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phantasmagoric armorial trophies which rattled as I strode, were but

matters to which, or to such as which, 1 had been accustomed from my

infancy—while I hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all

this— I still wondered to hnd how unfamiliar were the fancies which

ordinary images were stirring up. On one of the staircases, I met the

physician of the family. His countenance, I thought, wore a mingled

expression of low cunning and perplexity. He accosted me with trepida-

tion and passed on. The valet now threw open a door and ushered me

into the presence of his master.

The room in which I found myself was very large and lofty. The

windows were long, narrow, and pointed, and at so vast a distance from

the black oaken floor as to be altogether inaccessible from within. Feeble

gleams of encrimsoned light made their way through the trellissed

panes, and served to render sufficiently distinct the more prominent

objects around; the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter

angles of the chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling.

Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general furniture was pro-

fuse, comfordess, antique, and tattered. Many books and musical in-

struments lay scattered about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene.

I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep,

and irredeemable gloom hung over and pervaded all.

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on which he had been

lying at full length, and greeted me with a vivacious warmth which had

much in it, I at hrst thought, of an overdone cordiality—of the con-

strained effort of the ennuye man of the world. A glance, however, at his

countenance convinced me of his perfect sincerity. We sat down; and for

some moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a feeling half

of pity, half of awe. Surely, man had never before so terribly altered, in

so brief a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that I

could bring myself to admit the identity of the wan being before me

with the companion of my early boyhood. Yet the character of his face

had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an

eye large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin

and very pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose of a deli-

cate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril unusual in similar

formations; a finely moulded chin, speaking, in its want of prominence,

of a want of moral energy; hair of a more than web-like softness and

tenuity;—these features, with an inordinate expansion above the re-

gions of the temple, made up altogether a countenance not easily to be

forgotten. And now in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing charac-

ter of these features, and of the expression they were wont to convey, lay

so much of change that I doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghasdy

pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above all
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things startled and even awed me. The silken hair, too, had been suf-

fered to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer texture, it

floated rather than fell about the face, I could not, even with effort,

connect its Arabesque expression with any idea of simple humanity.

In the manner of my friend 1 was at once struck with an

incoherence—an inconsistency; and I soon found this to arise from a

series of feeble and futile struggles to overcome an habitual

trepidancy—an excessive nervous agitation. For something of this na-

ture I had indeed been prepared, no less by his letter, than by reminis-

cences of certain boyish traits, and by conclusions deduced from his

peculiar physical confirmation and temperament. His action was alter-

nately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous

indecision (when the animal spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that

species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, and

hollow-sounding enunciation—that leaden, self-balanced, and perfectly

modulated guttural utterance, which may be observed in the lost

drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, during the periods of his

most intense excitement.

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his earnest

desire to see me, and of the solace he expected me to afford him. He
entered, at some length, into what he conceived to be the nature of his

malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and a family evil, and one for

which he despaired to find a remedy—a mere nervous affection, he

immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It dis-

played itself in a host of unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he

detailed them, interested and bewildered me; although, perhaps, the

terms and the general manner of their narration had their weight. He
suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses; the most insipid

food was alone endurable; he could wear only garments of certain tex-

ture; the odors of all flowers were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by

even a faint light; and there were but peculiar sounds, and these from

stringed instruments, which did not inspire him with horror.

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden slave. "I

shall perish," said he, "I rmist perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus,

and not otherwise, shall I be lost. I dread the events of the future, not in

themselves, but in their results. I shudder at the thought of any, even

the most trivial, incident, which may operate upon this intolerable agita-

tion of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its

absolute effect—in terror. In this unnerved, in this pitiable, condition I

feel that the period will sooner or later arrive when I must abandon life

and reason together, in some struggle with the grim phantasm. Fear."

I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and

etjuivocal hints, another singular feature of his mental condition. He



"
. . I FEEL THAT THE PERIOD WILL S ""ONER OR LATER ARRIVE WHEN I MUST

ABANDON LIFE AND REASON TOGETHER-) IN SOME STRUGGLE WITH THE GRIM

PHANTASM, FEAR.
"
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was enchained by certain superstitious impressions in regard to the

dwelling which he tenanted, and whence, for many years, he had never

ventured forth—in regard to an influence whose supposititious force

was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re-stated—an influence

which some peculiarities in the mere form and substance of his family

mansion had, by dint of long sufferance, he said, obtained over his

spirit—an effect which the physique of the gray walls and turrets, and of

the dim tarn into which they all looked down, had, at length, brought
about upon the morale of his existence.

He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much of the

peculiar gloom which thus afflicted him could be traced to a more
natural and far more palpable origin—to the severe and long-continued

illness—indeed to the evidently approaching dissolution—of a tenderly

beloved sister, his sole companion for long years, his last and only rela-

tive on earth. "Her decease," he said, with a bitterness which I can never

forget, "would leave him (him, the hopeless and the frail) the last of the

ancient race of the Ushers." While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for so

was she called) passed through a remote portion of the apartment, and,

without having noticed my presence, disappeared. I regarded her with

an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread; and yet I found it

impossible to account for such feelings. A sensation of stupor oppressed

me as my eyes followed her retreating steps. When a door, at length,

closed upon her, my glance sought instinctively and eagerly the counte-

nance of the brother; but he had buried his face in his hands, and I

could only perceive that a far more than ordinary wanness had over-

spread the emaciated fingers through which trickled many passionate

tears.

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill of her

physicians. A settled apathy, a gradual wasting away of the person, and
frequent although transient affections of a partially cataleptical charac-

ter were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily borne up
against the pressure of her malady, and had not betaken herself finally

to bed; but on the closing in of the evening of my arrival at the house,

she succumbed (as her brother told me at night with inexpressible agita-

tion) to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and I learned that the

glimpse I had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last I

should obtain—that the lady, at least while living, would be seen by me
no more. ^

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by either

Usher or myself; and during this period I was busied in earnest en-

deavors to alleviate the melancholy of my friend. W'e painted and read

together, or I listened, as if in a dream, to the wild improvisations of his

speaking guitar. And thus, as a closer and still closer intimacy admitted

me more unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly

did I perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which
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darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured forth upon all objects

of the moral and physical universe in one unceasing radiation of gloom.

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many solemn hours I

thus spent alone with the master of the House of Usher. Yet I should fail

in any attempt to convey an idea of the exact character of the studies, or

of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led me the way. An
excited and highly distempered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over

all. His long improvised dirges will ring forever in my ears. Among
other things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular perversion and
amplification of the wild air of the last waltz of Von Weber. From the

paintings over which his elaborate fancy brooded, and which grew,

touch by touch, into vaguenesses at which I shuddered the more thril-

lingly, because I shuddered knowing not why—from these paintings

(vivid as their images now are before me) I would in vain endeavor to

educe more than a small portion which should lie within the compass of

merely written words. By the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his

designs, he arrested and overawed attention. If ever mortal painted an

idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at least, in the cir-

cumstances then surrounding me, there arose out of the pure abstrac-

tions which the hypochondriac contrived to throw upon his canvas, an

intensity of intolerable awe, no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the

contemplation of the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of

Fuseli.

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking not

so rigidly of the spirit of abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although

feebly, in words. A small picture presented the interior of an immensely

long and rectangular vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, white, and

without interruption or device. Certain accessory points of the design

served well to convey the idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding

depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet was observed in any

portion of its vast extent, and no torch or other artificial source of light

was discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled throughout, and
bathed the whole in a ghastly and inappropriate splendor.

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory nerve

which rendered all music intolerable to the sufferer, with the exception

of certain effects of stringed instruments. It was, perhaps, the narrow

limits to which he thus confined himself upon the guitar which gave

birth, in great meastne, to the fantastic character of his performances.

But the iei'\ id facility of his impromptus could not be so accounted for.

They must have been, and were, in the notes, as well as in the words of

his wild fantasias (for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with

rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of hat intense mental collect-

edness and concentration to which I have previously alluded as observ-

able only in particular moments of the highest artificial excitement. The
words of one of these rhapsodies I have easily remembered. I was,
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perhaps, the more ibrcibly impressed with it as he gave it, because, in

the under or mystic current o( its meaning, I fancied that I perceived,

and for the first time, a full consciousness on the part of Usher of the

tottering of his lofty reason upon her throne. The verses, which were

entitled "The Haunted Palace," ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus:

I.

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.

n.

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 odor went away.

UL
Wanderers in that happy valley

Through two luminous windows saw

Spirits moving musically

To a lute's well-timed law;

Round about a throne, where sitting

(Porphyrogene!)

In state his glory well befitting.

The ruler of the realm was seen.

IV.

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.
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V.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,

Assailed the monarch's high estate;

(Ah, let us moinn, for never morrow
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.

VL

And travellers now within that valley,

Through the red-litten windows see

Vast forms that move fantastically

To a discordant melody;

While, like a rapid ghastly river.

Through the pale door;

A hideous throng rush out forever.

And laugh—but smile no more.

I well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad led us

into a train of thought wherein there became manifest an opinion of

Usher's which I mention not so much on account of its novelty (for other

men' have thought thus), as on account of the pertinacity with which he

maintained it. This opinion, in its general form, was that of the sentience

of all vegetable things. But, in his disordered fancy, the idea had as-

sumed a more daring character, and trespassed, under certain condi-

tions, upon the kingdom of inorganization. I lack words to express the

full extent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. The belief, how-

ever, was connected (as I have previously hinted) with the gray stones of

the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the sentence had been

here, he imagined, fulhlled in the method of collocation of these

stones—in the order of their arrangement, as well as in that of the many
fungi which overspread them, and of the decayed trees which stood

around—above all, in the long undistinbed endurance of this arrange-

ment, and in its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its

evidence—the evidence of the sentience—was to be seen, he said (and I

here started as he spoke), in the gradual yet certain condensation of an

atmosphere of their own about the waters and the walls. The result was

discoverable, he added, in that silent yet importunate and terrible influ-

ence which for centuries had moulded the destinies of his family, and

which made/jm what I now saw him—what he was. Such opinions need

no comment, and I will make none.

' Watson, Dr. Percival, Spallanzaiii, and especially the Bishop of LandafF.—See "tlhemical Essays,"

vol. V.
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Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no small por-

tion of the mental existence of the invalid—were, as might be supposed,

in strict keeping with this character of phantasm. We pored together

over such works as the "Ververt et Chartreuse" of Cresset; the "Bel-

phegor" of Machiavelli; the "Heaven and Hell" of Swedenborg; the

"Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimm" of Holberg; the "Chiro-

mancy" of Robert Flud, of Jean D'Indagine, and of Dela Chambre; the

"Journey into the Blue Distance of Tieck"; and the "City of the Sun of

Campanella." One favorite volume was a small octavo edition of the

"Directorium Incjuisitorium," by the Dominican Eymeric de Cironne;

and there were passages in Pomponius Mela, about the old African

Satyrs and CEgipans, over which Usher would sit dreaming for hours.

His chief delight, however, was found in the perusal of an exceedingly

rare and curious book in tjuarto Cothic—the manual of a foigotten

church—the Vigilia' Mortuorum sccioiduiii Chorum Ecclcsio' MagiDithuv

.

I could not help thinking of the wild litual of this work, and of its

probable influence upon the hypochondriac, when, one evening, having

informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline was no more, he stated his

intention of preserving her corpse for a fortnight (previously to its final

interment), in one of the numerous vaidts within the main walls of the

building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for this singular pro-

ceeding, was one which I did not feel at liberty to dispute. The brother

had been led to his resolution (so he told me) by consideration of the

unusual character of the malady of the deceased, of certain obtrusive

and eager inquiries on the part of her medical men, and of the remote

and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the family. I will not deny

that when I called to mind the sinister countenance of the person whom
I met upon the staircase, on the day of ni) arrival at the house, I had no

desire to oppose what I regarded as at best but a harmless, and by no

means an unnatural, precaution.

At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in the arrange-

ments for the temporary entombment. The body having been en-

coffined, we two alone bore it to its rest. The vault in which we placed it

(and which had been so long unopened that our torches, half smothered

in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little opportunity for investiga-

tion) was small, damp, and entirely without means of admission for

light; lyiug, at great depth, immediately beneath that portion of the

building in which was my own sleeping apartment. It had been used,

apparently, in remote feudal times, for the worst pinposes of a donjon-

keep, and, in later days, as a place of deposit for powder, or some other

highly combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and the whole

interior of a long archway thiough which we reached it, were carefully

sheathed with copper. The door, of massive iron, had been, also, simi-

larly protected. Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp, grating

sound, as it moved upon its hinges.
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Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels within this

region of liorror, we partially turned aside the yet unscrewed lid of the

coflfin, and looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking similitude

between the fjrother and sister now first arrested my attention; and
Usher, divining, perliaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few words

from which I learned that the deceased and liimself had been twins, and

that sympathies of a scarcely intelligible nature had always existed be-

tween them. Our glances, howexei', rested not long upon the dead—for

we could not regard her unawed. The disease which had thus entombed
the lady in the maturity of youth, had left, as usual in all maladies of a

strictly cataleptical character, the mockery of a faint blush upon the

bosom and the face, and that suspiciously lingering smile upon the lip

which is so terrible in death. We replaced and screwed down the lid,

and, having secured the door of iron, made our way, with toil, into the

scarcely less gloomy apartments of the upper portion of the house.

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an observable

change came over the features of the mental disorder of my friend. His

ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were ne-

glected or forgotten. He roamed from chamber to chamber with hur-

ried, unequal, and objectless step. The pallor of his countenance had
assumed, if possible, a more ghastly hue—but the luminousness of his

eye had utterly gone out. The once occasional huskiness of his tone was

heard no more; and a tremulous quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitu-

ally characterized his utterance. There were times, indeed, when I

thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring with some oppres-

sive secret, to divulge which he struggled for the necessary courage. At

times, again, I was obliged to resolve all into the mere inexplicable

vagaries of madness, for I beheld him gazing upon vacancy for long

hours, in an attitude of the profoundest attention, as if listening to some
imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrihed—that it

infected me. I felt creeping upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the

wild influences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions.

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the

seventh or eighth day after the placing of the lady Madeline within the

donjon, that 1 experienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep came
not near my couch—while the hours waned and waned away. I strug-

gled to reason off the nervousness which had dominion over me. I

endeavored to believe that much, if not all of what I felt, was due to the

bewildering influence of the gloomy furniture of the room—of the dark

and tattered draperies, which, tortured into motion by the breath of a

rising tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls, and rustled

uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless.

An irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame; and, at length,

there sat upon my very heart an incubus of utterly causeless alarm.
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Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the

pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense darkness of the

chamber, hearkened—I know not why, except that an instinctive spirit

prompted me—to certain low and indefinite sounds which came,

through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence.

Overpowered by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet un-

endurable, I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that I should

sleep no more during the night), and endeavored to arouse myself from

the pitiable condition into which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and

fro through the apartment.

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step on an

adjoining staircase arrested my attention. 1 presently recognized it as

that of Usher. In an instant afterward he rapped, with a gentle touch, at

m\ door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance was, as usual,

cadaverously wan—but, moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in

his eyes—an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole demeanor. His air

appalled me—but any thing was preferable to the solitude which I had

so long endured, and I even welcomed his presence as a relief.

"And you have not seen it?" he said abruptly, after having stared

about him for some moments in silence
—

"you have not then seen it?

—

btit, stay! you shall." Thus speaking, and having carefully shaded his

lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and threw it freely open to the

storm.

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from our

feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous yet sternly beautiful night, and one

wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had apparently

collected its force in our vicinity; for there were frequent and violent

alterations in the direction of the wind; and the exceeding density of the

clouds (which hung so low as to press upon the turrets of the house) did

not prevent our perceiving the life-like velocity with which they flew

careering from all points against each other, without passing away into

the distance. I say that even their exceeding density did not prevent our

perceiving this—yet we had no glimpse of the moon or stars, nor was

there any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under surfaces of the

huge masses of agitated vapor, as well as all terrestrial objects immedi-

ately around us, were glowing in the unnatural light of a faintly lumi-

nous and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation which hung about and

enshrouded the mansion.

"You must not—you shall not behold this!" said I, shuddering, to

Usher, as I led him, with a gentle violence, from the window to a seat.

"These appearances, which bewilder you, are merely electrical

phenomena not uncommon—or it may be that they have their ghastly

origin in the rank miasma of the tarn. Let us close this casement;—the

air is chilling and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your favorite
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romances. I will read, and you shall listen:—and so we w ill pass away this

terrible night together."

The antic]ue volume which I had taken up was the "Mad Trist" of

Sir Launcelot Canning; but I had called it a favorite of Usher's more in

sad jest than in earnest; for, in truth, theie is little in its uncouth and
imimaginative prolixity which could have had interest for the lofty and
spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, however, the only book immedi-
ately at hand; and I indulged a vague hope that the excitement which
now agitated the hypochondriac, might find relief (for the history of

mental disorder is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of

the folly which I should read. Could I have judged, indeed, by the wild

overstrained air of vivacity with which he hearkened, or apparently

hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well have congratulated

myself upon the success of my design.

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the story where

Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having sought in vain for peaceable

admission into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make good an

entrance by force. Here, it w ill be remembered, the words of the narra-

tive run thus:

"And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and who was

now mighty withal, on accoimt of the powerfulness of the wine which he

had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley with the hermit, who, in

sooth, was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but, feeling the rain upon
his shoulders, and fearing the rising of the tempest, uplifted his mace
outright, and, with blows, made quickly room in the plankings of the

door for his gaimtleted hand; and now pidling therewith stmxlily, he so

cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise of the dry and
hollow-sounding wood alarumed and reverberated throughout the

forest."

At the termination of this sentence I started and, for a moment
paused; for it appeared to me (although I at once concluded that my
excited fancy had deceived me)— it appeared to me that, from some
very remote portion of the mansion, there came, indistinctly to my ears,

what might have been, in its exact similarity of character, the echo (but a

stiffed and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound
which Sir Launcelot had so particularly described. It was, beyond doubt,

the cciincidence alone which had arrested my attention; for, amid the

rattling of the sashes of the casements, and the ordinary commingled
noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing,

surely, which should have interested or disturbed me. I continued the

story:

"But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door,

was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no signal of the maliceful



HERE AGAIN I PAUSED ABRUPTLY, AND NOW WITH A FEELING OF WILD

AMAZEMENT FOR THERE COULD BE NO DOUBT WHATEVER THAT, IN THIS IN-

STANCE, I DID ACTUALLY HEAR ... A LOW AND APPARENTLY DISTANT, BUT

HARSH, PROTRACTED, AND MOST UNUSUAL SCREAMING OR GRATING SOUND . . .
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hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious

demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in guard before a palace of

gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the wall there hung a shield of

shining brass with this legend enwritten

—

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin;

Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win.

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the dra-

gon, which fell before him, and gave up his pesty breath, with a shriek

so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had fain to

close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like

whereof was never before heard."

Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild

amazement—for there could be no doubt whatever that, in this instance,

I did actually hear (although from what direction it proceeded I found
it impossible to say) a low and apparently distant, but harsh, protracted,

and most unusual screaming or grating sound—the exact counterpart

of what my fancy had already conjured up for the dragon's unnatural

shriek as described by the romancer.

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of this second

and most extraordinary coincidence, by a thousand conflicting sensa-

tions, in which wonder and extreme terror were predominant, I still

retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any observa-

tion, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. 1 was by no means
certain that he had noticed the sounds in question; although, assinedly,

a strange alteration had, duiing the last few minutes, taken place in his

demeanor. From a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought

round his chair, so as to sit with his face to the door of the chamber; and
thus I could but partially perceive his features, although I saw that his

lips trembled as if he w ere murmuring inaudibly. His head had drop-

ped upon his breast—yet I knew that he was not asleep, from the wide

and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The
motion of his body, too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked

from side to side with a gentle yet constant and uniform sway. Having
rapidly taken notice of all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot,

which thus proceeded:

"And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible ftny of

the dragon, bethinking himself of the brazen shield, and of the breaking

up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the carcass from out

of the way before him, and approached valorously over the silver pave-

ment of the castle to where the shield was upon the wall; which in sooth

tarried not for his full coming, but fell down at his feet upon the silver

floor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound."



BUT THEN WITHOUT THOSE DOORS THERE DID STAND THE LOFTY AND

ENSHROUDED FIGURE OF THE LADY MADELINE OF USHER.
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No sooner had these syllables passed ni) lips, than—as if a shield ot

brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of silver—

1

became aware of" a distinct, hollow, metallic, and clangorous, yet appar-

ently muffled, reverberation. Completely unnerved, 1 leaped to my feet;

but the measured rocking movement of Usher was undisturbed. I

rushed to the chair in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly before

him, and throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony rigid-

ity. But, as I placed my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong

shudder over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered about his lips;

and I saw that he spoke in a low, huriied, and gibbering murmur, as if

unconscious of my presence. Bending closely over him, I at length

drank in the hideous import of his words.

"Now hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long—long

—

long—many minutes, many hours, many days, have I heard it—yet I

dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am!—I dared not—

I

dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! Said I not that my
senses were acute? I )ioxl> tell you that I heard her first feeble movements
in the hollow coffin. I heard them—many, many clays ago—yet I dared

not

—

I dared not speak! And now-—to-night—Ethelred—ha! ha!—the

breaking of the hermit's door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the

clangor of the shield—say, rather, the rending of her coflRn, and the

grating of the iron hinges of her prison, and her struggles within the

coppered archway of the vault! Oh! whither shall I fly? Will she not be

here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid me for my haste? Have I not

heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy and

horrible beating of her heart? Madman!"—here he sprang furiously to

his feet, and shrieked out his syllables, as if in the eflFort he were giving

up his soul

—

"Madman! I tell you that she now stands ivithout the door!"

As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had been

found the potency of a spell, the huge antique panels to which the

speaker pointed threw slowly back, upon the instant, their ponderous

and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust—but then without

those doors there did stand the lofty and enshrouded figure of the lady

Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes, and the

evidence of some bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated

frame. For a moment she remained trembling and reeling to and fro

upon the threshold—then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily inward

upon the person of her brother, and in her violent and now final death-

agonies, bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had

anticipated.

From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled aghast. The
storm was still abroad in all its wrath as I found myself crossing the old

causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, and I turned

to see whence a gleam so unusual could have issued; tor the vast house
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and its shadows were alone behind me. The radiance was that of the

full, setting, and blood-red moon, which now shone vividly through that

once barely discernible fissure, of which I have before spoken as extend-

ing from the roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the base.

While I gazed, this fissure rapidly widened—there came a fierce breath

of the whirlwind—the entire orb of the satellite burst at once upon my
sight—my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rushing asunder

—

there was a long tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand
waters—and the deep and dank tarn at my feet closed sullenly and
silently over the fragments of the ''House of Usher."

'-1 ' "^f^Jr,^
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. . . THERE CAME A FIERCE BREATH OF THE WHIRLWIND THE ENTIRE ORB OF
THE SATELLITE BURST AT ONCE UPON MY SIGHT—MY BRAIN REELED AS I SAW THE
MIGHTY WALLS RUSHING ASUNDER . . .
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What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achil-

les assumed when he hid himself among ivomen,

although puzzling questions, are not beyond all

conjecture.

Sir Thomas Browne

THE mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in

themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We appreciate them
only in their effects. We know of them, among other things, that they

are always to their possessor, when inordinately possessed, a source of

the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical ability,

delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the

analyst in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure

from even the most trivial occupations bringing his talent into play. He
is fond of enigmas, of convmdrums, hieroglyphics; exhibiting in his

solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to the ordinary

apprehension praeternatural. His results, brought about by the very soul

and essence of method, have, in truth, the whole air of intuition.

The faculty of re-solution is possibly much invigorated by

mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch of it which,

unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde operations, has been

called, as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to calculate is not in itself to

analyze. A chess-player, for example, does the one, without effort at the

other. It follows that the game of chess, in its effects upon mental

character, is greatly misimderstood. I am not now writing a treatise, but

simply prefacing a somewhat peculiar narrative by observations very

much at random; I will, therefore, take occasion to assert that the higher

powers of the reflective intellect are more decidedly and more usefully

tasked by the unostentatious game of draughts than by all the elaborate

frivolity of chess. In this latter, where the pieces have different and

bizarre motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex,

is mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is profound. The attention is

here called powerfully into play. If it flag for an instant, an oversight is

70
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committed, resulting in injtuy or defeat. The possible moves being not

only manifold, but involute, the chances of such oversights are multi-

plied; and in nine cases out of ten, it is the more concentrative rather

than the more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary,

where the moves are unique and have but little variation, the prob-

abilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the mere attention being

left comparatively unemployed, what advantages are obtained by either

party are obtained by superior acmto^/z. To be less abstract, let us suppose

a game of draughts where the pieces are leduced to four kings, and

where, of course, no oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here

the victory can be decided (the players being at all equal) only by some

recherche movement, the result of some strong exertion of the intellect.

Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into the

spirit of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not un-

frequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole metliods (sometimes indeed

absmcUy simple ones) by which he may seduce into error or hmry into

miscalculation.

Whist has long been known for its influence upon what is termed

the calculating power; and men of the highest order of intellect have

been known to take an apparently unaccountable delight in it, while

eschewing chess as frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a similar

nature so greatly tasking the factdty of analysis. The best chess-player in

Christendom may be little more than the best player of chess; but profi-

ciency in whist implies capacity for success in all these more important

undertakings where mind struggles with mind. When I say proficiency,

I mean that perfection in the game which includes a comprehension of

nil the sources whence legitimate advantage may be derived. These are

not only manifold, but multiform, and lie frequently among recesses of

thought altogether inaccessible to the ordinary understanding. To ob-

serve attentively is to remember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative

chess-player will do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle (them-

selves based upon the mere mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and

generally comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and pro-

ceed by "the book" are points commonly regarded as the sum total of

good playing. But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere rule that the

skill of the analyst is evinced. He makes, in silence, a host of observations

and inferences. So, perhaps, do his companions; and the difference in

the extent of the information obtained, lies not so much in the validity of

the inference as in the quality of the observation. The necessary knowl-

edge is that of tvhat to observe. Our player confines himself not at all;

nor, because the game is the object, does he reject deductions from

things external to the game. He examines the countenance of his part-

ner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents. He
considers the mode of assorting the cards in each hand; often counting
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trump by trump, and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by

their holders upon each. He notes every variation of face as the play

progiesses, gathering a fund of thought from the differences in the

expression of certinty, of surprise, of triumph, or chagrin. From the

manner ot gathering up a trick he judges whether the person taking it,

can make another in the suit. He recognizes what is played through
feint, by the manner with which it is thrown upon the table. A casual or

inadvertent word; the accidental dropping or turning of a card, with the

accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the

counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement; embarrass-

ment, hesitation, eagerness, or trepidation—all afford, to his apparently

intuitive perception, indications of the true state of affairs. The first two

or three rounds having been played, he is in full possession of the

contents of each hand, and thenceforward puts down his cards with as

absolute a precision of purpose as if the rest of the party had turned

outward the faces of their own.
The analytical power should not be confounded with simple in-

genuity; for while the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the ingenious

man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The constructive or com-
bining power, by which ingenuity is usually manifested, and to which

the phrenologists (I believe erroneously) have assigned a separate or-

gan, supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently seen in

those whose intellect bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have at-

tracted general observation among writers on morals. Between in-

genuity and the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater,

indeed, than that between the fancy and the imagination, but of a

character very strictly analogous. It will be found, in fact, that the in-

genious are always fanciful, and the truly imaginative ne\er otherwise

than analytic.

The narrative which follows will appear to the reader somewhat in

the light of a commentary upon the propositions just advanced.

Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer of

18— , I there became acquainted with a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin.

This young gentleman was of an excellent, indeed of an illustrious

family, but, by a variety of untoward events, had been reduced to such

poverty that the energy of his character succumbed beneath it, and he

ceased to bestir himself in the world, or to care for the retrieval of his

fortunes. By courtesy of his creditors, there still remained in his posses-

sion a small remnant of his patrimony; and, upon the income arising

from this, he managed, by means of a rigorous economy, to procure the

necessities of life, without troubling himself about its superfluities.

Books, indeed, were his sole luxuries, and in Paris these are easilv

obtained.
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Oiii first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre,

where the accident of our both being in search of the same very rare and
very remarkable vokmie, brought us into closer commimion. We saw

each other again and again. I was deeply interested in tlie little family

history which he detailed to me with all that candor which a Frenchman
indulges whenever mere self is the theme. I was astonished, too, at the

vast extent of his reading; and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within

me by the wild fervor, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seek-

ing in Paris the objects I then sought, I felt that the society of such a man
would be to me a treasure beyond price; and this feeling I frankly

confided to him. It was at length arranged that we should live together

during my stay in the city; and as my worldly circumstances were some-

what less embarrassed than his own, I was permitted to be at the

expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which suited the rather

fantastic gloom of our common temper, a time-eaten and grotesque

mansion, long deserted through superstitions into which we did not

incjuire, and tottering to its fall in a retired and desolate portion of the

Faubourg St. Germain.

Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the world, we
should have been regarded as madmen—although, perhaps, as mad-
men of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was perfect. We admitted no

visitors. Indeed the locality of our retirement had been carefully kept a

secret from my own former associates; and it had been many years since

Dupin had ceased to know- or be known in Paris. We existed within

ourselves alone.

It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to

be enamored of the night for her own sake; and into this bizarrerie, as

into all his others, I quietly fell; giving myself up to his wild whims with a

perfect abandon. The sable divinity would not herself dwell with us

always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At the first dawn of the

morning we closed all the massy shutters of our old building; lighted a

couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest

and feeblest of rays. By the aid of these we then busied our souls in

dreams—reading, writing, or conversing, until warned by the clock of

the advent of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into the streets,

arm in arm, continuing the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide

until a late hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the

populous city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observation

can afford.

At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although

from his rich ideality I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analy-

tic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in its

exercise—if not exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the

pleasure thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low chuckling laugh,
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that most men, in respect to himself, wore windows in their bosoms, and

was wont to follow up such assertions by direct and very startling proofs

of his intimate knowledge of my own. His manner at these moments was

frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant in expression; \vhile his voice,

ustially a rich tenor, rose into a treble which would have sounded petu-

lant but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation.

Observing him in these moods, I often dwelt meditatively upon the old

philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and amused myself with the fancy of a

double Dupin—the creative and the resolvent.

Let it not be supposed, from what I have just said, that I am detail-

ing any mystery, or penning any romance. What I have described in the

Frenchman was merely the result of an excited, or perhaps of a dis-

eased, intelligence. But of the character of his remarks at the periods in

question an example will best convey the idea.
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We were strolling one night dow n a long dirty street, in the vicinity

of the Palais Royal. Being both, apparently, occupied with thought,

neither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen minutes at least. All at

once Dupin broke forth with these words:

"He is a very little fellow, that's true, and would do better for the

Theatre des Varietes."

"There can be no doubt of that," I replied, unwittingly, and not at

first observing (so much had I been absorbed in reflection) the extraor-

dinary manner in which the speaker had chimed in with my medita-

tions. In an instant afterward I recollected myself, and my astonishment

was profound.

"Dupin," said I, gravely, "this is beyond my comprehension. I do

not hesitate to say that I am amazed, and can scarcely credit my senses.

How was it possible you should know I was thinking of ?" Here I

paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really knew of whom I

thought.
" of Chantilly," said he, "why do you pause? You were remark-

ing to yourself that his diminutive figure unfitted him for tragedy."

This was precisely what had formed the subject of my reflections.

Chantilly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming

stage-mad, had attempted the role of Xerxes, in Crebillon's tragedy so

called, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his pains.

"Tell me, for Heaven's sake," I exclaimed, "the method—if method
there is—by which you have been enabled to fathom my soul in this

matter." In fact, I was even more startled than I would have been willing

to express.

"It was the fruiterer," replied my friend, "who brought you to the

conclusion that the mender of soles was not of sufficient height for

Xerxes et id genus omne."

"The fruiterer!—you astonish me— I know no fruiterer whom-
soever."

"The man who ran up against you as we entered the street— it may
have been fifteen minutes ago."

I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon his head

a large basket of apples, had nearly thrown me down, by accident, as we

passed from the Rue C into the thoroughfare where we stood; but

what this had to do with Chantilly I could not possibly understand.

There was not a particle of charlatanerie about Dupin. "I will ex-

plain," he said, "and that you may comprehend all clearly, we will first

retrace the course of your meditations, from the motnent in which I

spoke to you until that of the remuntre with the fruiterer in question.

The larger links of the chain run thus—Chantilly, Orion, Dr. Nichols,

Epicurus, Stereotomy, the street stones, the fruiterer."
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There are few persons who have not, at some period of their lives,

amused themselves in retracing the steps by which particular conclu-

sions of their own minds have been attained. The occupation is often

full of interest; and he who attempts it for the first time is astonished by

the apparently illimitable distance and incoherence between the

starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been my amazement,
when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when
I could not help acknowledging that he had spoken the truth. He
continued:

"We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just before

leaving the Rue C . This was the last subject we discussed. As we
crossed into this street, a fruiterer, with a large basket upon his head,

brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of paving-stones col-

lected at a spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You stepped

upon one of the loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained your ankle,

appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at the

pile, and then proceeded in silence. I was not particularly attentive to

what you did; but observation has become with me, of late, a species of

necessity.

"You kept your eyes upon the ground—glancing, with a petulant

expression, at the holes and ruts in the pavement (so that I saw you were

still thinking of the stones), until we reached the little alley called

Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of experiment, with the over-

lapping and riveted blocks. Here your countenance brightened up, and,

perceiving your lips move, I could not doubt that you murmured the

word 'stereotomy,' a term very affectedly applied to this species of

pavement. I knew that you could not say to yourself 'stereotomy' with-

out being brought to think of atomies, and thus of the theories of

Epicurus; and since, when we discussed this subject not very long ago, I

mentioned to you how singularly, yet with how little notice, the vague

guesses of that noble Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebu-

lar cosmogony, I felt that you coidd not avoid casting your eyes upward
to the great nebula in Orion, and I certainly expected that you would do
so. You did look up; and I was now assured that I had correctly followed

your steps. But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, which appeared in

yesterday's 'Miisee,' the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the

cobbler's change of name upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line

about which we have often conversed. I mean the line

Perdidit antiquum litera prima sonum.

I had told you that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written

Urion; and, from certain pungencies connected with this explanation, I
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was aware that you could not have forgotten it. It was clear, therefore,

that you would not fail to combine the two ideas of Orion and Chantilly.

That you did combine them I saw by the character of the smile which

passed over your lips. You thotight of the poor cobbler's immolation. So

far, you had been stooping in yoiu" gait; btit now I saw you draw voiu-

self up to yoin- full height. I was then sure that you reflected upon the

diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I interrupted yoiu- medita-

tions to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fellow—that

Chantilly—he would do better at the Theatre des Varietes."

Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition of the

Gazette des Tribunaux, when the following paragraphs arrested our
attention.

"F^xtraordinary Murders.—This morning, about three o'clock,

the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were roused from sleep by a

succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently, from the fourth story

of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be in the sole occupancy of one

Madame L'Espanaye, and her datighter, Mademoiselle Camille L'Es-

panaye. After some delay, occasioned by a fruitless attempt to procure

admission in the usual manner, the gateway was broken in with a crow-

bar, and eight or ten of the neighbors entered, accompanied by two

gendarmes. By this time the cries had ceased; but, as the party rushed up
the first flight of stairs, two or more rough voices, in angry contention,

were distinguished, and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the

house. As the second landing was reached, these sounds, also, had
ceased, and every thing remained perfectly cjuiet. The party spread

themsehes, and hurried from room to room. Upon arriving at a large

back chamber in the fourth story (the door of which, being found
locked, with the key inside, was forced open), a spectacle presented itself

which struck every one present not less with horror than with

astonishment.

"The apartment was in the wildest disorder—the furnitine broken

and thrown about in all directions. There was only one bedstead; and
from this the bed had been removed, and thrown into the middle of the

floor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth were

two or three long and thick tresses of gray hinnan hair, also dabbled

with blood, and seeming to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the

floor were found four Napoleons, an ear-ring of topaz, three large silver

spoons, three smaller of metal d\4lger, and two bags, containing nearly

foiu' thousand francs in gold. The drawers of a bureau, which stood in

orie corner, were open, and had been, apparently, rifled, although many
articles still remained in them. A small iron safe was discovered imder
the bed (not under the bedstead). It was open, with the key still in the

door. It had no contents beyond a few old letters, and other papers of

little consec]uence.
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"Of Madame L'Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an unusual

quantity of soot being observed in the Bre-place, a search was made in

the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) the corpse of the daughter, head

downward, was dragged therefrom; it haxing been thus forced up the

narrow aperture for a considerable distance. The body was cjuite warm.

Upon examining it, many excoriations were perceived, no doubt oc-

casioned by the violence with which it had been thrust up and disen-

gaged. Upon the face were many severe scratches, and, upon the throat,

dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails, as if the deceased

had been throttled to death.
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"After a thorough investigation of every portion of tlie liouse with-

out farther discovery, the party made its way into a small paved yard in

the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of the old lady, with her

throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt to raise her, the head fell off.

The body, as well as the head, was fearfully mutilated—the former so

much so as scarcely to retain any semblance of humanity.

"To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the slightest

clew."

The next day's paper had these additional particulars:

"The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue.—Many individuals have been

examined in relation to this most extraordinary and frightful affair,"

[the word 'affaire' has not yet, in France, that levity of import which it

conveys with us] "but nothing whatever has transpired to throw light

upon it. We give below all the material testimony elicited.

"Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both the

deceased for three years, having washed for them during that period.

The old lady and her daughter seemed on good terms—very affection-

ate toward each other. They were excellent pay. Could not speak in

regard to their mode or means of living. Believe that Madame L. told

fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money put by. Never met any

person in the house when she called for the clothes or took them home.

Was sure that they had no servant in employ. There appeared to be no

furniture in any part of the building except in the fourth story.

"Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the habit of

selling small quantities of tobacco and snuff to Madame L'Espanaye for

nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood, and has always re-

sided there. The deceased and her daughter had occupied the house in

which the corpses were found, for more than six years. It was formerly

occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the upper rooms to various per-

sons. The house was the property of Madame L. She became dissatisfied

with the abuse of the premises by her tenant, and moved into them

herself, refusing to let any portion. The old lady was childish. Witness

had seen the daughter some five or six times during the six years. The
two lived an exceedingly retired life—were reputed to have money.

Had heard it said among the neighbors that Madame L. told

fortunes—did not believe it. Had never seen any person enter the door

except the old lady and her daughter, a porter once or twice, and a

physician some eight or ten times.

"Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same effect.

No one was spoken of as frequenting the house. It was not known
whether there were any living connections of Madame L. and her

daughter. The shutters of the front windows were seldom opened.

Those in the rear were always closed, with the exception of the large

back room, fourth story. The house was a good house—not very old.
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"Isidore Muset, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the house

about three o'clock in the morning, and found some twenty or thnty

persons at the gateway, endeavoring to gain admittance. Forced it open,

at length, with a bayonet—not with a crowbar. Had but little difficulty in

getting it open, on account of its being a double or folding gate, and

bolted neither at bottom nor top. The shrieks were continued until the

gate was forced—and then suddenly ceased. They seemed to be screams

of some person (or persons) in great agony—were loud and drawn out,

not short and quick. Witness led the way up stairs. Upon reaching the

first landing, heard two voices in loud and angry contendon—the one a

gruff voice, the other much shriller—a very strange voice. Could distin-

guish some words of the former, which was that of a Frenchman. Was

positive that it was not a woman's voice. Could distinguish the words

•sane' and 'diable.' The shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be

sure whether it was the voice of a man or of a woman. Could not make

out what was said, but believed the language to be Spanish. The state of

the room and of the bodies was described by this witness as we described

them yesterday.

"Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silver-smith, deposes that

he was one of the party who first entered the house. Corroborates the

testimony of Muset in general. As soon as they forced an entrance, they

reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, which collected very fast,

notwithstanding the lateness of the hour. The shrill voice, this witness

thinks, was that of an Italian. Was certain it was not French. Could not

be sure that it was a man's voice. It might have been a woman's. Was not

acquainted with the Italian language. Could not distinguish the words,

but was convinced by the intonation that the speaker was an Italian.

Knew Madame L. and her daughter. Had conversed with both fre-

quently. Was sure that the shrill voice was not that of either of the

" '- Odenlmmn, restaurateur.—T\i\^ witness volunteered his tes-

dmony Not speaking French, was examined through an interpreter. Is

a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at the time of the shrieks.

They lasted for several minutes—probably ten. They were long and

loud—very awful and distressing. Was one of those who entered the

building. Corroborated the previous evidence in every respect but one^

Was sure that the shrill voice was that of a man—of a Frenchman. Could

not distinguish the words uttered. They were loud and quick—

unequal—spoken apparently in fear as well as in anger. The voice was

harsh—not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it a shrill voice. The

gruff voice said repeatedly, 'sacre: 'diable,' and once •mon Dieu.

"Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue De-

loraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L'Espanaye had some property.

Had opened an account with his banking house in the spring of the
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year (eight years previously). Made frequent deposits in small

sums. Had checked for nothing until the third day before her death,

when she took out in person the sum of 4000 francs. This sum was paid

in gold, and a clerk sent home with the money.

^'Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day in

question, about noon, he accompanied Madame L'Espanaye to her resi-

dence with the 4000 francs, put up in two bags. Upon the door being

opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared and took from his hands one of the

bags, while the old lady relieved him of the other. He then bowed and
departed. Did not see any person in the street at the time. It is a by-

street—very lonely.

'William Bird, tailor, deposes that he was one of the party who
entered the house. Is an Englishman. Has lived in Paris two years. Was
one of the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in contention. The
gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could make out several words, but

cannot now remember all. Heard distinctly 'sacre' and 'mori Dieu.' There

was a sound at the moment as if of several persons struggling—a scrap-'

ing and scuffling sound. The shrill voice was very loud—louder than the

gruff one. Is sure that it was not the voice of an Englishman. Appeared
to be that of a German. Might have been a woman's voice. Does not

understand German.
"Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed that

the door of the chamber in which was found the body of Mademoiselle

L. was locked on the inside when the party reached it. Every thing was

perfectly silent—no groans or noises of any kind. Upon forcing the door

no person was seen. The windows, both of the back and front room,

were down and firmly fastened from within. A door between the two

rooms was closed but not locked. The door leading from the front room
into the passage was locked, with the key on the inside. A small room in

the front of the house, on the fourth story, at the head of the passage,

was open, the door being ajar. This room was crowded with old beds,

boxes, and so forth. These were carefully removed and searched. There

was not an inch of any portion of the house which was not carefully

searched. Sweeps were sent up and down the chimneys. The house was a

four-story one, with garrets {mansardes). A trap-door on the roof was

nailed down very securely—did not appear to have been opened for

years. The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contention

and the breaking open of the room door was variously stated by the

witnesses. Some made it as short as three minutes—some as long as five.

The door was opened with difficulty.

"Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the Rue
Morgue. Is a native of Spain. Was one of the party who entered the

house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and was apprehensive of
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the consequences of agitation. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff

voice was that of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish what was said.

The shrill voice was that of an Englishman—is sure of this. Does not

understand the English language, but judges by the intonation.

"Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among the hrst

to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in question. The gruff voice was

that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several words. The speaker ap-

peared to be expostulating. Could not make out the words of the shrill

voice. Spoke quick and imevenly. Thinks it the voice of a Russian. Cor-

roborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never conversed with a

native of Russia.

"Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all

the rooms on the fourth story were too narrow to admit the passage of a

lumian being. By 'sweeps' were meant cylindrical sweeping-brushes,

such as are employed by those who clean chimneys. These brushes were

passed up and down every flue in the house. There is no back passage by

which any one could have descended while the party proceeded up
stairs. The body of Mademoiselle L'Espanaye was so firmly wedged in

the chimney that it could not be got clow n until four or five of the party

united their strength.

"Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the

bodies about daybreak. They were both then lying on the sacking of the

bedstead in the chamber where Mademoiselle L. was found. The corpse

of the young lady was much bruised and excoriated. The fact that it had
been thrust up the chimney would sufficiently account for these appear-

ances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were several deep scratches

just below the chin, together with a series of livid spots which were

evidently the impression of fingers. The face was fearfully discolored,

and the eyeballs protruded. The tongue had been partially bitten

through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of the stomach,

produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M.
Dumas, Mademoiselle LTspanaye had been throttled to death by some
person or persons unknown. The corpse of the mother was horribly

mutilated. All the bones of the right leg and arm were more or less

shattered. The left tibia much splintered, as well as all the ribs of the left

side. Whole body dreadfully bruised and discolored. It was not possible

to say how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a

broad bar of iron—a chair—any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would

have produced such results, if wielded by the hands of a very powerful

man. No woman could have inflicted the blows with any weapon. The
head of the deceased, when seen by witness, was entirely separated from
the body, and was also greatly shattered. The throat had evidently been

cut with some very sharp instrument—probably with a razor.
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"Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the

bodies. Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas.

"Nothing further of importance was elicited, although se\eral other

persons were examined. A murder so mysterious, and so perplexing in

all its particulars, was never before committed in Paris-—if indeed a

murder has been committed at all. The police are entirely at fault—an

unusual occurrence in affairs of this nature. There is not, however, the

shadow of a clew apparent."

The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest excite-

ment still continued in the Quartier St. Roch—that the premises in

question had been carefully re-searched, and fresh examinations of

witnesses instituted, but all to no purpose. A postscript, however, men-

tioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been arrested and imprisoned

—

although nothing appeared to criminate him beyond the facts already

detailed.

Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this affair

—

at least so I judged from his manner, for he made no comments. It was

only after the announcement that Le Bon had been imprisoned, that he

asked me my opinion respecting the murders.

I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble

mystery. I saw no means by which it would be possible to trace the

murderer.

"We must not judge of the means," said Dupin, "by this shell of an

examination. The Parisian police, so much extolled (or acumen, are cun-

ning, but no more. There is no method in their proceedings, beyond the

method of the moment. They make a vast parade of measures; but, not

unfrequently, these are so ill-adapted to the objects proposed, as to put

us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain's calling for his robe-de-chambre—pour

mieux entmdrc la musique. The results attained by them are not im-

frequently surprising, but, for the most part, are brought about by

simple diligence and activity. When these qualities are unavailing, their

schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser, and a persever-

ing man. But, without educated thought, he erred continually by the

very intensity of his investigations. He impaired his vision by holding the

object too close. He might see, perhaps, one or two points with unusual

clearness, but in so doing he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a

whole. Thus there is such a thing as being too profound. Truth is not

always in a well. In fact, as regards the more important knowledge, I do

believe that she is invariably superhcial. The depth lies in the valleys

where we seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops where she is found.

The modes and sources of this kind of error are well typified in the

contemplation of the heavenly bodies. To look at a star by glances—to

view it in a side-long way, by turning toward it the exterior portions of
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the retiria (more susceptible of teeble impressions of light than the inter-

ior), is to behold the star distinctly—is to have the best appreciation of its

lustre—a lustre which grows dim just in proportion as we turn our

vision/w//'v upon it. A greater number of rays actually fall upon the eye

in the latter case, but in the former, there is the more rehned capacity for

comprehension. By undue profundity we perplex and enfeeble

thought; and it is possible to make even Venus herself vanish from the

firmament by a scrutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.

"As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations for

ourselves, before we make up an opinion respecting them. An inquiry

will afford us amusement," [I thought this an odd term, so applied, but

said nothing] "and besides, Le Bon once rendered me a service for

which I am not ungrateful. We will go and see the premises with our

own eyes. I know G , the Prefect of Police, and shall have no diffi-

culty in obtaining the necessary permission."

The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the Rue
Morgue. This is one of those miserable thoroughfares which intervene

between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St. Roch. It was late in the

afternoon when we reached it, as this quarter is at a great distance from
that in which we resided. The house was readily found; for there were

still many persons gazing up at the closed shutters, with an objectless

curiosity, from the opposite side of the way. It was an ordinary Parisian

house, with a gateway, on one side of which was a glazed watch-box,

with a sliding panel in the window, indicating a loge de cunciergi'. Before

going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley, and then, again

turning, passed in the rear of the building—Dupin, meanwhile, examin-

ing the whole neighborhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of

attention for which I could see no possible object.

Retracing our steps we came again to the front of the dwelling,

rang, and, having shown our credentials, were admitted by the agents in

charge. We went up stairs—into the chamber where the body of

Mademoiselle L'Espanaye had been found, and where both the de-

ceased still lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been suffered to

exist. I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the Gazette des

Tribunaux. Dupin scrutinized every thing—not excepting the bodies of

the victims. We then went into the other rooms, and into the yard; a

gendarme accompanying us throughout. The examination occupied us

until dark, when we took our departure. On our way home my compan-
ion stepped in for a moment at the office of one of the daily papers.

I have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and thaty^*

les menagais:—for this phrase there is no English equivalent. It was his

humor, now, to decline all conversation on the subject of the murder,

until about noon the next day. He then asked me, suddenly, if 1 had

observed any X.\nng peculiar at the scene of the atrocity.
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There was something in his manner of emphasizing the word

"peculiar;' which caused me to shudder, without knowing why.

"No, not\\in^ peculiar," 1 said; "nothing more, at least, than we both

saw stated in the paper."

"The Gazette," he replied, "has not entered, I fear, into the unusual

horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this print. It ap-

pears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, for the very reason

which should cause it to be regarded as easy of solution— I mean for the

outre character of its features. The police are confounded by the seem-

ing absence of motive—not for the murder itself—but for the atrocity of

the murder. They are puzzled, too, by the seeming impossibility of

reconciling the voices heard in contention, with the facts that no one was

discovered upstairs but the assassinated Mademoiselle L'Espanaye, and

that there were no means of egress without the notice of the party

ascending. The wild disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the

head downward, up the chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of

the old lady; these considerations, with those just mentioned, and others

which I need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by

putting completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government

agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of confound-

ing the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the

plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for

the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should not be

so much asked 'what has occurred,' as 'what has occurred that has never

occurred before.' In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have

arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio of its appar-

ent insolubility in the eyes of the police."

I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.

"I am now awaiting," continued he, looking toward the door of our

apartment
—

"I am now awaiting a person who, although perhaps not

the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have been in some measure

implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst portion of the crimes

committed, it is probable that he is innocent. I hope that I am right in

this supposition; for upon it I build my expectation of reading the entire

riddle. I look for the man here—in this room—every moment. It is true

that he may not arrive; but the probability is that he will. Should he

come, it will be necessary to detain him. Here are pistols; and we both

know how to use them when occasion demands their use."

I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing what I

heard, while Dupin went on, very much as if in a soliloquy. I have

already spoken of his abstract manner at such times. His discourse was

addressed to myself; but his voice, although by no means loud, had that

intonation which is commonly employed in speaking to some one at a

great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the wall.
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"That the voices heard in contention," he said, "by the party upon
the stairs, were not the voices of the women themselves, was fully proved

by the evidence. This relieves us of all doubt upon the question whether

the old lady could have first destroyed the daughter, and afterward have

committed suicide. I speak of this point chiefly for the sake of method;

for the strength of Madame L'Espanaye would have been utterly un-

equal to the task of thrusting her daughter's corpse up the chimney as it

was found; and the nature of the wounds upon her own person entirely

precludes the idea of self-destruction. Murder, then, has been commit-

ted by some third party; and the voices of this third party were those

heard in contention. Let me now advert—not to the whole testimony

respecting these voices—but to what was peculiay in that testimony. Did

you observe any thing peculiar about it?"

I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the

gruff voice to be that of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement in

regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed it, the harsh voice.

"That was the evidence itself," said Dupin, "but it was not the pecul-

iarity of the evidence. You have ob.served nothing distinctive. Yet there

was something to be observed. The witnesses, as you remark, agreed

about the gruff voice; they were here unanimous. But in regard to the

shrill voice, the peculiarity is—not that they disagreed—but that, while

an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a Frenchman
attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of aforeigner. Each is

sure that it was not the voice of one of his own countrymen. Each likens

it—not to the voice of an individual of any nation with whose language

he is conversant—but the converse. The Frenchman supposes it the

voice of a Spaniard, and 'might have distinguished some words had he

been acquainted with the Spanish.' The Dutchman maintains it to have been

that of a Frenchman; biu we find it stated that 'not understanding French

this witness was examined through an interpreter.' The Englishman thinks it

the voice of a German, and 'does not understand German.' The Spaniard 'is

sure' that it was that of an Englishman, but 'judges by the intonation'

altogether, 'as he has no knowledge of the English.' The Italian believes it the

voice of a Russian, but 'has never conversed with a native of Russia.' A
second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the first, and is positive that

the voice was that of an Italian; but, not being cognizant of that tongue, is,

like the Spaniard, 'convinced by the intonation.' Now, how strangely

unusual must that voice have really been, about which such testimony as

this coxdd have been elicited!—in whose tones, even, denizens of the five

great divisions of Europe could recognize nothing familiar! You will say

that it might have been the voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither

Asiatics nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying the infer-

ence, I will now merely call your attention to three points. The \()ice is

termed by one witness 'harsh rather than shrill.' It is represented by two
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others to have been 'quick and unequal.' No words—no sounds resem-

bling words—were by any witness mentioned as distinguishable.

"I know not," continued Dupin, "what impression I may have

made, so far, upon vour own understanding; but I do not hesitate to say

that legitimate deductions even from this portion of the testimony—the

portion respecting the gruff and shrill voices—are in themselves suffi-

cient to engender a suspicion which should give direction to all farther

progress in the investigation of the mystery. I said 'legitimate deduc-

tions'; but my meaning is not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply

that the deductions are ihe sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises

inevitably from them as the single result. What the suspicion is, however,

I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to bear in mind that, with

myself, it was sufficiently forcible to give a definite form—a certain

tendency—to my in(]uiries in the chamber.
"Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber. What

shall we first seek here? The means of egress employed by the murder-

ers. It is not too much to say that neither of us believe in pr^eternatural

events. Madame and Mademoiselle L'Espanaye were not destroyed by

spirits. The doers of the deed were material and escaped materially.

Then how? Fortunately there is btit one mode of reasoning upon the

point, and that mode must lead us to a definite decision. Let us examine,

each by each, the possible means of egress. It is clear that the assassins

were in the room where Mademoiselle L'Espanaye was found, or at least

in the room adjoining, when the party ascended the stairs. It is, then,

only from these two apartments that we have to seek issues. The police

have laid bare the floors, the ceiling, and the masonrv of the walls, in

every direction. 'Ho secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But,

not trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own. There were, then, no

secret issues. Both doors leading from the rooms into the passage were

securely locked, with the keys inside. Let us turn to the chimneys.

These, although of ordinary width for some eight or ten feet above the

hearths, will not admit, throughout their extent, the body of a large cat.

The impossibility of egress, by means already stated, being thus abso-

lute, we are reduced to the windows. Through those of the front room
no one could have escaped without notice from the crowd in the street.

The murderers must have passed, then, through those of the back room.

Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we are, it

is not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impos-

sibilities. It is only left for us to prove that these apparent 'impossibilities'

are, in reality, not such.

"There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is lui-

obstructed by furniture, and is wholly visible. The lower portion of the

other is hidden from view by the head of the imwieldy bedstead which is

thrust close up against it. The former was found secinely fastened from
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within. It resisted the utmost force of those who endeavored to raise it.

A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame to the left, and a very

stout nail was found fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examining

the other window, a similar nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a

vigorous attempt to raise this sash failed also. The police were now en-

tirely satisfied that egress had not been in these directions. And, therefore,

it was thought a matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and
open the windows.

"My own examination was somewhat more particular, and was so

for the reason I have just given—because here it was, I knew, that all

apparent impossibilities must be proved to be not such in reality.

"I proceeded to think thus

—

a posteriori. The minderers did escape

from one of these windows. This being so, they could not have re-

fastened the sashes from the inside, as they were found fastened;—the

consideration which put a stop, through its obviousness, to the scrutiny

of the police in this quarter. Yet the sashes luere fastened. They must,

then, have the power of fastening themselves. There was no escape from

this conclusion. I stepped to the unobstructed casement, withdrew the

nail with some difficulty, and attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all

my efforts, as I had anticipated. A concealed spring must, I now knew,

exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me that my premises,

at least, were correct, however mysterious still appeared the cir-

cumstances attending the nails. A careful search soon brought to light

the hidden spring. I pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forbore

to upraise the sash.

"I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person pass-

ing out through this window might have reclosed it, and the spring

would have caught—but the nail could not have been replaced. The
conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the field of my investiga-

tions. The assassins must have escaped through the other window. Sup-

posing, then, the springs upon each sash to be the same, as was proba-

ble, there must be found a difference between the nails, or at least

between the modes of their fixture. Getting upon the sacking of the

bedstead, I looked over the head-board minutely at the second case-

ment. Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered

and pressed the spring, which was, as I had supposed, identical in

character with its neighbor. I now looked at the nail. It was as stout as

the other, and apparently fitted in the same manner—driven in nearly

up to the head.

"You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you must have

misunderstood the nature of the inductions. To use a sporting phrase, I

had not been once 'at fault.' The scent had never for an instant been lost.

There was no flaw in any link of the chain. I had traced the secret to its

ultimate result,—and that result was the nail. It had, I say, in every
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respect, the appearance of its fellow in the other window; but this fact

was an absolute nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) when com-

pared with the consideration that here, at this point, terminated the

clew. 'There must be something wrong,' I said, 'about the nail.' I touched

it; and the head, with about a quarter of an inch of the shank, came off

in my fingers. The rest of the shank was in the gimlet-hole, where it had

been broken off. The fracture was an old one (for its edges were in-

crusted with rust), and had apparently been accomplished by the blow

of a hammer, which had partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom

sash, the head portion of the nail. I now carefully replaced this head

portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the resemblance to

a perfect nail was complete—the fissure was invisible. Pressing the

spring, I gently raised the sash for a few inches; the head went tip with

it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the window, and the semblance of

the whole nail was again perfect.

"This riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped

through the window which looked upon the bed. Dropping of its own
accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely closed), it had become fas-

tened by the spring; and it was the retention of this spring which had

been mistaken by the police for that of the nail,—farther inquiry being

thus considered unnecessary.

"The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point I

had been satisfied in my walk with you around the building. About five

feet and a half from the casement in question there runs a lightning-rod.

From this rod it would have been impossible for any one to reach the

window itself, to say nothing of entering it. I observed, however, that the

shutters of the fourth story were of the peculiar kind called by Parisian

carpenters ferrades—a kind rarely employed at the present day, but

frequently seen upon very old mansions at Lyons and Bordeaux. They
are in the form of an ordinary door (a single, not a folding door), except

that the lower half is latticed or worked in open trellis—thus affording

an excellent hold for the hands. In the present instance these shutters

are fully three feet and a half broad. When we saw them from the rear of

the house, they were both about half open—that is to say, they stood off

at right angles from the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as

myself, examined the back of the tenement; but, if so, in looking at these

ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must have done), they did

not perceive this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed to take it

into due consideration. In fact, having once satisfied themselves that no

egress cotild have been made in this quarter, they would naturally be-

stow here a very cursory examination. It was clear to me, however, that

the shutter belonging to the window at the head of the bed, would, if

swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two feet of the lightning-

rod. It was also evident that, by exertion of a very unusual degree of
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activity and courage, an entrance into the window, from the rod, might

have been thus effected. By reaching to the distance of two feet and a

half (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole extent) a robber

might have taken a firm grasp upon the trellis-work. Letting go, then,

his hold upon the rod, placing his feet securely against the wall, and
springing boldly from it, he might have swung the shutter so as to close

it, and, if we imagine the window open at the time, might even have

swung himself into the room.

"I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a vny

unusual degree of activity as recjuisite to success in so hazardous and so

difficult a feat. It is my design to show you first, that the thing might

possibly have been accomplished:—but, secondly and chiefly, I wish to

impress upon your understanding the very extraordincn-y—the almost

praeternatural character of that agility which could have accomplished

it.

"You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that 'to make
out my case, I should rather undervalue than insist upon a full estima-

tion of the activity required in this matter. This may be the practice in

law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is only the truth.

My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in juxtaposition, that tw-y

unusual activity of which I have just spoken, with that very peculiar shrill

(or harsh) and unequal voice, about whose nationalitv no two persons

could be found to agree, and in whose utterance no syllabification could

be detected."

At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the meaning
of Dupin flitted over my mind. I seemed to be upon the verge of

comprehension, without power to comprehend—as men, at times, find

themselves upon the brink of remembrance, without being able, in the

end, to remember. My friend went on with his discourse.

"You will see," he said, "that I have shifted the question from the

mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my design to convey the idea

that both were effected in the same manner, at the same point. Let us

now revert to the interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances

here. The drawers of the bvneau, it is said, had been rifled, although

many articles of apparel still remained within them. The conclusion

here is absurd. It is a mere guess—a very silly one—and no more. How
are we to know that the articles found in the drawers were not all

these drawers had originally contained? Madame L'Espanaye and her

daughter lived an exceedingly retired life—saw no company—seldom

went out—had little use for numerous changes of habiliment. Those
found were at least of as good ciuality as any likely to be possessed by

these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why did he not take the best—why
did he not take all? In a word, why did he abandon four thousand francs

in gold to encumber himself with a bundle of linen? The gold ivas
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abandoned. Nearly the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud,
the banker, was discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you therefore,

to discard from your thoughts the blundering idea of motive, engen-

dered in the brains of the police by that portion of the evidence which

speaks of money delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten

times as remarkable as this (the delivery of the money, and murder
committed within three days upon the party receiving it), happen to all

of us every hour of our lives, without attracting even momentary notice.

Coincidences, in general, are great stumbling-blocks in the way of that

class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the theory

of probabilities—that theory to which the most glorious objects of

human research are indebted for the most glorious of illustration. In

the present instance, had the gold been gone, the fact of its delivery

three days before would have foiniecl something more than a coinci-

dence. It would have been corroborative of this idea of motive. But,

under the real circumstances of the case, if we are to suppose gold the

motive of this outrage, we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillat-

ing an idiot as to have abandoned his gold and his motive together.

"Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have drawn
your attention—that peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that star-

tling absence of motive in a murder so singularly atrocious as this—let

us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to death by

manual strength, and thrust up a chimney head downward. Ordinary

assassins employ no such mode of murder as this. Least of all, do they

thus dispose of the murdered. In the manner of thrusting the corpse up
the chimney, you will admit that there was something excessively outre—
something altogether irreconcilable with our common notions of human
action, even when we suppose the actors the most depraved of men.

Think, too, how great must have been that strength which could have

thrust the body up such an aperture so forcibly that the united vigor of

several persons was found barely sufficient to drag it doivn!

"Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor most
marvellous. On the hearth were thick tresses—very thick tresses—of

gray human hair. These had been torn out by the roots. You are aware
of the great force necessary in tearing thus from the head even twenty

or thirty hairs together. You saw the locks in question as well as myself.

Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted with fragments of the flesh of

the scalp—sure token of the prodigious power which had been exerted

in uprooting perhaps half a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the

old lady was not merely cut, but the head absolutely severed from the

body: the instrument was a mere razor. I wish you also to look at the

brutal ferocity of these deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame
L'Espanaye I do not speak. Monsieur Dumas, and his worthy coadjutor

Monsieur Etienne, have pronounced that they were inflicted by some
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obtuse instrument; and so far these gentlemen are very correct. The
obtuse instrument was clearly the stone pavement in the yard, upon
which the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon the

bed. This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped the police for

the same reason that the breadth of the shutters escaped them

—

because, by the affair of the nails, their perceptions had been hermeti-

cally sealed against the possibility of the windows having ever been

opened at all.

"If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly reflected

upon the odd disorder of the chamber, we have gone so far as to com-
bine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength superhuman, a feroc-

ity brutal, a butchery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror absolutely

alien from humanity, and a voice foreign in tone to the ears of men of

many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible syllabification.

What result, then, has ensued? What impression have I made upon your

fancy?"

I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question. "A
madman," I said, "has done this deed—some raving maniac, escaped

from a neighboring Maison de Saute."

"In some respects," he replied, "your idea is not irrelevant. But the

voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are never found to

tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the stairs. Madmen are of some
nation, and their language, however incoherent in its words, has always

the coherence of syllabification. Besides, the hair of a madman is not

such as I now hold in my hand. I disentangled this little tuft from the

rigidly clutched fingers of Madame LEspanaye. Tell me what you can

make of it."

"Dupin!" I said, completely unnerved; "this hair is most unusual

—

this is no human hair."

"I have not asserted that it is," said he; "but, before we decide this

point, I wish you to glance at the little sketch I have here traced upon
this paper. It is a facsimile drawing of what has been described in one

portion of the testimony as 'dark bruises and deep indentations of finger

nails' upon the throat of Mademoiselle L'Espanaye, and in another (by

Messrs. Dumas and Etienne) as a 'series of livid spots, evidently the

impression of fingers.'

"You will perceive," continued my friend, spreading out the paper

upon the table before us, "that this drawing gives the idea of a firm and
fixed hold. There is no slipping apparent. Each finger has retained

—

possibly until the death of the victim—the fearful grasp by which it

originally imbedded itself. Attempt, now, to place all your fingers, at the

same time, in the respective impressions as you see them."

I made the attempt in vain.

"We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial, " he said. "The
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paper is spread out upon a plane surface; but the human throat is

cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the circumference of which is about

that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try the experiment

again."

I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before.

"This," I said, "is the mark of no human hand."

"Read now," replied Dupin, "this passage from Cuvier."

It was a minute anatomical and generally descriptive account of the

large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the East Indian Islands. The gigantic

stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the wild ferocity, and the

imitative propensities of these mammalia are sufficiently well known to

all. I understood the full horrors of the murder at once.

"The description of the digits," said I, as I made an end of the

reading, "is in exact accordance with this drawing. I see that no animal

but an Ourang-Outang, of the species here mentioned, could have im-

pressed the indentations as you have traced them. This tuft of tawny

hair, too, is identical in character with that of the beast of Cuvier. But I

cannot possibly comprehend the particulars of this frightful mystery.

Besides, there were two voices heard in contention, and one of them was

unquestionably the voice of a Frenchman."

"True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost

unanimously, by the evidence, to this voice,—the expression, 'man Dieu'/

This, under the circumstances, has been jusdy characterized by one of

the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner) as an expression of remon-

strance or expostulation. Upon these two words, therefore, I have

mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman was

cognizant of the murder. It is possible—indeed it is far more than

probable—that he was innocent of all participation in the bloody trans-

acdons which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped from

him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under the agitating

circumstances which ensued, he could never have recaptured it. It is still

at large. I will not pursue these guesses—for I have no right to call them

more—since the shades of reflection upon which they are based are

scarcely of sufficient depth to be appreciable by my own intellect, and

since I could not pretend to make them intelligible to the understanding

of another. We will call them guesses, then, and speak of them as such. If

the Frenchman in question is indeed, as I suppose, innocent of this

atrocity, this advertisement, which I left last night, upon our return

home, at the office of Lf Monde (a paper devoted to the shipping inter-

est, and much sought by sailors), will bring him to our residence."

He handed me a paper, and I read thus:

"Caught—/n the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morning of the inst.

(the morning of the murder), a verj large, taivny Ourang-Outang of the

Bornese species. The aimer {who is ascertained to be a sailor, belonging to a
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Maltese vessel) may have the animal again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and

paying afew charges arisingfrom its capture and keeping. Call at No. Rue
, Faubourg St. Germain—au troisieme."

"How was it possible," I asked, "that you should know the man to be

a sailor, and belonging to a Maltese vessel?"

"I donot know it," said Dupin. "I am notsure of it. Here, however, is

a small piece of ribbon, which from its form, and from its greasy ap-

pearance, has evidently been used in tying the hair in one of those long

queues of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one which few

besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon

up at the foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have belonged to either

of the deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction from this

ribbon, that the Frenchman was a sailor belonging to a Maltese vessel,

still I can ha\e done no harm in saying what I did in the advertisement.

If I am in error, he will merely suppose that I have been misled by some
circumstance into which he will not take the trouble to inquire. But if I

am right, a great point is gained. Cognizant although innocent of the

murder, the Frenchman will naturally hesitate about replying to the

advertisement—about demanding the Ourang-Outang. He will reason

thus:
—

'I am innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang is of great

value—to one in my circumstances a fortune of itself—why should I lose

it through idle apprehensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It

was found in the Bois de Boulogne—at a vast distance from the scene of

that butchery. How can it ever be suspected that a brute beast should

have done the deed? The police are at fault-^they have failed to pro-

cure the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal, it would be

impossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to implicate me in

guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all. / ani knoum. The adver-

tiser designates me as the possessor of the beast. I am not sure to what

limit his knowledge may extend. Should I avoid claiming a property of

so great value, which it is known that I possess, I will render the animal

at least, liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either

to myself or to the beast. I will answer the advertisement, get the

Ourang-Outang, and keep it close imtil this matter has blown over.'
"

At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs.

"Be ready," said Dupin, "with your pistols, but neither use them nor

show them until at a signal from myself."

The front door of the house had been left open, and the visitor had

entered, without ringing, and advanced several steps upon the staircase.

Now, however, he seemed to hesitate. Presently we heard him descend-

ing. Dupin was moving quickly to the door, when we again heard him
coming up. He did not turn back a second time, but stepped up with

decision, and rapped at the door of our chamber.

IT WAS A MINUTE ANATOMICAL AND GENERALLY DE-

SCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF THE LARGE FULVOUS OURANG-
OUTANG OF THE EAST INDIAN ISLANDS.
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"Come in," said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone.

A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently,—a tall, stout, and
muscular-looking person, with a certain dare-devil expression of

countenance, not altogether unprepossessing. His face, greatly sun-

burnt, was more than half hidden by whisker and mustachio. He had

with him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be otherwise unarmed.
He bowed awkwardly, and bade us "good evening," in French accents,

which, although somewhat Neufchatelish, were still sufficiently indica-

tive of a Parisian origin.

"Sit down, my friend," said Dupin. "I suppose you have called

about the Ourang-Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy you the pos-

session of him; a remarkably fine, and no doubt a very valuable animal.

How old do you suppose him to be?"

The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved of

some intolerable burden, and then replied, in an assured tone:

"I have no way of telling—but he can't be more than four or five

years old. Have you got him here?"

"Oh, no; we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He is at a

hvery stable in the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get him in the morn-
ing. Of course you are prepared to identify the property?"

"To be sure I am, sir."

"I shall be sorry to part with him," said Dupin.

"I don't mean that you should be at all this trouble for nothing, sir,"

said the man. "Couldn't expect it. Am very willing to pay a reward for

the finding of the animal—that is to say, any thing in reason."

"Well," replied my friend, "that is all very fair, to be sure. Let me
think!—what should I have? Oh! I will tell you. My reward shall be this.

You shall give me all the information in your power about these mur-

ders in the Rue Morgue."

Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly. Just

as quietly, too, he walked toward the door, locked it, and put the key in

his pocket. He then drew a pistol from his bosom and placed it, without

the least flurry, upon the table.

The sailor's face flushed up as if he were struggling with suffoca-

tion. He started to his feet and grasped his cudgel; but the next moment
he fell back into his seat, trembling violently, and with the countenance

of death itself. He spoke not a word. I pitied him from the bottom of my
heart.

"My friend," said Dupin, in a kind tone, "you are alarming yourself

unnecessarily—you are indeed. We mean you no harm whatever. I

pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a Frenchman, that we
intend you no injury. I perfectly well know that you are innocent of the

atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It will not do, however, to deny that you
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are in some measure implicated in them. From what I have aheady said,

you must know that I have had means of information about this

matter—means of which you could never have dreamed. Now the thing

stands thus. You have done nothing which you could have avoided

—

nothing, certainly, which renders you culpable. You were not even

guilty of robbery, when you might have robbed with impunity. You
have nothing to conceal. You have no reason for concealment. On the

other hand, you are bound by every principle of honor to confess all you
know. An innocent man is now imprisoned, charged with that crime of

which you can point out the perpetrator."

The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great measure,

while Dupin uttered these words; but his original boldness of bearing

was all gone.

"So help me God!" said he, after a brief pause, "I will tell you all I

know about this affair;—but I do not expect you to believe one half I

say— I would be a fool indeed if I did. Still, I am innocent, and I will

make a clean breast if I die for it."

What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a voyage

to the Indian Archipelago. A party, of which he formed one, landed at

Borneo, and passed into the interior on an excursion of pleasure. Him-
self and a companion had captured the Ourang-Outang. This compan-
ion dying, the animal fell into his own exclusive possession. After great

trouble, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his captive during the

home voyage, he at length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own
residence in Paris, where, not to attract toward himself the unpleasant

curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully secluded, until such time

as it should recover from a wound in the foot, received from a splinter

on board ship. His ultimate design was to sell it.

Returning home from some sailors' frolic on the night, or rather in

the morning, of the murder, he found the beast occupying his own
bedroom, into which it had broken from a closet adjoining, where it had

been, as was thought, securely confined. Razor in hand, and fully

lathered, it was sitting before a looking-glass, attempting the operation

of shaving, in which it had no doubt previously watched its master

through the keyhole of the closet. Terrified at the sight of so dangerous

a weapon in the possession of an animal so ferocious, and so well able to

use it, the man, for some moments, was at a loss what to do. He had been

accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even in its fiercest moods,

by the use of a whip, and to this he now resorted. Upon sight of it, the

Ourang-Outang sprang at once through the door of the chamber, down
the stairs, and thence, through a window, unfortunately open, into the

street.

The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in hand.
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occasionally stopping to look back and gesticulate at his pursuer, until

the latter had nearly come up with it. It then again made off. In this

manner the chase continued for a long time. The streets were pro-

foundly quiet, as it was nearly three o'clock in the morning. In passing

down an alley in the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fugitive's attention was
arrested by a light gleaming from the open window of Madame L'Es-

panaye's chamber, in the fourth story of her house. Rushing to the

building, it perceived the lightning-rod, clambered up with inconceiv-

able agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown fully back against the

wall, and, by its means, swung itself directly upon the headboard of the

bed. The whole feat did not occupy a minute. The shutter was kicked

open again by the Ourang-Outang as it entered the room.
The sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed. He

had strong hopes of now recapturing the brute, as it could scarcely

escape from the trap into which it had ventured, except by the rod,

where it might be intercepted as it came down. On the other hand, there

was much cause for anxiety as to what it might do in the house. This

latter reflection urged the man still to follow the fugitive. A lightning-

rod is ascended without difficulty, especially by a sailor; but, when he

had arrived as high as the window, which lay far to his left, his career

was stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to reach over so as

to obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At this glimpse he nearly

fell from his hold through excess of hoiror. Now it was that those

hideous shrieks arose upon the night, which had startled from slumber

the inmates of the Rtie Morgue. Madame L'Espanaye and her daughter,

habited in their night clothes, had apparently been occupied in arrang-

ing some papers in the iron chest already mentioned, which had been

wheeled into the middle of the room. It was open, and its contents lay

beside it on the floor. The victims must have been sitting with their backs

toward the window; and, from the time elapsing between the ingress of

the beast and the screams, it seems probable that it was not immediately

perceived. The flapping-to of the shutter would naturally have been

attributed to the wind.

As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Madame
L'Espanaye by the hair (which was loose, as she had been combing it),

and was flourishing the razor about her face, in imitation of the motions

of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and motionless; she had
swooned. The screams and struggles of the old lady (ciuring which the

hair was torn from her head) had the effect of changing the probably

pacific purposes of the Ourang-Outang into those of wrath. With one
determined sweep of its muscular aim it nearly severed her head from
her body. The sight of blood inflamed its anger into phrensy. Gnashing
its teeth, and flashing fire from its eyes, it flew upon the body of the girl,

and imbedded its fearful talons in her throat, retaining its grasp until

. . . THE APE, RAZOR STILL IN HAND, OCCASIONALLY
STOPPING TO LOOK BACK AND GESTICULATE AT ITS PUR-
SUER . . .
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(Overleaf) at this glimpse he nearly fell from his

HOLD through EXCESS OF HORROR.
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she expired. Its wandering and wild glances fell at this moment upon
the head of the bed, over which the face of its master, rigid with horror,

was just discernible. The fury of the beast, who no doubt bore still in

mind the dreaded whip, was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of

having deserved punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its

bloody deeds, and skipped about the chamber in an agony of nervous

agitation; throwing down and breaking the furniture as it moved, and
dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it seized first the

corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney, as it was found;

then that of the old lady, which it immediately hurled through the

window headlong.

As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated burden, the

sailor shrank aghast to the rod, and, rather gliding than clambering

down it, hurried at once home—dreading the consequences of the

butchery, and gladly abandoning, in his terror, all solicitude about the

fate of the Ourang-Outang. The words heard by the party upon the

staircase were the Frenchman's exclamations of horror and affright,

commingled with the fiendish jabberings of the brute.

I have scarcely any thing to add. The Ourang-Outang must have

escaped from the chamber, by the rod, just before the breaking of the

door. It must have closed the window as it passed through it. It was

subsequently caught by the owner himself, who obtained for it a very

large sum at theJardin des Plantes. Le Bon was instantly released, upon
our narration of the circumstances (with some comments from Dupin)

at the bureau of the Prefect of Police. This functionary, however well

disposed to my friend, could not altogether conceal his chagrin at the

turn which affairs had taken, and was fain to indulge in a sarcasm or two

about the propriety of every person minding his own business.

"Let him talk," said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary to

reply. "Let him discourse; it will ease his conscience. I am satisfied with

having defeated him in his own castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in the

solution of this mystery, is by no means that matter for wonder which he

supposes it; for, in truth, our friend the Prefect is somewhat too cun-

ning to be profound. In his wisdom is no stamen. It is all head and no

body, like the pictures of the Goddess Laverna—or, at best, all head and

shoulders, like a codfish. But he is a good creature after all. I like him

especially for one master stroke of cant, by which he has attained his

reputation for ingenuity. I mean the way he has 'de nier ce qui est, et

d'expliquer ce qui nest pas.'
"^

' Rousseau—Nouvelle Heloise.



WITH ONE DETERMINED SWEEP OF ITS MUSCULAR ARM IT NEARLY SEVERED HER

HEAD FROM HER BODY.



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 Titan 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.
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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 gray 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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A DESCENT INTO
THE MAELSTROM
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The icays of God in nature, as in Providence, are

not as our ivays; nor are the models that xveframe in

any way commensurate to the vastness, profundity, and
unsearchableness of His works, which have a de]3th

in them greater than the well of Democritiis.

Joseph Cllanvill

E HAD now leached the summit of the loftiest crag. For some
minutes the old man seemed too much exhausted to speak.

"Not long ago," said he at length, "and I could have guided

you on this route as well as the youngest of my sons; but, about thiee

years past, there happened to me an event such as never happened
before to mortal man—or at least such as no man ever survived to tell

of—and the six hours of deadly terror which I then endured have

broken me up body and soul. You suppose me a very old man—but I am
not. It took less than a single day to change these hairs from ajetty black

to white, to weaken my limbs, and to unstring my nerves, so that I

treinble at the least exertion, and am frightened at a shadow. Do you
know I can scarcely look over this little cliff without getting giddy?"

The "little cliif," upon whose edge he had so carelessly thrown
himself down to test that the weightier portion of his body himg
over it, while he was only kept from falling by the tenure of his elbow on

its extreme and slippery edge—this "little cliff" arose, a sheer un-

obstructed precipice of black shining rock, some fifteen or sixteen

hundred feet from the world of crags beneath us. Nothing woidd have

tempted me to be within half a dozen yards of its brink. In truth so

deeply was I excited by the perilous position of my compairion, that I

fell at full length upon the ground, clung to the shrubs around me, and
dared not even glance upward at the sky—while I struggled in vain to

divest myself of the idea that the very foundations of the mountain were
in danger from the fury of the winds. It was long before 1 could reason

myself into sufficient courage to sit up and look out into the distance.

1 12
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"You must get over these fancies," said the guide, "for I have

brought you here that you might have the best possible view of the scene

of that event I mentioned—and to tell you the whole story with the spot

just under your eye."

"We are now," he continued, in that particularizing manner which

distinguished him—"we are now close upon the Norwegian coast

—

in the sixty-eighth degree of latitude—in the great province of

Nordland—and in the dreary district of Lofoden. The mountain upon
whose top we sit is Helseggen, the Cloudy. Now raise yourself up a little

higher—hold on to the grass if you feel giddy—so—and look out, be-

yond the belt of vapor beneath us, into the sea."

I looked dizzily, and beheld a wide expanse of ocean, whose waters

wore so inky a hue as to bring at once to my mind the Nubian geog-

rapher's account of the Mare Tenebrarum. A panorama more deplorably

desolate no human imagination can conceive. To the right and left, as

far as the eye could reach, there lay outstretched, like ramparts of the

world, lines of horridly black and beetling cliff, whose character of

gloom was but the more forcibly illustrated by the surf which reared

high up against it its white and ghastly crest, howling and shrieking for

ever. Just opposite the promontory upon whose apex we were placed,

and at a distance of some five or six miles out at sea, there was visible a

small, bleak-looking island; or, more properly, its position was discerni-

ble through the wilderness of surge in which it was enveloped. About
two miles nearer the land, arose another of smaller size, hideously

craggy and barren, and encompassed at various intervals by a cluster of

dark rocks.

The appearance of the ocean, in the space between the more distant

island and the shore, had something very unusual about it. Although, at

the time, so strong a gale was blowing landward that a brig in the remote

offing lay to under a double-reefed trysail, and constantly plunged her

whole hull out of sight, still there was here nothing like a regular swell,

but only a short, cjuick, angry cross dashing of water in every

direction—as well in the teeth of the wind as otherwise. Of foam there

was little except in the immediate vicinity of the rocks.

"The island in the distance," resumed the old man, "is called by the

Norwegians Vurrgh. The one midway is Moskoe. That a mile to the

northward is Ambaaren. Yonder are Islesen, Hotholm, Keildhelm,

Suarven, and Buckholm. Further off—between Moskoe and Vurrgh

—

are Otterholm, Flimen, Sandflesen, and Stockholm. These are the true

names of the places—but why it has been thought necessary to name
them at all, is more than either you or I can understand. Do you hear

any thing? Do you see any change in the water?"

We had now been about ten minutes upon the top of Helseggen, to



A Descent into the Maelstrom 115

which we had ascended from the interior of Lofoden, so that we had
caught no glimpse of the sea until it had burst upon us from the summit.

As the old man spoke, I became aware of a loud and gradually increas-

ing sound, like the moaning of a vast herd of buffaloes upon an Ameri-

can prairie; and at the same moment I perceived that what seamen term

the chapping character of the ocean beneath us, was rapidly changing

into a current which set to the eastward. Even while I gazed, this current

acquired a monstrous velocity. Each moment added to its speed—to its

headlong impetuosity. In five minutes the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh,

was lashed into ungovernable fury; but it was between Moskoe and the

coast that the main uproar held its sway. Here the vast bed of the waters,

seamed and scarred into a thousand conflicting channels, burst sud-

denly into phrensied convulsion—heaving, boiling, hissing—gyrating in

gigantic and innumerable vortices, and all whirling and plunging on to

the eastward with a rapidity which water never elsewhere assumes, ex-

cept in precipitous descents.

In a few minutes more, there came over the scene another radical

alteration. The general surface grew somewhat more smooth, and the

whirlpools, one by one, disappeared, while prodigious streaks of foam
became apparent where none had been seen before. These streaks, at

length, spreading out to a great distance, and entering into combina-

tion, took unto themselves the gyratory motion of the subsided vortices,

and seemed to form the germ of another more vast. Suddenly—very

suddenly—this assumed a distinct and definite existence, in a circle of

more than a mile in diameter. The edge of the whirl was represented by

a broad belt of gleaming spray; but no particle of this slipped into the

mouth of the terrific funnel, whose interior, as far as the eye could

fathom it, was a smooth, shining, and jet-black wall of water, inclined to

the horizon at an angle of some forty-five degrees, speeding dizzily

round and round with a swaying and sweltering motion, and sending

forth to the winds an appalling voice, half shriek, half roar, such as not

even the mighty cataract of Niagara ever lifts up in its agony to Heaven.

The mountain trembled to its very base, and the rock rocked. I

threw myself upon my face, and clung to the scant herbage in an excess

of nervous agitation.

"This," said I at length, to the old man—"this ccm be nothing else

than the great whirlpool of the Maelstrom."

"So it is sometimes termed," said he. "We Norwegians call it the

Moskoe-strom, from the island of Moskoe in the midway."

The ordinary account of this vortex had by no means prepared me
for what I saw. That of Jonas Ramus, which is perhaps the most cir-

cumstantial of any, cannot impart the faintest conception either of the

magnificence, or of the horror of the scene—or of the wild bewildering
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sense of the novel which confounds the beholder. I am not sure from

what point of view the writer in question surveyed it, nor at what time;

but it could neither have been from the summit of Helseggen, nor

during a storm. There are some passages of his description, neverthe-

less, which may be quoted for their details, although their effect is ex-

ceedingly feeble in conveying an impression of the spectacle.

"Between Lofoden and Moskoe," he says, "the depth of the water is

between thirty-six and forty fathoms; but on the other side, toward Ver

(Vurrgh) this depth decreases so as not to afford a convenient passage

for a vessel, without the risk of splitting on the rocks, which happens

even in the calmest weather. When it is flood, the stream runs up the

country between Lofoden and Moskoe with a boisterous rapidity; but

the roar of its impetuous ebb to the sea is scarce equalled by the loudest

and most dreadful cataracts; the noise being heard several leagues off,

and the vortices or pits are of such an extent and depth, that if a ship

comes within its attraction, it is inevitably absorbed and carried down to

the bottom, and there beat to pieces against the rocks; and when the

water relaxes, the fragments thereof are thrown up again. But these

intervals of tranquillity are only at the turn of the ebb and flood, and in

calm weather, and last but a quarter of an hour, its violence gradually

returning. When the stream is most boisterous, and its fury heightened

by a storm, it is dangerous to come within a Norway mile of it. Boats,

yachts, and ships have been carried away by not guarding against it

before they were carried within its reach. It likewise happens fre-

quently, that whales come too near the stream, and are overpowered by

its violence; and then it is impossible to describe their bowlings and

bellowings in their fruitless struggles to disengage themselves. A bear

once, attempting to swim from Lofoden to Moskoe, was caught by the

stream and borne down, while he roared terribly, so as to be heard on

shore. Large stocks of firs and pine trees, after being absorbed by the

current, rise again broken and torn to such a degree as if bristles grew

upon them. This plainly shows the bottom to consist of craggy rocks,

among which they are whirled to and fro. This stream is regulated by

the flux and reflux of the sea—it being constantly high and low water

every six hours. In the year 1645, early in the morning of Sexagesima

Sunday, it raged with such noise and impetuosity that the very stones of

the houses on the coast fell to the ground."

In regard to the depth of the water, I could not see how this could

have been ascertained at all in the immediate vicinity of the vortex. The
"forty fathoms" must have reference only to portions of the channel

close upon the shore either of Moskoe or Lofoden. The depth in the

centre of the Moskoe-strom must be unmeasurably greater; and no

better proof of this fact is necessary than can be obtained from even the
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sidelong glance into the abyss of the whirl which may be had from the

highest crag of Helseggen. Looking down from this pinnacle upon the

howling Phlegethon below, I could not help smiling at the simplicity

with which the honest Jonas Ramus records, as a matter difficult of

belief, the anecdotes of the w hales and the bears, for it appeared to me,

in fact, a self-evident thing, that the largest ships of the line in existence,

coming within the influence of that deadly attraction, could resist it as

little as a feather the hurricane, and must disappear bodily and at once.

The attempts to account for the phenomenon—some of which I

remember, seemed to me sufficiently plausible in perusal—now wore a

very different and unsatisfactory aspect. The idea generally received is

that this, as well as three smaller vortices among the Ferroe Islands,

"have no other cause than the collision of waves rising and falling, at flux

and reflux, against a ridge of rocks and shelves, which confines the water

so that it precipitates itself like a cataract; and thus the higher the flood

rises, the deeper must the fall be, and the natural result of all is a

whirlpool or vortex, the prodigious suction of which is sufficiently

known by lesser experiments."—These are the words of the Ency-

clopaedia Britannica. Kircher and others imagine that in the centre of the

channel of the maelstrom is an abyss penetrating the globe, and issuing

in some very remote part—the Gulf of Bothnia being somewhat de-

cidedly named in one instance. This opinion, idle in itself, was the one to

which, as I gazed, my imagination most readily assented; and, mention-

ing it to the guide, I was rather surprised to hear him say that, although

it was the view almost universally entertained of the subject by the

Norwegians, it nevertheless was not his own. As to the former notion he

confessed his inability to comprehend it; and here I agreed with him

—

for, however conclusive on paper, it becomes altogether unintelligible,

and even absurd, amid the thunder of the abyss.

"You have had a good look at the whirl now," said the old man,

"and if you will creep round this crag, so as to get in its lee, and deaden

the roar of the water, I will tell you a story that will convince you I ought

to know something of the Moskoe-strom."
I placed myself as desired, and he proceeded.

"Myself and my two brothers once owned a schooner-rigged smack

of about seventy tons burthen, with which we were in the habit of fishing

among the islands beyond Moskoe, nearly to Vurrgh. In all violent

eddies at sea there is good fishing, at proper opportunities, if one has

only the courage to attempt it; but among the whole of the Lofoden

coastmen, we three were the only ones who made a regular business of

going out to the islands, as I tell you. The usual grounds are a great way

lower down to the southward. There fish can be got at all hours, without

much risk, and therefore these places are preferred. The choice spots
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over here among the rocks, however, not only yield the finest variety, but

in far greater abundance; so that we often got in a single day, what the

more timid of the craft could not scrape together in a week. In fact, we
made it a matter of desperate speculation—the risk of life standing

instead of labor, and courage answering for capital.

"We kept the smack in a cove about five miles higher up the coast

than this; and it was oiu" practice, in fine weather, to take advantage of

the fifteen minutes' slack to push across the main channel of the

Moskoe-strom, far above the pool, and then drop down upon anchor-

age somewhere near Otterholm, or Sandflesen, where the eddies are not

so violent as elsewhere. Here we used to remain until nearly time for

slack-water again, when we weighed and made for home. We never set

out upon this expedition without a steady side wind for going and
coming—one that we felt sure would not fail us before our return—and
we seldoin made a miscalculation upon this point. Twice, during six

years, we were forced to stay all night at anchor on account of a dead
calm, which is a rare thing indeed just abovU here; and once we had to

remain on the grounds nearly a week, starving to death, owing to a gale

which blew up shortly after our arrival, and made the channel too

boisterous to be thought of. Upon this occasion we should have been

driven out to sea in spite of every thing (for the whirlpools threw us

round and round so violently, that, at length, we fouled our anchor and
dragged it), if it had not been that we drifted into one of the innumera-

ble cross currents—here to-day and gone to-morrow—which drove us

under the lee of Flimen, where, by good' luck, we brought up.

"I could not tell you the twentieth part of the difficulties we encoun-

tered 'on the ground'—it is a bad spot to be in, even in good weather

—

but we make shift always to run the gauntlet of the Moskoe-strom itself

without accident; although at times my heart has been in my mouth
when we happened to be a minute or so behind or before the slack. The
wind sometimes was not as strong as we thought it at starting, and then

we made rather less way than we could wish, while the current rendered

the smack unmanageable. My eldest brother had a son eighteen years

old, and I had two stout boys of my own. These would have been of

great assistance at such times, in using the sweeps as well as afterward in

fishing—but, somehow, although we ran the risk ourselves, we had not

the heart to let the yoimg ones get into the danger—for, after all said

and done, it was a horrible danger, and that is the truth.

"It is now within a few days of three years since what I am going to

tell you occurred. It was on the tenth of July, 18
, a day which the

people of this part of the world will never forget—for it was one in

which blew the most terrible hurricane that ever came out of the

heavens. And yet all the morning, and indeed until late in the after-
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noon, there was a gentle and steady breeze from the southwest, while

the sun shone brightly, so that the oldest seaman among us could not

have foreseen what was to follow.

"The three of us—my two brothers and myself—had crossed over
to the islands about two o'clock p.m., and soon nearly loaded the smack
with fine fish, which, we all remarked, were more plenty that day than
we had ever known them. It was just seven, by my watch, when we
weighed and started for home, so as to make the worst of the Strom at

slack water, which we knew would be at eight.

"We set out with a fresh wind on our starboard quarter, and for

some time spanked along at a great rate, never dreaming of danger, for

indeed we saw not the slightest reason to apprehend it. All at once we
were taken aback by a breeze from over Helseggen. This was most
unusual—something that had never happened to us before—and I

began to feel a little uneasy, without exactly knowing why. We put the

boat on the wind, but could make no headway at all for the eddies, and I

was upon the point of proposing to return to the anchorage, when,
looking astern, we saw the whole horizon covered with a singular

copper-colored cloud that rose with the most amazing velocity.

"In the meantime the breeze that had headed us off fell away and
we were dead becalmed, drifting about in every direction. This state of

things, however, did not last long enough to give us time to think about

it. In less than a minute the storm was upon us—in less than two the sky

was entirely overcast—and what with this and the driving spray, it be-

came suddenly so dark that we could not see each other in the smack.

"Such a hurricane as then blew it is folly to attempt describing. The
oldest seaman in Norway never experienced any thing like it. We had let

our sails go by the run before it cleverly took us; but, at the first puflF,

both our masts went by the board as if they had been sawed off—the

mainmast taking with it my youngest brother, who had lashed himself to

it for safety.

"Our boat was the lightest feather of a thing that ever sat upon
water. It had a complete flush deck, with only a small hatch near the

bow, and this hatch it had always been our custom to batten down when
about to cross the Strom, by way of precaution against the chopping

seas. But for this circumstance we should have foundered at once—for

we lay entirely binied for some moments. How my elder brother es-

caped destruction I cannot say, for I never had an opportunity of ascer-

taining. For my part, as soon as I had let the foresail run, I threw myself

flat on deck, with my feet against the narrow gunwale of the bow, and
with my hands grasping a ring-bolt near the foot of the foremast. It was

mere instinct that prompted me to do this—which was undoubtedly the

very best thing I could have done—for I was too much flurried to think.
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"For some moments we were completely deluged, as I say, and all

this time I held my breath, and clung to the bolt. When I could stand it

no longer I raised myself upon my knees, still keeping hold with my
hands, and thus got my head clear. Presently our little boat gave herself

a shake, just as a dog does in coming out of the water, and thus rid

herself, in some measure, of the seas. I was now trying to get the better

of the stupor that had come over me, and to collect my senses so as to see

what was to be done, when I felt somebody grasp my arm. It was my
elder brother, and my heart leaped for joy, for I had made sure that he

was overboard—but the next moment all this joy was turned into

horror—for he put his mouth close to my ear, and screamed out the

word 'Moskoe-strom!'

"No one ever will know what my feelings were at that moment. I

shook from head to foot as if I had had the most violent fit of the ague. I

knew what he meant by that one word well enough—I knew what he

wished to make me understand. With the wind that now drove us on, we
were bound for the whirl of the Strom, and nothing could save us!

"You perceive that in crossing the Strom channel, we always went a

long way up above the whirl, even in the calmest weather, and then had
to wait and watch carefully for the slack—but now we were driving right

upon the pool itself, and in such a hurricane as this! 'To be sure,' I

thought, 'we shall get there just about the slack—there is some little

hope in that'—but in the next moment I cursed myself for being so

great a fool as to dream of hope at all. I knew very well that we were

doomed, had we been ten times a ninety-gun ship.

"By this time the first fury of the tempest had spent itself, or

perhaps we did not feel it so much, as we scudded before it, but at all

events the seas, which at first had been kept down by the wind, and lay

flat and frothing, now got up into absolute mountains. A singular

change, too, had come over the heavens. Around in every direction it

was still as black as pitch, but nearly overhead there burst out, all at

once, a circular rift of clear sky—as clear as I ever saw—and of a deep

bright blue—and through it there blazed forth the full moon with a

lustre that I never before knew her to wear. She lit up every thing about

us with the greatest distinctness—but, oh God, what a scene it was to

light up!

"I now made one or two attempts to speak to my brother—but in

some manner which I could not understand, the din had so increased

that I could not make him hear a single word, although I screamed at

the top of my voice in his ear. Presently he shook his head, looking as

pale as death, and held up one of his fingers, as if to say 'listen!'

"At first I could not make out what he meant—but soon a hideous

thought flashed upon me. I dragged my watch from its fob. It was not

going. I glanced at its face by the moonlight, and then burst into tears as
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I flung it far away into the ocean. It had run down at seven o'clock! We were

behind the time of the slack, and the whirl of the Strom ivas in fullfury!

"When a boat is well built, properly trimmed, and not deep laden,

the waves in a strong gale, when she is going large, seem always to slip

from beneath her—which appears strange to a landsman—and this is

what is called riding, in sea phrase.

"Well, so far we had ridden the swells very cleverly; but presently a

gigantic sea happened to take us right under the counter, and bore us

with it as it rose—up—up—as if into the sky. I would not have believed

that any wave could rise so high. And then down we came with a sweep,

a slide, and a plunge that made me feel sick and dizzy, as if I was falling

from some lofty mountain-top in a dream. But while we were up I had
thrown a quick glance around—and that one glance was all-sufficient. I

saw our exact position in an instant. The Moskoe-strom whirlpool was

about a quarter of a mile dead ahead—but no more like the every-day

Moskoe-strom than the whirl, as you now see it, is like a mill-race. If I

had not known where we were, and what we had to expect, I should not

have recognized the place at all. As it was, I involuntarily closed my eyes

in horror. The lids clenched themselves together as if in a spasm.

"It could not have been more than two minutes afterwards until we
suddenly felt the waves subside, and were enveloped in foam. The boat

made a sharp half turn to larboard, and then shot off in its new direc-

tion like a thunderbolt. At the same moment the roaring noise of the

water was completely drowned in a kind of shrill shriek—such a sound

as you might imagine given out by the water-pipes of many thousand

steam-vessels letting off their steam all together. We were now in the belt

of surf that always surrounds the whirl; and I thought, of course, that

another moment would plunge us into the abyss, down which we could

only see indistinctly on account of the amazing velocity with which we
were borne along. The boat did not seem to sink into the water at all, but

to skim like an air-bubble upon the surface of the surge. Her starboard

side was next the whirl, and on the larboard arose the world of ocean we
had left. It stood like a huge writhing wall between us and the horizon.

"It may appear strange, but now, when we were in the very jaws of

the gulf, I felt more composed than when we were only approaching it.

Having made up my mind to hope no more, I got rid of a great deal of

that terror which unmanned me at first. I supposed it was despair that

strung my nerves.

"It may look like boasting—but what I tell you is truth— I began to

reflect how magnificent a thing it was to die in such a manner, and how
foolish it was in me to think of so paltry a consideration as my own
individual life, in view of so wonderful a manifestation of God's power.

I do believe that I blushed with shame when this idea crossed my mind.

After a little while I became possessed with the keenest curiosity about
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the whirl itself. I positively felt a ivish to explore its depths, even at the

sacrifice I was going to make; and my principal grief was that 1 should

never be able to tell my old companions on shore about the mysteries I

should see. These, no doubt, were singular fancies to occupy a man's

mind in stich extremity—and I have often thought since, that the revo-

lutions of the boat around the pool might have rendered me a little

light-headed.

"There was another circumstance which tended to restore my self-

possession; and this was the cessation of the wind, which could not reach

us in our present situation—for, as you saw for yourself, the belt of the

surf is considerably lower than the general bed of the ocean, and this

latter now towered above us, a high, black, mountainous ridge. If you

have never been at sea in a heavy gale, you can form no idea of the

confusion of mind occasioned by the wind and spray together. They
blind, deafen, and strangle you, and take away all power of action or

reflection. But we were now, in a great meastne, rid of these

annoyances—just as death-condemned felons in prison are allowed

petty indulgences, forbidden them while their doom is yet uncertain.

"How often we made the circuit of the belt it is impossible to say. We
careered round and rotmd for perhaps an hour, flying rather than

floating, getting gradually more and more into the middle of the surge,

and then nearer and nearer to its horrible inner edge. All this time I had
never let go of the ring-bolt. My brother was at the stern, holding on to

a small empty water-cask which had been secmely lashed imder the

coop of the counter, and was the only thing on deck that had not been

swept overboard when the gale first took us. As we approached the

brink of the pit he let go his hold upon this, and made for the ring, from

which, in the agony of his terror, he endeavored to force my hands, as it

was not large enough to afford us both a secure grasp. I never felt

deeper grief than when I saw him attempt this act—although I knew he

was a madman when he did it—a raving maniac thiough sheer fright. I

did not care, however, to contest the point with him. I knew it could

make no difference whether either of us held on at all; so I let him have

the bolt, and went astern to the cask. This there was no great difficulty in

doing; for the smack flew round steadily enough, and upon an even

keel—only swaying to and fro with the immense sweeps and swelters of

the whirl. Scarcely had I secured myself in my new position, when we
gave a wild lurch to starboard, and rushed headlong into the abyss. I

muttered a hurried prayer to God, and thought all was over.

"As I felt the sickening sweep of the descent, I had instinctively

tightened my hold upon the barrel, and closed my eyes. For some sec-

onds I dared not open them—while I expected instant destruction, and

SCARCELY HAD I SECURED MYSELF IN MY NEW POSITION,
WHEN WE GAVE A WILD LURCH TO STARBOARD, AND
RUSHED HEADLONG INTO THE ABYSS.
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wondered that I was not already in my death-struggles v\ith the water.

But moment after moment elapsed. 1 still lived. The sense of falling had
ceased; and the motion of the vessel seemed much as it had been before,

while in the belt of foam, with the exception that she now lay more
along. I took courage and looked once again upon the scene.

"Never shall I forget the sensation of awe, horror, and admiration

with which I gazed about me. The boat appeared to be hanging, as if by

magic, midway down, upon the interior surface of a funnel vast in

circumference, prodigious in depth, and whose perfectly smooth sides

might have been mistaken for ebony, but for the bewildering rapidity

with which they spun around, and for the gleaming and ghastly

radiance they shot forth, as the rays of the full moon, from that circular

rift amid the clouds which I have already described, streamed in a flood

of golden glory along the black walls, and far away down into the inmost

recesses of the abyss.

"At first I was too much confused to observe any thing accurately.

The general burst of terrific grandeur was all that I beheld. When I

recovered myself a little, however, my gaze fell instinctively downward.
In this direction I was able to obtain an unobstructed view, from the

manner in which the smack hung on the inclined surface of the pool.

She was quite upon an even keel—that is to say, her deck lay in a plane

parallel with that of the water—but this latter sloped at an angle of more
than forty-five degrees, so that we seemed to be lying upon our beam-
ends. I could not help observing, nevertheless, that I had scarcely more
difficulty in maintaining my hold and footing in this situation, than if we
had been upon a dead level; and this, I suppose, was owing to the speed

at which we revolved.

"The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom of the

profound gulf; but still I could make out nothing distinctly on account

of a thick mist in which every thing there was enveloped, and over which

there hung a magnificent rainbow, like that narrow and tottering bridge

which Mussulmen say is the only pathway between Time and Eternity.

This mist, or spray, was no doubt occasioned by the clashing of the great

walls of the funnel, as they all met together at the bottom—but the yell

that went up to the Heavens from out of that mist I dare not attempt to

describe.

"Our first slide into the abyss itself, from the belt of foam above,

had carried us to a great distance down the slope; but our farther

descent was by no means proportionate. Round and round we swept

—

not with any uniform movement—but in dizzying swings and jerks, that

sent us sometimes only a few hundred yards—sometimes nearly the

complete circuit of the whirl. Our progress downward, at each revolu-

tion, was slow, but very perceptible.
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"Looking about me upon the wide waste of liquid ebony on which
we were thus borne, I perceived that our boat was not the only object in

the embrace of the whirl. Both above and below us were visible frag-

ments of vessels, large masses of building-timber and trunks of trees,

with many smaller articles, such as pieces of house furniture, broken
boxes, barrels and staves. I have already described the unnatural curios-

ity which had taken the place of my original terrors. It appeared to grow
upon me as I drew nearer and nearer to my dreadful doom. I now
began to watch, with a strange interest, the numerous things that floated

in our company. I must have been delirious, for I even sought amusement

in speculating upon the relative velocities of their several descents to-

ward the foam below. 'This fir-tree,' I found myself at one time saying,

'will certainly be the next thing that takes the awful plunge and
disappears,'—and then I was disappointed to find that the wreck of a

Dutch merchant ship overtook it and went down before. At length, after

making several guesses of this nature, and being deceived in all—this

fact—the fact of my invariable miscalculation, set me upon a train of

reflection that made my limbs again tremble, and my heart beat heavily

once more.

"It was not a new terror that thus affected me, but the dawn of a

more exciting hope. This hope arose partly from memory, and partly

from present observation. I called to mind the great variety of buoyant

matter that strewed the coast of Lofoden, having been absorbed and
then thrown forth by the Moskoe-strom. By far the greater number of

the articles were shattered in the most extraordinary way—so chafed

and roughened as to have the appearance of being stuck full of

splinters—but then I distinctly recollected that there were some of them
which were not disfigured at all. Now 1 could not account for this differ-

ence except by supposing that the roughened fragments were the only

ones which had been completely absorbed—that the others had entered the

whirl at so late a period of the tide, or, from some reason, had de-

scended so slowly after entering, that they did not reach the bottom

before the turn of the flood came, or of the ebb, as the case might be. I

conceived it possible, in either instance, that they might thus be whirled

up again to the level of the ocean, without undergoing the fate of those

which had been drawn in more early or absorbed more rapidly. I made,

also, three important observations. The first was, that as a general rule,

the larger the bodies were, the more rapid their descent—the second,

that, between two masses of equal extent, the one spherical, and the

other of any other shape, the superiority in speed of descent was with the

sphere—the third, that, between two masses of equal size, the one cylin-

drical, and the other of any other shape, the cylinder was absorbed the

more slowly. Since my escape, I have had several conversations on this
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subject with an old school-master of the district; and it was from him
that I learned the use of the words 'cylinder and 'sphere.' He explained

to me—although I have forgotten the explanation—how what I ob-

served was, in fact, the natural consequence of the forms of the floating

fragments—and showed me how it happened that a cylinder, swimming
in a vortex, offered more resistance to its suction, and was drawn in with

greater difficulty than an equally bulky body, of any form whatever.'

"There was one startling circumstance which went a great way in

enforcing these observations, and rendering me anxious to turn them to

account, and this was that, at every revolution, we passed something like

a barrel, or else the yard or the mast of a vessel, while many of these

things, which had been on our level when I first opened my eyes upon
the wonders of the whirlpool, were now high up above us, and seemed
to have moved but little from their original station.

"I no longer hesitated what to do. I resolved to lash myself securely

to the water-cask upon which I now held, to cut it loose from the

counter, and to throw myself with it into the water. I attracted my
brother's attention by signs, pointed to the floating barrels that came
near us, and did every thing in my power to make him understand what
I was about to do. I thought at length that he comprehended my
design—but, whether this was the case or not, he shook his head despair-

ingly, and refused to move from his station by the ring-bolt. It was

impossible to reach him; the emergency admitted of no delay; and so,

with a bitter struggle, I resigned him to his fate, fastened myself to the

cask by means of the lashings which secured it to the counter, and
precipitated myself with it into the sea, without another moment's
hesitation.

"The result was precisely what I had hoped it might be. As it is

myself who now tell you this tale—as you see that I did escape—and as

you are already in possession of the mode in which this escape was

effected, and must therefore anticipate all that I have farther to say—

I

will bring my story quickly to conclusion. It might have been an hour, or

thereabout, after my c]uitting the sinack, when, having descended to a

vast distance beneath me, it made three or four wild gyrations in rapid

succession, and, bearing my loved brother with it, plunged headlong, at

once and forever, into the chaos of foam below. The barrel to which I

was attached simk very little farther than half the distance between the

bottom of the gulf and the spot at which I leaped overboard, before a

great change took place in the character of the whirlpool. The slope of

the sides of the vast funnel became momently less and less steep. The
gyrations of the whirl grew, gradually, less and less violent. By degrees,

the froth and the rainbow disappeared, and the bottom of the gulf

' See Archimedes, "De Incidnitibus in Fhddo."—lib. 2.



THE BARREL TO WHICH I WAS ATTACHED SUNK VERY LITTLE FARTHER .
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seemed slowly to uprise. The sky was clear, the winds had gone down,

and the full moon was setting radiantly in the west, when I found myself

on the surface of the ocean, in full view of the shores of Lofoden, and
above the spot where the pool of the Moskoe-strom had been. It was the

hour of the slack—but the sea still heaved in mountainous waves from

the effects of the hurricane. I was borne violently into the channel of the

Strom, and in a few minutes, was hvuried down the coast into the

'grounds' of the fishermen. A boat picked me up—exhausted from

fatigue—and (now that the danger was removed) speechless from the

memory of its horror. Those who drew me on board were my old mates

and daily companions—but they knew me no more than they would

have known a traveller from the spirit-land. My hair, which had been

raven black the day before, was as white as you see it now. They say too

that the whole expression of my countenance had changed. I told them
my story—they did not believe it. I now tell it to you—and I can scarcely

expect you to put more faith in it than did the merry fishermen of

Lofoden."

NORWAY.
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THE ASSIGNATION



I

Stayfor me there! I ivill notfail

To meet thee in that hollou' vale.

[Exequy on the death ot his wife,

by Henry King, Bishop of Chichester]

LL-FATED and mysterious man!—bewildered in the brilliancy of thine

own imagination, and fallen in the flames of thine own youth! Again

in fancy I behold thee! Once more thy form hath risen before me!

—

not—oh! not as thou art—in the cold valley and shadow—but as thou

shouldst be—squandering away a life of magnificent meditation in that

city of dim visions, thine own Venice—which is a star-beloved Elysium of

the sea, and the wide windows of whose Palladian palaces look down
with a deep and bitter meaning upon the secrets of her silent waters.

Yes! I repeat it—as thou shouldst be. There are surely other worlds than

this—other thoughts than the thoughts of the multitude—other specu-

lations than the speculations of the sophist. Who then shall call thy

conduct into question? who blame thee for thy visionary hours, or de-

nounce those occupations as a wasting away of life, which were but the

overflowings of thine everlasting energies?

It was at Venice, beneath the covered archway there called ihe Ponte

di Sospiri, that I met, for the third or fourth time the person of whom I

speak. It is with a confused recollection that I bring to mind the cir-

cumstances of that meeting. Yet I remember—ah! how should I

forget?—the deep midnight, the Bridge of Sighs, the beauty of woman,
and the Genius of Romance that stalked up and down the narrow canal.

It was a night of unusual gloom. The great clock of the Piazza had

sounded the fifth hour of the Italian evening. The square of the Cam-
panile lay silent and deserted, and the lights in the old Ducal Palace

were dying fast away. I was returning home from the Piazetta, by way of

the Grand Canal. But as my gondola arrived opposite the mouth of the

132
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canal San Marco, a female voice from its recesses broke suddenly upon

the night, in one wild, hysterical, and long-continued shriek. Starded at

the sound, I sprang upon my feet; while the gondolier, letting slip his

single oar, lost it in the pitchy darkness beyond a chance of recovery,

and we were consequently left to the guidance of the current which here

sets from the greater into the smaller channel. Like some huge and

sable-feathered condor, we were slowly drifting down toward the

Bridge of Sighs, when a thousand flambeaux flashing from the win-

dows, and down the staircases of the Ducal Palace, turned all at once

that deep gloom into a livid and preternatural day.

A child, slipping from the arms of its own mother, had fallen from

an upper window of the lofty structure into the deep and dim canal.

The quiet waters had closed placidly over their victim; and, although my

own gondola was the only one in sight, many a stout swimmer, already

in the stream, was seeking in vain upon the surface, the treasure which

was to be found, alas! only within the abyss. Upon the broad black

marble flagstones at the entrance of the palace, and a few steps above

the water, stood a figure which none who then saw can have ever smce

forgotten. It was the Marchesa Aphrodite—the adoration of all

Venice—the gayest of the gay—the most lovely where all were

beautiful—but still the young wife of the old and intriguing Mentoni,

and the mother of that fair child, her first and only one, who now, deep

beneath the murky water, was thinking in bitterness of heart upon her

sweet caresses, and exhausting its little life in struggles to call upon her

name.
She stood alone. Her small, bare and silvery feet gleamed m the

black mirror of marble beneath her. Her hair, not as yet more than half

loosened for the night from its ball-room array, clustered, amid a

shower of diamonds, round and round her classical head, in curls like

those of the young hyacinth. A snowy-white and gauze-like drapery

seemed to be nearly the sole covering to her delicate form; but the

mid-summer and midnight air was hot, sullen, and still, and no motion

in the statue-like form itself, stirred even the folds of that raiment of

very vapor which hung around it as the heavy marble hangs around the

Niobe. Yet—strange to say!—her large lustrous eyes were not turned

downward upon that grave wherein her brightest hope lay buried—but

riveted in a widely different direction! The prison of the Old Republic is,

I think, the stateliest building in all Venice—but how could that lady

gaze so fixedly upon it, when iDeneath her lay stifling her own child? Yon

dark, gloomy niche, too, yawns right opposite her chamber window—

what, then, could there be in its shadows—in its architecture—in its

(Overleaf) a child, slipping from the arms of its

OWN mother, had fallen from an upper window of

THE LOFTY STRUCTURE INTO THE DEEP AND DIM CANAL.
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ivy-wreathed and solemn cornices—that the Marchesa di Mentoni had
not wondered at a thousand times before? Nonsense!—Who does not

remember that, at such a time as this, the eye, like a shattered mirror,

multiplies the images of its sorrow, and sees in innumerable far-off

places, the woe which is close at hand?
Many steps above the Marchesa, and within the arch of the water-

gate, stood, in full dress, the Satyr-like figure of Mentoni himself. He
was occasionally occupied in thrumming a guitar, and seemed ennuye to

the very death, as at intervals he gave directions for the recovery of his

child. Stupefied and aghast, I had myself no power to move from the

upright position I had assumed upon first hearing the shriek, and must
have presented to the eyes of the agitated group a spectral and ominous
appearance, as with pale countenance and rigid limbs, I floated down
among them in that funereal gondola.

All efforts proved in vain. Many of the most energetic in the search

were relaxing their exertions, and yielding to a gloomy sorrow. There
seemed but little hope for the child; (how much less than for the

mother!) but now, from the interior of that dark niche which has been

already mentioned as forming a part of the Old Republican prison, and
as fronting the lattice of the Marchesa, a figure muffled in a cloak,

stepped out within reach of the light, and, pausing a moment upon the

verge of the giddy descent, plunged headlong into the canal. As, in an

instant afterward, he stood with the still living and breathing child

within his grasp, upon the marble flagstones By the side of the Marchesa,

his cloak, heavy with the drenching water, became unfastened, and,

falling in folds about his feet, discovered to the wonder-stricken spec-

tators the graceful person of a very young man, with the sound of whose
name the greater part of Europe was then ringing.

No word spoke the deliverer. But the Marchesa! She will now re-

ceive her child—she will press it to her heart—she will cling to its little

form, and smother it with her caresses. Alas! another's arms have taken it

from the stranger

—

another's arms have taken it away, and borne it afar

off, unnoticed, into the palace! And the Marchesa! Her lip—her beauti-

ful lip trembles; tears are gathering in her eyes—those eyes which, like

Pliny's acanthus, are "soft and almost liquid." Yes! tears are gathering in

those eyes—and see! the entire woman thrills throughout the soul, and

the statue has started into life! The pallor of the marble countenance,

the swelling of the marble bosom, the very purity of the marble feet, we
behold suddenly flushed over with a tide of ungovernable crimson; and
a slight shudder quivers about her delicate frame, as a gentle air at

Napoli about the rich silver lilies in the grass.

Why should that lady blush! To this demand there is no answer

—

except that, having left, in the eager haste and terror of a mother's

. . . THE MARCHESA APHRODITE THE ADORATION OF
ALL VENICE THE GAYEST OF THE GAY THE MOST
LOVELY WHERE ALL WERE BEAUTIFUL . . .
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heart, the privacy of her own boudoir, she has neglected to enthral her

tiny feet in their slippers, and utterly forgotten to throw over her Vene-

tian shoulders that drapery which is their due. What other possible

reason could there have been for her so blushing?—for the glance of

those wild appealing eyes?—for the unusual tumult of that throbbing

bosom?—for the convulsive pressure of that trembling hand?—that

hand which fell, as Mentoni turned into the palace, accidentally, upon
the hand of the stranger. What reason could there have been for the

low—the singularly low tone of those unmeaning words which the lady

uttered hurriedly in bidding him adieu? "Thou hast concjuered," she

said, or the murmurs of the water deceived me; "thou hast con-

quered—one hour after sunrise—we shall meet—so let it be!"

The tumult had subsided, the lights had died away within the

palace, and the stranger, whom I now recognized, stood alone upon the

flags. He shook with inconceivable agitation, and his eye glanced around
in search of a gondola. I could not do less than offer him the service of

my own; and he accepted the civility. Having obtained an oar at the

water-gate, we proceeded together to his residence, while he rapidly

recovered his self-possession, and spoke of our former slight accjuaint-

ance in terms of great apparent cordiality.

There are some subjects upon which I take pleasure in being mi-

nute. The person of the stranger—let me call him by this title, who to all

the world was still a stranger—the person of the stranger is one of these

subjects. In height he might have been below rather than above the

medium size: although there were moments of intense passion when his

frame actually expanded and belied the assertion. The light, almost slen-

der symmetry of his figure promised more of that ready activit)' which

he evinced at the Bridge of Sighs, than of that Herculean strength

which he has been known to wield without an effort, upon occasions of

more dangerous emergency. With the mouth and chin of a deity

—

singular, wild, full, liquid eyes, whose shadows varied from pure hazel

to intense and brilliant jet—and a profusion of curling, black hair, from

which a forehead of unusual breadth gleamed forth at intervals all light

and ivory—his were features than which I have seen none more classi-

cally regular, except, perhaps, the marble ones of the Emperor Com-
modus. Yet his countenance was, nevertheless, one of those which all

men have seen at some period of their lives, and have never afterward

seen again. It had no peculiar, it had no settled predominant expression

to be fastened upon the memory; a countenance seen and instantly

forgotten, but forgotten with a \ague and ne\'er-ceasing desire of recall-

ing it to mind. Not that the spirit of each rapid passion failed, at any

THOU HAST CONQUERED ONE HOUR AFTER
SUNRISE WE SHALL MEET SO LET IT BE I"
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time, to throw its own distinct image upon the mirror of that face—but

that the mirror, mirror-like, retained no vestige of the passion, when the

passion had departed.

Upon leaving him on the night of our adventure, he solicited me, in

what I thought an urgent manner, to call upon him very early the next

morning. Shortly after sunrise, I found myself accordingly at his

Palazzo, one of those huge structures of gloomy yet fantastic pomp,
which tower above the waters of the Grand Canal in the vicinity of the

Rialto. I was shown up a broad winding staircase of mosaics, into an

apartment whose unparalleled splendor burst through the opening

door with an actual glare, making me blind and dizzy with lux-

uriousness.

I knew my acquaintance to be wealthy. Report had spoken of his

possessions in terms which I had even ventured to call terms of ridicu-

lous exaggeration. But as I gazed about me, I could not bring myself to

believe that the wealth of any subject in Europe could have supplied the

princely magnificence which burned and blazed around.

Although, as I say, the sun had arisen, yet the room was still bril-

liantly lighted up. I judge from this circumstance, as well as from an air

of exhaustion in the countenance of my friend, that he had not retired to

bed dining the whole of the preceding night. In the architecture and
embellishments of the chamber, the evident design had been to dazzle

and astound. Little attention had been paid to the decora of what is

technically called keeping, or to the proprieties of nationality. The eye

wandered from object to object, and rested upon none—neither the

grotesques of the Greek painters, nor the sculptures of the best Italian

days, nor the huge carvings of untutored Egypt. Rich draperies in every

part of the room trembled to the vibration of low, melancholy music,

whose origin was not to be discovered. The senses were oppressed by

mingled and conflicting perfumes, reeking up from strange convolute

censers, together with multitudinous flaring and flickering tongues of

emerald and violet fire. The rays of the newly risen sun poured in upon
the whole, through windows, formed each of a single pane of crimson-

tinted glass. Glancing to and fro, in a thousand reflections, from cur-

tains which rolled from their cornices like cataracts of molten silver, the

beams of natural glory mingled at length fitfully with the artificial light,

and lay weltering in subdued masses upon a carpet of rich, licjuid-

looking cloth of Chili gold.

"Ha! ha! ha!—ha! ha! ha!"—laughed the proprietor, motioning me
to a seat as I entered the room, and throwing himself back at full-length

upon an ottoman. "I see," said he, perceiving that I could not immedi-

ately reconcile myself to the hienseance of so singular a welcome,
—

"I see
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you are astonished at my apartment—at my statues—my pictures—my
originality of conception in architecture and upholstery! absolutely

drunk, eh, with my magnificence? But pardon me, my dear sir (here his

tone of voice dropped to the very spirit of cordiality); pardon me for my
uncharitable laughter. You appeared so utterly astonished. Besides, some
things are so completely ludicrous, that a man must laugh, or die. To die

laughing must be the most glorious of all glorious deaths! Sir Thomas
More—a very fine man was Sir Thomas More—Sir Thomas More died

laughing, you remember. Also in the 'Absurdities' of Ravisius Textor,

there is a long list of characters who came to the same magnificent end.

Do you know, however," continued he, musingly, "that at Sparta (which

is now Palaeochori), at Sparta, I say, to the west of the citadel, among a

chaos of scarcely visible ruins, is a kind oi^ socle, upon which are still

legible the letters AAHM. They are undoubtedly part of FEAAHMA.
Now, at Sparta were a thousand temples and shrines to a thousand

different divinities. How exceedingly strange that the altar of Laughter

should have survived all the others! But in the present instance," he

resumed, with a singular alteration of voice and manner, "I have no

right to be merry at your expense. You might well have been amazed.

Europe cannot produce any thing so fine as this, my little regal cabinet.

My other apartments are by no means of the same order—mere ultras of

fashionable insipidity. This is better than fashion— is it not? Yet this has

but to be seen to become the rage—that is, with those who could afford it

at the cost of their entire patrimony. I have guarded, however, against

any such profanation. With one exception, you are the only human
being, besides myself and my i>alet, who has been admitted within the

mysteries of these imperial precincts, since they have been bedizened as

you see!"

I bowed in acknowledgment—for the overpowering sense of splen-

dor and perfume and music, together with the unexpected eccentricity

of his address and manner, prevented me from expressing, in words,

my appreciation of what I might have construed into a compliment.

"Here," he resumed, arising and leaning on my arm as he saun-

tered around the apartment, "here are paintings from the Greeks to

Cimabue, and from Cimabue to the present hour. Many are chosen, as

you see, with little deference to the opinions of Virtu. They are all,

however, fitting tapestry for a chamber such as this. Here, too, are some
chef-d'ceuvres of the unknown great; and here, unfinished designs by men,

celebrated in their day, whose very names the perspicacity of the

academies has left to silence and to me. What think you," said he,

turning abruptly as he spoke,
—

"what think you of this Madonna della

Pieta?"
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"It is Guido's own!" I said, with all the enthusiasm of my nature, for

I had been poring intently over its surpassing loveliness. "It is Guido's

own!—how could you have obtained it? she is undoubtedly in painting

what the Venus is in sculpture."

"Ha!" said he, thoughtfully, "the Venus?—the beautiful Venus?

—

the Venus of the Medici?—she of the diminutive head and the gilded

hair? Part of the left arm [here his voice dropped so as to be heard with

difficulty], and all the right, are restorations, and in the coquetry of that

right arm lies, I think, the cjuintessence of all affectation. Give me the

Canova! The Apollo, too, is a copy—there can be no doubt of it—blind

fool that I am, who cannot behold the boasted inspiration of the Apollo!

I cannot help—pity me!—I cannot help preferring the Antinous. Was it

not Socrates who said that the statuary found his statue in the block of

marble? Then Michael Angelo was by no means original in his couplet

—

'Non ha I'ottimo artista alcun concetto

Che un marmo solo in se non circimscriva.'
"

It has been, or shoidd be remarked, that, in the manner of the true

gentleman, we are always aware of a difference from the bearing of the

vulgar, without being at once precisely able to determine in what such

difference consists. Allowing the remark to have applied in its full force

to the outward demeanor of my acquaintance, I felt it, on that eventful

morning, still more fully applicable to his moral temperament and
character. Nor can I better define that peculiarity of spirit which seemed
to place him so essentially apart from all other human beings, than by

calling it a habit of intense and continual thought, pervading even his

most trivial actions—intruding upon his moments of dalliance—and
interweaving itself with his very flashes of merriment—like adders which

writhe from out the eyes of the grinning masks in the cornices around
the temples of Persepolis.

I could not help, however, repeatedly observing, through the min-

gled tone of levity and solemnity with which he rapidly descanted upon
matters of little importance, a certain air of trepidation—a degree of

nervous unction in action and in speech—an unquiet excitability of

manner which appeared to me at all times unaccountable, and upon
some occasions even filled me with alarm. Frequently, too, pausing in

the middle of a sentence whose commencement he had apparently for-

gotten, he seemed to be listening in the deepest attention, as if either in

momentary expectation of a visitor, or to soimds which must have had
existence in his imagination alone.

It was dining one of these reveries or pauses of apparent abstrac-

tion, that, in turning over a page of the poet and scholar Politian's

beautiful tragedy, "The Orfeo" (the first native Italian tragedy), which
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lay near me upon an ottoman, I discovered a passage underlined in

pencil. It was a passage toward the end of the third act—a passage of the

most heart-stirring excitement—a passage which, although tainted with

impurity, no man shall read without a thrill of novel emotion—no
woman without a sigh. The whole page was blotted with fresh tears;

and, upon the opposite interleaf, were the following English lines, writ-

ten in a hand so very different from the peculiar characters of my
acqtiaintance, that I had some difficulty in recognizing it as his own:

Thou wast that all 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 Futine cries,

"Onward!"—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!

Now all my hours are trances;

And all my nightly dreams
Are where the dark eye glances.

And where thy footstep gleams

In what ethereal dances.

By what Italian streams.

Alas! for that accursed time

They bore thee o'er the billow,

From Love to titled age and crime,

And an unholy pillow!

—

From me, and from our misty clime.

Where weeps the silver willow!
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That these lines were written in English—a language with which I

had not believed their author acquainted—afforded me little matter of

surprise. I was too well aware of the extent of his acquirements, and of

the singular pleasure he took in concealing them from observation, to be

astonished at any similar discovery; but the place of date, I must confess,

occasioned me no little amazement. It had been originally London, and
afterward carefully overscored—not, however, so eflFectually as to con-

ceal the word from a scrutinizing eye. I say, this occasioned me no little

amazement; for I well remember that, in a former conversation with my
friend, I particularly inquired if he had at any time met in London the

Marchesa di Mentoni (who for some years previous to her marriage had

resided in that city), when his answer, if I mistake not, gave me to

understand that he had never visited the metropolis of Great Britain. I

might as well here mention, that I have more than once heard (without,

of course, giving credit to a report involving so many improbabilities),

that the pei son of whom I speak, was not only by birth, but in education,

an Englishman.

"There is one painting," said he, without being aware of my notice

of the tragedy,
—

"there is still one painting which you have not seen."

And throwing aside a drapery, he discovered a full-length portrait of

the Marchesa Aphrodite.

Human art could have done no more in the delineation of her

superhuman beauty. The same ethereal figure which stood before me
the preceding night upon the steps of the Ducal Palace, stood before me
once again. But in the expression of the countenance, which was beam-
ing all over with smiles, there still lurked (incomprehensible anomaly!)

that fitful stain of melancholy which will ever be found inseparable from
the perfection of the beautiful. Her right arm lay folded over her

bosom. With her left she pointed downward to a curiously fashioned

vase. One small, fairy foot, alone visible, barely touched the earth; and,

scarcely discernible in the brilliant atmosphere which seemed to encircle

and enshrine her loveliness, floated a pair of the most delicately imag-

ined wings. My glance fell from the painting to the figure of my friend,

and the vigorous words of Chapman's Bussy D'Ambois, quivered instinc-

tively upon my lips:

"He is up
There like a Roman statue! He will stand

Till Death hath made him marble!"

"Come," he said at length, turning toward a table of richly enam-
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elled and massive silver, upon which were a few goblets fantastically

stained, together with two large Etruscan vases, fashioned in the same
extraordinary model as that in the foreground of the portrait, and filled

with what I supposed to be Johannisberger. "Come," he said, abruptly,

"let us drink! It is early—but let us drink. It is indeed early," he con-

tinued, musingly, as a cherub with a heavy golden hammer made the

apartment ring with the first hour after sunrise: "it is indeed early—but

what matters it? let us drink! Let us pour out an offering to yon solemn
sun which these gaudy lamps and censers are so eager to subdue!" And
having made me pledge him in a bumper, he swallowed in rapid succes-

sion several goblets of the wine.

"To dream," he continued, resuming the tone of his desultory con-

versation, as he held up to the rich light of a censer one of the magnifi-

cent vases
—

"to dream has been the business of my life, I have therefore

framed for myself, as you see, a bower of dreams. In the heart of Venice

could I have erected a better? You behold around you, it is true, a

medley of architectural embellishments. The chastity of Ionia is of-

fended by antediluvian devices, and the sphynxes of Egypt are out-

stretched upon carpets of gold. Yet the effect is incongruous to the timid

alone. Proprieties of place, and especially of time, are the bugbears

which terrify mankind from the contemplation of the magnificent. Once
I was myself a decorist; but that sublimation of folly has palled upon my
soul. All this is now the fitter for my purpose. Like these arabesque

censers, my spirit is writhing in fire, and the delirium of this scene is

fashioning me for the wilder visions of that land of real dreams whither

I am now rapidly departing." He here paused abruptly, bent his head to

his bosom, and seemed to listen to a sound which I could not hear. At
length, erecting his frame, he looked upwards, and ejaculated the lines

of the Bishop of Chichester:

'"Stay for me there! I will not fail

To meet thee in that hollow vale."

In the next instant, confessing the power of the wine, he threw himself

at full length upon an ottoman.

A quick step was now heard upon the staircase, and a loud knock at

the door rapidly succeeded. I was hastening to anticipate a second dis-

ttirbance, when a page of Mentoni's household burst into the room, and
faltered out, in a voice choking with emotion, the incoherent words, "My
mistress!—my mistress!—Poisoned!—poisoned! Oh, beautiful—oh,

beautiful Aphrodite!"

Bewildered, I flew to the ottoman, and endeavored to arouse the

sleeper to a sense of the startling intelligence. But his limbs were
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rimd—his lips were livid—his lately beaming eyes were riveted in death. I

staggered back toward the table—my hand fell upon a cracked and

blackened goblet—and a consciousness of the entire and terrible truth

flashed suddenly over my soul.

BUT HIS LIMBS WERE RIGID—HIS UPS WERE LIVID—HIS

LATELY BEAMING EYES WERE RIVETED IN DEATH.
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Pestis eram vivus—mariens tiia mors ero.

Martin Luther

H-ORROR and fatality have been stalking abroad in all ages. Why
then give a date to the story I have to tell? Let it suffice to say, that at

the period of which I speak, there existed, in the interior of Hungary,
a settled although hidden belief in the doctrines of the Metempsychosis.
Of the doctrines themselves—that is, of their falsity, or of their

probability— I say nothing. I assert, however, that much of our incredu-

lity (as La Bruyere says of all our unhappiness) "vient de ne pouvoir etre

seuls."^

But there were some points in the Hungarian superstition which

were fast verging to absurdity. They—the Hungarians—differed very

essentially from their Eastern authorities. For example. ''The soul," said

the former— I give the words of an acute and intelligent Parisian

—

"ne

demeure quune seulefois dans un corps sensible: an reste—nn cheval, un chien,

un homme meme, n'est que la ressemblance peu tangible de ces animaux."

The families of Berlifitzing and Metzengerstein had been at vari-

ance for centuries. Never before were two houses so illustrious, mutually

embittered by hostility so deadly. The origin of this enmity seems to be

found in the words of an ancient prophecy
—"A lofty name shall have a

fearful fall when, as the rider over his horse, the mortality of Metz-

engerstein shall triumph over the immortality of Berlifitzing."

To be sure the words themselves had little or no meaning. But more
trivial causes have given rise—and that no long while ago—to conse-

quences equally eventful. Besides, the estates, which were contiguous,

' Mercier, in "L'an deux mille quatre cents quarante," seriously maintains the doctrines of the

Metempsychosis, and J. D'Israeli says that "no system is so simple and so little repugnant to the

understanding." Colonel Ethan Allen , the "Green Mountain Boy," is also said to have been a serious

metempsychosist.

152

FREDERICK, BARON METZENGERSTEIN, WAS, ON THE
OTHER HAND, NOT YET OF AGE.
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1 54 Metzengerstein

had long exercised a rival influence in the affairs of a busy government.

Moreover, near neighbors are seldom friends; and the inhabitants of

the Castle Berlifitzing might look, from their lofty buttresses, into the

very windows of the Palace Metzengerstein. Least of all had the more
than feudal magnificence, thus discovered, a tendency to allay the irrit-

able feelings of the less ancient and less wealthy Berlifitzings. What
wonder, then, that the words, however silly, of that prediction, should

have succeeded in setting and keeping at variance two families already

predisposed to quarrel by every instigation of hereditary jealousy? The
prophecy seemed to imply—if it implied anything—a final triumph on
the part of the already more powerful house; and was of course re-

membered with the more bitter animosity by the weaker and less

influential.

Wilhelm, Count Berlifitzing, although loftily descended, was, at the

epoch of this narrative, an infirm and doting old man, remarkable for

nothing but an inordinate and inveterate personal antipathy to the

family of his rival, and so passionate a love of horses, and of hunting,

that neither bodily infirmity, great age, nor mental incapacity, pre-

vented his daily participation in the dangers of the chase.

Frederick, Baron Metzengerstein, was, on the other hand, not yet of

age. His father, the Minister G , died young. His mother, the Lady
Mary, followed him quickly. Frederick was, at that time, in his

eighteenth year. In a city, eighteen years are no long period; but in a

wilderness—in so magnificent a wilderness as that old principality, the

pendulum vibrates with a deeper meaning.

From some peculiar circumstances attending the administration of

his father, the young Baron, at the decease of the former, entered im-

mediately upon his vast possessions. Such estates were seldom held be-

fore by a nobleman of Hungary. His castles were without number. The
chief in point of splendor and extent was the "Palace Metzengerstein."

The boundary line of his dominions was never clearly defined; but his

principal park embraced a circuit of fifty miles.

LIpon the succession of a proprietor so young, with a character so

well known, to a fortune so unparalleled, little speculation was afloat in

legard to his probable course of conduct. And, indeed, for the space of

three days, the behavior of the heir out-Heroded Herod, and fairly

surpassed the expectations of his most enthusiastic admirers. Shameful

debaucheries—flagrant treacheries—unheard-of atrocities—gave his

trembling vassals quickly to understand that no servile submission on

their part—no punctilios of conscience on his own—were thenceforward

to prove any security against the remorseless fangs of a petty Caligvda.

On the night of the fourth clay, the stables of the Castle Berlifitzing were

discovered to be on fire; and the unanimous opinion of the neighbor-

SHAMEFUL DEBAUCHERIES . . .
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hood added the crime of the incendiary to the aheady hideous list of the

Baron's misdemeanors and enormities.

But during the tumult occasioned by this occurrence, the young
nobleman himself sat apparently buried in meditation, in a vast and

desolate upper apartment of the family palace of Metzengerstein. The
rich although faded tapestry hangings which swung gloomily upon the

walls, represented the shadowy and majestic forms of a thousand illus-

trious ancestors. Here, rich-ermined priests, and pontihcal dignitaries,

familiarly seated with the autocrat and the sovereign, put a veto on the

wishes of a temporal king, or restrained with the fiat of papal supremacy

the rebellious sceptre of the Arch-enemy. There, the dark, tall statures of

the Princes Metzengerstein—their muscular war-couisers plunging over

the carcas.ses of fallen foes—startled the steadiest nerves with their vig-

orous expression; dindhere, again, the vohiptuous and swan-like figures

of the dames of days gone by, floated away in the mazes of an unreal

dance to the strains of imaginary melody.

But as the Baron listened, or aflFected to listen, to the gradually

increasing uproar in the stables of Berlifitzing—or perhaps pondered
upon some more novel, some more decided act of audacity—his eyes

were tinned unwittingly to the figure of an enormous, and unnaturally

colored horse, represented in the tapestry as belonging to a Saracen

ancestor of the family of his rival. The horse itself, in the foreground of

the design, stood motionless and statue-like—while, farther back, its

discomfited rider perished by the dagger of a Metzengerstein.

On Frederick's lips arose a fiendish expression, as he became aware

of the direction which his glance had, without his consciousness, assumed.

Yet he did not remove it. On the contrary, he could by no means ac-

count for the overwhelming anxiety which appeared falling like a pall

upon his senses. It was with difficulty that he reconciled his dreamy and
incoherent feelings with the certainty of being awake. The longer he

gazed the more absorbing became the spell—the more impossible did it

appear that he could ever withdraw his glance from the fascination of

that tapestry. But the tumult without becoming suddenly more violent,

with a compulsory exertion he diverted his attention to the glare of

ruddy light thrown full by the flaming stables upon the windows of the

apartment.

The action, however, was but momentary; his gaze returned

mechanically to the wall. To his extreme horror and astonishment, the

head of the gigantic steed had, in the meantime, altered its position. The
neck of the animal, before arched, as if in compassion, over the prostrate

body of its lord, was now extended, at full length, in the direction of the

Baron. The eyes, before invisible, now wore an energetic and human
expression, while they gleamed with a fiery and unusual red; and the

. . . THE DISTENDED UPS OF THE APPARENTLY EN-

RAGED HORSE LEFT IN FULL VIEW HIS SEPULCHRAL AND
DISGUSTING TEETH.
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distended lips of the apparently enraged horse left in full view his

sepulchral and disgusting teeth.

StupeHed with terror, the young nobleman tottered to the door. As

he threw it open, a flash of red light, streaming far into the chamber,

flung his shadow with a clear outline against the quivering tapestry; and
he shtiddered to perceive that shadow—as he staggered awhile upon the

threshold—assuming the exact position, and precisely filling up the con-

tour, of the relentless and triumphant murderer of the Saracen

Berlifitzing.

To lighten the depression of his spirits, the Baron hurried into the

open air. At the principal gate of the palace he encountered three

equerries. With much difficulty, and at the imminent peril of their lives,

they were restraining the convulsive plunges of a gigantic and fiery-

colored horse.

"What horse? Where did you get him?" demanded the youth, in a

querulous and husky tone, as he became instantly aware that the mys-

terious steed in the tapestried chamber was the very counterpart of the

furious animal before his eyes.

"He is your own property, sire," replied one of the equerries, "at

least he is claimed by no other owner. We caught him flying, all smoking
and foaming with rage, from the burning stables of the Castle Berlifitz-

ing. Supposing him to have belonged to the old Count's stud of foreign

horses, we led him back as an estray. But the grooms there disclaim any

title to the creature; which is strange, since he bears evident marks of

having made a narrow escape from the flames."

"The letters W. V. B. are also branded very distinctly on his

forehead," interrupted a second equerry: "I supposed them, of course,

to be the initials of William Von Berlifitzing—btit all at the castle are

positive in denying any knowledge of the horse."

"Extremely singular!" said the young Baron, with a musing air, and
apparently unconscious of the meaning of his words. "He is, as you say,

a remarkable horse—a prodigious horse! although, as you very justly

observe, of a suspicious and untractable character; let him be mine,

however," he added, after a pause, "perhaps a rider like Frederick of

Metzengerstein may tame even the devil from the stables of

Berlifitzing."

"You are mistaken, my lord; the horse, as I think we mentioned, is

not from the stables of the Coimt. If such had been the case, we know
our duty better than to bring him into the presence of a noble of your

family."

"True!" observed the Baron, drily; and at that instant a page of the

bed-chamber came from the palace with a heightened color, and a

precipitate step. He whispered into his master's ear an account of the



Metzengerstein 159

sudden disappearance of a small portion of the tapestry, in an apart-

ment which he designated; entering, at the same time, into particulars

of a minute and circumstantial character; but from the low tone of voice

in which these latter were communicated, nothing escaped to gratify the

excited curiosity of the equerries.

The young Frederick, during the conference, seemed agitated by a

variety of emotions. He soon, however, recovered his composure, and
an expression of determined malignancy settled upon his countenance,
as he gave peremptory orders that the apartment in question should be
immediately locked up, and the key placed in his own possession.

"Have you heard of the unhappy death of the old hunter Berlifitz-

ing?" said one of his vassals to the Baron, as, after the departure of the

page, the huge steed which that nobleman had adopted as his own,
plunged and curveted, with redoubled fury, down the long avenue
which extended from the palace to the stables of Metzengerstein.

"No!" said the Baron, turning abruptly toward the speaker, "dead!

say you?"

"It is indeed true, my lord; and, to the noble of your name, will be, I

imagine, no unwelcome intelligence."

A rapid smile shot over the countenance of the listener. "How died
he?"

"In his rash exertions to rescue a favorite portion of the hunting
stud, he has himself perished miserably in the flames."

"I—n—d—e—e—d— !" ejaculated the Baron, as if slowly and de-

liberately impressed with the truth of some exciting idea.

"Indeed," repeated the vassal.

"Shocking!" said the youth, calmly, and turned quietly into the

palace.

From this date a marked alteration took place in the outward de-

meanor of the dissolute young Baron Frederick Von Metzengerstein.

Indeed, his behavior disappointed every expectation, and proved little

in acc(5rdance with the xiews of many a manoeuvring mamma; while his

habits and manner, still less than formerly, offered any thing congenial

with those of the neighboring aristocracy. He was never to be seen

beyond the limits of his own domain, and, in his wide and social world,

was utterly companionless—unless, indeed, that unnatural, impetuous,
and fiery-colored horse, which he henceforward continually bestrode,

had any mysterious right to the title of his friend.

Numerous invitations on the part of the neighborhood for a long

time, however, periodically came in. "Will the Baron honor our festivals

with his presence?" "Will the Baron join us in a himting of the boar?"

—

"Metzengerstein does not hunt"; "Metzengerstein will not attend," were
the haughty and laconic answers.
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These repeated insults were not to be endured by an imperious

nobility. Such invitations became less cordial—less frequent—in time

they ceased altogether. The widow of the unfortunate Count Berlititz-

ing was even heard to express a hope "that the Baron might be at home
when he did not wish to be at home, since he disdained the company of

his equals; and ride when he did not wish to ride, since he preferred the

society of a horse." This to be sure was a very silly explosion of heredi-

tary pique; and merely proved how singularly unmeaning our sayings

are apt to become, when we desire to be unusually energetic.

The charitable, nevertheless, attributed the alteration in the con-

duct of the young nobleman to the natural sorrow of a son for the

untimely loss of his parents;—forgetting, however, his atrocious and
reckless behavior during the short period immediately succeeding that

bereavement. Some there were, indeed, who suggested a too haughty

idea of self-consequence and dignity. Others again (among whom may
be mentioned the family physician) did not hesitate in speaking of mor-

bid melancholy, and hereditary ill-health; while dark hints, of a more
equivocal nature, were current among the multitude.

Indeed, the Baron's perverse attachment to his lately-acquired

charger—an attachment which seemed to attain new strength from
every fresh example of the animal's ferocious and demon-like

propensities—at length became, in the eyes of all reasonable men, a

hideous and unnatural fervor. In the glare of noon—at the dead hour

of night—in sickness or in health—in calm or in tempest—the young
Metzengerstein seemed riveted to the saddle of that colossal horse,

whose intractable audacities so well accorded with his own spirit.

There were circumstances, moreover, which, coupled with late

events, gave an unearthly and portentous character to the mania of the

rider, and to the capabilities of the steed. The space passed over in a

single leap had been accurately measured, and was found to exceed, by

an astounding difference, the wildest expectations of the most imagina-

tive. The Baron, besides, had no particular name for the animal, al-

though all the rest in his collection were distinguished by characteristic

appellations. His stable, too, was appointed at a distance from the rest;

and with regard to grooming and other necessary offices, none but the

owner in person had ventured to officiate, or even to enter the enclosure

of that horse's particular stall. It was also to be observed, that although

the three grooms, who had caught the steed as he fled from the confla-

gration at Berlifitzing, had succeeded in arresting his course, by means
of a chain-bridle and noose—yet not one of the three could with any

certainty affirm that he had, during that dangerous struggle, or at any

period thereafter, actually placed his hand upon the body of the beast.

Instances of peculiar intelligence in the demeanor of a noble and high-

spirited horse are not to be supposed capable of exciting unreasonable

. . . METZENGERSTEIN . . . DESCENDED LIKE A MA-
NIAC FROM HIS CHAMBER, AND, MOUNTING IN HOT HASTE,
BOUNDED AWAY INTO THE MAZES OF THE FOREST.
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attention, but there were certain circumstances which intruded them-

selves by force upon the most skeptical and phlegmatic; and it is said

there were times when the animal caused the gaping crowd who stood

around to recoil in horror from the deep and impressive meaning of his

terrible stamp—times when the young Metzengerstein turned pale and
shrunk away from the rapid and searching expression of his human-
looking eye.

Among all the retinue of the Baron, however, none were found to

doubt the ardor of that extraordinary affection which existed on the

part of the young nobleman for the fiery qualities of his horse; at least,

none but an insignificant and misshapen little page, whose defcnmities

were in everybody's way, and whose opinions were of the least possible

importance. He (if his ideas are worth mentioning at all) had the effron-

tery to assert that his master never vaulted into the saddle without an

unaccountable and almost imperceptible shudder; and that, upon his

return from every long-continued and habitual ride, an expression of

triumphant malignity distorted every muscle in his countenance.

One tempestuous night, Metzengerstein, awaking from a heavy

slumber, descended like a maniac from his chamber, and, mounting in

hot haste, bounded away into the mazes of the forest. An occurrence so

common attracted no particular attention, but his return was looked for

with intense anxiety on the part of his domestics, when, after some

hours' absence, the stupendous and magnificent battlements of the

Palace Metzengerstein, were discovered crackling and rocking to their

very foundation, under the influence of a dense and livid mass of im-

governable fire.

As the flames, when first seen, had already made so terrible a prog-

ress that all efforts to save any portion of the building were evidently

futile, the astonished neighborhood stood idly around in silent if not

pathetic wonder. But a new and fearful object soon riveted the attention

of the multitude, and proved how much more intense is the excitement

wrought in the feelings of a crowd by the contemplation of human
agony, than that brought about by the most appalling spectacles of

inanimate matter.

Up the long avenue of aged oaks which led from the forest to the

main entrance of the Palace Metzengerstein, a steed, bearing an unbon-

neted and disordered rider, was seen leaping with an impetuosity which

outstripped the very Demon of the Tempest.

The career of the horseman was indisputably, on his own part,

uncontrollable. The agony of his coimtenance, the convulsive struggle

of his frame, gave evidence of superhuman exertion: but no sound, save

a solitary shriek, escaped from his lacerated lips, which were bitten

through and through in the intensity of terror. One instant, and the

clattering of hoofs resounded sharply and shrilly above the roaring of
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the flames and the shrieking of the winds—another, and, clearing at a

single plunge the gate-way and the moat, the steed bounded far up the

tottering staircases of the palace, and, with its rider, disappeared amid

the whirlwind of chaotic fire.

The fury of the tempest immediately died away, and a dead calm

sullenly succeeded. A white flame still enveloped the building like a

shroud, and, streaming far away into the quiet atmosphere, shot forth a

glare of preternatural light; while a cloud of smoke settled heavily over

the battlements in the distinct colossal figure of—« horse.

WHILE A CLOUD OF SMOKE SETTLED HEAVILY OVER THE BATTLEMENTS IN

TliE DISTINCT COLOSSAL FIGURE OF A HORSE.
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Impia tortorum longas hie turba furores

Sanguinis innocui, non satiata, aluit.

Sospitc nunc patria,fracto nuncfuneris antra,

Mors ubi dirafuit vita salusque patent.

[Quatrain composed for the gates of a market
to be erected upon the site of the

Jacobin Ckib House at Paris.]

I WAS sick—sick unto death with that long agony; and when they at

length unbound me, and I was permitted to sit, I felt that my senses

were leaving me. The sentence—the dread sentence of death—was

the last of distinct accentuation which reached my ears. After that, the

sound of the inquisitorial voices seemed merged in one dreamy inde-

terminate hum. It conveyed to my soul the idea oi revolution—perhaps

from its association in fancy with the bmr of a mill-wheel. This only for a

brief period, for presently I heard no more. Yet, for a while, I saw—but

with how terrible an exaggeration! I saw the lips of the black-robed

judges. They appeared to me white—whiter than the sheet upon which

I trace these words—and thin even to grotesqueness; thin with the in-

tensity of their expression of firmness—of immovable resolution—of

stern contempt of human torture. I saw that the decrees of what to me
was Fate were still issuing fron:i those lips. I saw them writhe with a

deadly locution. I saw them fashion the syllables of my name; and I

shuddered because no sound succeeded. I saw, too, for a few moments
of delirious horror, the soft and nearly imperceptible waving of the

sable draperies which enwrapped the walls of the apartment. And then

my vision fell upon the seven tall candles upon the table. At first they

wore the aspect of charity, and seemed white slender angels who would
save me; but then, all at once, there came a most deadly nausea over iny

spirit, and I felt every fibre in my frame thrill as if I had touched the

wire of a galvanic battery, while the angel forms became meaningless

166
YET, FOR A WHILE, I SAW; BUT WITH HOW TERRIBLE AN
exaggeration! I SAW THE LIPS OF THE BLACK-ROBED
JUDGES.
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spectres, with heads of flame, and I saw that from them there would be

no help. And then there stole into my fancy, like a rich musical note, the

thought of what sweet rest there must be in the grave. The thought

came gently and stealthily, and it seemed long before it attained full

appreciation; but just as my spirit came at length properly to feel and
entertain it, the figures of the judges vanished, as if magically, from
before me; the tall candles sank into nothingness; their flames went out

utterly; the blackness of darkness supervened; all sensations appeared
swallowed up in a mad rushing descent as of the soul into Hades. Then
silence, and stillness, and night were the universe.

I had swooned; but still will not say that all of consciousness was

lost. What of it there remained I will not attempt to define, or even to

describe; yet all was not lost. In the deepest slumber—no! In

delirium—no! In a swoon—no! In death—no! even in the grave all is not

lost. Else there is no immortality for man. Arousing from the most

profound of slumbers, we break the gossamer web o^some dream. Yet in

a second afterward (so frail may that web have been) we remember not

that we have dreamed. In the return to life from the swoon there are

two stages: first, that of the sense of mental or spiritual; secondly, that of

the sense of physical, existence. It seems probable that if, upon reaching

the second stage, we could recall the impressions of the first, we should

find these impressions eloquent in memories of the gulf beyond. And
that gulf is—what? How at least shall we distinguish its shadows from
those of the tomb? But if the impressions of what I have termed the first

stage are not, at will, recalled, yet, after long interval, do they not come
unbidden, while we marvel whence they come? He who has never

swooned, is not he who finds strange palaces and wildly familiar faces in

coals that glow; is not he who beholds floating in mid-air the sad visions

that the many may not view; is not he who ponders over the perfume of

some novel flower; is not he whose brain grows bewildered with the

meaning of some musical cadence which has never before arrested his

attention.

Amid frequent and thoughtful endeavors to remember, amid ear-

nest struggles to regather some token of the state of seeming nothing-

ness into which my soul had lapsed, there have been moments when I

have dreamed of success; there have been brief, very brief periods when
I have conjured up remembrances which the lucid reason of a later

epoch assures me could have had reference only to that condition of

seeming unconsciousness. These shadows of memory tell, indistinctly, of

tall figures that lifted and bore me in silence down—down—still

down—till a hideous dizziness oppressed me at the mere idea of the

interminableness of the descent. They tell also of a vague horror at my
heart, on account of that heart's unnatural stillness. Then comes a sense

of sudden motionlessness throughout all things; as if those who bore me
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(a ghastly train!) had outrun, in their descent, the limits of the limitless,

and paused from the wearisomeness of their toil. After this I call to

mind flatness and dampness; and then all is madjiess—the madness of a

memory which busies itself among forbidden things.

Very suddenly there came back to my soul motion and sound—the

tumultuous motion of the heart, and, in my ears, the sound of its beat-

ing. Then a pause in which all is blank. Then again sound, and motion,

and touch—a tingling sensation pervading my frame. Then the mere

consciousness of existence, without thought—a condition which lasted

long. Then, very suddenly, thought, and shuddering terror, and earnest

endeavor to comprehend my true state. Then a strong desire to lapse

into insensibility. Then a rushing revival of soul and a successful effort

to move. And now a full memory of the trial, of the judges, of the sable

draperies, of the sentence, of the sickness, of the swoon. Then entire

forgetfulness of all that followed; of all that a later day and much
earnestness of endeavor have enabled me vaguely to recall.

So far, I had not opened my eyes. I felt that I lay upon my back,

unbound. I reached out my hand, and it fell heavily upon something

damp and hard. There I suffered it to remain for many minutes, while I

strove to imagine where and what I could be. I longed, yet dared not, to

employ my vision. I dreaded the first glance at objects around me. It was

not that I feared to look upon things horrible, but that I grew aghast lest

there should be nothing to see. At length, with a wild desperation at

heart, I quickly unclosed my eyes. My worst thoughts, then, were con-

firmed. The blackness of eternal night encompassed me. I struggled for

breath. The intensity of the darkness seemed to oppress and stifle me.

The atmosphere was intolerably close. I still lay quietly, and made effort

to exercise my reason. I brought to mind the inquisitorial proceedings,

and attempted from that point to deduce my real condition. 1 lie sen-

tence had passed; and it appeared to me that a very long interval of time

had since elapsed. Yet not for a moment did I suppose myself actually

dead. Such a supposition, notwithstanding what we read in fiction, is

altogether inconsistent with real existence;—but where and in what state

was I? The condemned to death, I knew, perished usually at the auto-

da-fes, and one of these had been held on the very night of the day of my

trial. Had I been remanded to my dungeon, to await the next sacrifice,

which would not take place for many months? This I at once saw could

not be. Victims had been in immediate demand. Moreover, my dun-

geon, as well as all the condemned cells at Toledo, had stone floors, and

light was not altogether excluded.

A fearful idea now suddenly drove the blood in torrents upon my

heart, and for a brief period I once more relapsed into insensibility.

Upon recovering, I at once started to my feet, trembling convulsively in

every fibre. I thrust my arms wildly above and around me in all direc-
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tions. I felt nothing; yet dreaded to move a step, lest I should be im-

peded by the walls of a tomb. Perspiration burst from every pore, and
stood in cold big beads upon my forehead. The agony of suspense grew
at length intolerable, and I cautiously moved forward, with my arms
extended, and my eyes straining from their sockets in the hope of

catching some faint ray of light. I proceeded for many paces; but still all

was blackness and vacancy. I breathed more freely. It seeined evident

that mine was not, at least, the most hideous of fates.

And now, as I still continued to step cautiously onward, there came
thronging upon my recollection a thousand vague rumors of the hor-

rors of Toledo. Of the dungeons there had been strange things

narrated—fables I had always deemed them,—but yet strange, and too

ghastly to repeat, save in a whisper. Was I left to perish of starvation in

this subterranean world of darkness; or what fate, perhaps even more
fearful, awaited me? That the result would be death, and a death of

more than customary bitterness, I knew too well the character of my
judges to doubt. The mode and the hour were all that occupied or

distracted me.

My outstretched hands at length encountered some solid obstruc-

tion. It was a wall, seemingly of stone masonry—very smooth, slimy, and
cold. I followed it up; stepping with all the careful distrust with which

certain antique narratives had inspired me. This process, however, af-

forded me no means of ascertaining the dimensions of my dungeon, as I

might make its circuit and return to the point whence I set out without

being aware of the fact, so perfectly uniform seemed the wall. I there-

fore sought the knife which had been in my pocket when led into the

inquisitorial chamber; but it was gone; my clothes had been exchanged
for a wrapper of coarse serge. I had thought of forcing the blade in

some minute crevice of the masonry, so as to identify mv point of depar-

ture. The difficulty, nevertheless, was but trivial; although, in the disoi-

der of my fancy, it seemed at first insuperable. I tore a part of the hem
from the robe and placed the fragment at full length, and at right

angles to the wall. In groping my way around the prison, I could not fail

to encounter this rag upon completing the circuit. So, at least, I thought;

but I had not counted upon the extent of the dungeon, or upon my own
weakness. The ground was moist and slippery. I staggered onward for

some time, when I stumbled and fell. My excessive fatigue induced me
to remain prostrate; and sleep soon overtook me as I lay.

Upon awaking, and stretching forth an arm, I found beside me a

loaf and a pitcher with water. I was too much exhausted to reflect upon
this circumstance, but ate and drank with avidity. Shortly afterward, I

resumed my tour around the prison, and with much toil, came at last

upon the fragment of the serge. Up to the period when I fell, I had
counted fifty-two paces, and, upon resuming my walk, I had counted
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forty-eight more—when I arrived at the rag. There were in all, then, a

hundred paces; and, admitting two paces to the yard, I presumed the

dungeon to be fifty yards in circuit. I had met, however, with many
angles in the wall, and thus I could form no guess at the shape of the

vault, for vault I could not help supposing it to be.

I had little object—certainly no hope—in these researches; but a

vague curiosity prompted me to continue them. Quitting the wall, I

resolved to cross the area of the enclosure. At first, I proceeded with

extreme caution, for the floor, although seemingly of solid material, was
treacherous with slime. At length, however, I took courage, and did not

hesitate to step firmly—endeavoring to cross in as direct a line as possi-

ble. I had advanced some ten or twelve paces in this manner, when the

remnant of the torn hem of my robe became entangled between my
legs. I stepped on it, and fell violently on my face.

In the confusion attending my fall, I did not immediately ap-

prehend a somewhat startling circumstance, which yet, in a few seconds
afterward, and while I still lay prostrate, arrested my attention. It was
this: my chin rested upon the floor of the prison, but my lips, and the

upper portion of my head, although seemingly at a less elevation than
the chin, touched nothing. At the same time, my forehead seemed
bathed in a clammy vapor, and the peculiar smell of decayed fungus
arose to my nostrils. I put forward my arm, and shuddered to find that I

had fallen at the very brink of a circular pit, whose extent, of course, I

had no means of ascertaining at the moment. Groping about the

masonry just below the margin, I succeeded in dislodging a small frag-

ment, and let it fall into the abyss. For many seconds I hearkened to its

reverberations as it dashed against the sides of the chasm in its descent;

at length, there was a sullen plunge into water, succeeded by loud
echoes. At the same moment, there came a sound resembling the quick

opening and as rapid closing of a door overhead, while a faint gleam of
light flashed suddenly through the gloom, and as suddenly faded away.

I saw clearly the doom which had been prepared for me, and con-

gratulated myself upon the timely accident by which I had escaped.

Another step before my fall, and the world had seen me no more. And
the death just avoided was of that very character which I had regarded
as fabulous and frivolous in the tales respecting the Inquisition. To the

victims of its tyranny, there was the choice of death with its direst physi-

cal agonies, or death with its most hideous moral horrors. I had been
reserved for the latter. By long suffering my nerves had been unstrung,
until I trembled at the sound of my own voice, and had become in every
respect a fitting subject for the species of torture which awaited me.

Shaking in every limb, I groped my way back to the wall—resolving

there to perish rather than risk the terrors of the wells, of which my
imagination now pictured many in various positions about the dungeon.

(Overleaf) of the dungeons there had been
STRANGE things NARRATED FABLES I HAD ALWAYS
deemed them BUT YET STRANGE, AND TOO GHASTLY
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In other conditions of mind, I might have had courage to end my misery

at once, by a plunge into one of these abysses; but now I was the veriest

of cowards. Neither could I forget what I had read of these pits—that

the sudden extinction of life formed no part of their most horrible plan.

Agitation of spirit kept me awake for many long hours, biu at

length I again slumbered. Upon arousing, I found by my side, as before,

a loaf and a pitcher of water. A burning thirst consumed me, and I

emptied the vessel at a draught. It must have been drugged—for

scarcely had I drunk, before I became irresistibly drowsy. A deep sleep

fell upon me—a sleep like that of death. How long it lasted, of course I

know not; but when, once again, I unclosed my eyes, the objects around
me were visible. By a wild, sulphurous lustre, the origin of which I could

not at first determine, I was enabled to see the extent and aspect of the

prison.

In its size I had been greatly mistaken. The whole circuit of its walls

did not exceed twenty-five yards. For some minutes this fact occasioned

me a world of vain trouble; vain indeed—for what could be of less

importance, imder the terrible circumstances which environed me, than

the mere dimensions of my dungeon? But my soul took a wild interest in

trifles, and I busied myself in endeavors to account for the error I had
committed in my measurement. The truth at length flashed upon me.

In my first attempt at exploration I had counted fifty-two paces, up to the

period when I fell: I must then have been within a pace or two of the

fragment of serge; in fact, I had nearly performed the circuit of the

vault. I then slept—and, upon awaking, I must have returned upon my
steps—thus supposing the circuit nearly double what it actually was. My
confusion of mind prevented me from observing that I began my tour

with the wall to the left, and ended it with the wall to the right.

I had been deceived, too, in respect to the shape of the enclosure.

In feeling my way I had found many angles, and thus deduced an idea

of great irregularity; so potent is the effect of total darkness upon one

arousing from lethargy or sleep! The angles were simply those of a few

slight depressions, or niches, at odd intervals. The general shape of the

prison was square. What I had taken for masonry seemed now to be

iron, or some other metal, in huge plates, whose sutures or joints oc-

casioned the depression. The entire surface of this metallic enclosure

was rudely daubed in all the hideous and repulsive devices to which the

charnel superstition of the monks has given rise. The figures of fiends in

aspects of menace, with skeleton forms, and other more really fearful

images, overspread and disfigured the walls. I observed that the outlines

of these monstrosities were sufficiently distinct, but that the colors

seemed faded and blurred, as if from the effects of a damp atmosphere.

I now noticed the floor, too, which was of stone. In the centre yawned
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the circular pit from whosejaws I had escaped; but it was the only one in

the dungeon.
All this I saw indistinctly and by much effort—for my personal

condition had been greatly changed during slumber. I now lay upon my
back, and at full length, on a species of low framework of wood. To this

I was securely bound by a long strap resembling a surcingle. It passed in

many convolutions about my limbs and body, leaving at liberty only my
head, and my left arm to such extent, that I could, by dint of much
exertion, supply myself with food from an earthen dish which lay by my
side on the floor. I saw, to my horror, that the pitcher had been re-

moved. I say to my horror—for I was consumed with intolerable thirst.

This thirst it appeared to be the design of my persecutors to

stimulate—for the food in the dish was meat pungently seasoned.

Looking upward, I surveyed the ceiling of my prison. It was some
thirty or forty feet overhead, and constructed much as the side walls. In

one of its panels a very singular figure riveted my whole attention. It was
the painted figure of Time as he is commonly represented, save that, in

lieu of a scythe, he held what, at a casual glance, I supposed to be the

pictured image of a huge pendulum, such as we see on antique clocks.

There was something, however, in the appearance of this machine
which caused me to regard it more attentively. While I gazed directly

upward at it (for its position was immediately over my own) I fancied

that I saw it in motion. In an instant afterward the fancy was confirmed.

Its sweep was brief, and of course slow. I watched it for some minutes

somewhat in fear, but more in wonder. Wearied at length with observ-

ing its dull movement, I turned my eyes upon the other objects in the

cell.

A slight noise attracted my notice, and, looking to the floor, I saw
several enormous rats traversing it. They had issued from the well which
lay just within view to my right. Even then, while I gazed, they came up
in troops, hurriedly, with ravenous eyes, allured by the scent of the

meat. From this it required much effort and attention to scare theiri

away.

It might have been half an hour, perhaps even an hour (for I could
take but imperfect note of time), before I again cast my eyes upward.
What I then saw confounded and amazed me. The sweep of the pen-
dulum had increased in extent by nearly a yard. As a natural conse-

quence its velocity was also much greater. But what mainly disturbed me
was the idea that it had perceptibly descended. I now observed—with

what horror it is needless to say—that its nether extremity was formed
of a crescent of glittering steel, about a foot in length from horn to horn;

the horns upward, and the under edge evidently as keen as that of a

razor. Like a razor also, it seemed massy and heavy, tapering from the
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edge into a solid and broad structure above. It was appended to a

weighty rod of brass, and the whole hissed as it swung through the air.

I could no longei' doubt the doom prepared for me by monkish
ingenuity in torture. My cognizance of the pit had become known to the

inquisitorial agents

—

the pit, whose horrors had been destined for so bold

a recusant as myself

—

the pit, typical of hell and regarded by rumor as

the Ultima Thule of all their punishments. The plunge into this pit I

had avoided by the merest of accidents, and I knew that surprise, or

entrapment into torment, formed an important portion of all the

grotesquerie of these dungeon deaths. Having failed to fall, it was no
part of the demon plan to hur\ me into the abyss, and thus (there being

no alternative) a different and a milder destruction awaited me. Milder!

I half smiled in my agony as I thought of such application of such a

term

.

What boots it to tell of the long, long hours of horror more than

mortal, during which I counted the rushing oscillations of the steel!

Inch by inch—line by line—with a descent only appreciable at intervals

that seemed ages—down and still down it came! Days passed—it might

have been that many days passed—ere it swept so closely over me as to

fan me with its acrid breath. The odor of the sharp steel forced itself into

my nostrils. I prayed— I wearied heaven with my prayer for its more
speedy descent. I grew frantically mad, and struggled to force myself

upward against the sweep of the fearful scimitar. And then I fell sud-

denly calm, and lay smiling at the glittering death, as a child at some
rare bauble.

There was another interval of utter insensibility; it was brief; for,

upon again lapsing into life, there had been no perceptible descent in

the pendulum. But it might have been long—for I knew there were

demons who took note of my swoon, and who could have arrested the

vibration at pleasure. Upon my recovery, too, I felt very—oh!

inexpressibly—sick and weak, as if through long inanition. Even amid
the agonies of that period, the human nature craved food. With painful

effort I outstretched my left arm as far as my bonds permitted, and took

possession of the small remnant which had been spared me by the rats.

As I put a portion of it within my lips, there rushed to my mind a

half-formed thought of joy—of hope. Yet what business had / with

hope? It was, as I say, a half-formed thought—man has many such,

which are never completed. I felt that it was ofjoy—of hope; but I felt

also that it had perished in its formation. In vain I struggled to

perfect—to regain it. Long suffering had nearly annihilated all my or-

dinary powers of mind. I was an imbecile—an idiot.

The vibration of the pendulum was at right angles to my length. I

saw that the crescent was designed to cross the region of the heart. It

would fray the serge of my robe— it would return and repeat its

INCH BY INCH LINE BY LINE—WITH A DESCENT ONLY
APPRECIABLE AT INTERVALS THAT SEEMED AGES DOWN
AND STILL DOWN IT CAME!

I
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operations—again—and again. Notwithstanding its terrifically wide

sweep (some thirty feet or more), and the hissing vigor of its descent,

sufficient to sunder these very walls of iron, still the fraying of my robe

would be all that, for several minutes, it would accomplish. And at this

thought I paused. I dared not go further than this reflection. I dwelt

upon it with a pertinacity of attention—as if, in so dwelling, I could

arrest here the descent of the steel. I forced myself to ponder upon the

sound of the crescent as it should pass across the garment—upon the

peculiar thrilling sensation which the friction of cloth produces on the

nerves. I pondered upon all this frivolity until my teeth were on edge.

Down—steadily down it crept. I took a frenzied pleasure in con-

trasting its downward with its lateral velocity. To the right—to the

left—far and wide—with the shriek of a damned spirit! to my heart,

with the stealthy pace of the tiger! I alternately laughed and howled, as

the one or the other idea grew predominant.

Down—certainly, relentlessly down! It vibrated within three inches

of my bosom! I struggled violently—furiously—to free my left arm.

This was free only from the elbow to the hand. I could reach the latter,

from the platter beside me, to my mouth, with great effort, but no

farther. Could I have broken the fastenings above the elbow, I would
have seized and attempted to arrest the pendulum. I might as well have

attempted to arrest an avalanche!

Down—still unceasingly—still inevitably down! I gasped and strug-

gled at each vibration. I shrunk convulsively at its every sweep. My eyes

followed its outward or upward whirls with the eagerness of the most

unmeaning despair; they closed themselves spasmodically at the de-

scent, although death would have been a relief, oh, how unspeakable!

Still I quivered in every nerve to think how slight a sinking of the

machinery would precipitate that keen, glistening axe upon my bosom.

It was hope that prompted the nerve to quiver—the frame to shrink. It

was hope—the hope that triumphs on the rack—that whispers to the

death-condemned even in the dungeons of the Inquisition.

I saw that some ten or twelve vibrations would bring the steel in

actual contact with my robe—and with this observation there suddenly

came over my spirit all the keen, collected calmness of despair. For the

first time during many hours—or perhaps days— I thought. It now oc-

curred to me, that the bandage, or surcingle, which enveloped me, was

unique. I was tied by no separate cord. The first stroke of the razor-like

crescent athwart any portion of the band would so detach it that it might

be unwound from my person by means of my left hand. But how fear-

ful, in that case, the proximity of the steel! The result of the slightest

struggle, how deadly! Was it likely, moreover, that the minions of the

torturer had not foreseen and provided for this possibility? Was it prob-

able that the bandage crossed my bosom in the track of the pendulum?
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Dreading to find my faint and, as it seemed, my last hope frustrated, I so

far elevated my head as to obtain a distinct view of my breast. The
surcingle enveloped my limbs and body close in all directions

—

save in

the path of the destroying crescent.

Scarcely had I dropped my head back into its original position,

when there flashed upon my mind what I cannot better describe than as

the unformed half of that idea of deliverance to which I have previously

alluded, and of which a moiety only floated indeterminately through my
brain when I raised food to my burning lips. The whole thought was

now present—feeble, scarcely sane, scarcely definite—but still entire. I

proceeded at once, with the nervous energy of despair, to attempt its

execution.

For many hours the immediate vicinity of the low framework upon
which I lay had been literally swarming with rats. They were wild, bold,

ravenous—their red eyes glaring upon me as if they waited but for

motionlessness on my part to make me their prey. "To what food," 1

thought, "have they been accustomed in the well?"

They had devoured, in spite of all my efforts to prevent them, all

but a small remnant of the contents of the dish. I had fallen into an

habitual see-saw or wave of the hand about the platter; and, at length,

the unconscious uniformity of the movement deprived it of effect. In

their voracity, the vermin frequently fastened their sharp fangs in my
fingers. With the particles of the oily and spicy viand which now re-

mained, 1 thoroughly rubbed the bandage wherever I could reach it;

then, raising my hand from the floor, I lay breathlessly still.

At first, the ravenous animals were startled and terrified at the

change—at the cessation of movement. They shrank alarmedly back;

many sought the well. But this was only for a moment. I had not

counted in vain upon their voracity. Observing that I remained without

motion, one or two of the boldest leaped upon the framework, and
smelt at the surcingle. This seemed the signal for a general rush. Forth

from the well they hurried in fresh troops. They clung to the wood

—

they overran it, and leaped in hundreds upon my person. The mea-

sured movement of the pendulum disturbed them not at all. Avoiding

its strokes, they busied themselves with the anointed bandage. They
pressed—they swarmed upon me in ever accumulating heaps. They
writhed upon my throat; their cold lips sought my own; 1 was half stifled

by their thronging pressure; disgust, for which the world has no name,
swelled my bosom, and chilled, with a heavy clamminess, my heart. Yet

one minute, and I felt that the struggle would be over. Plainly I per-

ceived the loosening of the bandage. I knew that in more than one place

it must be already severed. With a more than human resolution I lay

still.

Nor had I erred in my calculations—nor had I endured in vain. I at
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length felt that I wasfree. The surcingle hung in ribands from my body.

But the stroke of the pendulum already pressed upon my bosom. It had
divided the serge of the robe. It had cut through the linen beneath.

Twice again it swung, and a sharp sense of pain shot through every

nerve. But the moment of escape had arrived. At a wave of my hand my
deliverers hurried tumultuously away. With a steady movement

—

catitious, side-long, shrinking, and slow—I slid from the embrace of

the bandage and beyond the reach of the scimitar. For the moment, at

least, / wasfree.

Free!—and in the grasp of the Inquisition! I had scarcely stepped

from my wooden bed of horror upon the stone floor of the prison, when
the motion of the hellish machine ceased, and I beheld it drawn up, by

some invisible force, through the ceiling. This was a lesson which I took

desperately to heart. My every motion was undoubtedly watched.

Free!— I had but escaped death in one form of agony, to be delivered

unto worse than death in some other. With that thought I rolled my eyes

nervously around on the barriers of iron that hemmed me in. Some-
thing unusual—some change which, at first, I could not appreciate

distinctly— it was obvious, had taken place in the apartment. For many
minutes of a dreamy and trembling abstraction, I busied myself in vain,

unconnected conjecture. During this period, I became aware, for the

first time, of the origin of the sulphurous light which illumined the cell.

It proceeded from a fissure, about half an inch in width, extending

entirely around the prison at the base of the walls, which thtis appeared,

and were completely separated from the floor. I endeavored, but of

course in vain, to look through the aperture.

As I arose from the attempt, the mystery of the alteration in the

chamber broke at once upon my understanding. I have observed that,

although the outlines of the figures tipon the walls were sufficiently

distinct, yet the colors seemed bltnred and indefinite. These colors had

now assumed, and were momentarily assuming, a startling and most

intense brilliancy, that gave to the spectral and fiendish portraitures an

aspect that might have thrilled even firmer nerves than my own. Demon
eyes, of a wild and ghastly vivacity, glared upon me in a thousand

directions, where none had been visible before, and gleamed with the

lurid lustre of a fire that I could not force my imagination to regard as

unreal.

Unreal!—Even while I breathed there came to my nostrils the

breath of the vapor of heated iron! A suffocating odor pervaded the

prison! A deeper glow settled each moment in the eyes that glared at my
agonies! A richer tint of crimson diffused itself over the pictured horrors

of blood. I panted! I gasped for breath! There could be no doubt of the

design of my tormentors—oh! most unrelenting! oh! most demoniac of

men! I shrank from the glowing metal to the centre of the cell. Amid the

DEMON EYES, OF A WILD AND GHASTLY VIVACITY,

GLARED UPON ME. . . .



^i^^.\\\:M\

t * VC
>.-

9}



vs

182 The Pit AND THE Pendulum

thought of the fiery destruction that impended, the idea of the coohiess

of the well came over my soul like balm. I rushed to its deadly brink. I

threw my straining vision below. The glare from the enkindled roof

illumined its inmost recesses. Yet, for a wild moment, did my spirit

refuse to comprehend the meaning of what I saw. At length it forced—it

wrestled its way into my soul—it burned itself in upon my shuddering

reason. Oh! for a voice to speak!—oh! horror!—oh! any horror but this!

With a shriek, I rushed from the margin, and buried my face in my
hands—weeping bitterly.

The heat rapidly increased, and once again I looked up, shudder-

ing as with a fit of the ague. There had been a second change in the

cell—and now the change was obviously in theform. As before, it was in

vain that I at first endeavored to appreciate or understand what was

taking place. But not long was I left in doubt. The Inquisitorial ven-

geance had been hurried by my two-fold escape, and there was to be no

more dallying with the King of Terrors. The room had been square. I

saw that two of its iron angles were now acute—two, consequently, ob-

tuse. The fearful difference quickly increased with a low rimibling or

moaning sound. In an instant the apartment had shifted its form into

that of a lozenge. But the alteration stopped not here— I neither hoped
nor desired it to stop. I could have clasped the red walls to my bosom as

a garment of eternal peace. "Death," I said, "any death but that of the

pit!" Fool! might I not have known thatm^o the pit it was the object of the

burning iron to urge me? Could I resist its glow? or if even that, could I

withstand its pressure? And now, flatter and flatter grew the lozenge,

with a rapidity that left me no time for contemplation. Its centre, and of

course its greatest width, came just over the yawning gulf. I shrank

back—but the closing walls pressed me resistlessly onward. At length for

my seared and writhing body there was no longer an inch of foothold on

the firm floor of the prison. I struggled no more, but the agony of my
soul found vent in one loud, long, and final scream of despair. I felt that

I tottered upon the brink— I averted my eyes

—

There was a discordant hum of human voices! There was a loud

blast as of many trumpets! There was a harsh grating as of a thousand

thunders! The fiery walls rushed back! An outstretched arm caught my
own as I fell, fainting, into the abyss. It was that of General Lasalle. The
French army had entered Toledo. The Inquisition was in the hands of

its enemies.

THE FRENC:H army had entered TOLEDO.





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; 1 could not awaken

My heart to joy at the same tone;

And all I lov'd, / lov'd alone.

YJmi—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 roU'd

In its autunm 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.
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THE THOUSAND-
AND-SECOND TALE

OF
SCHEHERAZADE



H
Truth is stranger than fiction.

Old Saying

.AViNG had occasion, lately, in the course of some Oiiental

investigations, to consult the "Tellmenow Isitsoornot," a work which

(like the "Zohar" of Simeon Jochaides) is scarcely known at all, even in

Europe; and which has never been quoted, to my knowledge, by any

American—ifwe except, perhaps, the author of the "Curiosities of Ameri-

can Literature";—having had occasion, I say, to turn over some pages of

the first-mentioned very remarkable work, I was not a little astonished to

discover that the literary world has hitherto been strangely in error

respecting the fate of the vizier's daughter, Scheherazade, as that fate is

depicted in the "Arabian Nights"; and that the denoucrnoit there given, if

not altogether inaccurate, as far as it goes, is at least to blame in not

having gone very much farther.

For full information on this interesting topic, I must refer the in-

quisitive reader to the "Isitsoornot" itself; but, in the meantime, I shall

be pardoned for giving a summary of what I there discovered.

It will be remembered, that, in the usual version of the tales, a

certain monarch, having good cause to be jealous of his queen, not only

puts her to death, but makes a vow, by his beard and the prophet, to

espouse each night the most beautiful maiden in his dominions, and the

next morning to deliver her up to the executioner.

Having fulfilled this vow for many years to the letter, and with a

religious punctuality and method that conferred great credit upon him
as a man of devout feeling and excellent sense, he was interrupted one

afternoon (no doubt at his prayers) by a visit from his grand vizier, to

whose daughter, it appears, there had occurred an idea.

Her name was Scheherazade, and her idea was, that she would
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either redeem the land from the depopulating tax upon its beauty, or

perish, after the approved fashion of all heroines, in the attempt.

Accordingly, and although we do not find it to be leap-year (which

makes the sacrifice more meritorious), she deputes her father, the grand

vizier, to make an offer to the king of her hand. This hand the king

eagerly accepts—(he had intended to take it at all events, and had put

off the matter from day to day, only through fear of the vizier),—but, in

accepting it now, he gives all parties very distinctly to understand, that,

grand vizier or no grand vizier, he has not the slightest design of giving

up one iota of his vow or of his privileges. When, therefore, the fair

Scheherazade insisted upon marrying the king, and did actually marry

him despite her father's excellent advice not to do any thing of the

kind—when she would and did marry him, I say, will I nill I, it was with

her beautiful black eyes as thoroughly open as the nature of the case

would allow.

It seems, however, that this politic damsel (who had been reading

Machiavelli, beyond doubt), had a very ingenious little plot in her mind.

On the night of^the wedding, she contrived, upon I forget what specious

pretence, to have her sister occupy a couch sufficiently near that of the

royal pair to admit of easy conversation from bed to bed; and, a little

before cock-crowing, she took care to awaken the good monarch, her

husband (who bore her none the worse will because he intended to

wring her neck on the morrow),—she managed to awaken him, I say,

(although on account of a capital conscience and an easy digestion, he

slept well,) by the profound interest of a story (about a rat and a black

cat, I think) which she was narrating (all in an undertone, of course) to

her sister. When the day broke, it so happened that this history was not

altogether finished, and that Scheherazade, in the nature of things

could not finish it just then, since it was high time for her to get up and

be bowstrung—a thing very little more pleasant than hanging, only a

trifle more genteel!

The king's curiosity, however, prevailing, I am sorry to say, even

over his sound religious principles, induced him for this once to post-

pone the fulfilment of his vow until next morning, for the purpose and

with the hope of hearing that night how it fared in the end with the

black cat (a black cat, I think it was) and the rat.

The night having arrived, however, the lady Scheherazade not only

put the finishing stroke to the black cat and the rat (the rat was blue) but

before she well knew what she was about, found herself deep in the

intricacies of a narration, having reference (if I am not altogether mis-

taken) to a pink horse (with green wings) that went, in a violent manner,

by clockwork, and was wound up with an indigo key. With this history

tfie king was even more profoundly interested than with the other

—

and, as the day broke before its conclusion (notwithstanding all the

(Overleaf) Scheherazade.
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queen's endeavors to get through with it in time for the bowstringing),

there was again no resource but to postpone that ceremony as before,

for twenty-four hours. The next night tliere happened a similar acci-

dent with a similar result; and then the next—and then again the next;

so that, in the end, the good monarch, having been unavoidably de-

prived of all opportunity to keep his vow during a period of no less than

one tfiousand and one nights, either forgets it altogether by the expira-

tion of this time, or gets himself absolved of it in the regular way, or

(what is more probable) breaks it outright, as well as the head of his

father confessor. At all events, Scheherazade, who, being lineally de-

scended from Eve, fell heir, perhaps, to the whole seven baskets of talk,

which the latter lady, we all know, picked up from under the trees in the

garden of Eden; Scheherazade, I say, finally triumphed, and the tariflf

upon beauty was repealed.

Now, this conclusion (which is that of the story as we have it upon
record) is, no doubt, excessively proper and pleasant—but alas! like a

great many pleasant things, is more pleasant than true; and I am in-

debted altogether to the "Isitsoornot" for the means of correcting the

error. "L? mieux," says a French proverb, "est Vennemi du bien," and, in

mentioning that Scheherazade had inherited the seven baskets of talk, I

should have added that she put them out at compound interest until

they amounted to seventy-seven.

"My dear sister," said she, on the thousand-and-second night (I

quote the language of the "Isitsoornot" at this point, verbatim), "my dear

sister," said she, "now that all this little difficulty about the bowstring has

blown over, and that this odious tax is so happily repealed, I feel that I

have been guilty of great indiscretion in withholding from you and the

king (who, I am sorry to say, snores—a thing no gentleman would do)

the full conclusion of Sinbad the sailor. This person went through

numerous other and more interesting adventures than those which I

related; but the truth is, I felt sleepy on the particular night of their

narration, and so was seduced into cutting them short—a grievous piece

of misconduct, for which I only trust that Allah will forgive me. But even

yet it is not too late to remedy my great neglect—and as soon as I have

given the king a pinch or two in order to wake him up so far that he may
stop making that horrible noise, I will forthwith entertain you (and him
if he pleases) with the sequel of this very remarkable story."

Hereupon the sister of Scheherazade, as I have it from the "Isit-

soornot," expressed no very particular intensity of gratification; but the

king, having been sufficiently pinched, at length ceased snoring, and
finally said, "Hum!" and then "Hoo!" when the queen, understanding

these words (which are no doubt Arabic) to signify that he was all atten-

tion, and would do his best not to snore any more—the queen, I say,

having arranged these matters to her satisfaction, re-entered thus, at

once, into the history of Sinbad the sailor:
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" 'At length, in my old age,' (these are the words of Sinbad himself,

as retailed by Scheherazade)
—

'at length, in my old age, and after enjoy-

ing many years of tranquillity at home, I became once more possessed of

a desire of visiting foreign countries; and one day, without acquainting

any of my family with my design, I packed up some bundles of such

merchandise as was most precious and least bulky, and, engaging a

porter to carry them, went with him down to the sea-shore, to await the

arrival of any chance vessel that might convey me out of the kingdom
into some region which I had not as yet explored.

" 'Having deposited the packages upon the sands, we sat down
beneath some trees, and looked out into the ocean in the hope of per-

ceiving a ship, but during several hours we saw none whatever. At

length I fancied that I could hear a singular buzzing or humming
sound—and the porter, after listening awhile, declared that he also

could distinguish it. Presently it grew louder, and then still louder, so

that we could have no doubt that the object which caused it was ap-

proaching us. At length, on the edge of the horizon, we discovered a

black speck, which rapidly increased in size until we made it out to be a

vast monster, swimming with a great part of its body above the surface

of the sea. It came toward us with inconceivable swiftness, throwing up
huge waves of foam around its breast, and illuminating all that part of

the sea through which it passed, with a long line of hre that extended far

off into the distance.
" 'As the thing drew near we saw it very distinctly. Its length was

equal to that of three of the loftiest trees that grow, and it was as wide as

the great hall of audience in your palace, O most sublime and munifi-

cent of the caliphs. Its body, which was unlike that of ordinary fishes,

was as solid as a rock, and of a jetty blackness throughout all that

portion of it which floated above the water, with the exception of a

narrow blood-red streak that completely begirdled it. The belly, which

floated beneath the surface, and of which we could get only a glimpse

now and then as the monster rose and fell with the billows, was entirely

covered with metallic scales, of a color like that of the moon in misty

weather. The back was flat and nearly white, and from it there extended

upwards of six spines, about half the length of the whole body.
" 'This horrible creature had no mouth that we could perceive; but,

as if to make up for this deficiency, it was provided with at least four

score of eyes, that protruded from their sockets like those of the green

dragonfly, and were arranged all around the body in two rows, one

above the other, and parallel to the blood-red streak, which seemed to

answer the purpose of an eyebrow. Two or three of these dreadful eyes

were much larger than the others, and had the appearance of solid gold.

" 'Although this beast approached us, as I have before said, with the

greatest rapidity, it must have been moved altogether by necromancy

—

for it had neither fins like a fish nor web-feet like a duck, nor wings like
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the sea-shell which is blown along in the manner of a vessel; not yet did it

writhe itself forward as do the eels. Its head and its tail were shaped

precisely alike, only, not far from the latter, were two small holes that

served for nostrils, and through which the monster puffed out its thick

breath with prodigious violence, and with a shrieking, disagreeable

noise.

" 'Our terror at beholding this hideous thing was very great, but it

was even surpassed by our astonishment, when upon getting a nearer

look, we perceived upon the creature's back a vast number of animals

about the size and shape of men, and altogether much resembling them,

except that they wore no garments (as men do), being supplied (by

natine, no doubt,) with an ugly uncomfortable covering, a good deal

like cloth, but fitting so tight to the skin, as to render the poor wretches

laughably awkward, and put them apparently to severe pain. On the

very tips of their heads were certain square-looking boxes, which, at first

sight, I thought might have been intended to answer as turbans, but I

soon discovered that they were excessively heavy and solid, and I there-

fore concluded they were contrivances designed, by their great weight,

to keep the heads of the animals steady and safe upon their shoulders.

Around the necks of the creatures were fastened black collars, (badges

of servitude, no doubt,) such as we keep on our dogs, only much wider

and infinitely stiff'er—so that it was quite impossible for these poor vic-

tims to move their heads in any direction without moving the body at

the same time; and thus they were doomed to perpetual contemplation

of their noses—a view puggish and snubby in a wonderful if not posi-

tively in an awful degree.
" 'When the monster had nearly reached the shore where we stood,

it suddenly pushed out one of its eyes to a great extent, and emitted

from it a terrible flash of fire, accompanied by a dense cloud of smoke,

and a noise that I can compare to nothing but thunder. As the smoke

cleared away, we saw one of the odd man-animals standing near the

head of the large beast with a trumpet in his hand, through which

(putting it to his mouth) he presently addressed us in loud, harsh, and

disagreeable accents, that, perhaps, we should have mistaken for lan-

guage, had they not come altogether through the nose.

" 'Being thus evidently spoken to, I was at a loss how to reply, as I

could in no manner understand what was said; and in this difiicidty I

turned to the porter, who was near swooning through affright, and

demanded of him his opinion as to what species of monster it was, what

it wanted, and what kind of creatures those were that so swarmed upon

its back. To this the porter replied, as well as he could for trepidation,

that he had once before heard of this sea-beast; that it was a cruel

demon, with bowels of sulphur and blood of fire, created by evil genii as

the means of inflicting misery upon mankind; that the things upon its

back were vermin, such as sometimes infest cats and dogs, only a little
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larger and more savage; and that these vermin had their uses, however
evil—for, through the torture they caused the beast by their nibblings

and stingings, it was goaded into that degree of wrath which was recjui-

site to make it roar and commit ill, and so fulfil the vengeful and mali-

cious designs of the wicked genii.

" 'This account determined me to take to my heels, and, without

once even looking behind me, I ran at full speed up into the hills, while

the porter ran equally fast, although nearly in an opposite direction, so

that, by these means, he finally made his escape with my bundles, of

which I have no doubt he took excellent care—although this is a point I

cannot determine, as I do not remember that I ever beheld him again.
" Tor myself, I was so hotly pursued by a swarm of the men-vermin

(who had come to the shore in boats) that I was very soon overtaken,

botmd hand and foot, and conveyed to the beast, which immediately

swam out again into the middle of the sea.

"
'I now bitterly repented my folly in quitting a comfortable home

to peril my life in such adventures as this; but regret being useless, I

made the best of my condition, and exerted myself to secure the good-

will of the man-animal that owned the trumpet, and who appeared to

exercise authority over his fellows. I succeeded so well in this endeavor

that, in a few days, the creature bestowed upon me various tokens of his

favor, and in the end even went to the trouble of teaching me the

rudiinents of what it was vain enough to denominate its language; so

that, at length, I was enabled to converse with it readily, and came to

make it comprehend the ardent desire I had of seeing the world.
" 'Washish squashish squeak, Sinbad, hcy-diddlc diddle, grunt unt grumble,

hiss,fiss, whiss,' said he to me, one day after dinner—but I beg a thousand

pardons, I had forgotten that your majesty is not conversant with the

dialect of the Cock-neighs (so the man-animals were called; I presume
because their language formed the connecting link between that of the

horse and that of the rooster). With your permission, I will translate.

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

"

When the Lady Scheherazade had proceeded thus far, relates the

"Isitsoornot," the king turned over from his left side to his right, and
said:

"It is, in fact, very surprising, my dear queen, that you omitted,

hitherto, these latter adventures of Sinbad. Do you know I think them
exceedingly entertaining and strange?"

The king having thus expressed himself, we are told, the fair

Scheherazade resumed her history in the following words:

"Sinbad went on in this manner with his narrative
—

'I thanked the
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man-animal for its kindness, and soon found myself very much at home
on the beast, which swam at a prodigious rate through the ocean; al-

though the surface of the latter is, in that part of the world, by no means
flat, but round like a pomegranate, so that we went—so to say—either

up hill or down hill all the time.'
"

"That, I think, was very singular," interrupted the king.

"Nevertheless, it is quite true," replied Scheherazade.
"1 have my doubts," rejoined the king; "but, pray, be so good as to

go on with the story."

"I will," said the queen. " 'The beast,' continued Sinbad, 'swam, as I

have related, up hill and down hill, until, at length, we arrived at an

island, many hundreds of miles in circumference, but which, neverthe-

less, had been built in the middle of the sea by a colony of little things

like caterpillars.'
"'

"Hum!" said the king.

" 'Leaving this island,' said Sinbad—(for Scheherazade, it must be

understood, took no notice of her husband's ill-mannered

ejaculation)
—

'leaving this island, we came to another where the forests

were of solid stone, and so hard that they shivered to pieces the finest-

tempered axes with which we endeavored to cut them down.'
"^

"Hum!" said the king, again; but Scheherazade, paying him no

attention, continued in the language of Sinbad.
" 'Passing beyond this last island, we reached a country where there

' The coralites.

^ "One of the most remarkable natural cm iosities in Texas is a petrified forest, near the head of

Pasigno river. It consists of several hundred trees, in an erect position, all turned to stone. Some

trees, now growing, are partly petrified. This is a startling fact for natural philosophers, and must

cause them to modify the existing theory of petrification."

—

Kennedy.

This account, at first discredited, has since been corroborated by the discovery of a completely

petrified forest , near the head waters of the Cheyenne, or Chienne river, which has its source in the

Black Hills of the rocky chain.

There is scarcely, perhaps, a spectacle on the surface of the globe more remarkable, either in a

geological or picturesque point of view than that presented by the petrified forest, near Cairo. The
traveller, having passed the tombs of the caliphs, just beyond the gates of the city, proceeds to the

southward, nearly at right angles to the road across the desert to Suez, and after having travelled

some ten miles up a low barren valley, covered with sand, gravel, and sea shells, fresh as if the tide

had retired but yesterday, crosses a low range of sandhills, which has for some distance run parallel

to his path. The scene now presented to him is beyond conception singular and desolate. A mass of

fragments of trees, all converted into stone, and when struck by his horse's hoof ringing like cast

iron, is seen to extend itself for miles and miles aroiuid him, in the form of a decayed and prostrate

forest. The wood is ofa dark brown hue, but retains its form in perfection, the pieces being from one

to fifteen feet in length, and from half a foot to three feet in thickness, strewed so closely together, as

far as the eye can reach, that an Egyptian donkey can scarcely thread its way through amongst them,

and so natural that, were it in Scotland or Ireland, it might pass without remark for some enormous

drained bog, on which the exhuined trees lay rotting in the sun. The roots and rudiments of the

branches are, in many cases, nearly perfect, and in some the worm-holes eaten under the bark are

readily recognizable. The most delicate of the sap vessels, and all the finer portions of the centre of

the wood, are perfectly entire, and bear tobe examined with the strongest magnifiers. The whole are

so thoroughly silicified as to scratch glass and are capable of receiving the highest polish.

—

Asiatic

Magazine.
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was a cave that ran to the distance of thirty or forty miles within the

bowels of the earth, and that contained a greater number of far more

spacious and more magnificent palaces than are to be found in all

Damascus and Bagdad. From the roofs of these palaces there hung

myriads of gems, like diamonds, but larger than men; and in among the

streets of towers and pyramids and temples, there flowed immense riv-

ers as black as ebony, and swarming with fish that had no eyes.'
"^

"Hum!" said the king.

" 'We then swam into a region of the sea where we found a lofty

mountain, down whose sides there streamed torrents of melted metal,

some of which were twelve miles wide and sixty miles long;^ while from

an abyss on the summit, issued so vast a quantity of ashes that the sun

was entirely blotted out from the heavens, and it became darker than

the darkest midnight; so that when we were even at the distance of a

hundred and fifty miles from the mountain, it was impossible to see the

whitest object, however close we held it to our eyes.'
"^

"Hum!" said the king.
" 'After quitting this coast, the beast continued his voyage until we

met with a land in which the nature of things seemed reversed—for we

here saw a great lake, at the bottom of which, more than a hundred feet

beneath the surface of the water, there nourished in full leaf a forest of

tall and luxuriant trees.'
""^

"Hoo!" said the king.

" 'Some hundred miles farther on brought us to a climate where the

atmosphere was so dense as to sustain iron or steel, just as our own does

feather.'
"^

"Fiddle de dee," said the king.
" "Proceeding still in the same direction, we presently arrived at the

most magnificent region in the whole world. Through it there mean-

dered a glorious river for several thousands of miles. This river was of

unspeakable depth, and of a transparency richer than that of amber. It

was from three to six miles in width; and its banks which arose on either

^ The Mammoth Cave of Kentucky.

* In Iceland, 1783.
^ "During the eruption ot Hecla. in 1 766, clouds of this kind produced such a degree of darkness

that, at Glaumba. which is more than hfty leagues from the mountain, people could only find their

way by groping. During the eruption of Vesuvius, in 1 794, at Caserta, four leagues distant, people

could only walk by the light oftorches. On the first of May, i8i2,acloudofvolcanicashesandsand,

coming from a volcano in the island of St . Vincent, covered the whole of Barbadoes, spreading over

it so intense a darkness that, at mid-day, in the open air, one could not perceive the trees or other

objects near him, or even a white handkerchief placed at the distance of six inches from the

eye."

—

Murray, p. 21^, Phil. edit.

""In the year 1 790, in the Caraccas during an earthquake a portion of the granite soil sank and left a

lake eight hundred yards in diameter, and from eighty to a hundred feet deep. It was a part of the

forest of Aripao which sank, and the trees remained green for several months under the

water."

—

Murray, p. 221.

'The hardest steel ever manufactured may, under the action-of a blowpipe, be reduced to an

impalpable powder, which will float readily in the atmospheric air.

(Overleaf) " there hung myriads of gems, like

DIAMONDS . . . there FLOWED IMMENSE RIVERS AS

BLACK AS EBONY, AND SWARMING WITH FISH THAT
( TV XT/~\ ITVITC
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side to twelve hundred feet in perpendicular height, were crowned with

ever-blossoming trees, and perpetual sweet-scented flowers, that made
the whole territory one gorgeous garden; but the name of this luxuriant

land was the Kingdom of Horror, and to enter it was inevitable

death.'
"**

"Humph!" said the king.
" "We left this kingdom in great haste, and, after some days, came to

another, where we were astonished to perceive myriads of monstrous

animals with horns resembling scythes upon their heads. These hideous

beasts dig for themselves vast caverns in the soil, of a funnel shape, and
line the sides of them with rocks, so disposed one upon the other that

they fall instantly, when trodden upon by other animals, thus precipitat-

ing them into the monster's dens, where their blood is immediately

sucked, and their carcasses afterwards hurled contemptuously out to an

immense distance from "the caverns of death." '
"^

"Pooh!" said the king.

" 'Continuing our progress, we perceived a district with vegetables

that grew not upon any soil, but in the air.'" There were others that

sprang from the substance of other vegetables;" others that derived

their substance from the bodies of living animals;'^ and then again,

there were others that glowed all over with intense fire;''^ others that

moved from place to place at pleasure,'^ and what was still more won-

derful, we discovered flowers that lived and breathed and moved their

limbs at will, and had, moreover, the detestable passion of mankind for

enslaving other creatures, and confining them in horrid and solitary

prisons until the fvdfilment of appointed tasks."
"''"

* The region of the Niger. See Simmonii':> "Colonial Magazine."

' TheMyrmeleon—lion-ant. The term "monster" is equally applicable to small abnormal things and

to great, while such epithets as "vast" are merely comparative. The cavern of the myrmeleon isvast

in comparison with the hole of the common red ant. A grain of silex is also a "rock."

'" The Epidendi on, Flos Airis, of the family (A{heO)(hidf(F, grows with merely the surface of its roots

attached to a tree or other object, from which it derives no nutriment—subsisting altogether upon

air.

" The Parasites, such as the wonderful Rafflesia Arnoldii.

'^ Schouio advocates a class of plants that grow upon living animals

—

ihe Plantac Epizoop . Of this class

are the Fuci and Algae.

Mr. J. B. Williams, ofSalem, Mass., presented the "National Institute," with an insect from New
Zealand, with the following description:

—
" 'The Hotle,' a decided caterpillar, or worm, is found

growing at the foot of the/?«to tree, with a plant growing out of its head. This most peculiar and most

extraordinary insect travels up both the /?a/« and Pcirov trees, and entering into the top, eats its way,

perforating the trunk of the tree until it reaches the root, it then comes out of the loot, and dies, or

remains dormant, and the plant propagates out of its head; the body remains perfect and entire, ofa

harder substance than when alive. From this insect the natives make a coloring for tattooing."

'^ In mines and natural caves we find a species of cryptogamous/zaig'jii that emits an intense

phosphorescence.
'* The orchis, scabius and valisneria.

'* "The corolla of this flower (Aristolochia ClematitK), which is tubular, but terminating upwards in a

ligulate limb, is inflated into a globular figure at the base. The tubular part is internally beset wit h stiff

hairs, pointing downwards. The globular part contains the pistil, which consists merely ofa germen



" '.
. . WE FOUND A LOFTY MOUNTAIN, DOWN WHOSE SIDES THERE STREAMED

TORRENTS OF MELTED METAL. . . .'
"
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"Pshaw!" said the king.
" 'Quitting this land, we soon arrived at another in which the bees

and the birds are mathematicians of such genius and erudition, that

they give daily instructions in the science of geometry to the wise men of

the empire. The king of the place having offered a reward for the

solution of two very difficult problems, they were solved upon the

spot—the one by the bees, and the other by the birds; but the king

keeping their solution a secret, it was only after the most profound
researches and labor, and the writing of an infinity of big books, during

a long series of years, that the men-mathematicians at length arrived at

the identical solutions which had been given upon the spot by the bees

and by the birds.'
"'^

"Oh my!" said the king.
" 'We had scarcely lost sight of this empire when we found ourselves

close upon another, from whose shores there flew over our heads a flock

of fowls a mile in breadth, and two hundred and forty miles long; so

that, although they flew a mile during every minute, it required no less

than four hours for the whole flock to pass over us—in which there were

several millions of millions of fowl.'
"'^

and stigma, together with the surrounding stamens. But the stamens, bemg sliorter than even the

germen, cannot discharge the pollen so as to throw it upon the stigma, as the flower stands always

upright till after impregnation. And hence, without some additional and peculiar aid, the pollen

must necessarily fall down to the bottom of the flower. Now, the aid that nature has furnished in this

case, is that ofthe TipulaPennkornis,a. small insect, which entering the tube of the corolla in quest of

honey, descends to the bottom, and rummages about till it becomes quite covered with pollen; but,

not being able to force its way out again, owing to the downward position of the hairs, which

converge to a point like the wires ofa mouse-trap, and being somewhat impatient of its confinement

it brushes backwards and forwards, trying every corner, till, after repeatedly traversing the stigma,

it covers it with pollen sufficient for its impregnation , in consequence ofwhich the flower soon begins

to droop, and the hairs to shrink to the side of t he tube, effecting an easy passage for the escape ofthe

insect."

—

Rm. P. Keith—System of Physiological Botany.

•* The bees—ever since bees were—have been constructing their cells with just such sides, in just

such number, and at just such inclinations, as it has been demonstrated (in a problem involving the

profoundest mathematical principles) are the very sides, in the very number, and at the very angles,

which will afford the creatures the most room that is compatible with the greatest stability of

structiue.

During the latter part of the last century, the question arose among mathematicians
—

"to

determine the best form that can be given to the sails of a windmill, according to their varying

distances from the revolving vanes, and likewise from the centres of the revolution." This is an

excessively complex problem, for it is, in other w ords, to find the best possible position at an infinity of

varied distances, and at an infinity of points on the arm. There were a thousand futile attempts to

answer the query on the part of the most illustrious mathematicians; and when, at length, an

undeniable solution was discovered, men found that the wings of a bird had given it with absolute

precision ever since the first bird had traversed the air.

" He observed a flock of pigeons passing betw ixt Frankfort and the Indiana territory, one mile at

least in breadth; it took up four hoias in passing; which, at the rate of one mile per minute, gives a

length of 240 miles; and, supposing three pigeons to each square yard, gives 2,230.272,000

pigeons.

—

"Travels in Canada and the United States," by Lieut. F. Hall.
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"Oh fy!" said the king.

" 'No sooner had we got rid of these birds, which occasioned us

great annoyance, than we were terrified by the appearance of a fowl of

another kind, and infinitely larger than even the rocs which I met in my
former voyages; for it was bigger than the biggest of the domes on your

seraglio, oh, most Munificent of Caliphs. This terrible fowl had no head

that we could perceive, but was fashioned entirely of belly, which was of

a prodigious fatness and roundness, of a soft-looking substance,

smooth, shining and striped with various colors. In its talons, the mon-

ster was bearing away to his eyrie in the heavens, a house from which it

had knocked off the roof, and in the interior of which we distincdy saw

human beings, who, beyond doubt, were in a state of frightful despair at

the horrible fate which awaited them. We shouted with all our might, in

the hope of frightening the bird into letting go of its prey; but it merely

gave a snort or puff, as if of rage and then let fall upon our heads a

heavy sack which proved to be filled with sand!'
"

"Stuff!" said the king.
"

'It was just after this adventure that we encountered a continent of

immense extent and prodigious solidity, but which, nevertheless, was

supported entirely upon the back of a sky-blue cow that had no fewer

than four hundred horns.'
"'^

"That, now, I believe," said the king, "because I have read some-

thing of the kind before, in a book."
" 'We passed immediately beneath this continent (swimming in be-

tween the legs of the cow), and, after some hours, found ourselves in a

wonderful country indeed, which, I was informed by the man-animal,

was his own native land, inhabited by things of his own species. This

elevated the man-animal very much in my esteem, and in fact, I now

began to feel ashamed of the contemptuous familiarity with which I had

treated him; for I found that the man-animals in general were a nation

of the most powerful magicians, who lived with worms in their brain,

which, no doubt, served to stimulate them by their painful writhings and

wrigglings to the most miraculous efforts of imagination.'
"

"Nonsense!" said the king.
" 'Among the magicians, were domesticated several animals of very

singular kinds; for example, there was a huge horse whose bones were

iron and whose blood was boiling water. In place of corn, he had black

stones for his usual food; and yet, in spite of so hard a diet, he was so

strong and swift that he could drag a load more weighty than the grand-
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'* "The earth is upheld by a cow of a bkie color, ha\ing horns four hundred in number."

—

Sale's

Koran.
'^ The Entozoa, or intestinal worms, have repeatedly been observed in the muscles, and in the

cerebral substance of men."

—

See Wyatl's Physiology, p. 143.
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est temple in this city, at a rate surpassing that of the flight of most
birds.'

"-"

"Twattle!" said the king.

" 'I saw, also, among these people a hen without feathers, but bigger

than a camel; instead of flesh and bone she had iron and brick; her

blood, like that of the horse (to whom, in fact, she was nearly related),

was boiling water; and like him she ate nothing but wood or black

stones. This hen brought forth very frequently, a hundred chickens in

the day; and, after birth, they took up their residence for several weeks

within the stomach of their mother.' "^^

"Fal lal!" said the king.

" 'One of this nation of mighty conjurers created a man out of brass

and wood, and leather, and endowed him with such ingenuity that he

would have beaten at chess, all the race of mankind with the exception

of the great Caliph, Haroun Alraschid.^^ Another of these magi con-

structed (of like material) a creature that put to shame even the genius of

him who made it; for so great were its reasoning powers that, in a

second, it performed calculations of so vast an extent that they would
have required the united labor of fifty thousand fleshy men for a year.^^

But a still more wonderful conjurer fashioned for himself a mighty

thing that was neither man nor beast, but which had brains of lead,

intermixed with a black matter like pitch, and fingers that employed
with such incredible speed and dexterity that it would have had no

trouble in writing out twenty thousand copies of the Koran in an hour;

and this with so exquisite a precision, that in all the copies there should

not be found one to vary from another by the breadth of the finest hair.

This thing was of prodigious strength, so that it erected or overthrew

the mightiest empires at a breath; but its powers were exercised equally

for evil and for good.'
"

"Ridiculous!" said the king.
" 'Among this nation of necromancers there was also one who had

in his veins the blood of the salamanders; for he made no scruple of

sitting down to smoke his chibouc in a red-hot oven until his dinner was

thoroughly roasted upon its floor.-'* Another had the faculty of convert-

ing the common metals into gold, without even looking at them during

the process. ^^ Another had such a delicacy of touch that he made a wire

so fine as to be invisible. ^"^ Another had such quickness of perception that

^^ On the great Western Railway, between London and Exeter, a speed of 7 1 miles per hour has been

attained. A train weighing 90 tons was whirled from Puddington to Didcot (53 miles), in 5 1 minutes.
^' The Eccalobeion.

^" Maelzel's Automaton Clhess-player.

^^ Babbage's Oalculating Machine.
^^ Chabtrt, and since him, a hundred others.

" The Electrotype.

^* Wollaslon made ot platinum for the field of views in a telescope a wire one eighteen-thousandth

part of an inch in thickness. It could be seen only by means of the microscope.
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he counted all the separate motions of an elastic body, while it was

springing backward and forward at the rate of nine hundred millions of

times in a second.'
"^^

"Absurd!" said the king.
" 'Another of these magicians, by means of a fluid that nobody ever

yet saw, could make the corpses of his friends brandish their arms, kick

out their legs, fight, or even get up and dance at his will.-** Another had

cultivated his voice to so great an extent that he could have made him-

self heard from one end of the world to the other. '^Another had so long

an arm that he could sit down in Damascus and indite a letter at

Bagdad—or indeed at any distance whatsoever.^'' Another commanded
the lightning to come down to him out of the heavens, and it came at his

call; and served him for a plaything when it came. Another took two

loud sounds and out of them made a silence. Another constructed a

deep darkness out of two brilliant lights.'^' Another made ice in a red-

hot furnace.'^- Another directed the sim to paint his portrait, and the

sun did.''^ Another took this luminary with the moon and the planets,

and having first weighed them with scrupulous accuracy, probed into

their depths and found out the solidity of the substance of which they

are made. But the whole nation is, indeed, of so surprising a necioman-

tic ability, that not even their infants, nor their commonest cats and dogs

have any difficulty in seeing objects that do not exist at all, or that for

twenty millions of years before the birth of the nation itself had been

blotted out from the face of creation.'
"^^

"" Newton demonstrated that the retina beneath the influence of the violet rav of the spectrum,

vibrated 900,000.000 of times in a second.

^* The Voltaic pile.

^' The Electro Telegraph Printing .Apparatus.
^^ The Electro Telegraph transmits intelligence instantaneously—at least so far as regards any

distance upon the earth.
^' Common experiments in Natural Philosophy. If two red rays from two luminous points be

admitted into a dark chamber so as to fall on a white surface, and differ in their length by 0.00002 58

of an inch, their intensity is doubled. So also if the difference in length be any whole-number

multiple of that fraction. A multiple by 2/4, 3!4, &c., gives an intensity equal to one ray only; but a

mult iple by 2 '72,3 )/2,&c., gives the result of total darkness. In violet rays similar effects arise when the

difference in length is 0.000157 of an inch; and with all other rays the results are the same—the

difference varying with a uniform increase from the violet to the red.

Analogous experiments in respect to sound produce analogous results.

^^ Place a platina crucible over a spirit lamp, and keep it at red heat; pour in some sulphuric acid,

which, though the inost volatile of bodies at a common temperatiue, will be found to become

completely fixed in a hot crucible, and not a drop evaporates—being surrounded by an atmosphere

of its own, it does not, in fact, touch the sides. A few drops of water are now introduced, when the

acid, immediately coming in contact w ith the heated sides ofthe crucible, flies off in sulph in ous acid

vapor, and so rapid is its progress, that the caloric of the water passes off with it, which falls a lump of

ice to the bottom; by taking advantage of the moment before it is allowed to remelt, it may be turned

out a lump of ice from a red-hot vessel.

^ The Daguerreotype.

"* Although light travels 167,000 miles in a second, the distance of 61 Cygni (the only star whose

distance is ascertained) is so inconceivably great, that its rays would require more than ten years to
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"Preposterous!" said the king.
" 'The wives and daughters of these incomparably great and wise

magi,' " continued Scheherazade, without being in any manner dis-

turbed by these frequent and most ungentlemanly interruptions on the

part of her husband—" 'the wives and daughters of these eminent con-

jurers are every thing that is accomplished and refined; and would be

every thing that is interesting and beautiful, but for an unhappy fatality

that besets them, and from which not even the miraculous powers of

their husbands and fathers has, hitherto, been adequate to save. Some
fatalities come in certain shapes, and some in others—but this of which I

speak has come in the shape of a crotchet.'
"

"A what?" said the king.

" 'A crotchet,' " said Scheherazade. " 'One of the evil genii, who are

perpetually upon the watch to inflict ill, has put it into the heads of these

accomplished ladies that the thing which we describe as personal beauty

consists altogether in the protuberance of the region which lies not very

far below the small of the back. Perfection of loveliness, they say, is in the

direct ratio of the extent of this lump. Having been long possessed of

this idea, and bolsters being cheap in that country, the days have long

gone by since it was possible to distinguish a woman from a

dromedary
"Stop!" said the king

—
"I can't stand that, and I won't. You have

already given me a dreadful headache with your lies. The day, too, I

perceive, is beginning to break. How long have we been married?

—

—my conscience is getting to be troublesome again. And then that

dromedary touch—do you take me for a fool? Upon the whole, you

might as well get up and be throttled."

These words, as I learn from the "Isitsoornot," both grieved and

astonished Scheherazade; but, as she knew the king to be a man of

scrupulous integrity, and quite unlikely to forfeit his word, she submit-

ted to her fate with a good grace. She derived, however, great consola-

tion (during the tightening of the bowstring), from the reflection that

much of the history remained still untold, and that the petulance of her

brute of a husband had reaped for him a most righteous reward, in

depriving him of many inconceivable adventures.

reach the earth. For stars beyond this, 20—or even 1000 years—would be a moderate estimate.

Thus, if they had been annihilated 20, or 1000 years ago, we might still see them to-day by the light

whichitarti'd from their surfaces 20 or 1000 years in the past time. That many which we see daily are

really extinct, is not impossible—not even improbable.

The elder Herschel maintains that the light of the faintest nebula? seen through his great

telescope must have taken 3,000,000 years in reaching the earth. Some, made visible by Lord Ross'

instrument, must, then, have required at least 20,000,000.

I



SHE DERIVED HOWEVER, GREAT CONSOLATION (DURING THE TIGHTENING OF THE

BOWSTRING), FROM THE REFLECTION THAT MUCH OF THE HISTORY REMAINED

STILL UNTOLD. . . .





SILENCE-A FABLE



L

'EuSoucriu poptijiv Kob'vipai ts kui (fapayys^

Hpui/if re Kai xapahpai.
Alcman

"The mountain pinnacles slumber;

valleys, crags, and caves are silent."

lisTEN to me,'' said the Demon, as he placed his hand upon my
head. "The region of which I speak is a dreary region in Libya, by

the borders of the river Zaire, and there is no quiet there, nor silence.

"The waters of the river have a saffron and sickly hue; and they flow

not onward to the sea, but palpitate forever and forever beneath the red

eye of the sun with a tumultuous and convulsive motion. For many miles

on either side of the river's oozy bed is a pale desert of gigantic water-

lilies. They sigh one unto the other in that solitude, and stretch toward

the heavens their long and ghastly necks, and nod to and fro their

everlasting heads. And there is an indistinct murmur which cometh out

from among them like the rushing of subterrene water. And they sigh

one unto the other.

"But there is a boundary to their realm—the boundary of the dark,

horrible, lofty forest. There, like the waves about the Hebrides, the low

vmderwood is agitated continually. But there is no wind throughout the

heaven. And the tall primeval trees rock eternally hither and thither

with a crashing and mighty sound. And from their high summits, one

by one, drop everlasting dews. And at the roots strange poisonous flow-

ers lie writhing in perturbed slumber. And overhead, with a rustling

and loud noise, the gray clouds rush westwardly forever, until they roll,

a cataract, over the fiery wall of the horizon. But there is no wind

throughout the heaven. And by the shores of the river Zaire there is

neither quiet nor silence.
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"It was night, and the rain fell; and, falling, it was rain, but, having

fallen, it was blood. And I stood in the morass among the tall lilies, and
the rain fell upon my head—and the lilies sighed one unto the other in

the solemnity of their desolation.

"And, all at once, the moon arose through the thin ghastly mist, and
was crimson in color. And mine eyes fell upon a huge gray rock which

stood by the shore of the river, and was lighted by the light of the moon.
And the rock was gray, and ghastly, and tall,—and the rock was gray.

Upon its front were characters engraven in the stone; and I walked
through the morass of water-lilies, until I came close unto the shore, that

I might read the characters upon the stone. But I could not decipher

them. And I was going back into the morass, when the moon shone with

a fuller red, and I turned and looked again upon the rock, and upon the

characters; and the characters were desolation.

"And I looked upward, and there stood a man upon the summit of

the rock; and I hid myself among the water-lilies that I might discover

the actions of the man. And the man was tall and stately in form, and
was wrapped up from his shoulders to his feet in the toga of old Rome.
And the outlines of his figure were indistinct—but his features were the

features of a deity; for the mantle of the night, and of the mist, and of

the moon, and of the dew, had left uncovered the features of his face.

And his brow was lofty with thought, and his eye wild with care; and in

the few furrows upon his cheek I lead the fables of sorrow, and weari-

ness, and disgust with mankind, and a longing after solitude.

"And the man sat upon the rock, and leaned his head upon his

hand, and looked out upon the desolation. He looked down into the low

unquiet shrubbery, and up into the tall primeval trees, and up higher at

the rustling heaven, and into the crimson moon. And I lay close within

shelter of the lilies, and observed the actions of the man. And the man
trembled in the solitude;—but the night waned, and he sat upon the

rock.

"And the man turned his attention from the heaven, and looked

out upon the dreary river Zaire, and upon the yellow ghastly waters,

and upon the pale legions of the water-lilies. And the man listened to

the sighs of the water-lilies, and to the murmur that came up from
among them. And I lay close within my covert and observed the actions

of the man. And the man trembled in the solitude;—but the night waned,

and he sat upon the rock.

"Then I went down into the recesses of the morass and waded afar

in among the wilderness of lilies, and called upon the hippopotami
which dwelt among the fens in the recesses of the morass. And the

hippopotami heard my call, and came, with the behemoth, unto the foot

of the rock, and roared loudly and fearfully beneath the moon. And I

lay close within my covert and observed the actions of the man. And the

(Overleaf) for many miles on either side of the
river's oozy bed is a pale desert of gigantic
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man trembled in the solitude;—but the night waned and he sat upon the

rock.

"Then 1 cursed the elements with the curse of tumult; and a fright-

ful tempest gathered in the heaven, where, before, there had been no

wind. And the heaven became livid with the violence of the tempest

—

and the rain beat upon the head of the man—and the floods of the river

came down—and the river was tormented into foam—and the water-

lilies shrieked within their beds—and the forest crumbled before the

wind—and the thunder rolled—and the lightning fell—and the rock

rocked to its foundation. And I lay close within my covert and observed

the actions of the man. And the man trembled in the solitude;—but the

night waned and he sat upon the rock.

"Then I grew angry and cursed, with the curse o( silence, the river,

and the lilies, and the wind, and the forest, and the heaven, and the

thunder, and the sighs of the water-lilies. And they became accursed,

and were still. And the moon ceased to totter up its pathway to heaven

—

and the thunder died away—and the lightning did not flash—and the

clouds hung motionless—and the waters sunk to their level and
remained—and the trees ceased to rock—and the water-lilies sighed no

more—and the murmur was heard no longer from among them, nor

any shadow of sound throughout the vast illimitable desert. And I

looked upon the characters of the rock, and they were changed; and the

characters were silence.

"And mine eyes fell upon the countenance of the man, and his

countenance was wan with terror. And, hurriedly, he raised his head

from his hand, and stood forth upon the rock and listened. But there

was no voice throughout the vast illimitable desert, and the characters

upon the rock were silence. And the man shuddered, and turned his

face away, and fled afar off, in haste, so that I beheld him no more."

Now there are fine tales in the volumes of the Magi—in the iron-

bound, melancholy volumes of the Magi. Therein, I say, are glorious

histories of the Heaven, and of the Earth, and of the mighty sea—and of

the Genii that overruled the sea, and the earth, and the lofty heaven.

There was much lore too in the sayings which were said by the Sibyls;

and holy, holy things were heard of old by the dim leaves that trembled

around Dodona—but, as Allah liveth, that fable which the Demon told

me as he sat by my side in the shadow of the tomb, I hold to be the most

wonderful of all! And as the Demon made an end of his story, he fell

back within the cavity of the tomb and laughed. And I could not laugh

with the Demon, and he cursed me because 1 could not laugh. And the

lynx which dwelleth forever in the tomb, came out therefrom, and lay

down at the feet of the Demon, and looked at him steadily in the face.

NOW THERE ARE FINE TALES IN THE VOLUMES OF THE
MAGI. . . .
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CONVERSATION

OF EIROS
AND CHARMION



IIiip aoL Trpotrottrco

/ will bringjirc to thee.

Euripides—Androm.

EIROS

Why do you call me Eiros?

CHARMION
So henceforward will you always be called. You must forget, too, my

earthly name, and speak to me as Charmion.

EIROS

This is indeed no dream!

CHARMION
Dreams are with us no more; but of these mysteries anon. I rejoice

to see you looking life-like and rational. The film of the shadow has

already passed from off your eyes. Be of heart, and fear nothing. Your

allotted days of stupor have expired; and, to-morrow, I will myself

induct you into the full joys and wonders of your novel existence.

EIROS

True, I feel no stupor, none at all. The wild sickness and the terrible

darkness have left me, and I hear no longer that mad, rushing, horrible

sound, like the "voice of many waters." Yet my senses are bewildered,

Charmion, with the keenness of their perception oi the new.

CHARMION
A few days will remove all this;—but I fully understand you, and

feel for you. It is now ten earthly years since I underwent what you
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undergo, yet the remembrance of it hangs by me still. You have now
suffered all of pain, however, which you will suffer in Aidenn.

In Aidenn?

In Aidenn.

eiros

CHARMION

eiros

Oh, God!—pity me, Charmion!— I am overburdened with the

majesty of all things—of the unknown now known—of the speculative

Future merged in the august and certain Present.

CHARMION
Grapple not now with such thoughts. To-morrow we will speak of

this. Your mind wavers, and its agitation will find relief in the exercise of

simple memories. Look not around, nor forward—but back. I am burn-

ing with anxiety to hear the details of that stupendous event which

threw you among us. Tell me of it. Let us converse of familiar things, in

the old familiar language of the world which has so fearfully perished.

EIROS

Most fearfully, fearfully!—this is indeed no dream.

CHARMION
Dreams are no more. Was I much mourned, my Eiros?

EIROS

Mourned, Charmion?—oh, deeply. To that last hour of all, there

hung a cloud of intense gloom and devout sorrow over your household.

CHARMION
And that last hour—speak of it. Remember that, beyond the naked

fact of the catastrophe itself, I know nothing. When, coming out from

among mankind, I passed into Night through the Grave—at that

period, if I remember aright, the calamity which overwhelmed you was

utterly unanticipated. But, indeed, I knew little of the speculative

philosophy of the day.

EIROS

The individual calamity was, as you say, entirely unanticipated; but

analogous misfortunes had been long a subject of discussion with as-

tronomers. I need scarce tell you, my friend, that, even when you left us,

men had agreed to understand those passages in the most holy writings

which speak of the final destruction of all things by fire, as having

reference to the orb of the earth alone. But in regard to the immediate

agency of the ruin, speculation had been at fault from that epoch in

astronomical knowledge in which the comets were divested of the ter-
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rors of flame. The very moderate density of these bodies had been well

established. They had been observed to pass among the satellites of

Jupiter, without bringing about any sensible alteration either in the

masses or in the orbits of these secondary planets. We had long regarded

the wanderers as vapory creations of inconceivable tenuity, and as al-

together incapable of doing injury to our substantial globe, even in the

event of contact. But contact was not in any degree dreaded; for the

elements of all the comets were accurately known. That among them we
should look for the agency of the threatened fiery destruction had been

for many years considered an inadmissible idea. But wonders and wild

fancies had been, of late days, strangely rife among mankind; and al-

though it was only with a few of the ignorant that actual apprehension

prevailed, upon the announcement by astronomers of a new comet, yet

this announcement was generally received with I know not what of

agitation and mistrust.

The elements of the strange orb were immediately calculated, and

it was at once conceded by all observers, that its path, at perihelion,

would bring it into very close proximity with the earth. There were two

or three astronomers, of secondary note, who resolutely maintained that

a contact was inevitable. I cannot very well express to you the effect of

this intelligence upon the people. For a few short days they would not

believe an assertion which their intellect, so long employed among
worldly considerations, could not in any manner grasp. But the truth of

a vitally important fact soon makes its way into the understanding of

even the most stolid. Finally, all men saw that astronomical knowledge

lied not, and they awaited the comet. Its approach was not, at first,

seemingly rapid; nor was its appearance of very unusual character. It

was of a dull red, and had little perceptible train. For seven or eight days

we saw no material increase in its apparent diameter, and but a partial

alteration in its color. Meanwhile the ordinary affairs of men were dis-

carded, and all interests absorbed in a growing discussion, instituted by

the philosophic, in respect to the cometary nature. Even the grossly

ignorant aroused their sluggish capacities to such considerations. The
learned noiv gave their intellect—their soul—to no such points as the

allaying of fear, or to the sustenance of loved theory. They sought—they

panted for right views. They groaned for perfected knowledge. Truth

arose in the purity of her strength and exceeding majesty, and the wise

bowed down and adored.

That material injury to our globe or to its inhabitants would result

from the apprehended contact, was an opinion which hourly lost

ground among the wise; and the wise were now freely permitted to rule

the reason and the fancy of the crowd. It was demonstrated, that the

. . . THE ANNOUNCEMENT BY ASTRONOMERS OF A NEW
COMET . . .
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density of the comet''snuc Ietis was far less than that of our rarest gas; and
the harmless passage of a similar visitor among the satellites of Jupiter

was a point strongly insisted upon, and which served greatly to allay

terror. Theologists, with an earnestness fear-enkindled, dwelt upon the

biblical prophecies, and expounded them to the people with a directness

and simplicity of which no previous instance had been known. That the

final destruction of the earth must be brought about by the agency of

fire, was urged with a spirit that enforced everywhere conviction; and
that the comets were of no fiery nature (as all men now knew) was a

truth which relieved all, in a great measure, from the apprehension of

the great calamity foretold. It is noticeable that the popular prejudices

and vulgar errors in regard to pestilences and wars—errors which were
wont to prevail upon every appearance of a comet—were now al-

together unknown. As if by some sudden convulsive exertion, reason

had at once hurled superstition from her throne. The feeblest intellect

had derived vigor from excessive interest.

What minor evils might arise from the contact were points of elabo-

rate question. The learned spoke of slight geological disturbances, of

probable alterations in climate, and consequently in vegetation; of pos-

sible magnetic and electric influences. Many held that no visible or per-

ceptible effect would in any manner be produced. While such discus-

sions were going on, their subject gradually approached, growing larger

in apparent diameter, and of a more brilliant lustre. Mankind grew
paler as it came. All human operations were suspended.

There was an epoch in the course of the general sentiment when the

comet had attained, at length, a size surpassing that of any previously

recorded visitation. The people now, dismissing any lingering hope that

the astronomers were wrong, experienced all the certainty of evil. The
chimerical aspect of their terror was gone. The hearts of the stoutest of

our race beat violently within their bosoms. A very few days sufficed,

however, to merge even such feelings in sentiments more unendurable.

We could no longer apply to the strange orb any accustomed thoughts. Its

historical attributes had disappeared. It oppressed us with a hideous

novelty of emotion. We saw it not as an astronomical phenomenon in the

heavens, but as an incubus upon our hearts, and a shadow upon our

brains. It had taken, with inconceivable rapidity, the character of a

gigantic mantle of rare flame, extending from horizon to horizon.

Yet a day, and men breathed with greater freedom. It was clear that

we were already within the influence of the comet; yet we lived. We even

felt an unusual elasticity of frame and vivacity of mind. The exceeding

tenuity of the object of our dread was apparent; for all heavenly objects

were plainly visible through it. Meantime, our vegetation had percepti-



IT WAS CLEAR THAT
YET WE LIVED.

W E WERE ALREADY WITHIN THE INFLUENCE OF THE COMET;
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bly altered; and we gained faith, from this predicted circumstance, in

the foresight of the wise. A wild kixiiriance of foliage, utterly unknown
before, burst out upon every vegetable thing.

Yet another day—and the evil was not altogether upon us. It was

now evident that its nucleus would first reach us. A wild change had
come over all men; and the first sense of pain was the wild signal for

general lamentation and horror. This first sense of pain lay in a rigorous

constriction of the breast and lungs, and an insufferable dryness of the

skin. It could not be denied that our atmosphere was radically affected;

the conformation of this atmosphere and the possible modifications to

which it might be subjected, were now the topics of discussion. The
result of investigation sent an electric thrill of the intensest terror

through the universal heart of man.
It had been long known that the air which encircled us was a com-

pound of oxygen and nitrogen gases, in the proportion of twenty-one

measures of oxygen, and seventy-nine of nitrogen, in every one

hundred of the atmosphere. Oxygen, which was the principle of com-
bustion, and the vehicle of heat, was absolutely necessary to the support

of animal life, and was the most powerful and energetic agent in nature.

Nitrogen, on the contrary, was incapable of supporting either animal

life or flame. An unnatural excess of oxygen would result, it had been

ascertained, in just such an elevation of the animal spirits as we had
latterly experienced. It was the pursuit, the extension of the idea, which

had engendered awe. What would be the result of « total extraction of the

nitrogen'? A combustion irresistible, all-devouring, omni-prevalent,

immediate;—the entire fulfilment, in all their minute and terrible de-

tails, of the fiery and horror-inspiring denunciations of the prophecies

of the Holy Book.

Why need I paint, Charmion, the now disenchained frenzy of man-
kind? That tenuity in the comet which had previously inspired us with

hope, was now the source of the bitterness of despair. In its impalpable

gaseous character we clearly perceived the consummation of Fate.

Meantime a day again passed, bearing away with it the last shadow of

Hope. We gasped in the rapid modification of the air. The red blood

bounded tumultuously through its strict channels. A furious delirium

possessed all men; and, with arms rigidly outstretched toward the

threatening heavens, they trembled and shrieked aloud. But the nu-

cleus of the destroyer was now upon us; even here in Aidenn, I shudder

while I speak. Let me be brief—brief as the ruin that overwhelmed. For

a moment there was a wild lurid light alone, visiting and penetrating all

things. Then—let us bow down, Charmion, before the excessive majesty

of the great God!—then, there came a shouting and pervading sound, as

a wild luxuriance of foliage, utterly unknown
before, burst out upon every vegetable thing.
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if from the mouth itself of him; while the whole incumbent mass of

ether in which we existed, burst at once into a species of intense Hame,

for whose surpassing brilliancy and all-fervid heat even the angels in the

high Heaven of pure knowledge have no name. Thus ended all.



. . . THE WHOLE INCUMBENT MASS OF ETHER IN WHICH WE EXISTED, BURST AT

ONCE INTO A SPECIES OF INTENSE FLAME. . . .
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D,URiNG a pedestrian trip last summer, through one or two of the

river counties of New York, I found myself, as the day declined,

somewhat embarrassed about the road I was pursuing. The land

undulated very remarkably; and my path, for the last hour, had wound
about and about so confusedly, in its effort to keep in the valleys, that I

no longer knew in what direction lay the sweet village of B , where I

had determined to stop for the night. The sun had scarcely shone—
strictly speaking—during the day, which, nevertheless, had been un-

pleasantly warm. A smoky mist, resembling that of the Indian summer,
enveloped all things, and of course, added to my uncertainty. Not that I

cared much about the matter. If I did not hit upon the village before

sunset, or even before dark, it was more than possible that a little Dutch

farmhouse, or something of that kind, would soon make its appear-

ance—although, in fact, the neighborhood (perhaps on account of

being more picturesque than fertile) was very sparsely inhabited. At all

events, with my knapsack for a pillow, and my hound as a sentry, a

bivouac in the open air was just the thing which would have amused me.

I sauntered on, therefore, quite at ease—Ponto taking charge of my
gun—until at length, just as I had begun to consider whether the

numerous little glades that led hither and thither, were intended to be

paths at all, I was conducted by one of them into an unquestionable

carriage track. There could be no mistaking it. The traces of light

wheels were evident; and although the tall shrubberies and overgrown

undergrowth met overhead, there was no obstruction whatever below,

even to the passage of a Virginian mountain wagon—the most aspiring

vehicle, I take it, of its kind. The road, however, except in being open

232
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through the wood—if wood be not too weighty a name for such an

assemblage of light trees—and except in the particulars of evident

wheel-tracks—bore no resemblance to any road I had before seen. The
tracks of which I speak were but faintly perceptible—having been im-

pressed upon the firm, yet pleasantly moist surface of—what looked

more like green Genoese velvet than any thing else. It was grass,

clearly—but grass such as we seldom see out of England—so short, so

thick, so even, and so vivid in color. Not a single impediment lay in the

wheel-route—not even a chip or dead twig. The stones that once

obstructed the way had been carefully placed—not thrown—along the

sides of the lane, so as to define its boundaries at bottom with a kind of

half-precise, half-negligent, and wholly picturesque definition. Clumps

of wild flowers grew everywhere, luxuriantly, in the interspaces.

What to make of all this, of course 1 knew not. Here was art

undoubtedly

—

that did not surprise me—all roads, in the ordinary sense,

are works of art; nor can I say that there was much to wonder at in the

mere excess of art manifested; all that seemed to have been done, might

have been done here—with such natural "capabilities" (as they have it in

the books on Landscape Gardening)—with very little labor and expense.

No; it was not the amount but the character of the art which caused me to

take a seat on one of the blossomy stones and gaze up and down this

fairy-like avenue for half an hour or more in bewildered admiration.

One thing became more and more evident the longer I gazed: an artist,

and one with a most scrupulous eye for form, had superintended all

these arrangements. The greatest care had been taken to preserve a due

medium between the neat and graceful on the one hand, and the pit-

toresque, in the true sense of the Italian term, on the other. There were

few straight, and no long uninterrupted lines. The same effect of curva-

ture or of color appeared twice, usually, but not oftener, at any one

point of view. Everywhere was variety in uniformity. It was a piece of

"composition," in which the most fastidiously critical taste could scarcely

have suggested an emendation.

I had turned to the right as I entered this road, and now, arising, I

continued in the same direction. The path was so serpentine, that at no

moment could I trace its course for more than two or three paces in

advance. Its character did not undergo any material change.

Presently the murmur of water fell gently upon my ear—and in a

few moments afterward, as I turned with the road somewhat more

abrupdy than hitherto, I became aware that a building of some kind lay

at the foot of a gentle declivity just before me. I could see nothing

distinctly on account of the mist which occupied all the little valley

below. A gentle breeze, however, now arose, as the sun was about de-

scending; and while I remained standing on the brow of the slope, the
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fog gradually became dissipated into wreaths, and so floated over the

scene.

As it came fully into view—thus gradually as I describe it—piece by

piece, here a tree, there a glimpse of water, and here again the summit
of a chimney, I could scarcely help fancying that the whole was one of the

ingenious illusions sometimes exhibited under the name of "vanishing

pictures."

By the time, however, that the fog had thoroughly disappeared, the

siui had made its way down behind the gentle hills, and thence, as if with

a slight ("/i«.s.sr2 to the south, had come again fully into sight, glaring with

a purplish lustre through a chasm that entered the valley from the west.

Suddenly, therefore—and as if by the hand of magic—this whole valley

and every thing in it became brilliantly visible.

The first coup d'ceil, as the sun slid into the position described,

impressed me very much as I have been impressed, when a boy, by the

concluding scene of some well-arranged theatrical spectacle or melo-

drama. Not even the monstrosity of color was wanting; for the sunlight

came out through the chasm, tinted all orange and pvnple; while the

vivid green of the grass in the valley was reflected more or less upon all

objects from the curtain of vapor that still hung overhead, as if loth to

take its total departure from a scene so enchantingly beautiful.

The little vale into which I thus peered down from under the fog-

canopy could not have been more than four hiuidred yards long; while

in breadth it vaiied from fifty to one hundred and fifty or perhaps two

hundred. It was most narrow at its northern extremity, opening out as it

tended southwardly, but with no very precise regularity. The widest

portion was within eighty yards of the southern extreme. The slopes

which encompassed the vale could not fairly be called hills, unless at

their northern face. Here a precipitous ledge of granite arose to a height

of some ninety feet; and, as I have mentioned, the valley at this point was

not more than fifty feet wide; but as the visitor proceeded southwardly

from this cliff, he found on his right hand and on his left, declivities at

once less high, less precipitous, and less rocky. All, in a word, sloped and

softened to the south; and yet the whole vale was engirdled by emi-

nences, more or less high, except at two points. One of these I have

already spoken of. It lay considerably to the north of west, and was

where the setting sun made its way, as I have before described, into the

amphitheatre, through a cleanly cut natural cleft in the granite em-

bankment; this fissure might have been ten yards wide at its widest

point, so far as the eye could trace it. It seemed to lead up, up, like a

natural causeway, into the recesses of unexplored mountains and

forests. The other opening was directly at the southern end of the vale.

Here, generally, the slopes were nothing more than gentle inclinations,
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extending from east to west about one hundred and fifty yards. In the

middle of this extent was a depression, level with the ordinary floor of

the valley. As regards vegetation, as well as in respect to every thing else,

the scene softened arid sloped to the south. To the north—on the craggy

precipice—a few paces from the verge—up sprang the magnificent

trunks of numerous hickories, black walnuts, and chestnuts, in-

terspersed with occasional oak; and the strong lateral branches thrown
out by the walnuts especially, spread far over the edge of the cliff.

Proceeding southwardly, the explorer saw, at first, the same class of

trees, but less and less lofty and Salvatorish in character; then he saw the

gentler elm, succeeded by the sassafras and locust—these again by the

softer linden, red-bud, catalpa, and maple—these yet again by still more
graceful and more modest varieties. The whole face of the southern

declivity was covered with wild shrubbery alone—an occasional silver

willow or white poplar excepted. In the bottom of the valley itself—(for

it must be borne in mind that the vegetation hitherto mentioned grew
only on the cliffs or hillsides)—were to be seen three insulated trees. One
was an elm of fine size and exquisite form: it stood guard over the

southern gate of the vale. Another was a hickory, much larger than the

elm, and altogether a much finer tree, although both were exceedingly

beautiful: it seemed to have taken charge of the northwestern entrance,

springing from a group of rocks in the very jaws of the ravine, and
throwing its graceful body, at an angle of nearly forty-five degrees, far

out into the sunshine of the amphitheatre. About thirty yards east of

this tree stood, however, the pride of the valley, and beyond all question

the most magnificent tree I have ever seen, unless, perhaps, among the

cypresses of the Itchiatuckanee. It was a triple-stemmed tulip-tree—the

Liriodendron Tulipiferum—one of the natural order of magnolias. Its

three trunks separated from the parent at about three feet from the soil,

and diverging very slightly and gradually, were not more than four feet

apart at the point where the largest stem shot out into foliage: this was at

an elevation of about eighty feet. The whole height of the principal

division was one hundred and twenty feet. Nothing can surpass in

beauty the form, or the glossy, vivid green of the leaves of the tulip-tree.

In the present instance they were fully eight inches wide; but their glory

was altogether eclipsed by the gorgeous splendor of the profuse blos-

soms. Conceive, closely congregated, a million of the largest and most

resplendent tulips! Only thus can the reader get any idea of the picture

I would convey. And then the stately grace of the clean, delicately-

granulated columnar stems, the largest four feet in diameter, at twenty

from the ground. The innumerable blossoms, mingling with those of

other trees scarcely less beautiful, although infinitely less majestic, filled

the valley with more than Arabian perfumes.
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The general floor of the amphitheatre was grass of the same charac-

ter as that I had found in the road; if any thing, more deliciously soft,

thick, velvety, and miraculously green. It was hard to conceive Ikjw all

this beauty had been attained.

I have spoken of two openings into the vale. From the one to the

northwest issued a rivulet, which came, gently murmuring and slightly

foaming, down the ravine, until it dashed against the group of rocks out
of which sprang the insulated hickory. Here, after encircling the tree, it

passed on a little to the north of east, leaving the tulip-tree some twenty

feet to the south, and making no decided alteration in its course until it

came near the midway between the eastern and western boundaries of

the valley. At this point, after a series of sweeps, it turned off at right

angles and pursued a generally southern direction—meandering as it

went—until it became lost in a small lake of irregular figure (although

roughly oval), that lay gleaming near the lower extremity of the vale.

This lakelet was, perhaps, a hundred yards in diameter at its widest

part. No crystal could be clearer than its waters. Its bottom, which could

be distinctly seen, consisted altogether of pebbles brilliantly white. Its

banks, of the emerald grass already described, rounded, rather than

sloped, off into the clear heaven below: and so clear was this heaven, so

perfectly, at times, did it reflect all objects above it, that where the true

bank ended and where the mimic one commenced, it was a point of no
little difficulty to determine. The trout, and some other varieties offish,

with which this pond seemed to be almost inconveniently crowded, had
all the appearance of veritable flying-fish. It was almost impossible to

believe that they were not absolutely suspended in the air. A light birch

canoe that lay placidly on the water, was reflected in its minutest fibres

with a fidelity luistnpassed by the most exquisitely polished mirror. A
small island, fairly laughing with flowers in full bloom, and affording

little more space than just enough for a picturesque little building,

seemingly a fowl-house—arose from the lake not far from its northern

shore—to which it was connected by means of an inconceivably light-

looking and yet very primitive bridge. It was formed of a single, broad
and thick plank of the tulip wood. This was forty feet long, and spanned
the interval between shore and shore with a slight but very perceptible

arch, preventing all oscillation. From the southern extreme of the lake

issued a continuation of the rivulet, which, after meandering for,

perhaps, thirty yards, finally passed through the "depression" (already

described) in the middle of the southern declivity, and tumbling down a

sheer precipice of a hundred feet, made its devious and unnoticed way
to the Hudson.

The lake was deep—at some points thirty feet—but the rivulet sel-

dom exceeded three, while its greatest width was about eight. Its bottom
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and banks were as those of the pond—if a defect could have been
attributed, in point of picturesqueness, it was that of excessive neatness.

The expanse of the green turf was relieved, here and there, by an
occasional showy shrub, such as the hydrangea, or the common snow-

ball, or the aromatic seringa; or, more frequently, by a clump of

geraniums blossoming gorgeously in great varieties. These latter grew
in pots which were carefully buried in the soil, so as to give the plants the

appearance of being indigenous. Besides all this, the lawn's velvet was

exquisitely spotted with sheep—a considerable flock of which roamed
about the vale, in company with three tamed deer, and a vast number of

brilliantly-plumed ducks. A very large mastiff seemed to be in vigilant

attendance upon these animals, each and all.

Along the eastern and western cliffs—where, toward the upper por-

tion of the amphitheatre, the boundaries were more or less pre-

cipitous—grew ivy in great profusion—so that only here and there

could even a glimpse of the naked rock be obtained. The northern

precipice, in like manner, was almost entirely clothed by grape-vines of

rare luxuriance; some springing from the soil at the base of the cliff, and
others from ledges on its face.

The slight elevation which formed the lower boundary of this little

domain, was crowned by a neat stone wall, of sufficient height to prevent

the escape of the deer. Nothing of the fence kind was observable

elsewhere; for nowhere else was an artificial enclosure needed:—any
stray sheep, for example, which should attempt to make its way out of

the vale by means of the ravine, would find its progress arrested, after a

few yards' advance, by the precipitous ledge of rock over which tumbled
the cascade that had arrested my attention as I first drew near the

domain. In short, the only ingress or egress was through a gate occupy-

ing a rocky pass in the road, a few paces below the point at which I

stopped to reconnoitre the scene.

I have described the brook as meandering very irregularly through

the whole of its course. Its two general directions, as I have said, were first

from west to east, and then from north to south. At the turn, the stream,

sweeping backward, made an almost circular loop, so as to form a penin-

sula which was very nearly an island, and which included about the

sixteenth of an acre. On this peninsula stood a dwelling-house—and
when I say that this house, like the infernal terrace seen by Vathek, "etait

d'une architectxire inconnue dans les annales de la terre," I mean, merely, that

its tout ensemble struck me with the keenest sense of combined novelty

and propriety—in a word, of poetry—(for, than in the words just

employed, I could scarcely give, of poetry in the abstract, a more rigor-

ous definition)—and I do not mean that merely outre was perceptible in

any respect.
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In fact nothing could well be more simple—more utterly unpre-

tending than this cottage. Its marvellous effect lay altogether in its artistic

arrangement «5 a picture. I could have fancied, while I looked at it, that

some eminent landscape-painter had built it with his brush.

The point of view from which I first saw the valley, was not al-

together; although it was nearly, the best point from which to survey the

house. I will therefore describe it as 1 afterwards saw it—from a position

on the stone wall at the southern extreme of the amphitheatre.

The main building was about twenty-four feet long and sixteen

broad—certainly not more. Its total height, from the ground to the apex

of the roof, could not have exceeded eighteen feet. To the west end ot

this structure was attached one about a third smaller in all its

proportions:—the line of its front standing back about two yards from

That of the larger house and the line of its roof, of course, being consid-

erably depressed below that of the roof adjoining. At right angles to

these buildings, and from the rear of the main one—not exactly in the

middle—extended a third compartment, very small—being, in general,

one third less than the western wing. The roofs of the two larger were

very steep—sweeping down from the ridge-beam with a long concave

curve and extending at least four feet beyond the walls in front, so as to

form the roofs of two piazzas. These latter roofs, of course, needed no

support; but as they had the air of needing it, slight and perfectly plain

pillai-s were inserted at the corners alone. The roof of the northern wing

was merely an extension of a portion of the main roof. Between the

chief building and western wing arose a very tall and rather slender

square chimney of hard Dutch bricks, alternately black and red:-a

slight cornice of projecting bricks at the top. Over the gables the roofs

also projected very much:—in the main building about tour feet to the

east and two to the west. The principal door was not exacdy in the main

division, being a litde to the east—while the two windows were to the

west These latter did not extend to the floor, but were much longer and

narrower than usual-they had single shutters like doors-the panes

were of lozenge form, but quite large. The door itself had its upper half

of glass, also ^n lozenge panes—a moveable shutter secured it at mght.

The door to the west wing was in its gable, and quite simple—a single

window looked out to the south. There was no external door to the

north wing, and it also had only one window to the east.

The blank wall of the eastern gable was relieved by stairs (with a

ballustrade) running diagonally across it—the ascent being from the

south. Under cover of the widely projecting eave these steps gave access

to a door leading into the garret, or rather loft-for it was lighted only

by a single window to the north, and seemed to have been intended as a

store room.
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The piazzas of the main building and western wing had no floors, as

is usual; but at the doors and at each window, large, flat, irregular slabs

of granite lay imbedded in the delicious turf, affording comfortable

footing in all weather. Excellent paths of the same material—not nicely

adapted, but with the velvety sod filling frequent intervals between the

stones, led hither and thither from the house, to a crystal spring about

five paces off, to the road, or to one or two out-houses that lay to the

north, beyond the brook, and were thoroughly concealed by a few lo-

custs and catalpas.

Not more than six steps from the main door of the cottage stood the

dead trunk of a fantastic pear-tree, so clothed from head to foot in the

gorgeous bignonia blossoms that one required no little scrutiny to de-

termine what manner of sweet thing it could be. From various arms of

this tree hung cages of different kinds. In one, a large wicker cylinder

with a ring at top, revealed a mocking bird; in another an oriole; in a

third the impudent bobolink—while three or four more delicate prisons

were loudly vocal with canaries.

The pillars of the piazza were enwreathed in jasmine and sweet

honeysuckle; while from the angle formed by the main structure and its

west wing, in front, sprang a grape-vine of unexampled luxuriance.

Scorning all restraint, it had clambered first to the lower roof—then to

the higher; and along the ridge of this latter it continued to writhe on,

throwing out tendrils to the right and left, until at length it fairly

attained the east gable, and fell trailing over the stairs.

The whole house, with its wings, was constructed of the old-

fashioned Dutch shingles—broad, and with unrounded corners. It is a

peculiarity of this material to give houses built of it the appearance of

being wider at bottom than at top—after the manner of Egyptian ar-

chitecture; and in the present instance, this exceedingly picturesque

effect was aided by numerous pots of gorgeous flowers that almost en-

compassed the base of the buildings.

The shingles were painted a dull gray; and the happiness with

which this neutral tint melted into the vivid green of the tulip-tree leaves

that partially overshadowed the cottage, can readily be conceived by an

artist.

From the position near the stone wall, as described, the buildings

were seen at great advantage—for the south-eastern angle was thrown

forward—so that the eye took in at once the whole of the two fronts,

with the picturesque eastern gable, and at the same time obtained just a

sufficient glimpse of the northern wing, with parts of a pretty roof to the

spring-house, and nearly half of a light bridge that spanned the brook

in the near vicinity of the main buildings.

I did not remain very long on the brow of the hill, although long
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enough to make a thorough survey of the scene at my feet. It was clear

that I had wandered from the road to the village, and I had thus good
travellers' excuse to open the gate before me, and inquire my way, at all

events; so, without more ado, I proceeded.

The road, after passing the gate, seemed to lie upon a natural

ledge, sloping gradually down along the face of the north-eastern cliffs.

It led me on to the foot of the northern precipice, and thence over the

bridge, round by the eastern gable to the front door. In this progress, I

took notice that no sight of the out-houses could be obtained.

As I turned the corner of the gable, the mastiff bounded towards

me in stern silence, but with the eye and the whole air of a tiger. I held

him out my hand, however, in token of amity—and I never yet knew the

dog who was proof against such an appeal to his courtesy. He not only

shut his mouth and wagged his tail, but absolutely offered me his

paw—afterward extending his civilities to Ponto.

As no bell was discernible, I rapped with my stick against the door,

which stood half open. Instantly a figure advanced to the threshold

—

that of a young woman about twenty-eight years of age—slender, or

rather slight, and somewhat above the medium height. As she ap-

proached, with a certain modest decisimi of step altogether indescribable,

I said to myself, "Surely here I have found the perfection of natural, in

contradistinction from artificial grac^." The second impression which she

made on me, but by far the more vivid of the two, was that oi enthusiasm.

So intense an expression of romance, perhaps I should call it, or of

unworldliness, as that which gleamed from her deep-set eyes, had never

so sunk into my heart of hearts before. I know not how it is, but this

peculiar expression of the eye, wreathing itself occasionally into the lips,

is the most powerful, if not absolutely the sole spell, which rivets my
interest in woman. "Romance," provided my readers fully comprehend
what I would here imply by the word—"romance" and "womanliness"

seem to me convertible terms: and, after all, what man truly loves in

woman, is simply, her womanhood. The eyes of Annie (I heard some one

from the interior call her "Annie, darling!") were "spiritual gray"; her

hair, a light chestnut: this is all I had time to observe of her.

At her most courteous of invitations, I entered—passing first into a

tolerably wide vestibule. Having come mainly to observe, I took notice

that to my right as I stepped in, was a window, such as those in front of

the house; to the left, a door leading into the principal room; while,

opposite me, an open door enabled me to see a small apartment, just the

size of the vestibule, arranged as a study, and having a large boiu window
looking out to the north.

Passing into the parlor, I found myself with Mr. Landor—for this, I

afterwards found, was his name. He was civil, even cordial in his man-
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ner; but just then, I was more intent on observing the arrangements of

the dwelling which had so much interested me, than the personal ap-

pearance of the tenant.

The north wing, 1 now saw, was a bed-chamber; its door opened
into the parlor. West of this door was a single window, looking toward

the brook. At the west end of the parlor, were a fire-place, and a door
leading into the west wing—probably a kitchen.

Nothing could be more rigorously simple than the furniture of the

parlor. On the floor was an ingrain carpet, of excellent texture—a white

ground, spotted with small circular green figures. At the windows were
curtains of snowy white jaconet muslin: they were tolerably full, and
hung decisively, perhaps rather formally, in sharp, parallel plaits to the

floor

—

-just to the floor. The walls were papered with a French paper of

great delicacy, a silver ground, with a faint green cord running zig-zag

thi'oughout. Its expanse was relieved merely by three ofJulien's exquis-

ite lithographs a trois crayons, fastened to the wall without frames. One of

these drawings was a scene of Oriental luxury, or rather voluptuous-

ness; another was a "carnival piece," spirited beyond compare; the third

was a Greek female head—a face so divinely beautiful, and yet of an

expression so provokingly indeterminate, never before arrested my
attention.

The more substantial furniture consisted of a round table, a few

chairs (including a large rocking-chair), and a sofa, or rather "settee": its

material was plain maple painted a creamy white, slightly interstriped

with green—the seat of cane. The chairs and table were "to match"; but

ih.e forms of all had evidently been designed by the same brain which

planned "the grounds": it is impossible to conceive any thing more
graceful.

On the table were a few books; a large, square, crystal bottle of

some novel perfume; a plain, ground glass astral (not solar) lamp, with

an Italian shade; and a large vase of resplendently-blooming flowers.

Flowers indeed of gorgeous colors and delicate odor formed the sole

mere decoration of the apartment. The fire-place was nearly filled with a

vase of brilliant geranium. On a triangular shelf in each angle of the

room stood also a similar vase, varied only as to its lovely contents. One
or two smaller bouquets adorned the mantel; and late violets clustered

about the open windows.

It is not the purpose of this work to do more than give, in detail, a

picture of Mr. Landor's residence

—

cis I found it.
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