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'ttbe 'ttwiligbt of tbe '1iobs. 

Truth fails not, but her outward forms that bear 

The longest date do melt like frosty rime. 

I. 

THE .fourth Christian century was far past its 

meridian, when, high above the summit of the 

supreme peak of Caucasus, a magnificent eagle 

came sailing on broad fans into the blue, and his 

shadow skimmed the glittering snow as it had 

done day by day for thousands of years. A human 

figure-or it might be superhuman, for his mien 

seemed more than mortal-lifted from the crag, to 

which he hung suspended by massy gyves and 

rivets, eyes mournful with the presentiment of 

pain. The eagle's screech clanged on the wind, as 

with outstretched neck he stooped earthward in 

ever narrowing circles; his huge quills already 

creaked in his victim's ears, whose flesh crept 

and shrank, and involuntary convulsions agi­

tated his hands and feet. Then happened what 

all these millenniums had ncyer witnessed. 
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No thunderbolt had blazed forth from that dome of 
cloudless blue; no marksman had approached the 
inaccessible spot; yet, without vestige of hurt, the 
eagle dropped lifeless, falling sheer down into the 
unfathomable abyss below. At the same moment 
the bonds of the captive snapped asunder, and, 
projected by an impetus which kept him clear of 
the perpendicular precipice, he alighted at an 
infinite depth on a sun-flecked greensward amid 
young ash and oak, where he long lay deprived of 
sense and motion. 

The sun fell, dew gathered on the grass, moon­
shine glimpsed through the leaves, stars peeped 
timidly at the prostrate figure, which remained 
prostrate and unconscious still. But as sunlight 
was born anew in the East a thrill passed over the 
slumberer, and he became conscious, first of an 
indescribably delicious feeling of restful ease, then 
of a gnawing pang, acute as the beak of the eagle 
for which he at first mistook it. But his wrists, 
though still encumbered with bonds and trailing 
fetters, were otherwise at liberty, and eagle there 
was none. Marvelling at his inward and invisible 
foe, he struggled to his feet, and found himself con­
tending with a faintness and dizziness heretofore 
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utterly unknown to him . He dimly felt himself in 

the midst of things grown wonderful by estrange­

ment and distance. No grass, no flovver, no leaf had 

met his eye for thousands of years, nothing but the 

impenetrable azure, the transient cloud, sun, moon, 

and star, the lightning flash, the glittering peaks 

of ice, and the solitary eagle. There seemed more 

wonder in a blade of grass than in all these things, 

but all was blotted in a dizzy swoon, and it needed 

his utmost effort to understand that a light sound 

hard by, rapidly growing more distinct, was indeed 

a footfall. With a violent effort he steadied him­

self by grasping a tree, and had hardly accom­

plished so much when a tall dark maiden, straight 

as an arrow, slim as an antelope, wildly beautiful 

as a Dryad, but liker a Maenad with her aspect of 

mingled disdain and dismay, and step hasty as of 

one pursuing or pursued, suddenly checked her 

speed on perceiving him. 

"\i\Tho art thou? " he exclaimed . 

" Gods! Thou speakest Greek ! " 

" \i\That else should I speak? " 

" vVhat else? From whom save thee, since I 

closed my father's eyes, have I heard the tongue 

of Homer and Plato? :, 
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"Who is Homer? Who is Plato? " 
The maiden regarde_d him with a look of the 

deepest astonishment. 

" Surely," she said, "thy gift has been bestowed 
upon thee to little purpose. Say not, at least, 
that thou usest the S;Jeech of the Gods to blas­
pheme them. Thou art surely yet a votary of Zeus?" 

'' I a votary of Zeus! " exclaimed the stranger. 
'' By these fetters, no! " And, weak as he was, 
the forest rang with his disdainful laughter. 

"Farewell," said the maiden, as with dilating 
form and kindling eye she gathered up her robes. 
'' I parley with thee no more. Thou art ten­
fold more detestable than the howling mob down 
yonder, intent on rapine and destruction. They 
know no better, and can no other. But thou, 
apt in speaking the sacred tongue yet brutally 
ignorant of its treasures, knowing the father 
of the Gods only to revile him ! Let me pass." 

The stranger, if willing to hinder her, seemed 
little able. His eyes closed, his limbs relaxed, and 
without a cry he sank senseless on the sward. 

In an instant the maiden was kneeling by his 
side. Hastily undoing a basket she carried on her 
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arm, she drew forth a leather flask, and, supporting 

the sunken head with one hand, poured a stream 

of wine through the lips with the other. As the 

gurgling purple coursed down his throat the 

sufferer opened his eyes, and thanked her silently 

with a smile of exquisite sweetness. Removing 

the large leaves which sha~ed the contents of the 

basket, she disclosed ripe figs and pomegranates, 

honeycomb and snow-white curd, lying close to 

each other in tempting array. The stranger took 

of each alternately, and the basket was well-nigh 

emptied ere his appetite seemed assuaged. 

The observant maiden, meanwhile, felt her mood 

strangely altered. 

" So have I imag::d Ulysses to myself," she 

thought as she gazed on the stranger's goodly form, 

full of vigour, though not without traces of age, the 

massive brow, the kindly mouth , the expression 

of far -seeing wisdom . " Such a man ignorant of 

letters, and a contemner of Zeus! " 

The stranger's eloquent thanks roused her from 

a revene. The Greek tongue fell upon her ear like 

the sweetest music, and she grieved when its flow 

was interrupted by a question addressed directly to 

herself. 

• 
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"Can a God feel hunger and thirst ? " 
"Surely no," she rejoined. 
"I should have said the same yesterday," 

returned the stranger. 
" Wherefore not to-day? " 
"Dear maiden," responded he, with winning voice 

and manner, "we must know each other better ere • 
my tale can gain credence with thee. Do thou 
rather unfold what thine own speech has left dark 
to me. Why the language of the Gods, as should 
seem, is here understood by thee and me alone; 
what foes Zeus has here other than myself; what 
is the profane crowd of which thou didst speak; 
and why, alone and defenceless, thou ascendest 
this mountain. Think of me, if thou wilt, as one 
fallen from the clouds." 

"Strange man," returned the maiden, "who 
knowest Homer's speech and not Homer's self, 
who renouncest Zeus and resemblest him, hear my 
tale ere I require thine. Yesterday I should have 
called myself the last priestess of Apollo in this 
fallen land, to-day I have neither shrine nor alta.r. 
Moved by I know not what madness, my countr3 -
men have long ago forsaken the worship of the 
Gods. The temples crumbled into rum, prayer 
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was no longer offered or sacrifice made as 

of old, the priestly revenues were plundered; 

the sacred vessels carried away; the voice of 

oracles became dumb; the divine tongue of Greece 

was forgotten, its scrolls of wisdom mouldered 

unread, and the deluded people turned to human 

mechaniss and fishermen. One faithful servant of 

Apollo remained, my father; but 'tis seven days 

since he closed his eyes for ever. It was time, for 

yesternoon the heralds proclaimed by order of 

the King that Zeus and the Olympians should be 

named no more in Caucasia." 

" H_a ! " interrupted the stranger, " I see it all. 

Said I not so?" he shouted, gazing into the sky as 

if ~is eye could pierce and his voice reach beyond 

the drifting clouds. "But to thy own tale," he 

added, turning with a gesture of command to the 

astonished Elenko. 

"It is soon told," she said. " I knew that it 

was death to serve the Gods any more, yet none 

the less in my little temple did fire burn upon 

Apollo's altar this morning. Scarcely was it 

kindled ere I became aware of a ruffianly mob 

thronging to sack and spoil. I was ready for death, 

but not at their hands. I caught up this basket, 
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and escaped up the mountain. On its inaccessible 
summit~ it is reported, hangs Prometheus, whom 
Zeus (let me bow in awe before his inscrutable 
counsels) doomed for his benevolence to mankind. 
To him, as JEschylus sings, Io of old found her 
way, and from him received monition and know­
ledge of what should come to pass. I will try if 
courage and some favouring God will guide me to 
him; if not, I will die as near Heaven as I may 
attain. Tell me on thy part what thou wilt, and 
let me depart. If thou art indeed Zeus's enemy, 
thou wilt find enough on thy side down yonder." 

"I have been Zeus's enemy," returned the 
stranger, mildly and gravely, " I am so no longer. 
Immortal hate befits not the mortal I feel myself 
to have become. Nor needest thou ascend the 
peak further. Maiden, I am Prometheus ! " 



II. 

IT is a prerogative of the Gods, that, when they 

do speak sooth, mortals must needs believe 

them. Elenko hence felt no incredulity at the 

revelation of Prometheus, or sought other confir­

mation than the bonds and broken links of chain 

at his wrists and ankles. 

"Now," he cried, or rather shouted, "is the 

prophecy fulfilled with which of old I admonished 

the Gods in the halls of Olympus. I told them 

that Zeus should beget a child mightier than him­

self, who should send him and them the way he 

had sent his father. I knew not that this child 

was already begotten, and that his name was Man. 

It has taken Jvian ages to assert himself, nor has 

he yet, as it would seem, done more than enthrone 

a new idol in the place of the old. But for the old, 

behold the last traces of its authority in these 

fetters, of vhich the first smith will rid me, 

~ 
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Expect no thunderbolt, dear maiden; none will 

come : nor shall I regain the immortality of which 

I feel myself bereaved since yesterday." 

" Is this no sorrow to thee ? " asked Elenko. 

" Has not my immortality been one of pain ? " 

answered Prometheus. "Now I feel no pain, and 

dread one only." 

"And that is? " 

"The pain of missing a certain fellow-mortal," 

answered Prometheus, with a look so expressive 

that the hitherto unawed maiden cast her eyes to 

the ground. Hastening away from the conversa­

tion to which, nevertheless, she inly purposed to 

return. 

" Is Man, then, the maker of Deity ? " she 

asked. 

'' Can the source of his being originate in him­

self? " asked Prometheus. " To assert this were 

self-contradiction, and pride inflated to madness. 

But of the more exalted beings who have like him 

emanated from the common principle of all exis­

tence, Man, since his advent on the earth, though 

not the creator, is the preserver or the destroyer. 

He looks up to them, and they are ; he out-grows 

them, and they are not: For the barbarian and 

Ii 
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Triballian gods there is no return; but the 
Olympians, if dead as deities, survive as imper­
sonati0ns of Man's highest conceptions of the 
beautiful. Languid and spectral indeed must be 
their existence in this barbarian age ; but better 
days are in store for them." 

" And for thee, Prometheus ? " 
1

' There is now · no place," replied he, "for an 
impeacher of the Gods. My cause is won, my 
part is played. I am rewarded for my love of man 
by myself becoming human. \i\7hen I shall have 
proved myself also mortal I may haply traverse 
realms which Zeus never knew, with, I would hope, 
Elenko by my side." 

Elenko's countenance expressed her full readi­
ness to accompany Prometheus as far beyond the 
limits of the phenomenal world as he might please 
to conduct her. A thought soon troubled her 
delicious reverie, and she inquired;-

" Peradventure, then, the creed which I have 
execrated may be truer and better than that which 
I have professed ? " 

"If born in wiser brains and truer hearts, aye," 
answered Prometheus, "but of this I can have no 
knowledge. It seems from thy tale to have begun 
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but ill. Yet Saturn mutilated his father, and his 

reign was the Golden Age." 

While conversing, hand locked 1n hand, they 

had been strolling aimlessly down the mountain. 

Turning an abrupt bend in the path, they suddenly 

found themselves m presence of an assembly of 

early Christians. 

These confessors were making the most of 

Elenko's dilapidated temple, whose smoking shell 

threw up a sable column in the background. 

The effigies of Apo llo and the Muses had been 

dragged forth, and were being diligently broken 

up with mallets and hammers. Others of the 

sacrilegious throng were rending scrolls, or 

dividing vestments, or firing the grove of laurel 

that environed the shrine, or pelting the affrighted 

birds as they flew forth. The sacred ·vessels, 

however, at least those of gold and silver, 

appeared safe in the g uardianship of an episcopal 

personage of shrewd and jovial aspect, under 

whose in spection they were being piled up by a 

troop of sturdy young ecclesiastics, the only 

weapon -bearers among th e rabble. Elenko stood 

riveted to the ground. Prometheus, to her 

a mazement, rushed forvva rd to one of the gro ups 
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with a loud " By all the Gods and Goddesses ! " 

Following his movements, she saw that the object 

of his interest was an enormous dead eagle 

carried by one of the mob. The multitude, 

startled by his cry and his emotion, gazed eagerly 

at the strangers, and instantly a shout went up: 

" The heathen woman! " 

"With a heathen man ! " 

And clubs began to be brandished, and stones 

to be picked up from the ground. 

Prometheus, to whom the shouts were unm­

telligible, looked wistfully at Elenko. As their 

eyes met, Elenko's countenance, which had 

hitherto been all disdain and defiance, assumed 

an expression of irresolution. A stone struck 

Prometheus on the temple, drawing blood; a 

hundred hands went up, each weighted with a 

missile. 

" Do as I," cried Elenko to him, and crossed 

herself. 

Prometheus imitated her, not unsuccessfully 

for a novice. 

The uplifted arms were stayed, some even sank 

down. 

By this time the Bishop had bustled to the 
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front, and addressed a torrent of questions to 
Prometheus, who merely shook his head, and 
turned to inspect the eagle. 

" Brethren," said the Bishop, " I smell a 

miracle ! " And, turning to Elenko, he rapidly 
proceeded to cross-examine her. 

"Thou wert the priestess of this temple? " 
" I was." 

"Thou didst leave it this morning a heathen ? " 
" I did." 

"Thou returnest a Christian ? ' ' 
Elenko blushed fire, her throat swelled, her 

heart beat violently. All her soul seemed co:.i­
centrated in the gaze she fastened on the pale and 
bleeding Prometheus. She remained silent-but 
she crossed herself. 

" Who then has persuaded thee to renounce 
Apollo ? " 

Elenko pointed to Prometheus. 
"An enemy of Zeus, then ? " 
"Zeus has not such another enemy m the 

world." 

"I knew it, I was sure of it," exclaimed the 
Bishop. " I can always tell a Christian when I 
see him. Wherefore speaks he not ? " 

it 

0 



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 23 

" He is ancient, for all his vigorous mien. His 

martyrdom began ere our present speech was, nor 

could he learn this in his captivity." 

" Martyrdom ! Captivity! " exclaimed the 

prelate, gleefully, "I thought we were c.:ommg 

thither. An early martyr, doubtless ? " 

"A very early martyr." 

'' Fettered and manacled ? " 

" Behold his wrists and ankles-." 

" Tortured, of course? " 

"Incredibly." 

" Miraculously kept alive to this day ? " 

" In an entirely supernatural manner." 

"Now," said the Bishop, "I would wager my 

mitre and ring that his life was prolonged by the 

daily ministrations of yonder fowl ·that he 

caresses with such singular affection ? " 

"Never," replied Elenko, "for one day did that 

most punctual bird omit to visit him." 

"Hurrah!" shouted the Bishop. "And now, 

its mission accomplished, the blessed creature, as 

I am informed, is found dead at the foot of the 

mountain. Saints and angels ! this is glorious ! 

On your knees, ye infidels ! " 

And down they all went, the Bishop setting the 
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example. As their keads were b9wed to the 
earth, Elenko made a sign .to Prometheus, . and 
when the multitude looked up, it beheld him in 
the act of imparting the episcopal blessing. 

' 
"Tell him that we are all his brethren," said the 

Bishop, which announcement became in Elenko's 
mouth, "Do as I do, and cleave to thy eagle.'' 

A procession was formed. The new saint, his 
convert, and the eagle, rode in a car at the head 
of it. The Bishop, surrounded by his bodyguard, 
followed with the sacred vessels of Apollo, to 
which he had never ceased to direct a vigilant 
eye throughout the whole proceedings. The 
multitude swarmed along singing hymns, or 
contending for the stray feathers of the eagle. 
The representatives of seven monasteries put in 
their claims for the links of Prometheus' fetters, 
but the Bishop scouted them all. He found time 
to whisper to Elenko: 

"You seem a sensible young person. Just 
hint to our friend that we don't want to hear 
anything about his theology, and the less he talks 
about the primitive Church the better. No doubt 
he is a most intelligent man, but he cannot 
possibly be up to all the recent improvements." 
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Elenko promised most fervently that Pro­

metheus' theological sentiments should remain a 

mystery to the public. She then began to reflect 

very seriously on the subject of her own morals. 

"This day," she said to herself, "I have re­

nounced all the Gods, and told lies enough to last 

me my life, and for no other reason than that I 

am in love. If this is a sufficient reason, lovers 

must have a different code of morality to the rest 

of the world, and indeed it would appear that 

they have. Will you die for me? Yes. Admi­

rable. "\Vill you lie for me? No. Then you 

don't love me. /3a11,11,' Et8 ,copaKar:;, lie; TaiVapov, El<:; 

'Oryy K oryry." 



,, 

III. 

E LENKO soon found that there was no 
pausing upon the path to which she had 

committed herself. As the sole medium of com­
munication between Prometheus and the religious 
public, her time was half spent in instructing 
Prometheus in the creed in which he was supposed 
to have instructed her, and half in framing the 
edifying sentences which passed for the interpre­
tation of discourses for the most part far more 
interesting to herself than if they had been what 
they professed to be. The rapt and impassioned 
attention which she was observed to bestow on 
his utterances on such occasions all but gained 
her the reputation of a saint, and was accepted as 
a sufficient set-off against the unhallowed affec­
tion which she could not help manifesting for the 
memory of her father. The judicious reluctance 
of the Caucasian ecclesiastics to inquire over-
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anxiously into the creeds and customs of the 

primitive Church was a great help to her; and 

another difficulty was removed by the Bishop, 

who, having no idea of encouraging a rival 

thaumaturgist, took an early opportunity of signi­

fying that it was rather in the line of Desmotes 

(for by this name the new saint passed) to be the 

subject than the instrument of miracles, and that, 

at all events, no more were to be looked for from 

him at his time of life. The warmth with which 

Elenko espoused this view raised her greatly in 

his good opinion, and he was always ready to come 

to her aid when she became entangled in chrono­

logical or historical difficulties, or seasoned her 

versions of Desmotes' speeches with reminis­

cences of Plato or Marcus Aurelius, or when her 

invention failed altogether. On such occasions, 

if objectors grew troublesome, the Bishop would 

thunder, " Brethren: I smell a heresy ! " and no 

more was said. One minor trouble both to 

Prometheus and Elenko was the affection they 

were naturally expected to manifest tovvards the 

carcase of the wretched eagle, which many iden­

tified with the . eagle of the Evangelist John. 

Prometheus was of a forgiving disposition, but 
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Elenko wished nothing more ardently than that 
the whole aquiline race might have but one neck, 
and that she might wring it. It somewhat com­
forted her to observe that the eagle's plumage 
was growing thin, while the eagle's custodian was 
growing fat. 

But she had worse troubles to endure than any 
that eagles could occasion. The youth of those 
who resorted to her and Prometheus attracted 
remark from the graver members of the com­
munity. Young ladies found the precepts of the 
handsome and dignified saint indispensable to 
their spiritual health; Y?ung men were charmed 
with their purity as they came filtered through the 
lips of Elenko. Is man more conceited than 
woman, or more confiding ? Elenko should cer­
tainly have been at ease; no temptress, however 
enterprising, could well be spreading her nets 
for an Antony three hundred years old. Pro­
metheus, on the contrary, might have found 
cause for jealousy in many a noble youth's un­
concealed admiration of Elenko. Yet he seemed 
magnificently unconscious of any cause for appre­
hension, while Elenko's heart swelled till it was 
like to burst. She had the further satisfaction 
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of knowing herself the best hated woman m 

Caucasia, between the enmity of those of whose 

admirers she had made an involuntary conquest, 

and of those who found her standing between 

them and Prometheus. Her monopoly of Greek, 

she felt sure, was her only security. Two con­

stant attendants at Prometheus' receptions par­

ticularly alarmed her, the Princess Miriam, niece 

of the Bishop, a handsome widow accustomed to 

have things as she wished them; and a tall veiled 

woman who seemed unknown to all, but whose 

unseen eyes, she instinctively knew, were never 

averted from the unconscious Prometheus. 

It was therefore with some trepidation that she 

received a summons to the private apartment of 

the Princess Miriam. 

" Dear friend," the Princess began, " thou 

knowest the singular affection which I have in­

variably entertained for thee." 

" Right well do I know it," responded Elenko. 

(" The thirty-first lie to-day," she added wearily 

to herself.) 

"It is this affection, dear friend," continued 

the Princess, "which induces me on the present 

occasion to tran gress the limits of conventional 
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propriety, and make a communication distressing 
to thee, but infinitely more so to myself." 

Elenko implored the Princess to make no such 
sacrifice in the cause of friendship, but the great 
lady was resolute. 

" People say," she continued­

" What say they ? " 

"That thy relation to Desmotes is indiscreet. 
That it is equivocal. That it 1s offensive. That 
it is sacrilegious. That, . in a word, it is im­
proper." 

Elenko defended herself with as much energy 
as her candour would allow. 

" Dear friend," said the Princess, " thou dost 
not imagine that I have part or lot in these odious 
imputations? Even could I deem them true, 
should I not think charitably of thee, but yester­
day a heathen, and educated in impiety by a foul 
sorcerer? My poor lamb! But tongues must be 
stopped, and I have now to advise thee how this 
may be accomplished." 

" Say on." 

"People will alvvays talk so long as thou art 
the sole medium of communication with the holy 
man. Some deem him less ignorant of our 
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speech than he seems, but concerning this I In­

quire not : for, in society, what seems, Is. 

Enough that thy colloquies expose thee to scandal. 

There is but one remedy. Thou must yield thy 

place to another. It is meet that thou forthwith 

instruct in that barbarous dialect some matron of 

unblemished repute and devout aspirations; no 

mere ignorant devotee, however, but a woman of 

the world, whose prudence and experience may 

preserve the holy man from the pitfalls set for 

him by the unprincipled. Manifestly she must 

be a married person, else nought were gained, 

yet must she not be chargeable with forsaking 

her duties towards her husband and children. It 

follows that she must be a widow. It were also 

well that she should be of kin to some influential 

personage, to whose counsel she might have re­

course in times of difficulty, and whose authority 

might protect her against the slanderous and evil 

disposed. I have not been able to meet any one 

endowed with all these qualifications, excepting 

myself. I therefore propose to thee that thou 

shouldst instruct me in the speech of Desmotes, 

and when I am qualified to take thy place my 

uncle shall elevate thee to the dignity of Abbess, 
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or bestow thee upon some young clergyman of 

extraordinary desert.'' 

Elenko intimated, perhaps with more warmth 

than necessary, her aversion to both propositions, 

and the extreme improbability of the Princess 

ever acqmnng any knowledge of Greek by her 
instrumentality. 

" If this is the case," said the Princess, with 

perfect calmness, "I must have recourse to my 

other method, which is infallible." 

Elenko inquired what it might be. 

"I shall represent to my uncle, what indeed he 

very well knows, that a saint is, properly speaking, 

of no value till he is dead. Not until his decease 
are his relics available, or pilgrimages to his 

shrine fea sible. It is solely in anticipation of 

this event that my uncl e is keeping Desmotes at 

all; and the sooner it comes to pass, the sooner 

will my revered relative come by his own. Only 

think of the capital locked up in the new church, 

now so nea rly completed, on the spot where they 

picked up the eagle ! How shall it be ded icated 

to D esmotes in Desmotes' lifet ime? '\Vere it not 

a most blissfu l and appropriate coincidence if the 

day of t he consecration were that of t he saint's 
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migration to a better world ? I shall submit this 

view of the case to my uncle: he is accustomed to 

hear reason from me, of whom, between ourselves, 

he is not a little afraid. Thou mayest rely upon 

it that about the time of the consecration Des­

motes will ascend to heaven ; while thou, it is 

gravely to be feared, wilt proceed in the opposite 

direction. \Vould'st thou avert this unpleasant­

ness, think well of my :first proposal. I give thee 

credit for loving Desmotes, and suppose, there­

fore, that thou ,vilt make some sacrifice for his 

sake. I am a Kettle, thou art a Pot. Take heed 

how thou knockest against me ! " 

Elenko sped back to bear tidings of the 

threatened collision to Prometheus. As she 

approached his chamber she heard with astonish­

ment two voices in eager conversation, and dis­
covered with still greater amazement that their 

dialogue was carried on in Greek. The second 

speaker, moreover, was evidently a female. A 

jealous pang shot through Elenko's breast; she 
looked cautiously in, and discerned the same 

mysterious veiled womao whose demeanour had 

already been an enigma to her. But the veil was 

thrown back, and the countenance went far to 
,., 
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allay Elenko's disquiet. It bore indeed traces of 

past beauty, but was altogether that of one who 

had known better days; worn and faded, weary 

and repining. Elenko's jealousy vanished, though 

her surprise redoubled, when she heard Prometheus 

address the stranger as "Sister." 

"A pretty brother I have got," rejoined the lady, 

in high sharp tones: "to leave me in want! Never 

once to inquire after me ! " 

"Nay, sister, or sister-in-law," responded Prome­

theus, "if it comes to that, where were you while 

I was on Caucasus? The Oceanides ministered 

to me, Hermes came now and then, even Hercules 

left a card; but I never saw Pandora." 

" How could I compromise Epimetheus, Prome­

theus ? " demanded Pandora. " Besides, my 

attendant Hope was always telling me that all 

would come right, without any meddling of mine." 

"Let her tell you so now," retorted Prometheus. 

"Tell me now! Do you pretend not to know 

that the hussey forsook Olympus ten years ago, 

·and has turned Christian ? " 

" I am sure I am very sorry to hear it. Some­

how, she never forsook me. I can't imagine how 

you Gods get on without her." 
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" Get on ! \¥ e are getting off. Except Eros 
and PJutus, who seem as usual, and the old Fates, 
who go on spinning as if nothing had happened, 
none of us expects to last for another ten years. 
The sacrifices have dwindled down to nothing. 
Zeus has put down his eagle. Hera has eaten her 
peacocks. Apollo's lyre is never heard-pawned, 
no doubt. Bacchus drinks water, and Venus­
well, you can imagine how she gets on without him 
and Ceres. And here you are, sleek and comfort­
able, and never troubling yourself about your 
family. But you had better, or I swear I will tell 
Zeus ; and we shall see whether these Christians 
will keep you with your ante-chamber full of 
starving gods. Take a day to think of what I 
have been saying ! " 

And away she fl ounced, not noticing Elenko. 
Long and earnestly did the pair discuss the perils 
that menaced them, and at the end of their 
deliberations Elenko sought the Bishop, and briefly 
imparted the Princess Miriam's ultimatum. 

"It is painful to a spiritual man," replied the 
prelate, "to be accessory to a murder. It is also 
repugnant to his feelings to deny a beloved niece 
anything on which she has set her heart. To 
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avoid such grievous dilemma, I judge it well that 

ye both ascend to heaven without further cere­

mony." 

That night the ascent of Prometheus and Elenko 

was witnessed by divers credible persons. The 

new church ·was consecrated shortly afterwards. 

It was amply stored with relics from the wardrobe 

of Prometheus and what remained of the eagle. 

The dam sels of the capital regained their admirers, 

and th ose who had become ena moured of Prome­

theu s m ost ly transferred their affections to the 

Bishop. Everybody was satisfied except the 

Princess Miriam, who never ceased to deplore her 

in c..l ulgence in g iving Elenko the chance of first 

speech with her uncle. 

"If I had been five minutes beforehand with 

the minx ! " she said. 



IV. 

THE heaveu to which Prometheus and Elenko 

had ascended was situated in a sequestered 

valley of Laconia. A single winding path led into 

the glen, which was inhabited only by a few 

hunters and shepherds, who still observed the rites 

of the ancient faith; and sometimes, deeming but 

to shovv kindness to a mortal, refreshed or sheltered 

a forlorn and hungry Deity. Saving at the en­

trance the vale was walled round by steep cliffs, 

for the most part waving with trees, but here and 

there revealing the naked crag. It was traversed 

by a silvery stream, in its windings enclosing 

Prometheus' and Elenko's cottage, almost as in an 

island . The cot, buried in laurel and myrtle, had 

a garden where fig and mulberry, grape and 

almond, ripened in their season. A few goats 

browsed on the long grass, and yielded their milk 

to the household. Bread and wine, and flesh when 
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needed, were easily procured from the neighbours. 
Beyond necessary furniture, the cottage contained 
little but precious scrolls, obtained by Elenko from 
Athens and the newly founded city of Constantine. 
In these, under her guidance, Prometheus read of 
matters that never, while he dwelt on Olympus, 
entered the imagination of any God. 

It is a chief happiness of lovers that each 
possesses treasures wholly their own, which they 
may yet make fully the possession of the other. 
These treasures are of divers kinds, beauty, affec­
tion, memory, hope. But never were such treasures 
of knowledge shared between lovers as between 
Prometheus and Elenko. Each possessed immea­
surable stores, hitherto inaccessible to the other. 
How trifling seemed the mythical lore which 
Elenko had gleaned as the minister of Phrebus to 
that now imparted by Prometheus ! The Titan 
had seen all, and been a part of all that he had 
seen. He had bowed beneath the sceptre of 
Uran us, he had witnessed his fall, and marked the 
ocean crimson with : his blood. He remembered 
hoary Saturn a brisk active Deity, pushing his way 
to the throne of Heaven, and devouring in a trice 
the stone that now resists his fangs for millen-
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mums. He had heard the shields of the Cory­

bantes clash around the infant Zeus; he described 

to Elenko how one day the sea had frothed and 

boiled, and undraped Aphrodite had ascended from 

it in the presence of the gazing and applauding 

amphitheatre of cloud-cushioned gods . He could 

depict the personal appearance of Cybele, and 

sketch the character of Enceladus. He had in­

structed Zeus, as Chiron had instructed Achilles; 

he remembered Poseidon afraid of the water, 

and Pluto of the dark. He called to mind and 

expounded ancient oracles heretofore unintelli ­

gible : he had himself been told, and had dis­

believed, that the happiest day of his own life 

would be that on which he should feel himself 

divested of immortality. Of the younger gods 

and their doings he knew but little; he inquired 

with interest whether Bacchus had returned in 

safety from his Indian expedition, and whether 

Proser.pine had a family of divine imps. 

:Much more, nevertheless, had Elenko to teach 

Prometheus than she could learn from him. How 

trivial seemed the history of the gods to what he 

now heard of the history of men ! Were these 

indeed the beings he had known u like ants in the 
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sunless recesses of caves, dwelling deep-burrowing 
in the earth, ignorant of the signs of the seasons," 
to whom he had given fire and whom he had taught 
memory and number, for whom he had "brought 
the horse under the chariot, and invented the sea• 
beaten, flaxen-winged chariot of the sailor? " And 
now, how poorly showed the gods beside this once 
wretched brood ! What Deity could die for 
Olympus, as Leonidas had for Greece? Which of 
them could, like Iphigenia, dwel! for years beside 
the melancholy sea, keeping a true heart for an 
absent brother? Which of them could raise his 
fellows nearer to the ~ource of all Deity, as 
Socrates and Plato had raised men ? vVho could 
portray himself as Phidias had portrayed Athene? 
Could the Muses speak with their O\vn voices as 
they had spoken by Sappho 's ? He was especially 
pleased to see his own moral superiority to Zeus 
so eloquently enforced by JEschylus, and delighted 
in criticising the sentiments which the other poets 
had put into the mouths of the gods. Homer, he 
thought, must have been in Olympus often, and 
Aristophanes not seldom. vVhen he read in the 
Cyclops of Euripides, " Stranger, I laugh to scorn 
Zeus' thunderbolts," he grew for a moment 
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thoughtful. "Am I," he questioned, "endinrr 

where Polyphemus began ? " But when he read 

a little further on : 

The wise man's only Jupiter is this, 

To eat and drink during his little da~·, 

And give himself no care-

" o," he said, "the Zeus that nailed me to the 

rock is better than this Zeus. But well for man to 

be rid of both, if he does not put another in their 

place ; or, in dropping his idolatry, has not flung 

away his religion. Heaven has not departed with 

Zeus." And, taking his lyre, he sang: 

\\' hat floods of lavish splendour 

The lofty sun doth pour ! 

What else can Heaven render? 

·what room hath she for more? 

Yet shall his course be shortly done, 

And after his declining 

The skies that held a single Sun 

\Yith thousands shall be shining. 



I 

V. 

I T was not long ere the gods began to find 

their way to Prometheus' earthly paradise, 

and who came once came agam. The first was 

Epimetheus, who had probably suffered least of all 

from the general upset, having in truth little to 

lose since his ill-starred union with Pandora. He 

had indeed reason for thankfulness in his prac­

tical divorce from his spouse, who had settled in 

Caucasia, and gave Greek lessons to the Princess 

· Miriam. Would Prometheus lend him half a 

talent ? a quarter? a tenth? a hundredth? 

Thanks, thanks. Prometheus might rely upon 

it that his residence should not be divulged on 

any account. Notwithstanding which assurance, 

the cottage was visited next day by eleven gods 

and demigods, mostly Titans. Elenko found it 

trying, and was really alarmed when by and by 

the Furies, having made over their functions to the 
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Devil, strolled up to take the air, and dropped in 

for a chat, bringing Cerberus. But they behaved 

exceedingly well, and took back a message from 

Elenko to Eurydice. Ere long she was on mo st 

intimate terms with all the dethroned divinities, 

celestial, infernal, and marine. 

Beautiful and blessed beyond most things is 

) outhful enthusiasm, looking up to something it 

feels or deems above itself. Beaµtiful, too, as 

autumn sunshine is maturity looking down with 

gentleness on the ideal it has surpassed, a :1d 

reverencing it still for old ideas and associations. 

The thought of beholding a Deity would once 

have thrilled Elenko with rapture, if this had not 

been checked by awe at her own presumption. 

The idea that a Deity, other than some disgraced 

offender like Prometheus, could be the object of 

her compassion, would never have entered her 

mind. And now she pitied the whole Olympian 

cohort most sincerely, not so much for having 

fallen as for having deserved to fall. She could 

not conceal from herself how grievously they were 

one and all behind the age. It was impossibL to 

make Zeus comprehend how an idea could be a 

match for a thunderbolt. Apollo spoke hand-
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somely of Homer, yet evidently esteemed the 

Iliad and Odyssey but lightly in comparison with 

the blind bard's hymn to himself. Ceres candidly 

admitted th at her mind was a complete blank on 

the subject of the Eleusini a n mysteries. Aphro­

dite's dress was admirahle for summer, but in 

winter seemed obstinate conservatism; ancl why 

should Pallas m ake herself a fri gh t with her 

Gorgon helmet, now that it no longer fri ghtened 

anybody? vVhere Elenko would fa in h ave adored 

she found h erself tolerating, excusing, condescend­

ing. H ow many Elenkos are even now t enderly 

nursing ancient creeds, whose main virtue is the 

virtue of their professors ! 

One autumn night a ll the principal gods were 

assembled under Prometheus 's roof, doing just ice 

to the ngs and mulberries, and wine cooled with 

Taygetan snow. Th e guests were more than 

usually despondent. Prometheus was moody 

and abstracted, his 

with thought. " So 

breast seemed labouring 

looked my Pythoness," 

.whispered Apollo to his neighbour," v,rhen about 

to deliver an oracle." 

And the oracle came-in lyric Yerse, not to 

infringe any patent of Apollo's-

i\ 
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\Vhen o'er the towers of Constantine 
An Orient Moon begins to shine, 

Waning nor waxing aught, and bright 
J n uaytide as in deep of night : 
Then, though the fane be brought 

To wreck, the God shall find, 
Enthroned in human thought, 

A temple in the mind. 

"And what becomes of us while this prodigious 

moonshine is concocting? " demanded Zeus, who 

had become the most sceptical of any of the gods. 

"Go to Elysium," suggested Prometheus. 

" There's an idea ! " cried Zeus and Pallas 

together. 

"To Elysium ! to Elysium ! " exclaimed the 

other gods, and all rose tumultuously, saving 

two. 

" I go not " said Eros " for where Love is 
' ' ' 

there is Elysium. And yonder rising moon tells 

me that my hour is come." And he flitted forth. 

"Neither go I," said an old blind god, "for 

where Plutus is, Elysium is not. Moreover, 

mankind would follow after me. But I too must -

away. Strange that I should have abode so long 

under the roof of a pair of perfect virtue." And 

he tottered out. 
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But the other gods swept forth into the 

moonlight, and were seen no more. And Pro­

metheus picked up the forsaken sandals of 

Hermes, and bound them on his own feet, and 

grasped Elenko, and they rose up by a dizzy 

flight to empty heaven. All was silent in those 

immense courts, vacant of everything save 

here and there some rusty thunderbolt or mould­

ering crumb of ambrosia. Above, around, below, 

beyond sight, beyond thought, stretched the still 

deeps of cether, blazing with innumerable worlds . 

Eye could rove nowhither without beholding a star, 

nor could star be beheld from which the Gods' 

hall, with all its vastness, would not have been 

utterly in visible. Elenko leaned over the battle­
ments, and watched the racing meteors. Pro­

metheus stood by her, and pointed out in the 

immeasurable distanc·e the little speck of shining 

dust from which they had flown. 

"There? or here? " he asked. 

"There! " said Elenko. 
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And there the body lay, age after age, 

Mute, breathing, beating, warm, and undecaying, 

Like one asleep in a green hermitage, 

With gentle sleep about its eyelids playing, 

And living in its dreams beyond the rage 

Of death or life ; ,vhile they were still arraying 

In liveries ever new the rapid, blind, 

And fleeting generations of mankind. 

I N the days of the Tang dynasty China was 

long happy under the sceptre of a good 

Emperor, named Sin-vVoo. H e had overcome 

the enemies of the land , confirmed the friendship 

of its allies, augmented the wealth of the rich, 

and mitigated the wretchedness of the poor. But 

most especially was he admired and beloved for 

his persecution of the impious sect of Lao-tsze, 

which he had well-nigh exterminated. 

It was but natural that such an Emperor should 

congratulate himself upon his goodness and worth; 

4 
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yet, as no human bliss is perfect, sorrow could 
not fail to enter his mind. 

" It is grievous to reflect," said he to his cour­
tiers, " that if, as ye all affirm, there hath not 
been any Emperor of equal merit with myself 
before my time, neither will any such arise after 
me, my subjects must inevitably be sufferers by 
-my death." 

To which the courtiers unanimously responded, 
" 0 Emperor, live for ever! " 

"Happy thought!" exclaimed the Emperor; 
"but wherewithal shall it be executed?" 

The Prime Minister looked at ·the Chancellor, 
the Chancellor looked at the Treasurer, the Trea­
surer looked at the Chamberlain, the Chamber­
lain looked at the Principal Bonze, the Principal 
Bonze looked at the Second Bonze, who, to his 
great surprise, looked at him in return. 

"When the turn comes to me," murmured the 
inferior functionary-, " I would say somewhat." 

"Speak ! " commanded the Emperor. 
" 0 Uncle of the stars," said the Bo11Ze, 

"there are those in your Majesty's dominions 
who possess the power of lengthening life, who 
have, in fact, discovered the Elixir of Immortality .17 
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"Let them be immediately brought hither," 

commanded th(Emperor. 

" Unhappily," returned the Bonze, "these per­

sons, without exception, belong to the abominable 

sect of Lao-tsze, whose members your Majesty 

long ago commanded to cease from existence, 

with which august order they have for the most 

part complied. In my own diocese, where for 

some years after your Majesty's happy accession 

we were accustomed to impale twenty thousand 

annually, it is now difficult to find twenty, with 

the utmost diligence on the part of the execu­

tioners." 

"It has of late sometimes appeared to me," 

said the Emperor, "that there may be more good 

in that sect than I have been led to believe by my 

counsellors." 

" I have always thought," said the Prime 

Minister, "that they were rather misguided than 

wilfully wicked.'' 

" They are a kind of harmless lunatics," said 

the Chancellor ; " they should, I think, be made 

wards in Chancery.'' · 

"Their money does not appear different from 

other men's,'' said the Treasurer. 
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"I," said the Chamberlain, "have known an 

old woman who had known another old woman 
who belonged to this sect, and who assured ber 
that she ha·d been very good when she was a little 
girl.'' 

"If," said the Emperor, "it appears that his 
Grace the Principal Bonze hath in any respect 

misled us, his property will necessarily be confis­
cated to the Imperial Treasury, and the Second 
Bonze will succeed to his office. It is needful, 
however, to ascertain before all things whether 
this sect does really possess the Elixir of Immor­

tality, for on that the entire question of its deserts 
obviously depends. Our counsellor the Second 
Bonze having, next to myself, the greatest inte­
rest in the matter, I desire him to make due 
inquiries and report to us at the next council, 
when I shall be prepared to state what fine will 
be imposed upon him, should he not have suc­

ceeded." 

That night all the members of the Lao-tsze sect 
inhabiting prisons under the jurisdiction of the 
Principal Bonze were decapitated, and the P. B. 
laid his own head upon his pillow with some ap­
proach to peace of mind, trusting that the know-

\',' 
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ledge of the Elixir of Immortality had perished 

with them. 

The Second Bonze, having a different object to 

attain , proceeded in a different manner. He 

sent for his captives, and discoursed to them 

touching the evil arts of unprincip led com·• 

tiers, and the facility with which they mislead 

even the best intentioned princes. For years had 

he, the Second Bonze, pleaded the cause of tolera-. 
tion at court; and had at length succeeded in 

enlightening his Majesty to such an extent that 

there was every prospect of an edict of indulgence 

being shortly promulgated, provided always tha t 

the Elixir of Life was previously forthcom ing. 

The unfortunate heretics would have been only 

too thankful to prolong the Emperor's life indefi. 

nitely in consideration of securing peace for their 

own, but they could only inform the Bonze of the 

general tradition of their sect. This was that the 

knowledge of Lao-tsze's secret was confined to 

certain adepts, most of whom were plunged into 

so deep a trance that any communication with 

them was impossible. For the administration of 

the miraculous draught, it appeared, was attended 

with this inconvenience, that it threw the partaker 
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into a deep sleep, lasting any time between ten 

years and eternity, according to the depth of his 

potation. During its continuance the ordinary 

operations of nature were suspended, and the 

patient awoke with precisely the same bodily con­

stitution, old or young, as he had possessed on 

falling into his lethargy; and though still liable 

. to wounds and accidents, he or she continued to 

enjoy undiminished health and vigour for a period 

equal to the duration of the trance, after which he 

sank back into the ranks of mortality, unless he 

could repeat the potion. All the adepts who had 

come to life under his present Majesty's most 

clement reign had immediately emigrated : the 

only persons, therefore, capable of giving informa­

tion were now buried in slumber, and of course 

-yvo_uld only speak when they should awake. They 

were mostly concealed in the recesses of caverns, 

those inhabited by wild beasts being usually pre­

ferred for the sake of better security, as no tiger 

or bear would barm. a follower of Lao-tsze. The 

witnesses, therefore, advised the Bonze to ascer­

tain the residences of the most ferocious tigers in 

his diocese, and to wait upon them personally, in 

the hope of thus discovering what he sought. 

n, 
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This suggestion was exceedingly unpalatable to 

the Bonze, who felt almost equally unwilling to 

venture himself into a wild beast's den or to give 

any other person the chance of making the dis­

covery. \Vhile he hesitated in unspeakable per­

plexity he was informed that an old man, about to 

expire at the age of an hundred and twenty years, 

desired to have speech with him. Thinking so 

venerable a personage ljkely to have at least a 

glimmering of the great secret, the Bonze hurried 

to his bedside. 

"Our master, Lao-tsze," began the old man, 

"forbids us to leave this world with anything 

undisclosed which may contribute to the advan­

tage of our fellow-creatures. Whether he deemed 

the knowledge of the cup of immortality conducive 

to this end I cannot say, but the question doth not 

arise, for I do not possess it. Hear my tale, 

nevertheless. Ninety years ago, being a hunter, 

it was my hap to fall into the jaws of an enormous 

tiger, who bore me off to his cavern. I there 

found mysel f in the presence of two ladies, one 

youthful and of surpassing loveliness, the other 

haggard and wrinkled. The younger lady expos­

tulated with the tiger, and he forthwith released 
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me. My gratitude won the women's confidence, 
and I learned that they were disciples of Lao-tsze 
who had repaired to the cavern to partake of the 
miraculous draught, which they were just about 
to do. They were, it appeared, mother and 
daughter, and I distinctly remember that the 
composition of the beverage was known to the 
daughter only. This impressed me, for I should 
naturally have expected the contrary. The tiger 
escorted me home. I forswore hunting, and be­
came, and have secretly continued, a disciple of 
Lao-tsze. I will no'w indicate the position of the 
cavern to thee : whether the ladies will still be 
found in it is beyond ·my power to say.'' 

And having pointed out the direc tion of the 
cavern, he expired. 

The thing had to be done. The Bonze dressed 
himself up as much like a votary of Lao-tsze as 
possible, provided himself with a body-guard of 
bona fide disciples, and, accompanied by a small 
army of huntsmen and warriors as well, marched 
in quest of the den of the tiger. It was discovered 
about nightfall, and ,_ having tethered a small boy 
near the entrance, that his screams when being 
devoured might give · notice :of the tiger's issue 
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from or return to his habitation, the Bonze and 

his myrmidons ·took up a flank position and 

awaited tl;e dawn. The distant howls of roaming 

beasts of prey entirely deprived the holy man of 

his rest, but nothing worse befell him, and when 

in the morning the small boy, instead of providing 

the tiger with a breakfast, was heard crying for his 

own, the besiegers mustered up courage to enter 

the cavern. The glare of their torches revealed no 

tiger : but, to the Bonze's inexpressible delight, 

two females lay on the floor of the cave, corres­

ponding in all respects to the description of the old 

man. Their costume was that of the preceding 

century. One was wrinkled and hoary; the inex­

pressible loveliness of the other, who might have 

seen seventeen or eighteen summers, extorted a 

universal cry of admiration, followed by a hush of 

enraptured silence. vVarm, flexible, fresh in 

colour, breathing naturally as in slumber, the 

figures lay, the younger woman's arm under­

neath the elder woman's neck, and her chin 

nestling on the other's shoulder. The coun­

tenance of each seemed to indicate happy 

dreams. 

"Can this indeed be but · a trance?" simul-
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taneously questioned several of the Bonze's 
followers. 

"Fiat experi11ientuin i'n corpore vili ! " exclaimed 
the Bonze; and he thrust his long hunting spear 
into the elder woman's bosom. Blood poured forth 
freely, but there was no change in the expression 
of the countenance. No struggle announced dis­
solution; not until the body grew chill and the 
limbs stiff could they be sure the old woman was 
indeed dead. 

"Carry the young woman like porcelain," ordered 
the priest, and like the most fragile porcelain the 
exquisite young beauty was borne from the cavern 
smiling in her trance and utterly unconscious, while 
the corpse of her aged companion was abandoned 
to the hycenas. So often did the bearers pause to 
look on her beauty that it was found necessary to 
drape the countenance entirely, until reaching the 
closed sedan in which, vigilantly watched by the 
Bonze, she was transported to the Imperial 
palace. 

And so she was brought to the Emperor, and he 
\\ orshipped her. She was laid on a couch of cloth 
of gold in the Imperial apartments. Wonderful 
was the contrast between her youthful beauty, so 
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still in its repose, and the old haggard Emperor, 

fevered with the lust of beauty and love of life . 

"0 Majesty," said his wisest counsellor, "is 

there any sect in thy dominions that possesses the 

secret of perpetual youth? " 

And the Emperor made proclamation, but no 

such sect could be found. And he mourned 

exceedingly, and caused strong perfumes to be 

burned around the sleeper, and conches to be blown 

and gongs beaten in her ears, hoping that she 

would awake ere he was dead or wholly decrepit. 

But she stirred not. And he shut himself up with 

her and passed his ti me praying to Fo for her 

awakening. 

But one day the door of the chamber was beaten 

clown, and his old wife came in passionately up­

braiding him. 

" Sin- \i\Too," she cried, "thou hast not the heart 

of a man ! Thou wouldest be deathless, leaving 

me to die ! I shall be laid in the grave, and thou 

wilt reign with another! Wherefore have I been 

true to thee, if not that our ashes might mingle at 

the last? Thou hoary sensualist ! " 

"S u-Ti,'' said the Emperor, with feeling, '' thou 

dost grievously misjudge me. I am no heartless 



60 THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

sensualist, no butterfly sipper at the lips of beauty. 
Is not my soul entirely possessed by this divine 
creature, whom ·I love with an affection infinitely 
exceeding that which I have entertained for thee 
at any period ? And how knowest thou," added 
he, striving to soothe her, " that I will not give 
thee to drink of the miraculous potion ? " 

"And keep my grey hairs and wrinkles through 
all time ! Nay, Sin-'\Voo, I am no fool like thee, 
and were I so, I am not in love with any youth . 
And know I not that even if I would accept the 
boon, thou would'st never give it? " 

And she rushed away in fury and hanged herself 
by her Imperial girdle. '\Vhereupon all the other 
wives and concubines of the Emperor did likewise, 
as custom and reason prescribe. All the palace 
was filled with lamentation and func:rals. But the 
Emperor lamented not, nor turned his gaze from 
the sleeper, nor did the sleeper awaken. 

And his son came to him angry with exceeding 
wrath. 

"Thou hast murdered my mother. Thou 
would'st rob me of the crown that is rightfully 
mme. I, born to be an Emperor, shall die a 
subject ! Nay, but I will save thee from thyself, 
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I will pierce thy leman with the sword, or burn 
her with fire." 

And the Emperor, fearing he would do as he 
threatened, commanded him to be slain, as also 
his brothers and sisters . And he paid no heed to 
the affairs of State, but gave all into the hand of 
the Second, now the Principal Bonze. And the 
laws ceased to be observed, and rebellions broke 
out in the provinces, and enemies invaded th e 
country, and there was famine in the land . 

And now the Emperor was well-nigh ten years 
nearer to the gates of death than when the Sleeping 
Beauty had been brought to his court. The love 
of beauty was nearly quenched in him, but the 
longing for life grew more intense. He became 
angry with the sleeper, that she awakened not, and 
with his little remaining strength smote her fiercely 
on the cheeks, but she gave no sign of reviving. 
Remembering that if he gained the potion of 
immortality he would himself be plunged into a 
trance, he made all preparations for the inter­
regnum. He decreed that he ·was to be seated 
erect on his throne, with all his imperial insignia, 
and it was to be death to any one who should 
presume to remove any of them. His slumbering 
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figure was to preside at all councils, and to be 

consulted in every act of state, and all ministers 

and officers were to do homage daily. The 

revived Sleeping Beauty was to partake of the 

draught anew, at the same time and in the same 

manner as himself, that she might awake with him, 

and t~at he might find her charms unimpaired. 

All the ministers swore solemnly to observe these 

regulations; firmly purposing to burn the sleeper, 

if sleep he ever did, at the very first opportunity, 

and scatter his ashes to the winds. Then they 

would fight for the Empire among themselves; 

each, meanwhile, was mainly occupied in striving 

to gain the rebels over to his interest, insomuch 

that the people grew more miserable day by day. 

. And as the aged Emperor waxed more and more 

feeble, he began to see visions. Legions of little 

black imps surrounded him crying, " We are thy 

sins, and would be pu·nished-would'st thou by 

living for ever deprive us of our due? " And fair 

female forms came veiled with drooping heads, and 

murmured, "We are thy virtues, and would be 

rewarded-would'st thou cheat us? " And other 

figures came, dark but lovely, and whispered, "We 

are thy dead friends who hav~ long waited for 

!1 

Si 
11 



TJIE POTI01V OF LAO-TSZE. 63 

thee-would'st thou take to thyself new friends, 
and forget us ? " And others said, "vVe are thy 
memories-wilt thou live on till we are all withered 
in thy heart? " And others said, "We are thy 
strength and thy beauty, thy memory and thy wit 
-canst thou live, knowing thou wilt never see us 
more ? " And at last came two warders, officers 
of the King of Death, and one of them was 
laughing. And the other asked why he laughed, 
and he replied : 

"I laugh at the Emperor, who thinks to escape 
our master, not knowing that the moment of his 
decease was engraved with a pen of iron upon a 
rock of adamant a million million years or ever 
this world was ." 

"And when comes it ? " asked the other. 
" In ten minutes," said the first. 

When the Emperor heard this he was wild with 
terror, and tottered to the couch on which the 
Sleeping Beauty lay. " Oh, awake ! " he cried, 
"awake and save me ere it is too late ! " And, 
oh wonder! the sleeper stirred, and opened her 
eyes. 

If she had been so beautiful while sleeping, 
what was she when awake I But the love of life 
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had overcome the love of beauty in the Emperor's 

bosom, and he saw not the eyes like stars, and the 

bloom as of peaches and lilies, nor the aspect 

grand and smiling as daybreak. He could only 

cry, "Give me the potion, lest I die, give me the 

potion ! " 

"That cannot I," she said. "The secret was 

known only to my daughter." 

"\Vho is thy daughter?" 

"The hoary woman, she who slept with me rn 

the cavern." 

"That aged crone thy daughter, daughter to 

. thee so youthful and so fresh ? " 

" Even so " she said " I bore her at sixteen, 
' ' 

and slumbered for seventy years. When I awoke 

she was withered and decrepit: I youthful as 

when I closed my eyes. But she had learned the 

secret, which I never knew." 

" The Bonze shall be crucified ! " yelled the 

Emperor. 

" It is too late,'' said she ; " he is torn in pieces 

already." 

" By whom ? " 

"By the multitude that are now coming to treat 

thee in like manner." 

In 
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And as she spoke the doors were burst open, and 

in rushed the people, headed by the most pious 

Bonze in the Empire (after the late Principal 

Bonze), who plunged a sword into the Emperor's 

breast, exclaiming : 

" He who despises this life in comparison with 

another deserves to lose the life which he has." 

Words, saith the historian Li, which have been 

thought worthy to be inscribed in letters of gold 

in the Hall of Confucius. 

And the people were crying, " Kill the sor­

ceress l " But she looked upon them, and they 

cried " Be our Emuress I " 
' .I. 

" Remember," said she, "that ye will have to 

bear with me for a hundred years ! " 

" Would " said they " that it might be a ' ' , 

hundred thousand l" 

So she took the sceptre, and reigned gloriously. 

Among her good acts is enumerated her toleration 

of the followers of Lao-tsze. Since, however, 

they have ceased to be persecuted by man, it is 

observed that wild beasts have lost their ancient 

respect for them, and devour them with no less 

appetite than the members of other sects and 

denominations. 

5 
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Bbballab tbe Bbite. 

AN aged h~rmit named Sergius dwelt in the 

wilds of Arabia, addicting himself to the 

pursuit of religion and alchemy. Of his creed it 

could only be said that it was so much better than 

that of his neighbours as to cause him to be com­

monly esteemed a Yezidi, or devil worshipper. 

But the better informed deemed him a N estorian 

monk, who had retired into the wilderness on 

account of differences with his brethren, who 

sought to poison him. 

The imputation of Yezidism against Sergius 

was the cause that a certain inquisitive young 

man resorted to him, trusting to obtain light con­

cerning the nature of demons. But he found 

that Sergius could give him no information on 

that subject, but, on the contrary, discoursed so 

wisely and beautifully on holy things, that his 

pupil's intellect was enlightened, and his enthu-
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siasm was inflamed, and he longed to go forth and 

instruct the ignorant people around him; the 

Saracens, and the Sabeans, and the Zoroastrians, 

and the Carmathians, and the Baphometites, and 

the Paulicians, who are a remnant of the ancient 

Manichees. 

"Nay, good youth," said Sergius, "I have re­

nounced the sending forth of missionaries, having 

made ample trial with my spiritual son, the 

Prophet Abdallah." 

"What ! " exclaimed the youth, "was Abdallah 

the Adite thy disciple ? " 

"Even so," said Sergius. " Hearken to his 
history. 

" Never have I instructed so promising a pupil as 

Abdallah, nor when he was first my disciple do I 

deem that he was other than the most simple­

minded and well-intentioned of youths. I always 

called him son, a title I have never bestowed on 

another. Like thee, he had compassion on the 
darkness around him, and craved my leave to go 

forth an·d dispel it. 

"' My son,' said I, 'I will not restrain thee : 

thou art no longer a child. Thou hast heard me 
disc·ourse on the subject of persecution, and 
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knov.rest that poison was administered to me per­

sonally on account of my inability to perceive the 

supernatural light emanating from the na.vel of 

Brother Gregory. Thou art aware that thou wilt 

be beaten with rods and pricked with goads, 

chained and starved in a dungeon, very probably 

blinded, very possibly burned with fire ? ' 

"' All these things I am prepared to undergo,' 

said Abdallah; and he em braced me and bid me 

farewell. 

" After certain moons he returned covered with 

weals and scars, and his bones protruded through 

his skin. 

" ' Whence are these weals and scars ? ' asked I, 

'and what signifies this protrusion of thy bones? ' 

" 'The weals and the scars,' answered he, 'pro­

ceed from the floggings inflicted upon me by com­

mand of the Caliph ; and my bones protrude by 

reason of the omission of his officers to furnish 

me with either food or drink in the dungeon 

wherein I was imprisoned by his orders.' 

"' 0 my son,' exclaimed I, 'in the eyes of faith 

and right reason these scars are lovelier than the 

moles of beauty, and the sight of thy bones is like 

the beholding of hidden treasure! ' 
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(' And Abdallah strove to look as though he 
believed me ; nor did he entirely fail therein. And 
I took him, and fed him, and healed him, and sent 
him forth a second time into the world. 

"And after a space he returned, covered as before 
with wounds and bruises, but comely and some• 
what fat. 

" ' \i\Thence this sleekness of body, my son? ' I 
asked. 

" 'Through the charity of the Caliph's wives,' 
he answered, ' who have fed me secretly, I having 
assured them that in remembrance of this good 
work each of them in the world to come would 
have seven husbands.' 

" 'How knewest thou this, my son? ' I 
inquired. 

"' In truth, father,' he so.id, 'I did not know it; 
but I thought it probable.' 

"' 0 my son! my son! ' exclaimed I, 'thou art 
on a dan gerous road. To win over we ak ignorant 
people by promises of what they sh all receive in a 
future life, whereof thou knowest no more than 
they do ! Knowest thou not that the inestimable 
blessings of religi_on are of an inward and spiritual 
nature ? Did I ever promise any disciple any 
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recompense for his enlightenment and good deeds, 

save flogging, starvation, and burning? ' 

"' Never, father,' said he, 'and therefore thou 

hast had no follower of thy law save one, and he 

hath broken it.' 

" · He left me after a shorter stay than before, and 

again went forth to preach. After a long time he 

returned in good condition of body, yet manifestly 

having something upon his mind. 

" ' Father,' he said, 'thy son hath preached 

with faithfulness and acceptance, and turned 

thousands unto righteousness. But a sorcerer 

hath arisen, saying, " Why follow ye Abdallah, 

seeing that he breathes not fire out of his mouth 

and nostrils ? " And the people give ear unto the 

words that come from this man's lips, when they 

behold the flame that cometh from his nose. And 

unless thou teachest me to do as he doth I shall 

assured! y perish.' 

"And I told Abdallah that it was better to perish 

for the truth's sake than to prolong life by lies 

and deceit. But he wept and lamented exceeding 

sore, and in the end he prevailed with me ; and I 

taught him to breathe flame and smoke out of a 

hollow nut filled with combustible powder. And 
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I took a certain substance called soap, but little 
known in this country, and anointed his feet 
therewith. And when he and the sorcerer met, 
both breathing flame, the people knew not which 
to follow; but when Abdallah walked over nine 
hot ploughshares, and the sorcerer could not touch 
any of them 1 they beat his brains out, and became 
Abdallah's disciples. 

" A long time afterward Abdallah came to me 
again, this time with a joyful, and yet with 
somewhat of a troubled look, carrying a camel 
hair blanket, which he undid, and lo! it was full 
of bones. 

" ' 0 father,' he said, ' I bring thee happy 
tidings. We have found the bones of the camel 
of the prophet Ad, upon which his revelation was 
engraved by him.' 

"' If this be so,' said I, 'thou art acquainted 
with the precepts of the prophet, and hast no 
need of mine.' 

,: 'Nay but, father,' said he, 'although the 
revelation was witho:.1t question originally en­
graved by the prophet on these very bones, it 
hath come to pass by the injury of time that not 
one letter of his writing can be distinguished. I 
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have therefore come to ask thee to write it eyer 

again .' 

" '\Vhat ! ' I exclaimed, ' I forge a revelation 

in the name of the prophet Ad ! Get thee behind 

me!' 

"' Thou knowest, father,' he rejoined, 'that if 

we had the original words of the prophet Ad here 

they would profit us nought, as by reason of their 

antiquity none would understand them . Seeing 

therefore that I myself cannot write, it is meet 

that thou shouldst set down in his name those 

things which he would ha Ye desired to deliver had 

he been now among us; but if thou "ilt not, I 

shall ask Brother Gregor.>.' 

"And when I heard him speak of having recourse 

to that cheat and impostor my spirit was grieved 

within me, and I wrote the Book of Ad myself. 

And I was heedful to put in none but wholesome 

and profitable precepts, and more especially did I 

forbid polygam_), having perceived a certain incli­

nation thereunto in my disciple. 

"After many da) s he came again, and this time 

he was in violent terror and agitation, and hair 

was wanting to the lower part of his counte­

nance . 
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'' ' 0 Abdallah,' I inquired, 'where is thy 
beard ? ' 

"' In the hands of my ninth wife,' said he. 
" 'Apostate! ' I exclaimed, 'hast thou dared to 

espouse more wives than one ? Rememberest 
thou not what is written in the Book of the 
prophet Ad? ' 

"' 0 father,' he said, 'the revelation of Ad 
being, as thou knowest, so exceedingly ancient, 
doth of necessity require a commentary. This 
hath been supplied by one of my disciples, a 
young Syrian and natural son of Gregory, as I 
opme. This young man can not only write, but 
write to my dictation, an accomplishment in 
which thou hast been found lacking, 0 Sergius. 
In this glo~ it is set forth how, since woman hath 
the ninth part of the soul of man, the prophet, 
in enjoining us Adites (as we now call ourselves) 
to take but one wife, doth instruct us to take nine; 
to espouse a tenth would, I grant, be damnable. 
It ensues, therefore, that having become enamoured 
of a most charming young virgin, I am constrained 
to repudiate one of the wives whom I have taken 
already. To this, each thinking that it may be 
her turn speedily, if not now, they will in no wise 
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consent, and have maltreated me as thou seest, 

and the dens of wild beasts are at this moment 

abodes of peace, compared to my seraglio. \iVhat 

is even worse, they threaten to disclose to the 

people the fact, of which they have unhappily 

become aware, that the revelation of the blessed 

Ad is not written upon the bones of a camel at all, 

but of a cow, and will therefore be accounted 

spurious, inasmuch as the prophet is not recorded 

to have ridden upon this quadruped. And seeing 

that thou didst inscribe the characters, 0 father, 

I cannot but fear that the fury of the people will 

extend unto thee, and that thou wilt be even in 

danger of thy life from them.' 

"This argument of Abdallah 's had much weight 

with me, and I the more readily consented to his 

request as he did not on this occasion require any 

imposture at my hands, but merely the restitution 

of his domestic peace. And I went with him to 

his wives, and discoursed with them, and they 

agreed to abide by my sentence. And, willing to 

please him, I directed that he should marry the 

beautiful virgin, and put away one of his wives 

who was old and ugly, and endowed with the 

dispositions of Sheitan. 
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" 'O father,' said Abdallah, 'thou hast brought 

me from death unto life ! And thou, Zarah,' he 

continued,' wilt lose nought, but gain exceedingly, 

in becoming the spouse of the wise and virtuous 

Sergius.' 

" 'I marry Zarah! ' I exclaimed, ' I ! a monk! ' 

" 'Surely,' said he, 'thou would'st not take 

away her husband without giving her another in 

his stead? ' 

" ' If he does I will throttle him,' cried Zarah. 

"And I wept sore, and made great intercession. 

And it was agreed that there should be a delay of 

forty days, in which space if any one else would 

marry Zarah, I should be free of her. And I pro­

mised all my substance to any one who would do 

thus, and no one was found. And she was offered 

to thirteen criminals doomed to suffer death, and 

they all chose death. And at the last I was con­

strained to marry her. And truly I have now the . 

comfort of thinking that if I have offended by 

encouraging Abdallah's deceits, or otherwise, the 

debt is paid, and Eternal Justice hath now 

nothing against me ; for verily I was an inmate 

of Gehenna until it came to pass that she was 

herself translated thither. And respecting the-
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manner of her translation, inq uirc not thou too 

curiously. It was doubtless a token of the dis­

pleasure of Heaven at her enormities that the 

water of the well of Kefayat, which had been 

known as the Diamond of the Desert, became 

about this time undrinkable, and pernicious to 

man and beast. 

"As I sat in my dwelling administering to the 

estate of my deceased wife, which consisted prin­

cipally of wines and strong liquors, Abdallah 

again appeared before me. 

'' ' Hast thou come,' said I, ' to solicit me to 

abet thee in any new imposture? Know, once 

for all, that I will not.' 

" 'On the contrary,' said he, 'I am come to set 

thee at ease by proving to thee that I shall not 

again require thy assistance. Follow me.' 

"And I followed him to a great plain, where was 

a host of armed horsemen and footmen, more than 

I could number. And they bore banners on which 

the name of Abdallah was embroidered in letters 

of gold. And in the midst was an ark of gold, 

with the bones of Ad's camel, or cow. And by 

this was a great pile of the heads of men, and 

warriors were continually casting more and more 

upon the heap. 
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" 'How many?' asked Abdallah. 

"'Twelve thousand, 0 Apostle of God,' answered 

they, ' but there are more to come.' 

"' Thou monster! ' said I to Abdallah. 

"'Nay, father,' said he,.' there will not be more 

than sixteen thousand in all, and these men were 

unbelievers. Moreover we have spared such of 

their women as were young and handsome, and 

have taken them for our concubines, as is ordained 

in the eleventh supplement to the Book of Ad, just 

promulgated by my authority, But come, I have 

other things to manifest unto thee.' 

" And he led me where a stake was driven into 

the earth, and a man was chained unto it, and 

fuel was heaped all around him, and many stood 

by with lighted torches in their hands. 

" ' 0 Abdallah,' I exclaimed, 'wherefore this 

atrocity? ' 

"' This man,' he replied, 'is a blasphemer, 

who hath said that the Book of Ad is written on 

the bones of a cow.' 

" ' But it is written on the bones of a cow I ' I 

cried. 

" 'Even so, ' saicl he, ' and therefore is his heresy 

the more damnable, and his punishment the more 
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exemplary. Had it been indeed written on the 

bones of a camel, he might have affirmed what 

pleased him/ 

"And I shook off the dust from my feet, and 

hastened to my dwelling, The rest of Abdallah's 

acts thou knowest, and how he fell warring with 

the Carmathians. And now I ask thee, art thou 

yet minded to go forth as a missionary of the 

truth ? " 

"0 Sergius," said the young man, " I perceive 

that the temptations are greater, and the difficul­

ties far surpassing what I had thought. Yet will 

I go, and I trust by Heaven's grace not to fail 

utterly." 

" Then go," said Sergius, "and Heaven's 

blessing go with thee ! Come back in ten years, 

should I be living, and if thou canst declare that 

thou hast forged no scriptures, and worked no 

miracles, and persecuted no unbelievers, and flat­

tered no potentate, and bribed no one with the 

promise of aught in heaven or earth, I will give 

thee the philosopher's stone." 
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tlnant,a tbe Miracle 11Ulorher. 

l~HE holy Buddha, Sakhya Muni, on dis-

patching his apostles to proclaim his religion 

throughout the peninsula of India, failed not to 

provide them with salutary precepts for their 

guidance. He exhorted them to meekness, to 

com passion, to abstemiousness, to zeal in the 
promulgation of his doctrine, and added an in~ 

junction never before or since prescribed by the 

founder of any religion-namely, on no account 

to perform any miracl_e. 

It is further related, that whereas the apostles 

experienced considerable difficulty in complying 

with the other instructions of their master, and 

sometimes actually failed therein, this prohibition 

to work miracles was never once transgressed by 

any of them, save only the pious Ananda, the 

history of whose first year's apostolate is recorded 

as follows. 
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Ananda repaired to the kingdom of Magadha, 

and instructed the inhabitants diligently in the 

law of Buddha. His doctrine being acceptable, 

and his speech persuasive, the people hearkened 

to him willingly, and began to forsake the 

Brahmins whom they had previously revered 

as spiritual guides. 

became elated m 

exclaimed: 

Perceiving this, Ananda 

spirit, and one day he 

"How blessed 1s the apostle who propagates 

truth by the efficacy of reason and virtuous ex-

ample, combined with eloquence, rather than 

error by imposture and devil--mongering, like 

those miserable Brahmins ! " 

As he uttered this vainglorious speech, the 

mountain of his merits was diminished by sixteen 

yojanas, and virtue and efficacy dE:parted from 

him, insomuch that when - he next addressed the 

multitude they first mocked, then hooted, and 

finally pelted him. 

When matters had reached this pass, Ananda 

lifted his eyes and discerned a number of Brah­

mins of the lower sort, busy about a boy who lay 

in a fit upon the ground. They had long been 

applying exorcisms and other approved methods 
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with scant success, when the most sagacious 

among them suggested : 

" Let us render the body of this p:itient an un­

comfortable residence for the demon; peradven ­

ture he will then cease to abide therein ." 

They \Yere accordingly engaged in branding tbe 

sufferer with hot irons, filling h)s nostrils with 

smoke, and otherwise to the best of their ability 

disquieting the intrusive devil. Ananda's first 

thought was, "The lad 1s in a fit;" the second, 

"It were a pious deed to deliver him from his 

tormentors; " the third, " By good management 

this may extricate me from my present uncomfort­

able predicament, and redound to the glory of the 

most holy Buddha." 

Yielding to this tern ptation, he strode forward, 

chased a\\'ay the Brahmins with an air of authority, 

and, uplifting his oountenancc to heaven, recited 

the appellations of seven devils. No effect 

ensuing, he repeated seven more, and so continued 

until, the fit having passed off in the course of 

nature, the patient's paroxysms ceased, he opened 

his eyc.s, and Ananda restored him to his relatiYes. 

But the people cried loudly, " A miracle ! a 

miracle ! " and when Ananda resumed his in-
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structions, they gave heed to him, and numbers 

embraced the religion of Buddha. Whereupon 

Ananda exulted, and applauded himself for his 

dexterity and presence of mind, and said to 

himself, 

"Surely the end sanctifies the means."' 

As he propounded this heresy, the eminence of 

his merits was reduced to the dimensions oi a 

mole-hill, and he ceased to be of account in the 

eyes of any of the saints, save only of Buddha, 

whose compassion is inexhaustible. 

The fame of his achieve~ent, nevertheless, was 

bruited about the whole country, and soon reached 

the ears of the king, who sent for him, and m­

q uired if he had actually exp~lled the demon. 

Ananda replied in the affirmative. 

"I am indeed reJ· oiced '' returned the kin a " as , bl 

thou now wilt without doubt proceed to heal w;iy 

son, who has lain in a trance for twenty-nine 

d·ays." 

"Alas ! dread sovereign," modestly returned 

Ananda, " how should the merits which barely 

suffice to effect the cure of a miserable Pariah 

avail to restore the offspring of an Elephant 

among Kings? " 
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"By \\'hat process are these merits acquired?" 

demanded the monarch. 

" By the exercise of penance," responded 

Ananda, "in virtue of which the austere devotee 

quells the winds, allays the waters, expostulates 

convincingly with tigers, carries the moon in his 

sleeve, and otherwise performs all acts and deeds 

appropriate to the character of a peripatetic 

thaumaturgist." 

" This being so,'' answered the king, " thy ina­

bility to heal my son manifestly arises from defect 

of merit, and defect of me1 it from defect of 

penance ; I will therefore consign thee to the 

charge of my Brahmins, that they may aid thee 

to fill up the measure of that which is lacking." 

Ananda vainly strove to explain that the 

austerities to which he had referred were entirely 

of a spiritual and contemplative character. The 

Brahmins, enchanted to get a heretic into their 

clutches, immediately seized upon him, and con­

veyed him to one of their temples. They stripped 

him, and perceived with astonishment that not one 

single ,veal or scar was visible anywhere on his 

person. " Horror! " they exclaimed ; "here is a 

man who expects to go to heaven in a whole 
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skin ! " To obviate this breach of etiquette, they 

bid him upon his face, and flagellated him until 

the obnoxious soundness of cuticle was entirely 

removed. They then departed, promising to 

return next day and operate in a cor:responding 

manner upon the anterior part of his ·person, after 

which, they jeeringly assured him, his merits 

would be in no respect less than those of the · 

saintly Bhagiratha, or of the regal Viswamitra 

hirr. self. 

Ananda lay half dead upon the floor of the 

temple, when the sanctuary was illuminated by 

the apparition of a resplendent Glendoveer, who 

th us addressed him : 

"Well, backsliding disciple, art thou yet con­

vinced of thy folly? " 

Ananda relished neither the imputation on his 

orthodoxy nor that on his wisdom. He replied, 

notwithstanding, with all meekness : 

" Heaven forbid that I should repine at any 

variety of martyrdom that tends to the propaga­

tion · of my master's faith." 

q Wilt thou then first be healed, and moreover 

become the instrument of converting the entire 

realm of Magadha ? " 
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" How shall this be accomplished? ,., demanded 

Ananda. 

" By perseverance in the path of deceit ancl 

disobedience," returned the Glendoveer. 

Ananda winced, but maintained silence 111 the 

expectation of more explicit directions. 

'' Know," pursued the spirit, "that the king's 

son will revive from his trance at the expiration 

of the thirtieth day, which takes place at noon 

to-morrow. Thou hast but to proceed at the fit ­

ting period to the couch whereon he is deposited, 

and, placing thy hand upon his heart, to ccm­

mand him to arise forthwith . His recovery will 

be ascribed to thy supernatural powers, and the 

establishment of Buddha's religion will result. Be­

fore this it will be needful that I should perform 

an actual cure upon thy back, which is within the 

compass of my capacity. I only request thee to 

take notice, that thou ,, ilt on this occasion be 

transgressing the precepts of thy master with 

thine eyes open. It is also meet to apprise thee 

that thy temporary extrication from thy present 

difficulties will only involve thee in others still 

more formidable." 

"An incorporeal Glendoveer is no judge of the 
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feelings of a flayed apostle," thought Ananda. 

'
1 Heal me,'' he replied, "if thou canst, and 

reserve thy admoniti011s for a more convenient 

opportunity." 

"So be it," returned the Glendoveer; and as he 

extended hi3 hand over Ananda, the latter's back 

was clothed anew with skin, and his previous 

smart simultaneously allayed. The Glendoveer 

vanished at the same moment, saying, "When 

thou hast need of me, pronounce but the incan­

tation, Gnooh Inidap Inam ~fita, r and I will 

immediately be by thy side." 

The anger and amazement of the Brahmins may 

be concei \·ed when, on returning equipped with 

fresh implements of flagellation, they discov~red 

the salubrious condition of their victim. Their 

scourges would probably have undergone conver­

sion into halters, had they not been accompanied 

by a royal officer, who took the really triumphant 

martyr under his protection, and carried him off to 

the palace. He was speedily conducted to the 

young prince's couch, whither a vast crowd at­

tended him. The hour of noon not having yet 

1 The mystic formula of the Bucldbists, read backwards. 
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arrived, Ananda discreetly protracted the time by 

a seasonable discourse on the impossibility of 

miracles, those only excepted which should be 

wrought by the professors of the faith of Buddha. 

He then descended from his pulpit, and precisely 

as the sun attained the zenith laid his band upon 

the bosom of the young prince, wto instantly 

revi\'ed, and completed a sentence touching the 

game of dice which had been interrupted by his 

catalepsy. 

The people shouted, the courtiers \Ycnt into 

ecstasies, the countenances of the Brahmins as­

sumed an exceedingly sheepish expression. Even 

the king seemed impressed, and craved to be 

more particularly instructed in the law of Buddha. 

In complying with this request, Ananda, who had 

made marvellous -progre~s in worldly wisdom 

during the last twenty-four hours, deemed it need­

less to dilate on the cardinal doctrines of his 

master, the misery of existence, the need of re­

demption, the path to felicity, the prohibition to 

shed blood. He simply stated that the priests of 

Buddha were bound to perpetual poverty, and that 

under the new dispensation all ecclesiastical pro ­

perty would accrue to the temporal authorities . 
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"By the holy cow ! " exclaimed the monarch, 

" this is something like a religion ! " 

The words wer~ scarcely out of the royal lips 

ere the courtiers professed themselves converts. 

The multitude follO\~·ed their example. The 

Brahminical church was promptly disestablished 

and dis,endowed, and more injustice was com­

mitted in the name of the new and purified 

religion in one day than the old corrupt one had 

occasioned in a hundred years. 

Ananda had · the satisfaction of feeling able to 

forgive his adversaries, and of valuing himself 

accordingly; and to complete his felicity, he was 

received in the palace, and entrusted with the 

education ·of the king's son, which he strove to 

conduct agreeably to the precepts of Buddha. 

This was a task of some delicacy, as it involved 

interference with the princeiy youth's favourite 

amusement, which had previously consisted in 

torturing small reptiles. 

After a short interval Ananda was agam sum­

moned to the monarch's presence. He found his 

majesty in the company of two most ferocious 

ruffians, one of whom bore a huge axe, and the 

other an enormous pair of pincers. 
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" My chief executioner and my chief tormentor," 
said the king. 

Ananda expressed his gratification at becoming 
acquainted with such exalted functionaries. 

"Thou must know, most holy man," resumed 
the king, " that need has again arisen for the 
exercise of fortitude and self-denial on tl:iy part. 
A powerful enemy has invaded my dominions, and 
has impiously presumed to discomfit my troops. 
Well might I feel dismayed, were it not for the 
consolations of religion; but my trust is in thee, 0 
my spiritual father! It is urgent that thou 
shouldst accumulate the largest amount of merit 
with the least delay possible. I am unable to 
invoke the ministrations of thy old friends the 
Brahmins to this end, they being, as thou knowest, 
in disgrace, but I have summoned these trusty and 
experienced counsellors in their room. I find them 
not wholly in accord. My chief tormentor, being 
a man of mild temper and humane disposition, 
considers that it might at first suffice to employ 
gentle measures, such, for example, as suspending 
thee head downwards in the smoke of a wood fire, 
and filling thy nostrils with red pepper. My chief 
executioner, taking, peradventure, a too pro-
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fessional view of the subject, deems it best to 
resort at once to crucifixion or impalement. I 
would gladly know thy thoughts on the matter." 

Ananda expressed, as well as his terror would 
suffer him, his entire disapproval of both the 
courses recommended by the royal advisers. 

"Well," said the king, with an air of res1g• 
. nation, " if we cannot agree upon either, it follows 
that we must try both. vVe will meet for that 
purpose to-morrow morning at the second hour. 

Go in peace! " 
Ananda went, but not in peace. His alarm 

would have ·well-nigh deprived him of his faculties 
if he had not remembered the promise made him 
by his former deliverer. On reaching a secluded 
spot he pronounced the mystic formula, and 
immediately became aware of the presence, not of 
a radiant Glendoveer, but of a holy man, whose 
head was strewn with ashes, and his body anointed 

with cow-dung. 
"Thy occasion," said the Fakir, "brooks no 

delay. Thou must immediately accompany me, 

and assume the garb of a J ogi." 
Ananda rebelled excessively in his heart, for he 

had imbibed from the mild and sage Bucldha a, 
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befitting contempt for these grotesque and cada­
verous fanatics. The emergency, however, left him 
no resource, and he followed his guide to a charnel 
house, which the latter had selected as his domicile. 
There, with many lamentations over the smooth­
ness of his hair and the brevity of his nails, the 
J ogi besprinkled and besmeared Ananda agreeably 
to his own pattern, and scored him with chalk and 
ochre until the peaceful apostle of the gentlest of 
creeds resembled a Bengal tiger. He then hung 
a chaplet of infants' skulls about his neck, placed 
the skull of a malefactor in one of his hands and 
the thigh-bone of a necromancer in the other, 
and at nightfall conducted him into the adjacent 
cemetery, where, seating him on the ashes of a 
recent funeral pile, he bade him drum upon the 
skull with the thigh-bone, and repeat after him­
self the incantations which he began to scream 
out towards the western part of the firmament. 
These charms were apparently possessed of 
singular efficacy, for scarcely were they com­
menced ere a hideous tempest arose, rain de­
scended in torrents, phosphoric flashes darted 
across the sky, wolves and hyamas thronged howl-
1ng from their dens, and gigantic goblins, arisin g 
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from the earth, extended their fleshless arms to­

wards Ananda, and strove to drag him from his 

seat. Urged by frantic terror, and the example 

and exhortations of his companion, he battered, 

banged, and vociferated, until on the very verge of 

exhaustion ; when, as if by enchantment, the 

tempest ceased, the spectres disappeared, and 

joyous shouts and a burst of music announced 

the occurrence of something auspicious in the 

adjoining city. 

" The hostile king is dead," said the J ogi; 

" and his army has dispersed. This will be 

attributed to thy incantations. They are coming 

in quest of thee even now. Farewell until thou 

again hast need of me." 

The J ogi disappeared, the tramp of a pro­

cession became audible, and soon torches glared 

feebly through the damp, cheerless dawn. The 

monarch descended from his state elephant, and, 

prostrating himself before Ananda, exclaimed-

" Inestimable man! why didst thou not disclose 

that thou wert a J ogi ? Never more shall i feel 

the least apprehension of any of my enemies, 

so long as thou continuest an inmate of this 

cemetery." 
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A family of jackals was unceremoniously dis­
lodged from a disused sepulchre, which was 
allotted to Ananda for his future residence. The 
king permitted no alteration in his costume, and 
took care that the food doled out to him should 
have no tendency to impair his sanctity, which 
speedily gave promise of attaining a very high 
pitch. His hair had already become as matted 
and his nails as long as the J ogi could have 
desired, when he received a visit from another 
royal messenger. The Rajah, so ran the regal 
missive, had been suddenly and mysteriously 
attacked by a dangerous malady, but confidently 
anticipated relief from Ananda's merits and incan­
tations. 

Ananda resumed his thigh-bone and his skull, 
and ruefully began to thump the latter with the 
former, in dismal expectation of the things that 
were to come. But the spell seemed to have lost 
its potency. othing more unearthly than a bat 
presented itself, and Ananda was beginning to 
think that he might as well desist when his re­
flections were diverted by the apparition of a tall 
and grave personage, wearing a sad-coloured robe, 
and carrying a long wand, who stood by his 
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side as suddenly as though just risen from the 

earth. 

"The caldron is ready," said the stranger. 

"What caldron? " demanded Ananda. 

"That wherein thou art about to be immersed." 

"I immersed in a caldron ! wherefore? " 

"Thy spells," returned his interlocutor, "having 

hitherto failed to afford his majesty the slightest 

relief, and his experience of their efficacy on a 

former occasion forbidding him to suppose that 

they can be inoperative, he is naturally led to 

ascribe to their pernicious influence that aggrava­

tion of pain of which he has for some time past 

unfortunately been sensible. I have confirmed 

him in this conjecture, esteeming it for the 

interest of science that his anger should fall 

upon an impudent impostor like thee rather than 

on a discreet and learned physician like myself. 

He has consequently directed the principal 

caldron to be kept boiling all night, intending 

to immerse thee therein at daybreak, unless he 

should in the meantime derive some benefit from 

thy conjurations. 

" Heavens ! " exclaimed Ananda., "whither 

shall I fly? " 
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"Nowhere b:;yond this ·cemetery," returned the 
physician, "inasmuch as it is entirely surrounded 
by the royal forces." 

" vVherein, then," demanded the agonized 
apostle, " doth the path of safety lie? " 

"In this phial," answered the physician. "It 
contains a subtle poison. Demand to be led 
before the king. Affirm that thou hast received 
a sovereign medicine from the hands of benignant 
spirits. He w:11 drink it and perish, and thou 
wilt be richly rewarded by his successor." 

"Avaunt, tempter!" cried Ananda, hurling the 
phial indignantly away. "I defy thee! and will 
have recourse to my old deliverer-G11ooh Inidap 
Inam ~fua I " 

But the charm appeared to fail of its effect. 
o figure was visible to his gaze, save that of the 

physician, who seemed to regard him with an ex­
pression of pity as he gathered up his robes and 
melted rather than glided into the encompassing 
darkness. 

Ananda remained, contending with himself. 
Countless times was he on the point of calling 
after the physician and imploring him to return 
with a potion of like properties to the one rejected, 
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but something seemed always to rise in his throat 

and impede his utterance, until, worn out by 

agitation, he fell fast asleep and dreamed this 

dream. 

He thought he stood at the vast and gloomy 

entrance of Patala.r The lugubrious spot wore a 

holiday appearance; everything seemed to denote 

a diabolical gala. Swarms of demons of all 

shapes and sizes beset the portal, contemplating 

what appeared to be preparations for an illumina­

tion. · Strings· of coloured lamps were in course of 

disposition in wreaths and festoons by legions of 

frolicsome imps, chattering, laughing, and swing­

ing by their tails like so many monkeys. The 

operation was directed from below by superior 

fiends of great apparent gravity and respectability. 

These bore wands of office, tipped with yellow 

flames, wherewith they singed the tails of the 

imps when such discipline appeared to them to 

be requisite. Ananda could not refrain from 

asking the reason of these festive preparations. 

"They are in honour," responded the demon 

interrogated, "of the pious Ananda, one of the 

x The H indoo Pandemonium. 
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apostles of the Lord Buddha, whose advent is 
hourly expected among us with much eagerness 
and satisfaction." 

The horrified Ananda with much difficulty 
mustered resolution to inquire on what account 
the apostle in question was necessitated to take 
up his abode in the infernal regions. 

" On account of poisoning," returned the fiend, 
laconically. 

Ananda was about to seek further explanations, 
when his attention was arrested by a violent alter­
cation between two of the supervising demons. 

" Kammuragha, evidently," croaked one. 
"Damburanana, of course," snarled the other. 
" May I," inquired Ananda of the fiend he had 

before addressed, " presume to ask the significa­
tion of Kammuragha and Damburanana? " 

"They are two hells," replied the demon. "In 
Kammuragha the occupant is plunged into melted 
pitch and fed with melted lead. In Damburanana 
he is plunged into melted lead and fed with 
melted pitch. My colleagues are debating which 
is the more appropriate to the demerits of our 
guest Ananda." 

Ere Ananda had had time to digest this 
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announcement a youthful imp descended from 

above with agility, and, making a profound rever­

ence, presented himself before the disputants. 

"Venerable demons," interposed he, "might 

my insignificance venture to suggest that we can­

not well testify too much honour for our visitor 

Ananda, seeing that he is the only apostle of 

Buddha with whose company we are likely ever 

to be indulged? Wherefore I would propose that 

neither Kammuragh-a nor Damburanana be as­

signed for his residence, but that the amenities 

of all the two hundred and forty-four thousand 

hells be combined in a new one, constructed 

especially for his reception." 

The imp having thus spoken, the senior demons 

were amazed at his precocity, and performed a 

pradakshina, exclaiming, "Truly thou art a 

highly superior young devil ! " They then de­

parted to prepare the new infernal chamber, 

agreeably to his receipt. 

Ananda awoke, shuddering with terror. 

"Why," he exclaimed, "why was I ever an 

apostle ? 0 Buddha ! Buddha ! how hard are 

the paths of saintliness ! How prone to error are 

the well-meaning? How huge is the absurdity of 

spiritual pride ? " 
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"Thou hast discovered that, my son ? " said a 
gentle voice in his vicinity. 

He turned and beheld the divine Buddha, 
radiant with a mild and benignant light. A 
cloud seemed rolled away from his vision, and 
he recognized in his master the Glendoveer, the 
J ogi, and the Physician. 

" 0 holy teacher! " exclaimed he in extreme 
perturbation, "whither shall I turn ? My sin 
forbids me to approach thee." 

"Not on account of thy sin art thou forbidden, 
my son," returned Buddha, "but on account of 
the ridiculous and unsavoury plight to which thy 
knavery and disobedience have reduced thee. I 
have now appeared to remind thee that this day 
all my apostles meet on Mount Vindhya to 
render an account of their mission, and to inquire 
whether I am to deliver thine in thy stead, or 
whether thou art minded to proclaim it thyself." 

"I will render it with my own lipf,," resolu:ely 
exclaimed Ananda. " It is meet that I should 
bear the humiliation of acknowledging my folly." 

" Thou hast said well, my son," replied 
Buddha, "and in return I will permit thee to 
discard the attire, if such it may be termed, of a 



106 THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

J ogi, and to appear in our assembly wearing the 

yellow robe as beseems my disciple. Nay, I will 

even infringe my own rule on thy behalf, and per­

form a not inconsiderable miracle by immediately 

transporting thee to the summit of Mount 

Vindhya, where the faithful are already beginning 

to assemble. Thou wouldst otherwise incur much 

risk of being torn to pieces by the multitude, who, 

as the shouts now approaching may instruct thee, 

are beginning to extirpate my religion at the 

instigation of the new king1 thy hopeful pupil. 

The old king is dead, poisoned by the Brahmins." 

" 0 master ! master ! " exclaimed Ananda, 

weeping bitterly, " and is all the work undone, 

and all by my fault and folly? '' 

"That which is built on fraud and imposture 

can by no means endure," returned Buddha, "be 

it the very truth of Heaven. Be comforted; thou 

shalt proclaim my doctrine to better purpose in 

other lands. Thou hast this time but a sorry 

account to render of thy stewardship; yet thou 

mayest truly declare that thou hast obeyed my 

precept in the letter, if not in the spirit, since 

none can assert that thou hast ever wrought any 

miracle." 
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~be (!it~ of ]PbilosoplJers. 

I. 

NATURE is manifold, not infinite, though 
the extent of the resources of which she • 

can dispose almost enables her to pass for such. 
Her cards are so multitudinous that the pairs 
are easily shuffled into ages so far asunder that 
their resemblance escapes remark. But some­
times her mischievous daughter Fortune manages 
to thrust these duplicates into such conspicuous 
places that their similarity cannot pass un­
observed, and Nature is caught plagiarizing from 
herself. She is th us detected dealing a king-or 
knave-a second time in the person of a king who 
has already fallen from her pack as an emperor. 
Brilliant, heartless, selfish, ) et good-natured 
vanriens, the Roman Emperor Gallienus and our 
Charles the Second excelled in ever art save the 
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art of reigning, and might have excelled m that 

also if they would have taken the trouble. The 

circumstances of their reigns were in many 

respects as similar as their characters. Both 

were the sons of grave and strict fathers, each 

of whom had met with terrible misfortunes : 

one deprived of his liberty by his enemies, the 

other of his head by his own subjects. Each of 

the sons had been grievously vexed by rebels, but 

Charles's troubles from this quarter had mostly 

ended where those of Gallien us . began. Each 

· saw his dominions ravaged by pestilence in a 

manner beyond all former experience. The Goths 

destroyed the temple of the Ephesian Diana, 

and the Dutch burned the English fleet at Chat­

ham. Charles shut up the E xchequer, · and 

Gallienus debased the coinage. Charles accepted 

a pension from Louis XIV., and Gallienus de­

volved the burden of his Eastern provinces on a 

Syrian Emir. Their tastes and pursuits were 

as similar as their histories. Charles excelled 

as a wit and a critic; Gallienus as a poet 

and a gastronomer. Charles was curious about 

chemistry, and founded the Royal So<:iety. In 

the third century the conception of the sys~ 
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tematic investigation of nature did not exist . 
Gallienus, therefore, could not patronize exact 
science; and the great literary light of the 
age, Longinus, irradiated the court of Palmyra. 
But the Emperor bestowed his favour in ample 
measure on the chief contemporary philosopher, 
Plotinus, who strove to unite the characters of 
Plato and Pythagoras, of sage and seer. Like 
Schelling in time to come, he maintained the 
necessity of a special organ for the apprehension 
of philosophy, without perceiving that he thereby 
proclaimed philosophy bankrupt, and placed him­
self on the level of the Oriental hierophants, with 
whose sublime quackeries the modest sage could 
not hope to contend. So extreme was his 
humility, that he would not claim to have been 
consciously united to the Divinity more than four 
times in his life; without condemning magic and 
thaumaturgy, he left their practice to more 
adventurous spirits, and contented himself with 
the occasional" visits of a familiar demon in the 
shape of a serpent. He experienced, however, 
freq 1ent visitations of trance or ecstasy, sometimes 
lasting for a long period ; and it may have been 
in one of these that he was inspired by the idea 
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of asking the Emperor for a decayed city in Cam­

pania, there to establish a philosophic common­

wealth as nearly upon the model of Plato's 

Republic as the degeneracy of the times would 

allow. 

" I cannot," said Gallien us, when the project 

had been explained to him, "object in principle to 

aught so festive and jocose. The age is turned 

upside down; its comedians are lamentable, and 

its sages ludicrous. It must moreover, I appre­

hend, be sated with the earthquakes, famines, 

pestilences, and barbarian invasions with which 

it hath been exclusively regaled for so long, and 

must era ve something enlivening, of the nature 

of thy proposition. But whether, when we arrive 

at the consideration of ways and means, I shall 

find my interview with my treasurer enlivening, 

is gravely to be questioned. I have heard homilies 

enough on my prodigality, which merely means 

th at I prefer spending my treasures on myself to 

saving them for my successor, whose title will 

probably have been acquired by cutting my 

throat." 

" I know," said Plotinus, "that the expenses of 

administering an empire must necessarily be 
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prodigious . I am aware that the principal 
generals are only kept to their allegiance by 
enormous bribes . I well understand that the 
Empress must have pearls, and that the Roman 
pop ulace must have panthers; and that, since 
Egypt has revolted, the hippopotamus is worth 
his weight in gold. I am further aware that the 
proposed colossal statue of your Majesty in the 
same metal, including a staircase, with room in 
the head for a child, like another Pallas in the 
brain of Zeus, must alone involve very consider­
able outlay. But I am encouraged by your 
.ivfajesty's wise and statesmanlike measure of de­
basing the currency; since, money having become 
devoid of value, there can be no difficulty in de­
voting any amount of it to any purpose required ." 

"Plotinus," said Gallienus, "in this age the 
devil is taking the hindmost, and we are the 
hindmost. There are tidings to-day of a new 
earthquake in Bithynia, and three days ' darkness, 
also of outbreaks of pestilence, and incursions of 
the barbarians, too numerous as well as too dis­
agreeable to mention . At this moment some 
revolted legion is probably forcing the purple 
upon some reluctant general; and the Persian 
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king, a great equestrian, is doubtless mounting 

his horse by the aid of my father's back. If I 

had been an old Roman, I should by this time 

have avenged my father, but I am a man of my 

age. Take the money for thy city, and see that 

it yields me some amusement at any rate. I 

assume, of course, that thou wilt exercise severe 

economy, and that cresses and spring water will 

be the diet of thy philosophers. Farewell, I go 

to Gaul to encounter Postumus. \i\Tillingly would 

I leave him in peace in Gaul if he would leave 

me in peace in Italy; but I foresee that if I do 

not attack him there he will attack me here. As 

if the Empire were not large enough for us all ! 

What an ass the fellow must be! " 

And so Gallienus changed his silk for steel, 

and departed for his Gallic campaign, where he 

bore himself more stoutly than his light talk 

,vould have led those who judged him by it to 

expect. Plotinus, provided with an Imperial 

rescript, undertook the regulation of his philo• 

sophical commonwealth in Campania, where a 

brief experience of architects and sophists threw 

him into an ecstasy, not of joy, which endured an 

unusually long time. 
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II. o N awakening from his long trance, Plotinus's 
first sensation was one of bodily hunger, 

the second of an even keener appetite for news of 
his philosophical Republic. In both respects it 
promised well to perceive that his chamber was 
occupied by his most eminent scholar, Porphyry, 
though he was less gratified to observe his disciple 
busied, instead of with the scrolls of the sages, 
with an enormous roll of accounts, which appeared 
to be occasioning him much perplexity. 

" Porphyry ! " cried the master, and the faith­
ful disciple was by his couch in a moment. 

vVe pass over the mutual joy, the greetings, the 
administration of restoratives and creature com­
forts, the eager interrogations of Porphyry respect­
ing the things his master had heard and seen in 
his trance, which proved to be unspeakable. 

"And now," said Plotinus, who with all his 
mysticism was so good a man of business that, 
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as his biographers acquaint us, he was in special 

request as a trustee, "and now, concerning this 

roll of thine. Is it possible that the accounts 

connected with the installation of a few abste­

mious lovers of wisdom can have swollen to such 

a prodigious bulk? But indeed, why few? Per­

adventure all the philosophers of the earth have 

flocked to my city." 

" It has, indeed,!) said Porphyry, evasively, 

" been found necessary to incur certain expenses 

not originally foreseen." 

" For a library, perhaps ? " inquired Plotinus. 

" I remember thinking, just before my ecstasy, 

that the sctolls of the divine Plato, many of them 

autographic, might require some special housing." 

"I rejoice to state," rejoined Porphyry, "that it 

is not these volumes that have involved us in our 

present difficulties with the superintendent of the 

Imperial treasury, nor can they indeed, seeing that 

they are now impignorated with him. ' ' 

" Plato's manuscripts pawned! " exclaimed 

Plotinus, aghast. " Wherefore? " 

"As part collateral security for expenses in­

curred on behalf of objects deemed of more 

importance by the majority of the philosophers." 
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"For example? " 

"Repairing bath and completing amphitheatre." 
'' Bath ! Amphitheatre ! " gasped Plotinus. 
"0 dear master," remonstrated Porphyry, "thou 

didst not deem that philosophers could be induced 
to settle in a spot devoid of these necessaries? 
Not a single one would have stayed if I had not 
yielded to their demands, which, as regarded the 
bath, involved the addition of exedne and of a sphreristerium." 

"And what can they want with an amphi­
theatre ? " groaned Plotinus. 

"They say it is for lectures," replied Porphyry; 
" I trust there is no truth in the rumour that 
the head of the Stoics is three parts owner of a lion of singular ferocity." 

"I must see to this as soon as I can get about," 
said Plotinus, turning to the accounts. "What's 
this ? To couch and litter for head of Peripatetic school ! " 

" Who 1s so enormously fat," explained Por­
phyry, "that these conveniences are really indis­
pensable to him. The Peripatetic school is positively at a standstill." 

"And no great matter," said Plotinus; " its 
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master Aristotle was at best a rationalist, with· 

out perception of the supersensual. What's 

this? To Maximus, for the invocation of 

demons." 

"That," said Porphyry, "is our own Platonic 

dirty linen, and I heartily wish we were washing 

it elsewhere. Thou must know, dear master, that 

during thy trance the theurgic movement has 

attained a singular development, and that thou 

art regarded with disdain by thy younger disciples 

as one wholly behind the age, unacquainted with 

the higher magic, and who can produce no other 

outward and visible token of the Divine favour 

than the occasional companionship of a serpent." 

" I would not assert that theurgy may not be 

lavdully undertaken," replied Plotinus, "provided 

that the adept shall have purified himself by a fast 

of forty months." 

" It may be from neglect of this precaution," 

said Porphyry, "that our Maximus finds it so 

much easier to evoke the shades of Commodus 

and Caracalla than those of Socrates and Marcus 

Aurelius; and that these good spirits, when they 

do come, have no more recondite information to 

convey than that virtue differs from vice, and 
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that one's grandmother is a fitting object of 
reverence." 

"I fear this must expose Platonic truth to the 
derision of Epicurean scoffers," remarked Plotinus. 

" 0 master, speak not of Epicureans, still less 
of Stoics ! Wait till thou has regained thy full 
strength, and then take counsel of some oracle." 

"\i\That meanest thou?" exclaimed Plotinus, 
"I insist upo1;1 knowing." 

Porphyry was saved from replying by the hasty 
entrance of a bustling portly personage of loud 
voice and imperious manner, in whom Plotinus 
recognized Theocles, the chief of the Stoics. 

" I rejoice, Plotinus," he began, "that thou 
hast at length emerged from that condition of 
torpor, so unworthy of a philosopher, which I 
might well designate as charlatanism were I 
not so firmly determined to speak no word 
which can offend any man. Thou wilt now be 
able to reprehend the malice or obtuseness of thy 
deputy, and to do me right in my contention with 
these impure dogs." 

" ·vvhich be they?" asked Plotinus. 
"Do I not sufficiently indicate the followers of 

Epicurus ? " demanded the Stoic. 
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"0 master," explained Porphyry, "in allotting 

and fitting up apartments designed for the respect­

ive sects of philosophers I naturally gave heed 

to what I understood to be the principles of each. 

To the Epicureans, as lovers of pleasure and 

luxury, I assigned the most commodious quarters, 

furnished the same with soft cushions and costly 

hangings, and provided a liberal table. I should 

have deemed it insulting to have offered any of 

these things to the frugal followers of Zeno, and 

nothing can surpass my astonishment at the man­

ner in which the austere Theocles has incessantly 

persecuted me for choice food and wine, stately 

rooms and soft couches." 

" 0 Plotinus," replied Theocles, " let me make 

the grounds of my conduct clear to thee. In the 

first place, the hon.our of my school is in my 

keeping. Vvhat will the vulgar think when they 

see the sty of Epicurus sumptuously adorned, and 

the porch of Zeno shabby and bare? Will they 

not dee m that the Epicureans are high ly respected 

and the Stoics made of little account ? Further­

more, how can I and my disciples manifest our 

contempt for gold , dainties, wine, fine linen, and 

all the other instruments of luxury, unless we 

n 

gr 

oa 

P!r 



THE CITY OF PHILOSOPHERS. 121 

have them to despise ? Shall we not appear like 
foxes, vilipending the grapes that we cannot 
reach? Not so; offer me delicacies that I may 
reject them, wine that I may pour it into the 
kennel, Tyrian purple that I may trample upon 
it, gold that I may fling it away ; if it break an 
Epicurean's head, so much the better." 

"Plotinus," said Hermon, the chief of the Epi ­
cureans, who had meanwhile entered the apart­
ment, "let this hypocrite have what he wants, 
and send him away. I and my followers are per­
fectly willing to remove at once into the inferior 
apartments, and leave ours for . his occupation 
with all their furniture, and the reversion of our 
bill of fare. Thou should'st know that the impu­
tations of the vulgar against our sect are the 
grossest calumnies. The Epicurean places 
happiness in tranquil enjoyment, not in luxury or 
sensual pleasures. There is not a thing I possess 
which I am not perfectly willing to resign, except 
the society of my female disciple." 

" Thy female disciple ! " exclaimed the horrified 
Plotinus. "Thou art worse than the Stoic! " 

"Plotinus," said the Epicurean, "consider well 
ere, as is the manner of Platonists, thou com-



122 THE TiVILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

mittest thyself to a proposition of a trans­

parently foolish nature. Thou desirest to gather 

all sorts of philosophers around thee, but to what 

end, if they are restrained from manifesting their 

characteristic tenets ? Thou mightest as well 

seek to illustrate the habits of animals by es­

tablishing a menagerie in which panthers should 

eat grass, and antelopes be dieted on rabbits. An 

Epicurean without his female companion, unless 

by his own choice, is no more an Epicurean than a 

Cynic is a Cynic without his rags and his impu­

dence. Wilt thou take from me my Pannychis, an 

object pleasing to th@ eye, and leave yonder fellow 

his tatters and his vermin ? " 

The apartment had gradually filled with philo­

sophers, and Hermon was pointing to a follower 

of Diogenes whose -robe so fully bespoke his 

obedience to his master's precepts that his skin 

seemed almost clean in comparison. 

" Consider also," continued the Epicurean, 

"that thou art thyself by no means exempt from 

scandal." 

" What does the man mean ? " demanded Plo­

tinus, turning to Porphyry. 

" Get them away," whispered the disciple, 

"and I will tell thee." 
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Plotinus hastily conceded the point raised with 

reference to the interesting Pannychis, and the 

philosophers went off to effect their exchange of 

quarters. As soon as the room was clear, he 

repeated: 

" \i\That does the man mean? " 

"I suppose he is thinking of Leaena," said 

Porphyry. 

" The most notorious character in Rome, who, 

finding her charms on the wane, has lately be~ 

taken herself to philosophy? " 

"The same." 

" \i\That of her?" 

" She has followed thee here. She affects the , 

greatest devotion to thee. She vows that nothing 

shall make her budge until thou hast recovered 

from thy ecstasy, and admitted her as thy disciple. 

She has rejected numerous overtures from the 

philosopher Theocles ; entirely for thy sake, she 

affirms. She comes three times a day to inquire 

respecting thy condition, and I fear it must be ac­

knowledged that she has once or twice managed 

to get into thy chamber." 

"0 ye immortal Gods! " groaned Plotinus. 

" Here she is! " exclaimed Porphyr), as a 
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woman of masculine stature and bearing, with the 
remains of beauty not unskilfully patched, forced 
an entrance into the room. 

" Plotinus," she exclaimed, " behold the most 
impassioned of thy disciples. Let us celebrate 
the mystic nuptials of Wisdom and Beauty. Let 
the claims of my sex to philosophic distinction 
be vindicated in my person." 

"The question of the admission of women to 
share the studies and society of men," rejoined 
Plotinus, "is one by no means exempt from 
difficulty." 

" How so ? I deemed it had been determined 
long ago in favour of Aspasia ? " 

"Aspasia," said Plotinus, '' was a very excep­
tional woman." 

"And am not I ? " 

"I hope, that is, I conceive so," said Plotinus. 
" But one may be an exceptional woman without 
being an Aspasia." 

" H ow so ? Am I inferior to Aspasia 111 

beauty ? " 

"I should hope not," said Plotinus, ambi­
guously. 

"Or in the irregularity of my deportment ? " 
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" I should think not," said Plotinus, with more 
confidence. 

" Then why does the Plato of our age hesitate 
to welcome his Diotima?" 

"Because," said Plotinus, "you are not Diotima, 
and I am not Plato." 

" I am sure I am as much like Diotima as 
you are like Plato," retorted the lady. "But let 
us come to our own time. Do I not hear that 
that creature Pannychis has obtained the freedom 
of the philosophers' city, and the right to study 
therein ? " 

"She takes private lessons from Hermon, who 
is responsible for her." 

" The very thing ! " exclaimed Leaena, trium­
phantly. "I take private lessons from thee, and 
thou art responsible for me. Venus! what's 
that ? " 

The exclamation was prompted by the sudden 
appearance of an enormous serpent, \vhich, 
emerging from a chink in the wall, glided swiftly 
towards the couch of Plotinus. He reached for­
ward to greet it, uttering a cry of pleasure. 

" My guardian, my tutelary dremon ," he ex­
claimed, "visible manifestation of lEsculapius ! 
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Then I am not forsaken by the immortal 

gods." 

"Take a way the monster," cried Leaena, in 

violent agitation, "the nasty thing! Plotinus, 

how can you? Oh, I shall faint ! I shall die ! 

Take it away, I say. You must choose between 

it and me." 

"Then, Madam," said Plotinus, civilly but 

firmly, " I choose it." 

"Thank JEsculapius we are rid of her " he 
' 

added, as Leaena vanished from the apartment. . 

"I wish I knew that," said Porphyry. 

And indeed after no long time a note came up 

from Theocles, who was sure that P!otinus would 

not refuse him that privilege of instructing a female 

disciple which had been already, with such mani­

fest advantage to philosophical research, accorded 

to his colleague Hermon. No objection could 

well be made, especially as Plotinus did not fore• 

see how many chambermaids, and pages, and 

cooks, and perfumers, and tiring women and bath 

attendants would be required, ere Leaena could 

feel herself moderately comfortable. How unlike 

the modest Pannychis ! who wanted but half a bed, 

which need not be stuffed with the down of hares 
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or the feathers of partridges, without which sleep 
refused to visit Leaena's eyelids. 

It was natural that Plotinus should appeal to 
Gallienus, now· returned from the Gallic expe­
dition, but he could extract nothing save mys­
terious intimations that the Empe'ror had his eye 
upon the philosophers, and that they might find 
him among them when they least expected it. 
Plotinus's spirits drooped, and Porphyry was 
almost glad when he again relapsed into an 
ecstasy. 



III. 

WHEN Plotinus's eyes were at length 

opened, they fell not this time upon the 

faithful Porphyry, but upon two youthful followers 

of Plato who were beguiling the tedium of their 

vigil at his bedside by a game of dice, which pre­

vented their observing his resuscitation. After a 

moment's hesitation Plotinus resolved to lie quiet 

in the hopes of hearing something that might 

indicate what influences were in the ascendant m 

the philosophical republic. He had not long to 

wait. 

" Dice 1s dull work for long,'' said one of the 

young men, indolently throwing himself back, and 

letting his caster fall upon the floor. "To think 

how much better one might be employed, but for 

having to watch this old fool here ! I've a great 

mind to call up a slave." 

"All the slaves are sure to have gone to the 
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show, unless any of them should be Christians. 
Besides, Porphyry would hear you, he's only in a 
cat's sleep," returned his companion. 

" Well I mean to say it's a shame. All the 
town will be in the theatre by this time." 

"How many gladiators, said you ? " 
" Forty pairs, the best show Campania has seen time out of mind." 

"How has it all come about ? " 
"Oh, news comes of the death of Postumus, 

killed by his own soldiers, and this passes as a 
great victory for want of a better. 'We must 
have a day of thanksgiving,' says Theocles. 
'Right,' says Leaena, 'I am dying to see an ex­
hibition of giadiators.' Theocles demurs at first, 
expecting to have to find the money-but Leaena 
tugs at his beard, and he gives in. Just at the 
nick of time the right sort of fellow pops up no­
body knows whence, a lanista with hair like 
curling helichryse, as Theocritus has it, and a 
small army of gladiators, whom, out of devotion 
to the Emperor, he offers to exhibit for nothing. 
"\Vho so pleased as Theocles now? He takes the 
chair as archon with Leaena by his side, and off 
goes every soul in the place, except Pannychis, 
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who cann_ot bear the sight of blood, and Porphyry, 

who is an outrageous humanitarian, and us poor 

devils left in charge of this old dream er." 

" Couldn't we leave him to mind himself? He 

isn't likely to awake yet." 

"Try him with your cloak-pin." The student 

detached the implement in question, which was 

about the size of a small stiletto. Feeling un­

certain v,1hat part of his person vvas to be the 

subject of experiment, Plotinus judged it advisable 

to manifest his recovery jn an unmistakable 

fashion. 

" 0 dear Master, what joy ! " cried both the 

students in a breath. " Porphyry ! Porphyry! " 

The trusty scholar appeared immediately, and 

under pretence of fetching food, the two neophytes 

eloped to the amphitheatre. 

"\i\That means all this, Porphyry? " deman·ded 

Plotinus, sternly. "The City of Philosophers pol­

luted by human blood! The lovers of wisdom 

mingling with the dregs of the rabble! " 

Porphyry's account, which Plotinus could only 

extract by consenting to eat while his di sci pie 

talked, corresponded in all essential particulars 

with that of the two young men. 
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"And I see not," added he, "what we can do 

in the matter. This abomination is supposed to 

be in honour of the Emperor's victories. If we 

interfere with it we shall be executed as rebels, 

supposing that we are not first torn to pieces as 

rioters." 

"Porphyry," replied Plotinus," I should esteem 

this disgrace to philosophy a disgrace to myself 

if I did nqt my utmost to avert it. ·Remain 

thou here, and perform my funeral rites if it be 

necessary.'' 

But to this Porphyry would by no means 

consent, and the two philosophers proceeded to 

the amphitheatre together. It was so cro"·ded 

that there was no room on the seats for another 

person. Theocles was enthroned in the chair of 

honour, his beard manifesting evident traces of 

the depilatories administered by Leaena, who 
nevertheless sat by his side, her voluptuous face 

gloating over the anticipated banquet of agony. 

The philosophic part of the spectators were 

ranged all around, the remaining seats were 

occupied by a miscellaneous public. The master 

of the gladiators, a man of distinguished appear­

ance, whose yellow locks gave him the aspect of 
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a barbarian prince, stood in the arena surrounded 

by his myrmidons. The entry of Plotinus and 

Porphyry attracted his attention, he motioned to 

his followers, and in an instant the philosophers 

were seized, bound, and gagged without the excited 

assembly being in the least conscious of their 

presence. 

Two men stepped out into the arena, both fine 

and attractive figures. The athletic limbs, the 

fair complexion, the curling yellow hair of one 

proclaimed the Goth; he lightly swung his huge 

sword in his right hand, and looked as if his sole 

arm would easily put to flight the crowd of ef0 

feminate spectators. The other's beauty was of 

another sort ; young, slender, pensive, spiritual, 

he looked like anything rather than a gladiator, 

and held his downward pointed sword with a 

negligent grasp. 

" Guard thyself! " cried the Goth, placing 

himself in an attitude of offence. 

" I spill not the blood of a fellow-creature,' ' 

answered the other, casting his sword away from 

him. 

" Coward ! " yelled well-nigh every voice in the 

amphitheatre. 
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"No," answered the youth with a grave smile, 
'' Christian." 

His shield and helmet followed his sword, he 
stood entirely defenceless before his adversary. 

" Throw him to my iion," cried Theocles. 
"Or thy lioness," suggested Hermon. 
This allusion to Leaena provoked a burst of 

laughter. Suddenly the Goth aimed a mighty 
blow at the head of the unresisting man. A 
shorn curl fell to the ground, the consummate 
skill of the swordsman averted all further contact 
between his blade and the Christian, who re­
mained erect and smiling, without having moved 
a muscle or an eyelash. 

"Master," said the Goth, addressing the lanista, 
" I had rather fight ten armed men than this 
unarmed one." 

" Good," returned his lord, with a gesture of 
approval. " Retire both of ye." 

A roar of disapprobation broke out from the 
spectators, which seemed not to produce the 
slightest effect on the lanista. 

"Turn out the next pair," they cried , 
" I shall not," said he. 

'' Wherefore ? " 



' .I 
I 
I 

134 THE TWILIGHT OF THE CODS. 

"Because I do not choose." 

"Rogue! Cheat ! Swindler! Cast him into 

prison ! Throw him to the lion l " Such 

epithets and recommendations rained from the 

spectators' seats, accompanied by a pelting of 

more substantial missiles·. In an instant the 

yellow hair and common dress lay on the ground, 

and those who knew him not by the features 

could by the Imperial ornaments recognize the 

Emperor Gallienus. With no less celerity his 

followers, the Goth and the Christian excepted, 

disencumbered themselves of their exterior vesture, 

and stood forward in the character of Roman 

soldiers. 

"Friends," cried Gallien us, turning to the 

plebeian multitude, "I am not about to balk you 

of your sport." 

At a sign from him the legionaries ascended to 

the seats allotted to the philosophic portion of the 

audience, and a torrent of wisdom in their per­

sons, including that of Leaena, flung forth with 

the energy of a catapult, descended abruptly and 

violently to the earth. They were instantly 

seized and dragged into an erect attitude by the 

remainder of the soldiery, who, amid the most 
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tempestuous peals of laughter and applause from 

the delighted public, thrust swords into their 

hands, ranged them in opposite ranks, and sum­

moned them to begin the fight and quit themselves 

like men. It was equally ludicrous and pitiable 

to see the bald, mostly grey-bearded men, their 

garments torn in their expulsion and their per­

sons bruised by the fall, confronting each other 

with quaking limbs, helplessly brandishing their 

weapons or feebly calling their adversaries to 

come on, while the soldiers prodded them from 

behind with spears, and urged them into the close 

quarters they so anxiously desired to avoid. 

Plotinus, helpless with his bonds and gag, looked 

on in impotent horror. Gallienus was often cruel, 

but could he intend such a revolting massacre ? 

There must be something behind. 

The honour of developing the Emperor's pur­

pose was reserved for Theocles, who, with 

admirable presence of mind, had ever since he 

found he must fight been engaged in trying to 

select the weakest antagonist. After hesitating 

between the unwieldy chief of the Peripatetics 

and the feminine Leaena he fixed on tl1e latter, 

partly moved, perhaps, by the hope of avenging his 
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beard. With a martial cry he sprang towards 
her, and upraised his weapon for a swashing blow. 
But he had sadly miscalculated. Leae-na was 
hardly less versed in the com bats of Ma.rs than in 
those of Venus, having, in fact, commenced her 
distinguished career as a camp-follower of the 
Emperor Gordian. A tremendous stroke caught 
him on the hand; his blade dropped to the earth; 
why did not the fingers follow? . Leaena eluci­
dated the problem by a still more violent blow 
on his face; torrents of blood gushed forth indeed, 
but only from the nose. The sword doubled up; 
it had neither point nor edge. Encouraged by this 
opportu_ne discovery the philosophers attacked 
each other with infinite spirit and valour. In­
furiated by the blows given and received, by the 
pokings and proddings of the military, and the 
hilarious derision of the public, they cast a way 
the shivered blades and resorted to the weapons 
of Nature. They kicked, they cuffed, they 
scratched, they tore the garments from each 
other's shoulders, they foamed and rolled gasping 
in the yellow sand of the arena. At a signal from 
the Emperor the portal of the amphitheatre was 
thrown open, and the whole mass of clawing and 
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cuffing philosophy was bundled ignominiously into 
the street. 

By this time Gallienus was seated in his 
tribunal, and Plotinus, released from his bonds, 
v\·as standing by his side. 

"0 Emperor," he murmured, deeply abashed, 
"what can I urge? Thou wilt surely demolish 
my city! " 

,: No, Plotinus," replied Gallienus, pointing to 
the Goth and the Christian, "there are the 
men who will destroy _ the City of Philosophers. 
Would that were all they wili destroy! " 
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" s O you won't sell me your soul ? " said the 
devil. 

"Thank you," replied the student, " I had 
rather keep it myself, if it's all the same to 
you." 

" But it's not all the same to me. I want it 
very particularly. Come, I'll be liberal. I said 
twenty years. You can have thirty." 

The student shook his head. 
"Forty! " 

Another shake. 
"Fifty! '' 

As before. 

"Now," said the devil," I know I'm going to do 
a foolish thing, but I cannot bear to see a clever, 
spirited young man throw himself away. I'll 
make you another kind of offer. We won't have 
any bargain at present, but I will push you on in 
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the world for the next forty years. This day forty 

years I come back and ask you for a boon; not 

your soul, mind, or anything not perfectly in your 

power to grant. If you give it, we are quits; if 

not, I fly a ,vay with you: \i\That say you to 

this? " 

The student reflected for some minutes. 

"Agreed," he said at last. 

Scarcely had the devil disappeared, which he 

did instantaneously, ere a messenger reined in his 

smoking steed at the gate of the University of 

Cordova (the judicious reader will already have 

remarked that Lucifer could never have been 

allowed inside a Christian seat of learning), and, 

inquiring for the student Gerbert, presented him 

with the En'lperor Otho's nomination to the 

Abbacy of Bobbio, in consideration, said the 

document, of his virtue and learning, well-nigh 

miraculous in one so young. Such messengers 

were frequent vi sitors during Gerbert's prosperous 

career. Abbot, bishop, archbishop, cardinal, he 

was ultimately enthroned Pope on April z, 999, 

and assumed the appellation of Silvester the 

Second. It was then a general belief that the 

world would come to an end in the following year, 
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a catastrophe which to many seemed the more 
imminent from the election of a chief pastor 
whose celebrity as a theologian, though not 
inconsiderable, by no means equalled his repu­
tation as a necromancer. 

The world, notwithstanding, revolved scathless 
through the dreaded twelvemonth, and early in 
the first year of the eleventh century Gerbert was 
sitting peacefully in his study, perusing a book of 
magic . Volumes of algebra, astrology, alchemy, 
Aristotelian philosophy, and other such light 
reading filled his bookcase; and .on a table stood 
an improved clock of his invention, next to his 
introduction of the Arabic numerals his chief 
legacy to posterity. Suddenly a sound of wings 
was heard, and Lucifer stood by his side. 

" It is a long time," said the fiend, '' since I 
have had the pleasure of seeing you. I have now 
called to remind you of our little contract, con­
cluded this day forty years." 

"You remember," said Silvester, "that you are 
not to ask anything exceeding my power to per­
form." 

"I have no such intention," said Lucifer. 
'' On the contrary, I am about to solicit a favour 
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which can be bestowed by you alone. You are 

Pope, I desire that you vvould make me a Car­

dinal." 

" In the expectation, I presume," returned 

Gerbert, " of becoming Pope on the,, next 

vacancy." 

"An expectation," replied Lucifer, "which I 

may most reasonably entertain, considering my 

enormous wealth, my proficiency in intrigue, and 

the present condition of the Sacred College." 

" You would doubtless " said Gerbert " en-
' ' 

deavour to subvert the foundations of the Faith, 

and, by a course of profligacy and licentiousness, 

render the H oly See odious and contemptible." 

"On the contrary," said the fiend, " I wo uld 

extirpate heresy, and all learning and knowledge 

as inevitably tending thereunto. I would suffer 

no man to read but the priest, and confine his 

reading to his breviary. I would burn your books 

together with your bones on the first convenient 

opportunity . I would observe an austere pro­

priety of conduct, and be especially careful not 

to loosen one rivet in the tremendous yoke I was 

forging for the minds and consciences of man­

kind." 

• 
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"If it be so," said Gerbert, "let's be off! " 
" \Nhat ! " exclaimed Lucifer, "you are willing 

to accompany me to the infernal regions ! " 
"Assuredly, rather than be accessory to the 

burning of Plato and Aristotle, and give place to 
the darkness against which I have been contending 
all my life ." 

"Gerbert," replied the demon, "this is arrant 
trifling. Know you not that no good man can 
enter my dominions? that, were such a thing 
possible, my empire would become intolerable to 
me, and I should be compelled to abdicate? " 

" I do know it," said Gerbert, "and hence I 
have been able to receive your visit with com­
posure." 

"Gerbert,'' said the devil, with tears in his eyes, 
" I put it to you-is this fair, is this honest ? I 
undertake to promote your interests in the world ; 
I fulfil my promise abundantly. You obtain 
through my instrumentality a position to which 
you could never otherwise have aspired. Often 
have I had a hand in the election of a Pope, but 
never before have I contributed to confer the 
tiara on one eminent for virtue and learning. 
You profit by my assistance to the full, and now 

IO 
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take advantage of an adventitious circumstance 

to deprive me of my reasonable guerdon. It is 

my constant experience that the good people are 

much more slippery than the sinners, and drive 

much harder bargains." 

"Lucifer," answered Gerbert, "I have always 

sought to treat you as a gentleman, hoping that 

you would approve yourself such in return. I 

will not inquire whether it was entirely in har­

mony with this character to seek to intimidate me 

into compliance with your demand by threatening 

me with a penalty which you well knew could not 

be enforced. I will overlook this little irregularity, 

and concede even more than you have r.equested. 

You have asked to be a Cardinal. I will make 

you Pope--" 

" Ha! " exclaimed Lucifer, and an internal glow 

suffused his sooty hide, as the light of a fading 

ember is revived by breathing upon it. 

" For twelve hours," continued Gerbert. "At 

the expiration of that time we will consider the 

matter further; and if, as I anticipate, you are 

more anxious to divest yourself of the Papal 

dignity than you were to assume it, I promise to 

bestow upon you any boon you may ask within 
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my power to grant, and not plainly inconsistent 
with religion or morals." 

" Done ! " cried the demon. Gerbert uttered 
some cabalistic words, and in a moment the 
apartment held two Pope Silvesters, entirely 
indistinguishable save by their attire, and the fact 
that one limped slightly with the left foot. 

"You will find the Pontifical apparel in this 
cupboard," said Gerbert, and, taking his book of 
magic with him, he retreated through a masked 
door to a secret chamber. As the door closed 
behind him he chuckled, and muttered to himself, 
" Poor old Lucifer ! Sold again ! " 

If Lucifer was sold he did not seem to know it. 
He approached a large slab of silver which did 
duty as a mirror, and contemplated his personal 
appearance with some dissatisfaction. 

" I certainly don't look half so well without my 
horns," he soliloquized, "and I am sure I shall 
miss my tail most grievously." 

A tiara and a train, however, made fair amends 
for the deficient appendages, and Lucifer now 
looked every inch a Pope. He was about to call 
the master of the ceremonies, and summon a 
consistory> when the door was burst open, and 
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seven cardinals, brandishing poniards, rushed into 

the room. 

"Down with the sorcerer ! " they cried, as they 

seized and gagged him. 

" Death to the Saracen ! " 

"Practises algebra, and other cle\'ilish arts! " 

" Knows Greek ! " 

"Talks Arabic ! " 

"Reads Hebrew!" 

" Burn him ! " 

" Smother him ! " 

" Let him be deposed by a general council," 

said a young and inexperienced cardinal. 

"Heaven forbid! " said an old and wary one, 

sotto voce. 
Lucifer struggled frantically, but the feeble 

frame he was doomed to inhabit for the next 

eleven hours was speedily exhausted. Bound and 

helpless, he swooned away. 

"Brethren," said one of the senior cardinals, " it 

hath been delivered by the exorcists that a sorcerer 

or other individual in league with the demon doth 

usually bear upon his person some visible token 

of his infernal compact. I propose that we forth­

with institute a search for this stigma, the discovery 
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of which may contribute to justify our proceedings 
in the eyes of the world." 

" I heartily approve of our brother Anna's 
proposition," said another, " the rather as we 
cannot possibly fail to discover such a mark, if, 
indeed, we desire to find it." 

The search was accordingly instituted, and had 
not proceeded far ere a simultaneous yell from all 
the seven cardinals indicated that their investiga­
tion had brought more to light than they had 
ventured to expect. 

The Holy Father had a cloven foot ! 
For the next five minutes the cardinals remained 

utterly stunned, silent, and stupified with amaze­
ment. As they gradually recovered their faculties 
it would have become manifest to a nice observer 
that the Pope had risen very considerably in their 
good opinion. 

"This is an affair requtrmg very mature 
deliberation," said one. 

"I always feared that we might be proceeding 
too precipitately," said another. 

" It is written, 'the devils believe,' " said a 
third : "the Holy Father, therefore, is not a 
heretic at any rate." 
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" Brethren," said Anno, '' this affair, as our 

brother Benno well remarks, doth indeed call for 

mature deliberation. I therefore propose that, 

instead of smothering his Holiness with cushions, 

as originally contemplated, we immure him for the 

present in the dungeon adjoining hereunto, and, 

after spending the night in meditation and prayer, 

resume the consideration of the business to­

morrow morning." 

"Informing the officials of the palace," said 

Benno, " that his Holiness has retired for his 

devotions, and desires on no account to be dis­

turbed." 

"A pious fraud," said Anno, "which not one of 

the Fathers would for a moment have scrupled 

to commit." 

The Cardinals accordingly lifted the still in­

sensible Lucifer, and bore him carefully, almost 

tenderly, to the apartment appointed for his deten­

tion. Each would fain have lingered in hopes of 

his recovery, but each felt that the eyes of his six 

brethren were upon him: and all, therefore, retired 

simultaneously, each taking a key of the cell. 

Lucifer regained consc10usness almost imme­

diately afterwards. He had the most confused 



THE DEi11DN POPE. 151 

idea of the circumstances which had involved him 

in his present scrape, and could only say to him­

self that if they were the usual concomitants of 

the Papal dignity, these were by no means to his 

taste, and he wished he had been made acquainted 

with them sooner. The dungeon was not only 

perfectly dark, but horribly cold, and the poor 

devil in his present form had no latent store of 

infernal heat to draw upon. His teeth chattered, 

he shivered in every limb, and felt devoured with 

hunger and thirst. There is mu?h probability in 

the assertion of some of his biographers that it 

was on this occasion that he invented ardent 

spirits ; but, even if he did, the mere conception 

of a glass of brandy could only increase his suffer­

mgs. So the long January night wore wearily on, 

and Lucifer seemed likely to expire from inanition, 

when a key turned in the lock, and Cardinal Anno 

cautiously glided in, bearing a lamp, a loaf, half a 
cold roast kid, and a bottle of wine. 

" I trust," he said, bowing courteously, 

"that I may be excused any slight breach of 

etiquette of which I may render myself culpable 

from the difficulty under which I labour of deter­

mining whether, under present circumstances, 
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' Your Holiness,' or 'Your Infernal Majesty' be 

the form of address most befitting me to employ." 

"Bub-ub-bub-boo," went Lucifer, who still had 

the gag in his mouth. 

" Heavens ! " exclaimed the Cardinal, " I crave 

your Infernal Holiness's forgiveness. What a 

lamentable oversight ! " 

And, relieving Lucifer from his gag and bonds, 

he set out the refection, upon which the demon 

fell voraciously. 

"Why the devil, if I may so express myself," 

pursued Anno, "did not your Holiness inform us 

that you were the devil ? Not a hand would then 

have been raised against you. I have myself been 

seeking all my life for the audience now happily 

vouchsafed me. V✓hence this mistrust of your 

faithful Anno, who has served you so loyally and 

zealously these many years ? " 

Lucifer pointed significantly to the gag and 

fetters. 

".I shall never forgive myself," protested the 

Cardinal, "for the part I have borne in this un­

fortunate transaction. Next to ministering to 

your Majesty's bodily necessities, there 1s 

nothing I have so much at heart as to express 
an 

no 
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my penitence. But I entreat your iviajesty to 
remember that I believed myself to be acting 
in your Majesty's interest by overthrowing a 
magician who was accustomed to send your 
1Iajesty upon errands, and who might at any 
time enclose you in a box, and cast you into the 
sea. It is deplorable that your Majesty's most 
devoted servants should have been thus misled." 

" Reasons of State," suggested Lucifer. 
" I trust that they no longer operate," said the 

Cardinal. " However, the Sacred College is now 
fully possessed of the whole matter: it is therefore 
unnecessary to pursue this department of the sub~ 
ject further. I would now humbly crave leave to 
confer with your :Majesty, or rather, perhaps, your 
Holiness, since I am about to speak of spiritua l 
things, on the important and delicate point of your 
Holiness's successor. I am ignorant how long 
your Holiness proposes to occupy the Apostolic 
chair; but of course you are a ware that public 
opinion will not suffer you to hold it for a term 
exceeding that of the pontificate of Peter. A 
acancy, therefore, must one day occur; and I 

am humbly to represent that the office could 
not be filled by one more congenial than myself 
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to the present incumbent, or on _ whom he could 

more fully rely to carry out in every respect his 

' I) • 
views and intentions." A 

And the Cardinal provided to d-€-tail various 

circumstances of his past life, which certainly 

seemed to corroborate his assertion. He had not, 

however, proceeded far ere he was disturbed by 

the grating of another key in the lock, and had 

just time to whisper impressively, "Beware of 

Benno," ere he dived under a table. 

Benno was also provided with a lamp, wme, 

and cold viands. Warned by the other lamp and 

the remains of Lucifer's repast that some col­

league had been beforehand with him, and not 

knowing how many more might be in the field, he 

came briefly to the point as regarded the Papacy, 

and preferred his claim in much the same manner 

as Anno. While he was earnestly cautioning 

Lucifer against this Cardinal as one who could and 

would cheat the very Devil himself, another key 

turned in the lock, and Benno escaped under 

the table, where Anno immediately inserted his 

finger into his right eye. The little squeal con­

sequent upon this occurrence Lucifer successfully 

smothered by a fit of coughing. 
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Cardinal No. 3, a Frenchman, bore a Bayonne 
ham, and exhibited the same disgust as Benno on 
seeing himself forestalled. So far as his requests 
transpired they were moderate, but no one knows 
where he would have stopped if he had not been 
scared by the advent of Cardinal No. 4. Up to 
this time he had only asked for an inexhaustible 
purse, power to call up the Devil ad libitum, 
and a ring of invisibility to allow him free access 
to his mistress, who was unfortunately a married 
woman. 

Cardinal No. 4 chiefly wanted to be put into 
the way of poisoning Cardinal No. 5; and Cardinal 
No. 5 preferred the same petition as respected 
Cardinal No. 4. 

Cardinal I o. 6, an Englishman, demanded the 
reversion of the Archbishoprics of Canterbury and 
York, with the faculty of holding them together, 
and of unlimited non-residence. In the course of 
his harangue he made use of the phrase non 
obstantibus, of which Lucifer immediately took a 
note. 

\ Vhat the seventh Cardinal would have solicited 
is not known, for he had hardly opened his mouth 
when the twelfth hour expired, and Lucifer, 
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regaining his vigour with his shape, sent the 

Prince of the Church spinning to the other end of 

the room, and split the table with a single stroke 

of his tail. The six crouched and huddling Car­

dinals cowered revealed to one another, and at the 

same time enjoyed the spectacle of his Holiness 

darting through the stone ceiling, which yielded 

like a fi 1 m to his passage, and closed up afterwards 

as if nothing had happened. After the first shock 

of dismay they unanimously rushed to the door, 

but found it bolted on the outside. There was no 

other exit, and no means of giving an alarm. In 

this emergency the demeanour of the Italian 

Cardinals set a bright example to their ultramon­

tane colleagues. "Bisagna pazienzia," they said, 

as they shrugged their shoulders. Nothing could 

exceed the mutual politeness of Cardinals Anno 

and Benno, unless that of the two who had sought 

to poison each other. The Frenchman was held 

to have gravely derogated from good manners. by 

alluding to this circumstance, which had reached 

his ears while he was under the table : and the 

Englishman swore so outrageously at the plight in 

which he found himself that the Italians then and 

there silently registered a vow that none of his 
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nation should ever be Pope, a maxim which, with 
one exception, has been observed to this day. 

Lucifer, meanwhile, had repaired to Silvester, 
whom he found arrayed in all the insignia of his 
dignity; of which, as he remarked, he thought his 
visitor had probably had enough. 

"I should think so indeed," replied Lucifer. 
" But at the same time I feel myself fully repaid 
for all I have undergone by the assurance of the 
loyalty of my friends and admirers, and the con­
viction that it is needless for me to devote any 
considerable amount of personal attention to 
ecclesiastical affairs. I now claim the promised 
boon, which it will be in no way inconsistent with 
thy functions to grant, seeing that it is a work of 
mercy. I demand that the Cardinals be re­
leased, and that their conspiracy against thee, 
by which I alone suffered, be buried in oblivion." 

" I hoped you would carry them all off," said 
Gerbert, with an expression of disappointment. 

"Thank you," said the Devil. "It is more to 
my interest to leave them where they are." 

So the dungeon-door was unbolted, and the 
Cardinals came forth, sheepish and crestfallen. 
If, after all, they did less mischief than Lucifer 
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had expected from them, the cause was their entire 

bewilderment by what had passed, and their utter 

inability to penetrate the policy of Gerbert, who 

henceforth devoted himself even with ostentation 

to good works. They could never quite satisfy 

themselves whether they were speaking to the 

Pope or to the Devil, and when under the latter 

impression habitually emitted propositions which 

Gerbert justly stigmatized as rash, temerarious, 

and scandalous. They plagued him with allusions 

to certain matters mentioned in their interviews 

with Lucifer, with which they naturally but 

erroneously supposed him to be conversant, and 

worried him by continual nods and titterings as 

they glanced at his nether extremities. To abolish 

this nuisance, and at the same time silence 

sundry unpleasant rumours which had somehow 

got abroad, Gerbert devised the ceremony of 

kissing the Pope's feet, which, in a grievously 

mutilated form, endures to this day. The stupe­

faction of the Cardinals on discovering that the 

Holy Father had lost his hoof surpasses all de­

scription, and they went to their graves without 

having obtained the least insight into the 

mystery. 
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T HE minister Photinius had fallen, to the 
joy of Constantinople. He had taken 

sanctuary in the immense monastery adjoining 
the Golden Gate in the twelfth region of the 
city, founded for a thousand monks by the 
patrician Studius, in the year 463. There he 
occupied himself with the concoction of poisons, 
the resource of fallen statesmen. vVhen a de­
feated minister of our own day is indisposed to 
accept his discomfiture, he applies himself to 
poison the public mind, inciting the lower orders 
against the higher, and blowing up every 
smouldering ember of sedition he can discover, 
trusting that the conflagration thus kindled, 
though it consume the edifice of the State, will 
not fail to roast his own egg. Photinius's con­
ceptions of mischief \Vere less refined; he per­
fected his toxicological knowledge in the medical 

II 
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laboratory of the monastery, and sought eagerly 

for an opportunity of employing it; whether in 

an experiment upon the Emperor, or on his own 

successor, or on some other personage, circum­

stances must determine. 

The sanctity of Studius's convent, and the 

strength of its monastic garrison, rendered it a 

safe refuge for disgraced courtiers, and in this 

thirtieth year of the Emperor Basil the Second 

(reckoning from his nominal accession) it har­

boured a legion of ex-prime ministers, patriarchs, 

archbishops, chief secretaries, hypati, anthypati, 

silentiarii, protospatharii, and even spatharo­

candidati. And this small army was nothing 

to the host that, maimed or blinded or tonsured 

or all three, dragged out their lives in monasteries 

or in dungeons or on rocky islets; and these 

again were few in comparison with the spirits of 

the traitors or the betrayed who wailed nightly 

amid the planes and cypresses of the Aretae, or 

stalked through the palatial apartments of verd­

antique and porphyry. But of those compara­

tively at liberty, but whose liberty was circum­

scribed by the hallowed precincts of Studius, every 

soul was plotting. And never, perhaps, in the 
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corrupt Byzantine Court, where true friendship 

had been unknown since Theodora quarrelled with 

Antonina, had so near an approach to it existed 
as in this asyl~m of villains. A sort of free­
masonry came to prevail in the sanctuary : every 

one longed to know how his neighbour's plot 
throve, and grudged not to buy the knowledge 

by disclosing a little corner of his own. Thus 
rendered communicative, their colloquies would 
travel back into the past, and as the veterans of 
intrigue fought their battles over again, the most 
experienced would learn things that made them 
open their eyes with amazement. " Ah ! " they 
would hear, " that is just where you were 
mistaken. You had bought Eromenus, but so 

had I, and old Nicephorus had outhid us both." 

" You deemed the dancer Anthusa a sure card, 
and knew not of her secret infirmity, of which I 

had been apprised by her waiting woman." " Did 
you really know nothing of that sliding panel ? 
And were you ignorant that whatever one says in 
the blue chamber is heard in the green?" "Yes, 
I thought so too, and I spent a mint of money 
before finding out that the dog whose slaver that 

brazen impostor Panurgiades pretended to sell me 
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was no more mad than he was." After such 

rehearsals of future dialogues by the banks of 

Styx, the fallen statesmen were observed to 

appear exceedingly dejected, but the stimulus 

had become necessary to their existence. None 

gossipped so freely or disclosed so much as 

Photinius and his predecessor Eustathius, whom 

he had himself displaced-probably because 

Eµstathius, believing in nothing in heaven or 

earth but gold, and labouring und er an absolute 

privation of that metal, was regarded even by 

himself as an extinct volcano. 

"Well," observed he one day, when discoursing 

with P.hotinius in an unusually confidential mood, 

" I am free to say that for my own part I don't 

think over much of poison. It has its advan­

tages, to be sure, but to my mind the disadvan­

tages are even more conspicuous." 

" For example ? " inquired Photinius, who had 

the best reason for confiding in the efficacy of a 

jrug administered with dexterity and discretion. 

"Two people must be in the secret at least, if 

not three," replied Eustathius, "and cooks, as a 

rule, are a class of persons enti rely unfit to be 

P-mployecl in -affairs of State." 



THE CUP BEARER. 

"The Court physician," suggested Photinius. 
"Is only available," answered Eustathius, "in 

case his Majesty should send for him, which is 
most improbable. If he ever did, poison, praised 
be the Lord! would be totally unnecessary and 
entirely superfluous." 

"My dear friend," said Photinius, venturing 
at this favoura_ble moment on a question he had 
been dying to ask ever since he had been an 
inmate of the convent, "would you mind telling 
me m confidence, did yoit ever administer any 
potion of a deleterious nature to his Sacred 
Majesty?" 

"Never! " protested Eustathius, with fervour. 
" I tried once, to be sure, but it was no use." 

"What was the impediment ? " 

,: The perverse opposition of the cupbearer. It 
is idle attempting anything of the kind as long 
as she is about the Emperor." 

" She ! " exclaimed Photinius. 

" Don't ) ou know that?" responded Eustathius, 
with an air and manner that plainly said, "You 
don't know much." 

Humbled and ashamed, Photinius nevertheless 
wisely stooped to avow his nescience, and flatter-
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ing his rival on his superior penetration, led him 

to divulge the State secret that the handsome 

cupbearer Helladius was but the disguise of the 

lovely Helladia, the object of Basil's tenderest 

affection, and whose romantic attachment to his 

person had already frustrated more conspiracies 

than the aged plotter could. reckon up. 

This intelligence made Photinius for a season 

exceedingly thoughtful. He had not deemed 

Basil of an amorous complexion. At length he 

sent for his daughter, the beautiful and virtuous 

Euprepia, who from time to time visited him in 

the monastery. 

"Daughter," he said, "it appears to me that 

the time has now arrived when thou mayest with 

propriety present a petition to the Emperor on 

behalf of thy unfortunate father. Here is the 

document. It is, I flatter myself, composed with 

no ordinary address ; nevertheless I will not 

conceal from thee that I place my hopes rather 

on thy beauty of person than on my beauty of 
' 

style. Shake down thy hair and dishevel it, so! 

-that is excellent. Remember to tear thy robe 

some little in the poignancy of thy woe, and to 

Jose a sandal. Tears and sobs of course thou 
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hast always at command, but let not the frenzy 

of thy grief render thee wholly inarticulate. 

Here is a slight memorandum of what is most 

fitting for thee to say: thy old nurse's instructions 

will do the rest. Light a candle for St. Sergius, 

and watch for a favourable opportunity." 

Euprepia was upright, candid, and loyal; but 

the best of women has something of the actress 

in her nature; and her histrionic talent was 

stimulated by her filial affection. Basil was for 

a moment fairly carried away by the consummate 

tact of her performance and the genuine feeling 

of her appeal ; but he was himself again by the 

time he had finished perusing his late minister's 

long-winded and mendacious memorial. 

" vVhat manner of woman was thy mother? " 

he inquired, kindly. 

Euprepia was eloquent in praise of her deceased 

parent's perfections of mind and person. 

" 'Then I can believe thee Photinius's daughter, 

which I might otherwise have doubted," returned 

BasH. "As concerns him, I can only say, if he 

feels himself innocent, let him come out of 

sanctuary, and stand his trial. But I will give 

thee a place at court." 
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This was about all that Photinius hoped to 
obtain, and he joyfully consented to his daughter's 
entering the Imperial court, exulting at having 
got in the thin end of the wedge. She was 
attached to the person of the Emperor's sister­
in-law, the " Slayer of the Bulgarians " himself 
being a most determined bachelor. 

Time wore on. Euprepia's opportunities of 
visiting her father were less frequent than 
formerly. At last she came, looking thoroughly 
miserable, distracted, and forlorn. 

"What ails thee, child?" he inquired, anxiously. 
cc Oh, father, in what a frightful position do I 

find myself! " 

"Speak," he said, "and rely on my counsel." 
" When I entered the Court," she proceeded, 

" I found at first but one human creature I could 
love or trust, and he-let me so call him-seemed 
to make up for the deficiencies of all the rest. 
It was the cupbearer Helladius." 

"I hope he is still thy friend," interrupted 
Photinius. "The good graces of an Imperial 
cupbearer are always important, and I would 
have bought those of Helladius with a myriad of 
bezants." 
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" They were not to be thus obtained, father," 
said she. "The purest disinterestedness, the 
noblest integrity, the most un·selfish devotion, 
were the distinction of my friend. And such 
beauty! I cannot, I must not conceal that my 
heart was soon entirely his. But-most strange it 
seemed to me then-it was long impossible for me 
to tell whether Helladius loved me or loved me not. 
The most perfect sympathy existed between us: 
we seemed one heart and one soul: and yet, and 
yet, Hellaclius never gave the slightest indication 
of the sentiments which a young man might be 
supposed to entertain for a young girl. Vainly 
did I try every innocent wile that a modest 
maiden may permit herself: he was ever the 
friend, . never the lover. At length, after long 
pining between despairing fondness and wounded 
pride, I myself turned away, and listened to one 
who left me in no doubt of the sincerity of his 

passion." 

"Who?" 

"The Emperor ! And, to shorten the story of 
my shame, I became his mistress." 

"The saints be praised ! " shouted Photinius. 
"0 my incomparable daughter ! " 
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"Father! " cried Euprepia, blushing and m­

dignant. " But let me hurry on with my 

wretched tale. In proportion as the Emperor's 

affection became more marked, Helladius, hitherto 

so buoyant and serene, became a visible prey to 

despondency. Some scornful beauty, I deemed, 

was inflicting on him the tortures he had 

previously inflicted upon me, and, cured of my 

unhappy attachment, and entirely devoted to my 

Imperial lover, I did all in my power to encourage 

him. He received my comfort with gratitude, 

nor did it, as I had feared might happen, seem to 

excite the least lover-like feeling towards me on 

his own part." 

"Euprepia," he said only two days ago, 

"never in this Court have I met one like thee. 

Thou art the soul of honour and generosity. I 

can safely trust thee with a secret which my 

bursting heart can no longer retain, but which I 

dread to breathe even to myself. Know first I 

am not what I seem, I am a woman ! " And 

opening his vest---" 

"We know all about that already," interrupted 

Photinius. " Get on ! " 

" If thou knowest this already, father," said 
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the astonished Euprepia, "thou wilt spare me 

the pain of entering further into Helladia's 

affection for Basil. Suffice that it was im­

passioned beyond description, and vied with what­

ever history or romance records. In her male 

costume she had accompanied the conqueror of 

the Bulgarians in his campaigns, she had fought 

in his battles; a gigantic foe, in act to strike him 

from behind, had fallen by her arrow; she had 

warded the poison-cup from his lips, and the 

assassin's dagger from his heart; she had re­

jected enormous wealth offered as a bribe for 

treachery, and lived only for the Emperor. 'And 

now,' she cried, 'his love for me is cold, and 

he deserts me for another. Who she is I can­

not find, else on her it were, not on him, that 

my vengeance should alight. Oh, Euprepia, I 

would tear her eyes from her head, were they 

beautiful as thine! But vengeance I must have. 

Basil must die. On the third day he expires by 

my hand, poisoned by the cup which I alone am 

trusted to offer him at the Imperial banquet 

where thou wilt be present. Thou shalt see his 

agonies and my triumph, and rejoice that thy 

friend has known how to avenge herself.' 
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"Thou seest now, father, in how frightful a 
difficulty I am placed. All my entreaties and 
remonstrances have been in vain : at my threats 
Helladia merely laughs. I love Basil with my 
whole heart. Shall I look on and see him 
murdered ? Shall I, having first unwittingly 
done my friend the most grievous injury, proceed 
further to betray her, and doom her to a cruel 
death ? I might anticipate her fell purpose by 
slaying her, but for that I have neither strength 
nor courage. Many a time have I felt on the 
point of revealing everything to her, and offering 
myself as her victim, but for this also I lack 
fortitude. I might convey a warning to Basil, 
but .Helladia's vengeance 1s unsleeping, and 
nothing but her death or mine will screen him. 
Oh, father, father! what am I to do ? " 

"Nothing romantic or sentimental, I trust, 
dear child," replied Photinius. 

" Torture me not, father. I came to thee for 
counsel." 

"And counsel shalt thou have, but it must be 
the issue of mature deliberation. Thou mayest 
observe," continued he with the air of a good 
man contending with adversity, "how weak and 

J 
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miserable is man's estate even in the day of good 
fortune, how hard it is for purblind mortals to 
discern the right path, especially when two 
alluring routes are simultaneously presented. for 
their decision ! The most obvious and natural 
·course, ·the one I should have adopted without 
hesitation half an hour ago, would be simply to 
let Helladia alone. Should she succeed-and 
Heaven forbid else !-the knot is loosed in the 
simplest manner. Basil dies--" 

" Father! " 

" I am a favourite with his sister-in-law," con­
tinued Photinius, en tirely unconscious of his 
daughter's horror and agitation, " who will 
govern in the name of her weak husband, and is 
moreover thy mistress. She recalls me to Court, 
and all is peace and Joy. But then, Helladia 
may fail. In that case, when she has been 
executed--" 

" Father, father ! " 

" We are exactly where we were, save for the 
hold thou hast established over the Emper.or, 
which is of course invaluable. I cannot but feel 
that Heaven is good when I reflect how easily 
thou mightest have thrown thyself away upon a 
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courtier. Now there is a much bolder game to 

play, which, relying on the protection of Provi­

dence, I feel half disposed to attempt. Thou 

mightest betray Helladia." 

"Deliver my friend to the tormentors ! " 

"Then," pursued Photinius, without hearing 

her, "thy claim on the Emperor's gratitude is 

boundless, and if he has any sense of what is 

seemly-and he is what they call chivalrous-he 

will make thee his lawful consort. I father-in­

law of an Emperor ! My brain reels to think of 

it. I must be cool. I must not suffer myself 

to be dazzled or hurried away. Let me consider. 

Thus acting, thou puttest all to the hazard of the 

die. For if Helladia should deny everything, as 

of course she would, and the Emperor should 

foolishly scruple to put her to the rack, she 

might probably persuade him of her innocence, 

and where wouldst thou be then? It might 

almost be better to be beforehand, and poison 

Helladia herself, but I fear there is no time now. 

Thou hast no eYidence but her threats, I sup­

pose? Thou hast not caught her tampering with 

poisons ? There can of course be nothing m 

writing. I daresay I could find something, if 
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I had but time. Canst thou counterfeit her 

signature?" 

But long ere this Euprepia, dissolved in tears, 

her bosom torn by convulsive sobs, had become 

as inattentive to her parent's discourse as he had 

been to her interjections. Photinius at last re­

marked her distress : he was by no means a bad 

father. 

"Poor child," he said, "thy nerves are un· 

strung, and no wonder. It is a terrible risk to 

run. E\ en if thou saidest nothing, and Helladia 

under the torture accused thee of having been 

privy to her design, it might have a bad effect on 

the Emperor's mind. If he put thee to the 

torture too-but no! that's impossible. I feel 

faint and giddy, dear child, and unable to decide 

a point of such importance. Come to me at day­

break to-morrow." 

But Euprcpia did not reappear, and Photinius 

spent the day in an agony of expectation, fearing 

that she had compromised herself by some im­

prudence. He gazed on the setting sun with 

uncontrollable impatience, knowing that it would 

shine on the Imperial banquet, where so much 

was to happen. Basil was in fact at that very 
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moment seating himself among a brilliant as­

semblage, By his side stood a choir of musi­

cians, among them Euprepia. Soon the cup was 

called for, and Helladia, in her masculine dress, 

stepped forward, darting a glance of sinister 

triumph at her friend. Silently, almost imper­

ceptibly to the bulk of the company, Euprepia 

glided forward, and hissed rather than whispered 

in Helladia's ear, ere she could retire from the 

·Emperor's side. 

"Didst thou not say that if thou couldst dis­

cover her who had wronged _t hee, thou wouldst 

wreak thy vengeance on her, and molest Basil 

no further ? " 

"I did, and I meant it." 

" See that thou keepest thy word. I am 

she!" And snatching the cup from the table, 

she quaffed it to the last drop, and instantly 

expired in convulsions. 

We pass over the dismay of the banqueters, 

the arrest and confession of Helladia, the general 

amazement at the revelation of her sex, the 

frantic grief of the Emperor. 

Basil's sorrow was sincere and durable. On an 

early occasion he thus addressed his courtiers: 
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" I cannot determine which of these two 
women loved me best: she who gave her life for 
me, or she who would have taken mme. The 
first made the greater sacrifice ; the second 
did most violence to her feelings . What say 
ye?" 

The courtiers hesitated, feeling themselves 111-

competent judges in problems of this nature. At 
length the youngest exclaimed : 

" 0 Emperor, how can we tell thee, unless we 
know what thou thinkest thyself? " 

""'\Vhat ! " exclaimed Basil, "an honest man in 
the Court of B) zantium ! Let his mouth be 
filled with gold immediately ! " 

This operation having been performed, and the 
precious metal distributed in fees among the 
proper officers, Basil thus addressed the object of 
his favour: 

" Manuel, thy name shall henceforth be Chry­
sostomus, in memory of what has just taken 
place. In further token of my approbation of thy 
honesty, I will confer upon thee the hand of the 
only other respectable person about the Court, 
namely, of Helladia. Take her, my son, and 
nuse up a race of her0es ! She shall be amply 

12 



178 THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

dowered out of what remains of the property 

of Photinius. " 

" Gennadius," whispered a cynical courtier to 

his neighbour, " I hope thou admirest the 

magnanimity of our sovereign, who deems he 

is performing a most generous action in pre­

senting Manuel with his cast-off mistress, who 

has tried to poison him; and with whom he has 

been at his wits' end what to do, and m dowering 

her at the expense of another." 

The snarl was just; but it 1s just also to 

acknowledge that Basil, as a prince born in the 

purple, had not the least idea that he was 

laying himself open to any such criticism. He 

actually did feel the manly glow of self-appro­

bation which accompanies the performance of a 

good action : an emotion which no one else 

present, except Chrysostomus, was so much as 

able to conceive. It is further to be remarked 

that the old courtier who sneered at Chryso­

stomus was devoured by envy of his good fortune, 

and would have given his righ t eye to have been 

in his place. 

"Chrysostom us," pursued Basil, "we m 1.1St 

now think of the hapless Photinius. That un-
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' fortunate father is doubtless in an agony of grief 
which renders the forfeiture of the remains of 
his possessions indifferent to him . Thou, his 
successor therein, mayest be regarded as 111 

some sort his son-in-law. Go, therefore, and 
comfort him, and report to me upon his condi­
tion." 

Chrysostomus accordingly proceeded to the 
monastery, where he was informed that Photinius 
had retired with his spiritual adviser, and could 
on no account be disturbed. 

"It is on my head to see the Emperor's orders 
obeyed," returned Chrysostomus, and forced the 
door. The bereaved parent was busily engaged 
in sticking pins into a wax effigy of Basil, under 
the direction of Panurgiades, already honourably 
mentioned in this history. 

" Wretched old man ! " exclaimed Chryso­
stom us, "is this thy grief for thy daughter ? " 

" l\Iy grief is great," answered Photinius, " but 
my time is small. If I turn not every moment 
to account, I shall never be prime minister again. 
But all is o,·er now. Thou wilt denounce me, of 
cour e. I will give thee a counsel. Say that 
thou didst arrive just as we were about to place 
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the effigy of Basil before a slow fire, and melt it 

into a caldron of bubbling poison." 

'' I shall report what I have seen," replied 

Chrysostomus, "neither more nor less. But I 

think I can assure thee that none will suffer for 

this mummery except Panurgiades, and that he 

will at most be whipped." 

" Chrysostomus," said Basil, on rece1vmg the 

report, "lust of power, a fever in youth, is a 

leprosy in age. The hoary statesman out of 

place would sell his daughter, his country, his 

soul, to regain it : yea, he would part with his 

skin and his senses, were it possible to hold office 

without them. I commiserate Photinius, whose 

faculties are clearly on the decline; the day has 

been when he would not have wasted his time 

sticking pins into a waxen figure. I will give 

him some shadow of authority to amuse his old 

days and keep him out of mischief. The Abbot 

of Catangion is just dead. Photinius shall 

succeed him." 

So Photinius received the tonsure and the 

dignity, and made a very tolerable Abbot. It is 

even recorded to his honour that he bestowed a. 

handsome funeral on his old enemy Eustathius. 
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Helladia made Chrysostomus an excellent 
wife, a little over - prudish, some thought. 
When, nearly two centuries afterwards, the 
Courts of Love came to be established in Pro­
vence, the question at issue between her and 
Euprepia was referred to those tribunals, which, 
finding the decision difficult, adjourned it for 
seven hundred years. That period having now 
expired, it is submitted to the British public. 









~be l0u111b ©racle. 
Many the Bacchi that brandish the rod : 
Few that be filled with the fire of the God. 

I. 

IN the days of King Attal us, before oracles 
had lost their credit, one of peculiar reputa­

tion, inspired, as was believed, by Apollo, existed 
1n the city of Dorylreum, in Phrygia . Contrary 
to usage, its revelations were imparted through 
the medium of a male priest. It was rarely left 
unthronged by devout questioners, whose m ­
quiries were resolved 1n 

the method delivered by 

his work " Concerning 

writing, agreeably to 

the pious Lucian, in 

False Prophecy." 1 

Sometimes, on extraordinary occasions, a voice, 
evi<lently that of the deity, was heard declaring 
the response from the innermost recesses of the 
shrine. The treasure house of the sanctuary 

1 Ps.:udomantis, cap. I 9-2 I. 
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was stored with tripods and goblets, in general 

wrought from the precious metals; its coffers 

were loaded with coins and ingots; the sacrifices , . . 

of wealthy suppliants, and the copious offerings 

in kind of the country people, provided super­

abundantly for the daily maintenance of the 

temple servitors; while a rich endowment in 

land maintained the dignity of its guardians, 

and of the officiating priest. The latter reverend . 

personage was no less eminent for prudence than 

for piety; on which account the Gods had re­

warded him with extreme obesity. At length he 

died, whether of excess in meat or in drink is 

not agreed among historians. 

The guardians of the temple met to choose a 

successor, and, naturally desirous that the 

sanctity of the oracle should suffer no abate­

ment, elected a young priest of goodly presence 

and ascetic life; the humblest, purest, most 

fervent, and most ingenuous of the sons of men. 

So rare a choice might well be expected to be 

accompanied by some extraordinary manifesta­

tion, and, in fact, a prodigy took place which 

filled the sacred authorities with dismay. The 

responses of the oracle ceased suddenly and al-
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together. No revelation was vouchsafed to the 
pontiff in his slumbers; no access of prophetic 
fury constrained him to disclose the secrets of 
the future; no voice rang from the shrine; and 
the unanswered epistles of the suppliants lay 
a hopeless encumbrance on the great altar. As 
a natural consequence they speedily ceased to 
arrive; the influx of offerings into the treasury 
terminated along with them ; the temple-courts 
were bare of worshippers ; and the only victims 
whose blood smoked within them were those 
slain by the priest himself, in the hope of ap­
peasing the displeasure of Apollo. The modest 
hierophant took all the . blame upon his own 
shoulders; he did not doubt that he had excited 
the Deity's wrath by some mysterious but 
heinous pollution ; and was confirmed in this 
opinion by the unanimous verdict of all whom 
he approached. 

One day as he sat sadly in the temple, ab­
sorbed in painful meditation, and pondering how 
he might best relieve himself of his sacred 
functions, he was startled by the now unwonted 
sound of a footstep, and, looking up, espied an 
ancient woman. Her appearance was rather 



J 
188 THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

venerable than prepossessing. He recognized 

her as one of the inferior ministers of the temple. 

" Reverend mother," he addressed her, "doubt­

less thou comest to mingle with mine thy sup­

plications to the Deity, that it may please him 

to indicate the cause, and the remedy of his 

wrath." 

"No, son," returned the venerable personage, 

" I propose to occasion no such needless trouble 

to Apollo, or any other Divinity. I hold within 

mine own hand the power of reviving the splen­

dour of this forsaken sanctuary, and for such 

consideration as thou wilt thyself pronounce 

equitable, I am minded to impart the same unto 

thee." And as the astonished priest made no 

answer, she continued-

" My price is one hundred pieces of gold." 

"Wretch! " exclaimed the priest, indignantly, 

" thy mercenary demand alone proves the vanity 

of thy pretence of being initiated into the 

secrets of the . Gods. Depart my presence this 

moment!" 

The old woman retired without a syllable of 

remonstrance, and the incident soon passed from 

the mind of the afflicted priest. But on the 
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following day, at the same hour, the aged woman 
again stood before him, and said-

" My price is two hundred pieces of gold." 
Again she was commanded to depart, and 

again obeyed without a murmur. But the ad­
venture now occasioned the priest much serious 
reflection. To his excited fancy, the patient 
persistency of the crone began to assume some­
thing of a supernatural character. He considered 

that the ways of the Gods are not as our ways, 
and that it is rather the rule than the exception 
with them to accomplish their designs in the 
most circuitous manner, and by the most unlikely 
instruments. He also reflected upon the history 
of the Sibyl and her books, and shuddered to 
think that unseasonable obstinacy might in the 
end cost the temple the whole of its revenues . 
The result of his cogitations was a resolution, if 
the old woman should present herself on the 
following day, to receive her in a different 
manner. 

Punctual to the hour, she made her appear­
ance, and croaked out, "My price is three hundred 
pieces of gold." 

"Venerable ambassador of Heaven," said the 
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priest, "thy boon is granted thee. Relieve the 

anguish of my bosom as speedily as thou 

mayest." 

The old woman's reply was brief and expres­

sive. It consisted in extending her open and 

hollow palm, into which the priest counted the 

three hundred pieces of gold with as much ex­

pedition as was compatible with the frequent 

interruptions necessitated by the crone's deposi­

ting each successive handful in a leather pouch ; 

and the scrutiny, divided between jealousy and 

affection, which she bestowed on each individual 

com. 

"And now,". said the priest, when the opera­

tion ·was at length completed, " fulfil thy share of 

the compact." 

"The cause of the oracle's silence," returned 

the old woman " is the unworthiness of the 
' 

minister." 

"Alas! 'tis even as I feared," sighed the priest. 

" Declare now, wherein consists my sin?" 

"It consists in this," repl ied the old woman, 

"that the beard of thy understanding is not ye t 

grown; and that the egg-shell of thy inexpe ri­

ence is still sticking to the head of thy simplicity; 

l'. 

Si 
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and that thy brains bear no adequate proportion 
to the skull enveloping them; and in fine, lest 
I seem to speak overmuch in parables, or to 
em ploy a superfluity of epithets, that thou art an 
egregious nincompoop ." 

And as the amazed priest preserved silence, 
she pursued-

" Can aught be more shameful 111 a relig ious 
man than ignorance of the very nature of 
religion? Jo t to know that the term, being 
rendered in to the lang uage of truth, doth therein 
signify deception practised by the few wise upon 
the many foolish, for the benefit of both, but 
more particularly the former? 0 silly as the 
crowds who hitherto have brought their folly 
here, but now carry it elsewhere to the profit of 
wiser men than thou ! 0 fool ! to deem that 
oracles were rendered by Apollo! How should 
this be, seeing that there 1s no such person ? 
Needs there, peradventure, any greater miracle 
for the decipherment of these epistles than a hot 
needle? 1 \s for the supernatural voice, it doth 
in truth proceed from a respectable, and in 
some sense a sacred personage, being mine own 

1 Lucian. 
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v,rhen I am concealed within a certain recess 

prepared for me by thy lamented predecessor, 

whose mistress I was in youth, and whose coad­

jutor I have been in age. I am now ready to 

minister to thee in the latter capacity. Be ruled 

by me; exchange thy abject superstition for 

common sense; thy childish simplicity for dis­

creet policy; thy unbecoming spareness for a 

majestic portliness; thy present ridiculous and 

uncomfortable situation for the repute of sanctity, 

and the veneration of men. Thou wilt own that 

this is cheap at three hundred pieces." 

The young priest had hearkened to the crone's 

discourse with an expression of the most ex­

quisite distress. Vvhen she had finished, he 

arose, and disregarding his repulsive companion's 

efforts to detain him, departed hastily from the 

temple. 



II. 

I T was the young priest's purpose, as soon as 
he became capable of forming one, to place 

the greatest possible distance between himself 
and the city of Dorylceum. The love of roaming 
insensibly grew upon him, and ere long his 
active limbs had borne him over a considerable 
portion of Asia. His simple wants were easily 
supplied by the wild productions of the country, 
supplemented when needful by the proceeds of 
light manual labour. By degrees the self-con­
tempt which had originally stung him to despera­
tion took the form of an ironical compassion 
for the folly of mankind, and the restlessness 
which had at first impelled him to seek relief in 
a change of scene gave place to a spirit of 
curiosity and observation. He learned to mix 
freely with all orders of men, save one, and re­
joiced to find the narrow mysticism which he had 

13 
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imbibed from his previous education gradually 

yielding to contact with the great world. From 

one c.lass of men, indeed, he learned nothing­

the priests, whose society he eschewed with 

scrupulous vigilance, nor did he ever enter the 

temples of the Gods. Diviners, augurs, all 

that made any pretension whatever to a super­

natural character, he held in utter abhorrence, 

and his ultimate return in the direction of his 

native country is attributed to his inability to 

persevere further in the pa th he was following 

without dange r of encountering Chaldean sooth­

sayers, or Persian magi, or Indi an gymno­

sophists. 

He cherished, however, no intention of re­

turning to Phrygia, and was still at a consider­

able distance from that region, when one night, 

as he was sitting in the inn of a small country 

town, his ear caught a phrase which arrested his 

attention. 

"As true as the oracle of Dorylceum. " The 

speaker was a countryman) who appeared to 

have been asseverating something regarded by 

the rest of the company as great ly in need of 

confirmat ion . The sudden start and stifled cry 
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of the ex-priest drew all eyes to him, and he 
felt constrained to ask, with the most indifferent 
air he could assume-

" Is the oracle of Doryh-eum, then, so exceed­
ingly renowned for veracity? " 

"\Vhence comest thou to be ignorant of that?" 
demanded the countryman, with some disdain. 
" Hast thou never heard of the priest Eubu­
lides?" 

"Eubulides ! " exclaimed the young traveller, 
" that is my own name ! " 

" Thou rpayest well rejoice, then," observed 
another of the guests, "to bear the name of one 
so holy and pure, and so eminently favoured by 
the happy Gods. So handsome and dignified, 
moreover, as I may well assert who have often 
beheld him discharging his sacred functions. 
And truly, now that I scan thee more closely, 
the resemblance is marvellous. Only that thy 
namesake bears with him a certain air of divinity, 
not equally conspicuous in thee." 

"Divinity! " exclaimed another. "Aye, if 
Phcebus himself ministered at his own shrine, he 
could wear no more majestic semblance than 
Eubulides." 

,, 
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"Or predict the future more accurately," added 

a priest. 

" Or deliver his oracles in more exquisite verse," 

subjoined a poet. 

"Yet is it not marvellous," remarked another 

speaker, "that for some considerable time after 

his installation the good Eubulides was unable 

·to deliver a single oracle? " 

" Aye, and that the first he rendered should 

have foretold the death of an aged woman, one of 

the ministers of the temple." 

" Ha ! " exclaimed Eubulides, " how was 

that? " 

" He prognosticated her decease on the follow­

ing day, which accordingly came to pass, from her 

being choked with a piece of gold, not lawfully 

appe.rtaining to herself, which she was en­

deavouring to conceal under the root of her 

tongue." 

"The Gods be praised for that! " ejaculated 

Eu bulides, under his breath. " Pshaw ! as if 

there were Gods! If they existed, would they 

tolerate this vile mockery? To keep up the 

juggle-well, I know it must be so; but to pur­

loin my name ! to counterfeit my person ! By all 
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the Gods that are not, I will expose the cheat, or 
perish in the endeavour." 

He arose early on the following morning and 
took his way towards the city of Dorylreum. 
The further he progressed in this direction, the 
louder became the bruit of the oracle of Apollo, 
and the more emphatic the testimonies to the piety, 
prophetic endowments, and personal attractions 
of the priest Eubulides ; his own resemblance to 
whom was the theme of continual remark. On 
approaching the city, he found the roads swarm­
ing with throngs hastening to the temple, about 
to take part in a great religious ceremony to be 
held therein. The seriousness of worship blended 
delightfully with the glee of the festival, and 
Eubulides, who at first regarded the gathering 
with bitter scorn, found his moroseness insensibly 
yielding to the poetic charm of the scene. He 
could not but acknowledge that the imposture he 
panted to expose was at least the source of much 
innocent happiness, and almost wished that the 
importance of religion, considered as an engine 
of policy, had been offered to his contemplation 
from this point of view, instead of the sordid and 
revolting aspect in which it had been exhibited 
by the old woman. 
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In this ambiguous frame of mind he entered 

the temple. Before the high altar stood the 

officiating priest, a young man, the image, yet 

not the image, of himself. Lineament for linea­

ment, the resemblance was exact, but over the 

stranger's whole figure was diffused an air of 

majesty, of absolute serenity and infinite supe­

riority, which excluded every idea of deceit, and 

so awed the young priest that his purpose of 

rushing forward to denounce the impostor and 

drag him from the shrine was immediately and 

involuntarily relinquished. As he stood con­

founded and irresolute, the melodious voice of the 

hierophant rang through the temple : 

"Let the priest Eubulides stand forth." 

This summons naturally created the greatest 

astonishment in every one but Eubulides, who 

emerged as swiftly as he could from the swaying 

and murmuring crowd, and confronted his name­

sake at the altar. A cry of amazement broke 

from the multitude as they beheld the pair, whose 

mam distinction in the eyes of most was their 

garb. But, as th ey gazed, the form of the offi­

ciating priest assumed colossal proportions; 'a 

circle of beams, dimming sunlight, broke forth 
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around his head; hyacinthine locks clustered on 

his shoulders, his eyes sparkled with supernatural 

radiance; a quiver depended at his back; an 

unstrung bow occupied his hand; the majesty 

and benignity of his presence alike seemed aug­

mented tenfold. Eubulides and the crowd sank 

simultaneously on their knees, for all recognized 

Apollo. 

All was silence for a space. It was at length 

broken by Phrebus. 

""\i\Tell, Eubulides," inquired he, with the 

bland raillery of an Immortal, " has it at length 

occurred to thee that I may have been long 

eno ugh away from Parnassus, filling thy place 

here while thou hast been disporting thyself amid 

heretics and barbarians? " 

The abashed Eubulides made no response. 

The Deity continued : 

" Deem not that thou hast in aught excited the 

displeasure of the Gods. In deserting their 

altars for Truth's sake, thou didst render them 

the most acceptable of sacrifices, the only one, it 

may be, by which they set much store . But, 

Eubulides, t ake heed how thou again sufferest 

the unworthiness of men to overcome the instincts 
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of thine own nature. Thy holiest sentiments 

should not have been at the mercy of a knave. 

If the oracle of Dorylceum was an imposture, 

hadst thou no oracle in thine own bosom ? If 

the voice of Religion was no longer breathed 

from the tripod, ·were the winds and waters 

silent, or had aught quenched the everlasting 

stars? If there was no power to impose its 

mandates from without, couldst thou be uncon­

scious of a power within? If thou hadst nothing 

to reveal unto men, mightest thou not have found 

somewhat to propound unto them ? Know this, 

that thou hast never experienced a more truly 

religious emotion than that which led thee to 

form the design of overthrowing this my temple 

the abode, as thou didst deem it, of fraud and 

superstition." 

"But now, Phcebus," Eubulides ventured to 

reply, "shall I not return to the shrine purified 

by thy presence, and agam officiate as thy un­

worthy minister?" 

"No, Eubulides," returned Phcebus, with a 

smile; "silver is good, but not for ploughshares. 

Thy strange experience, thy long wanderings, thy 

lonely meditations, and varied intercourse with 
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men, have spoiled thee for a priest, while, as I 
would fain hope, qualifying thee for a sage. Some 
worthy person may easily be found to preside 
over this temple ; and by the aid of such in­
spira,tion as I may from time to time see meet to 
vouchsafe him, administer its · affairs indifferently 
well. Do thou, Eubulides, consecrate thy powers 
to a more august service than Apollo's, to one 
that shall endure when Delphi and Delos know his 
no more." 

"To whose service, Phcebus?" inquired Eubu­
lides. 

"To the service of Humanity, my son," re­
sponded Apollo. 
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lDnlte Wirgil. 

I. 

THE citizens of Mantua were weary of revo-
lutions. They had acknowledged the suze­

rainty of the Emperor Frederick and shaken it 
off. They had had a Podesta of their own and 
had shaken him off. They had expelled a Papal 
Legate, incurring excommunication thereby. 
They had tried dictators, consuls, prcetors, 
councils of ten, and other numbers odd and even, 
and ere the middle of the thirteenth century 
were luxuriating in the enjoyment of perfect 
anarchy. 

An assembly met daily in quest of a remedy, 
but its members were forbidden to propose any­
thing old, and were unable to invent anything 
new. 

"Why not consult Manto, the alchemists 
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daughter, our prophetess, our Sibyl? " the young 

Benedetto asked at last. 

"Why not?" repeated Eustachio, an elderly 

man. 

"vVhy net, indeed? " interrogated Leonardo, a 

man of mature years. 

All the speakers were noble. Benedetto was 

Manta's lover; Eustachio her father's friend; 

Leonardo his creditor. Their advice prevailed, 

and the three were chosen as a deputation to wait­

on the prophetess. Before proceeding formally 

on their embassy the three envoys managed to 

obtain private interviews, the two elder with 

Manta's father, the youth with Manto herself. 

The creditor promised that if he became Duke by 

the alchemist's influence with his daughter he 

would forgive the debt ; the friend went further, 

and vowed that he would pay it. The oid man 

promised his good word to both, but when he 

went to confer with his daughter he found her 

closeted with Benedetto, and returned without 

disburdening himself of his errand. The youth 

had just risen from his knees, pleading with her, 

and drawing glowing pictures of their felicity 

when he should be Duke and she Duchess. 
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She answered, "Benedetto, rn all Mantua 
there is not one man fit to rule another. To 
name any living person would be to set a tyrant 
over my native city. I will repair to the shades 
and seek a ruler among the dead." 

"And why should not Mantua have a tyrant?" 
demanded Benedetto. "The freedom of the 
mechanic is the bondage of the noble, who values 
no liberty save that of making the base-born do 
his bidding. 'Tis hell to a man of spirit to be 
contradicted by his tailor. If I could see my 
heart's desire on the knaves, little would I reek 
submitting to the sway of the Emperor.'' 

" I know that well, Benedetto,'' said Manto, 
"and hence will take good heed not to counsel 
Mantua to choose thee. No, the Duke I will 
give her shall be one without passions to gratify 
or injuries to avenge, and shall already be 
crowned with a crown to make the ducal cap as 
nothing in his eyes, if eyes he had." 

Benedetto departed in hot displeasure, and the 
alchemist came forward to announce that the 
commissioners waited. 

" l\Iy projeclion, ' he whispered, " only wan ts 
one more picc'"' of gold to insure success, and 
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Eustachio proffers thirty. Oh, give him Mantua 

in exchange for boundless riches ! " 

"And they call thee a philosopher and me a 

visionary ! " said Manto, patting his cheek. 

The envoys' commission having been unfolded, 

she took not a moment to reply, "Be your Duke 

Virgil." 

The deputation respectfully represented that 

although Virgil was no doubt Mantua's greatest 

citizen, he laboured under the disqualification of 

having been dead more than twelve hundred 

years. Nothing further, however, could be ex~ 

torted from the prophetess, and the ambassadors 

were obliged to withdraw. 

The interpretation of Manta's oracle naturally 

provoked much diversity of opinion in the 

council. 

" Obviously," said a poet, "the prophetess 

would have us confer the ducal dignity upon the 

contemporary bard who doth most nearly accede 

to the vestiges of the divine Maro; and he, as I 

judge, is even now in the midst of you." 

"Virgil the poet," said a priest, who had long 

laboured under the suspicion of occult practices, 

"was a fool to Virgil the enchanter. The wise 
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woman evidently demands one competent to put 
the devil into a hole-an operation which I have 
striven to perform all my life." 

"Canst thou balance our city upon an egg? " 
inquired Eustachio . 

"Better upon an egg than upon a quack ! " 
retorted the priest. 

But such was not the · opinion of Eustachio 
himself, who privately conferred with Leonardo. 
Eustachio had a character, but no parts; Leo­
nardo had parts, but no character. 

" I see not why these fools should deride the 
oracle of the prophetess," he said. "She would 
doubtless impress upon us that a dead master is · 
in divers respects preferable to a living one.''. 

"Surely," said Eustachio, "provided always 
that the servant is a man -of exemplary character, 
and that he presumes not upon his lord's with­
drawal to another sphere, trusting thereby to 
commit malpractices with impunity, but doth, on 
the contrary, deport himself as ever in his great 
taskmaster's eye." 

"Eustachio," said Leonardo, with admiration, 
" it is the misery of Mantua that she hath no 
citizen who can act half as well as thou canst 
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talk. I would fain have further discourse with 

thee." 

The two statesmen laid their heads together, 

and ere long the mob were crying, "A Virgil ! a 

Virgil L " 

The councillors reassembled and passed resolu• 

tions. 

'' But who shall be Regent? " inquired some 

one when Virgil had been elected unanimously. 

" Who but we? " asked Eustachio and Leo­

nardo. "Are we not the heads of the Virgilian 

party? " 

Thus had the enthusiastic Manto, purest of 

idealists, installed in authority the two most un• 

principled politicians in the republic; and she had 

fost her lover besides, for Benedetto fled the city, 

vowmg vengeance~ 

Anyhow, the dead poet was enthroned Duke of 

Mantua; Eustachio and Leonardo became Re­

gents, with the style of Consuls, and it was pro­

vided that in doubtful cases reference should be · 

made to the Sortes Virgiliance. And truly, if we 

may believe the chronicles, the arrangement 

worked for a time surprisingly well. The Man­

tuans, in an irrational way, had done what it 
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behoves all communities to do rationally if they 
can. They had sought for a good and worthy 
citizen to rule them ; it was their misfortune that 
such an one could only be found among the dead. 
They felt prouder of themselves for being governed 
by a great man-one in comparison with whom 
kings and pontiffs were the creatures of a day. 
They would not, if they could help it, disgrace 
themselves by disgracing their hero; they would 
not have it said that Mantua, which had not been· 
too weak to bear him, had been too weak to en­
dure his government. The very hucksters and 
usurers among them felt dimly that there was 
such a thing as an Ideal. A glimmering percep­
tion dawned upon mailed, steel-fisted barons that 
there was such a thing as an Idea, and they felt 
uneasily apprehensive, like beasts of prey who 
have for the first time sniffed gunpowder. The 
railleries and mockeries of Mantua's neighbours, 
moreover, stimulated Niantua's citizens to perse­
vere in their course, and deterred them from doing 
aught to approve themselves fools. Were not 
Verona, Cremona, Lodi, Pavia, Crem~, cities that 
could never enthrone the Virgil they had never 
produced, watching with undissembled expecta-
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tion to see them trip ? The hollow-hearted 

Eustachio and the rapacious Leonardo, their 

virtual rulers, might indeed be little sensible to 

this enthusiasm, but they could not disregard the 

general drift of public opinion, which said clearly: 

"Mantua is trying a great experiment. Woe to 

ye if ye bring it to nought by your selfish 

quarrels ! " 

The best proof that there was somethii1g in . 

Manto's idea was that after a while the Emperor 

Frederick took alarm, and signified to the Man­

tuans that they must cease their mumming and 

fooling and acknowledge him as their sovereign, 

failing which he would besiege their city. 



II. 

M ANTU A was girt by a zone of fire and 
steel. Her villas and homesteads flamed 

or smoked; her orchards flared heavenward in 
a torrent of sparks or stood black sapless trunks 
charred to their inmost pith; the promise of her 
harvests lay as grey ashes over the land. But her 
ramparts, though breached in places, were yet 
manned by her sons, and their assailants recoiled 
pierced by the shafts or stunned by the catapults 
of the defence. Kaiser Frederick sat in his tent, 
giving secret audience to one who had stolen in 
disguise over from the city in the grey of the 
mornmg. By the Emperor's side stood a tall 
martial figure, wearing a visor which he never 
removed. 

"Your Majesty," Leonardo was saying, for it 
was he, "this madness will soon pass away. The 
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people will weary of sacrificing themselves for a 

dead heathen." 

"And Liberty? " asked the Emperor, "is not 

that a name dear to those misguided creatures ? " 

" So dear, please your Majesty, that if they 

have but the name they will perfectly dispense 

with the thing. I do not advise that your im­

perial yoke should be too palpably adjusted to 

their stiff necks. Leave them in appearance the 

choice of their magistrate, but insure its falling 

upon one of · ap_proved fidelity, certain to obse­

quiously execute all your Majesty 's mandates ; 

such an one, in short, as your faithful vassal 

Leonardo. · It would only be necessary to decapi­

tate that dangerous revolutionist, Eustachio. " 

" And the citizens are really ready for 
this ? '' 

" All the respectable citizens. All of whom 

your :Majesty need take account. All men of 

standing and substance." 

" I rejoice to hear it," said the Emperor, '' and 

do the more readily credit thee inasmuch as a 

most virtuous and honourable citizen hath already 

been beforehand with thee, assuring me of the 

same thing, and affirming that but one traitor, 
n 
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whose name, methinks, sounded like thine, stands 

between me and the subjugation of Mantua." 

And, withdrawing a curtain, he disclosed the 

figure of Eustachio. 

"I thought he was asleep," muttered Eustachio. 

"That noodle to have been beforehand with 

me ! " murmured Leonardo. 

"What perplexes me," continued Frederick, 

after enjoying the confusion of the pair for a few 

moments, " is that our masked friend here will 

have it that he is the man for the Dukedom, and 

offers to open the gates to me by a method of his 

own." 

" By fair fighting, an' please my liege," observed 

the visored personage, "' not by the.se dastardly 

treacheries.'' 

" How inhuman ! " sighed Eustachio. 

" How old-fashioned ! " sneered Leonardo. 

" The truth is," continued Frederick, "he 

gravely doubts whether either -of you possess the 

influence which you allege, and has devised a 

method of putting this to the proof, which I trust 

will commend itself to you." 

Leonardo and Eustachio expressed their readi­

ness to submit their credit with their fellow­

citizens to any reasonable trial. 
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"He proposes, then," pursued t.he Emperor, 
"that ye, disarmed and bound, should be placed 
at the head of the storming column, and in that 
situation should, as questionless ye would, exert 
your entire moral influence with your fellow­
citizens to dissuade them from shooting you. If 
the column, thus shielded, enters the city without 
resistance, ye will both have earned the Dukedom, 
and the question who shall have it may be decided 
by single combat between yourselves. But should 
the people, rather than submit to our clemency, 
impiously slay their elected magistrates, it will be 
apparent that the methods of our martial friend 
are the only ones corresponding to the exigency of 
the case. Is the storming column ready?" 

"All but the first file, please your Majesty," 
responded the man in the visor. 

"Let it be equipped," returned Frederick, and 
in half an hour Enstachio and Leonardo, their 
hands tied behind them, were stumbling up the 
breach, impelled by pikes in the rear, and con­
fronting the catapults, chevaux de / rise, hidden 
pitfalls, Greek fire, and boiling water provided by _ 
their own direction, and certified to them the pre­
ceding evening as all that could be desired. They 
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had, however, the full use of their v01ces, and 

this they turned to the best account. Never had 
Leonardo been so cogent, or Eustachio so pathetic. 

The · Mantuans, already disorganized by the unac­

countable disappearance of the Executive, were 

entirely irresolute what to do. As they hesitated 
the visored chief incited his followers. All seemed 

lost, when a tall female figure appeared among the 

defenders. It was Manto. 

" Fools and cowards ! " she exclaimed, " must 
ye learn your duty from a woman ? " 

And, seizing a catapult, she discharged a stone 
which laid the masked warrior stunned and sense­
less on the ground. The next instant Eustachio 

and Leonardo fell dead, pierced by showers of 

arrows. The Mantuans sallied forth. The dis­
mayed Imperialists fled to their camp. The 

bodies of the fallen magistrates and of the uncon­

scious chieftain in the mask were brought into the 
city. Manto herself undid the fallen man's visor, 
and uttered a fearful shriek as she recognized 
Benedetto. 

" What shall be done with him, mistress? " 
they asked. 

Manto long stood silent, torn by conflicting 
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emotions. At length she said, in a strange, un­

natural voice : 

"Put him into the Square Tower." 

"And now, mistress, what further ? How to 

choose the new consuls ? " 

"Ask me no more," she said. " I shall never 

prophesy again. Virtue has gone away from 

me." 

The leaders departed, to intrigue for the vacant 

posts, and devise tortures for Benedetto. Manto 

sat on the rampart, still and silent as its stones. 

Anon she rose, and roved about as if distraught, 

reciting verses from Virgil. 

Night had fallen. Benedetto lay wakeful in his 

cell. A female figure stood before him bearing a 

lamp. It was Manto. 

"Benedetto," she said, " I am a wretch, faith­
less to my country and to my master. I did but 

even now open his sacred volume at hazard, and 

on what did my eye first fall ? 

"Trojaque nunc stares, Priamique arx alta maneres. 

But I can no other. I am · a woman. May 

Mantua never entrust her fortunes to the like of 

me again ! Come with me, I will release thee." 
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She unlocked his chains ; she guided him 

through the secret passage under the moat; they 

stood at the exit, in the open air. 

"Fly," she said, "and never again draw sword 

against thy mother. I will return to my house, 

and do that to myself which it behoved me to have 

done ere I released thee." 

" 1\,fanto," exclaimed Benedetto, " a truce to 

this folly. Forsake thy dead Duke, and that 

cheat of Liberty more crazy and fantastic still. 

"\i'/ed a living Duke in me!" 

"Never ! " exclaimed Manto. " I love thee 

more than any man living on earth, and I would 

not espouse thee if the eart.h held no other." 

"Thou canst not help thyself," he rejoined; 

" thou hast revealed to me the secret of this 

passage. I hasten to the camp. I return in an 

hour with an army, and wilt thou, wilt thou not, 

to-morrow's sun shall behold thee the partner of 

my throne! " 

Manto wore a poniard. She struck Benedetto 

to the heart, and he fell dead. She drew the 

corpse back into the passage, and hurried to her 

home. Opening her master's volume agam, she 

read: 
T zedet coeli convexa tueri. 
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A few minutes afterwards her father entered the 
chamber to tell her he had at last found the 
philosopher's stone, but, perceiving his daughter 
hanging by her girdle, he forbore to intrude upon 
her, and returned to his laboratory. 

It was time. A sentinel of the besiegers had 
marked Benedetto's fall, and the disappearance 
of the body into the earth. A pool of blood re­
vealed the . entrance to the passage. Ere sunrise 
Mantua was full of Frederick's soldiers, full also 
of burning houses, rifled sanctuaries, violated 
damsels, children playing with their dead mothers' 
breasts, especially full of citizens protesting that 
they had ever longed for the restoration of the 
Emperor, and that. this was the happiest day of 
their lives. Frederick waited till everybody was 
killed, then entered the city and proclaimed an 
amnesty. Virgil's bust was broken, and his 
writings burned with Manto'3 body. The flames 
glowed on the dead face, which gleamed as it were 
with pleasure. The old alchemist had been slain 
among his crucibles; his scrolls were preserved 
with jealous care. 

But Manto found another father. She sat at 
Virgil's feet in Elysium ; and as he stroked the 
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fair head, now golden with perpetual youth, 

listened to his mild reproofs and his cheerful 

oracles. By her side stood a bowl filled with the 

untasted waters of Lethe. 

"Woe," said Virgil-but his manner contra­

dicted his speech-'' wo~ to the idealist and enthu­

siast ! Woe to them who Ii ve in the world to 

come ! Woe to them who live only for a hope 

whose fulfilment they will not behold on earth ! 

Drink not, therefore, of that cup, dear child, lest 

Duke Virgil's day should come, and thou shouldst 

not know it. For come it will, and all the sooner 

for thy tragedy and thy comedy." 

• 
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ma~am 1ucifer. 

LUCIFER sat playing chess with Man for his 
soul. 

The game was evidently going ill for Man. He 
had but pawns left, few and straggling. Lucifer 
had rooks, knights, and, of course, bishops. 

It was but natural under such circumstances 
that Man should be in no great hurry to move. 
Lucifer grew impatient. 

"It is a pity," said he at last, "that we did not 
fix some period within which the player must 
move, or resign." 

"Oh, Lucifer," returned the young man, in 
heart-rending accents, "it is not the impending 
loss of my soul that thus unmans me, but the loss . 
of my betrothed. When I think of the grief of the 
Lady Adeliza, that paragon of terrestrial loveli­
ness! " Tears choked his utterance; Lucifer was 
touched. 

15 
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"Is the Lady Adeliza's loveliness in sooth so 
transcendent? " he inquired. 

" She 1s a rose, a lily, a diamond, a morning 
star!" 

" If that is the case," rejoined Lucifer, "thou 
mayest reassure thyself. The Lady Adeliza shall 
not want for consolation. I will assume thy 
shape and woo her in thy stead." 

The young man hardly seemed to receive all the 
comfort from this promise which Lucifer no doubt 
designed. He made a desperate move. In an 
instant the Devil checkmated him, and he dis­
appeared. 

" Upon my word, if I had known what a busi­
ness this was going to be, I don't think I should 
have gone in for it," soliloquized the Devil, as, 
wearing his captive's semblance and installed in 
his apartments, he surveyed the effects to which 
he now had to administer. They included coats, 
shirts, collars, neckties, foils, cigars, and the like 
ad libitum ; and very little else except three 
challenges, ten writs, and seventy-four unpaid 
bills, elegantly disposed around the looking-glass. 
To tht poor youth's praise be it said, there were 
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no billets-doux, except from the Lady Adeliza 
herself. 

Noting the address of these carefully, the Devil 
sallied forth, and nothing but his ignorance of the 
topography of the hotel, which made him take the 
back stairs, saved him from the clutches of two 
bailjffs lurking on the principal staircase. Leaping 
into a cab, he thus escaped a perfumer and a 
bootmaker, and shortly found himself at the Lady 
Adeliza's feet. 

The truth had not been half told him. Such 
beauty, such wit, such correctness of principle ! 
Lucifer went forth from her presence a love-sick 
fiend. Not Merlin's mother had produced half 
the impression upon him; and Adeliza on her part 
had never found her lover one-hundredth part so 
interesting as he seemed that morning. 

Lucifer proceeded at once to the City, where, 
assuming his proper shape for the occasion, he 
negotiated a loan without the smallest difficulty. 
All debts were promptly discharged, and Adeliza 
was astonished at the splendour and variety of the 
presents she was constantly receiving. 

Lucifer had all but brought her to name the 
day, when he was informed that a gentleman of 
clerical appearance desired to wait upon him. 
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"Wants money for a new church or mission, I 
suppose," said he. " Show him up." 

But when the visitor was ushered in, Lucifer 
found with discomposure that he was no earthly 
clergyman, but a celestial saint ; a saint, too, 
with whom Lucifer had never been able to get on. 
He had served in the army while on earth, and 
his address was curt, precise, and peremptory. 

" I have called," he said, "to notify to you my 
appointment as Inspector of Devils." 

" What ! " exclaimed Lucifer, in consternation. 
" To the post of my old friend Michael!" 

"Too old," said the Saint, laconically. "Millions 
of years older than the world. About your age, I 

think? " 

Lucifer winced, remembering the particular 
business he was then about. The Saint con­
tinued : 

"I am a new broom, and am expected to sweep 
clean. I warn you that I mean to be strict, and 
there is one little matter which I must set right 
immediately. You are going to marry that poor 
young fellow's betrothed, are you ? Now you 
know you cannot take his wife, unless you give 
him yours." 
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" Oh, my dear friend," exclaimed Lucifer, "what 
an inexpressibly blissful prospect you do open 
unto me!" 

" I don't know that," said the Saint. "I must 
remind you that the dominion of the infernal 
regions is unalterably attached to the person of 
the present Queen thereof. If you part with her 
you immediately lose all your authority and 
possess10ns. I don't care a brass button which 
you do, but you must understand that you cannot 
eat your cake and have it too. Good morning! " 

Who shall describe the conflict in Lucifer's 
bosom? If any stronger passion existed therein 
at that moment than attachment to Adeliza, it was 
aversion to his consort, and the two combined 
were well-nigh irresistible. But to disenthrone 
himself, to descend to the condition of a poor 
devil ! 

Feeling himself incapable of coming to a de­
cision, he sent for Belial, unfolded the matter, 
and requested his advice. 

" What a shame that our new inspector will not 
let you marry Adeliza ! " lamented his counsellor. 
" If you did, my private opinion is that forty­

eight hours afterwards you would care just as 
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much for her as you do now for Madam Lucifer, 

neither more nor less. Are your intentions really 

honourable ? " 

"Yes," replied Lucifer," it is to be a Lucifer 
match." 

" The more fool you," rejoined Belia!. "If you 

tempted her to commit a sin, she would be yours 

without any conditions at all." 

" Oh, Belial," said Lucifer, " I cannot bring 

myself to be a tempter of so much innocence and 

loveliness." 

And he meant what he said. 

" Well, then, let me try," proposed Belial. 

"You?" replied Lucifer; contemptuously, "do 

you imagine that Adeliza would look at yoit ? " 

"Why not? " asked Belia!, surveying himself 

complacently in the glass. 

He was hump-backed, squinting, and lame, and 

his horns stood up under his wig. 

The discussion ended in a wager: after which 

there was no retreat for Lucifer. 

The infernal Iachimo was introduced to Adeliza 

as a distinguished foreigner, and was soon prose­

cuting his suit with all the success which Lucifer 

had predicted. One thing protected while it • 
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baffled him-the entire inability of Adeliza to 

understand what he meant. At length he was 

constrained to make the matter clear by producing 

an enormous treasure, which he offered Adeliza 

in exchange for the abandonment of her lover. 

The tempest of indignation which ensued 

would have swept away any ordinary demon, but 

Belial listened unmoved. When Adeliza had 

exhausted herself he smilingly rallied her upon 

her affection for an unworthy lover, of whose 

infidelity he undertook to give her proof. Frantic 

with jealousy, Adeliza consented, and in a trice 

found herself in the infernal regions. 

Adeliza's arrival in Pandemonium, as Belial 

had planned, occurred immediately after the 

receipt of a message from Lucifer, in whose bosom 

love had finally gained the victory, and who had 

-telegraphed his abdication and resignation of 

Madam Lucifer to Adeliza's betrothed. The poor 

young man had just been hauled up from the 

lower depths, and was beset by legions of demons 

obsequiously pressing all manner of treasures 

upon his acceptance. He stared, helpless and 

bewildered, unable to realize his position in the 
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smallest degree. In the background grave and 
serious demons, the princes of the infernal realm, 
discussed the new departure, and consulted es­
pecially how to break it to Madam Lucifer-a 
commission of which no one seemed ambitious. 

"Stay where you are," whispered Belia! to 
Adeliza; "stir not : you shall put his constancy to 
the proof within five minutes." 

Not all the hustling, mowing, and gibbering of 
the fiends would_ under ordinary circumstances 
have kept Adeliza from her lover's side : but what 
js all hell to jealousy? 

In even less time than he had promised Belia! 
returned, accompanied by Madam Lucifer. This 
lady's black robe, dripping with blood, con!rasted 
agreeably with her complexion of sulphurous 
yellow; the absence of hair was compensated by 
the exceptional length of her nails; she was a 
thousand million years old, and, but for her re­
markable muscular vigour, looked every one of 
them. The rage into which Belial's communica-

. tion had thrown her was something indescribable; 

. but, as her eye fell on the handsome youth, a 
different order of thoughts seemed to take posses-

~sion of her mind. 
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"Let the monster go!" she exclaimed; "who 

cares? Come, my love, ascend the throne with 
me, and share the empire and the treasures of thy 

fond Luciferetta." 

"If you don't, back you go," interjected Belia!. 

What might have been the young man's decision 

if Madam Lucifer had borne more resemblance to 

Madam Vulcan, it would be wholly impertinent 

to inquire, for the question never arose. 

" Take me away ! " he screamed, "take me 

away, anywhere ! anywhere out of her reach ! 
0 h, Adeliza ! " 

With a bound Adeliza stood by his side. She 

was darting a triumphant glance at the discom­

fited Queen of Hell, when suddenly her expression 

changed, and she screamed loudly. Two adorers 

stood before her, alike in every lineament and 

every detail of costume, utterly indistinguishable, 

even by the eye of Love. 

Lucifer, in fact, hastening to throw himself at 

Adeliza's feet and pray her to no longer defer his 

bliss, had been thunderstruck by the tidings of her 

elopement with Belia]. Fearing to lose his wife 

and his dominions along with his sweetheart, he 

had sped to the nether regions with such expedition 
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that he had had no time to change his costume. 

Hence the equivocation which confounded Adeliza, 

but at the same time preserved her from being 

torn to pieces by the no less mystified Madam 
· Lucifer. 

Perceiving the state of the case, Lucifer with 

true gentlemanly feeling resumed his proper 

semblance, and Madam Lucifer's talons were 

immediately inserted into his whiskers. 

"My dear! my love! " he gasped, as audibly as 

she would let him, " is this the way it welcomes 
its own Lucy-pucy? " 

"v\Tho is that person ? " demanded Madam 

Lucifer. 

"I don't know her," screamed the wretched 

Lucifer. "I ;never saw her before. Take her 

away; shut her up in the deepest dungeon! " 

" Not if I know it," sharply replied Madam 

Lucifer. "You can't bear to part with her, can't 

you ? You would intrigue with her under my 

nose, would you? Take that ! and that ! Turn 

them both out, I say ! turn them both out ! " 

"Certainly, my dearest love, most certainly," 

responded Lucifer. 

"Oh, Sire," cried Moloch and Beelzebub to 
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gether, "for heaven's sake let your Majesty con­

sider what he is doing. The Inspector--" 

"Bother the Inspector! " screeched Lucifer. 

" D'ye think I'm not a thousand times more 

afraid of your mistress than of all the saints 

in the calendar ? There," addressing Adeliza 

and her betrothed, " be off ! 'You'll find all 

debts paid, and a nice balance at the bank. 

Cut! Run!" 

They did not wait to be told twice. Earth 

yawned. The gates of Tartarus stood wide. 

They found themselves on the side of a steep 

mountain, down which they scoured madly, hand 

linked in hand. But fast as they ran, it was long 

ere they ceased to hear the tongue of Madam 

Lucifer. 
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T HE aged philosopher Aboniel inhabited a 
· lofty tower in the city of Balkh, where he 

devoted himself to the study of chemistry and 
the occult sciences. No one was ever admitted 
to his laboratory. Yet Aboniel did not wholly 
shun intercourse with mankind, but, on the con­
trary, had seven pupils, towardly youths belonging 
to the noblest families of the city, whom he in- ' 
structed at stated times in philosophy and all 
lawful knowledge, reserving the forbidden lore of 
magic and alchemy for himself. 

But on a certain day he summoned his seven 
scholars to the mysterious apartment. They 
entered with awe and curiosity, but perceived 
nothing save the sage standing behind a table, on 
which were placed seven crystal phials, filled with 
a clear liquid resembling water. 

"Ye know, my sons," he began, "with what 
ardour I am reputed to have striven to penetrate 
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the hidden secrets of Nature, and to solve the 

problems which have allured and baffled the sages 
of all time. In this rumour doth not err : such 

hath ever been my object; but, until yesterday, 

my fortune hath been like unto theirs who have 
preceded me. The little I could accomplish 
seemed as nothing in comparison with what I 
was compelled to leave unachieved. Even now 
my success is but partial. I have not learned 
to make gold; the talisman of Solomon is not 
mine; nor can I recall the principle of life to the 
dead, or infuse it into inanimate matter. But 
if I cannot create, I can preserve. I have found . 

the Elixir of Life." 

The sage paused to examme the countenances 
of his scholars. Upon them he read extreme 
surprise, undoubting belief in the veracity of their 
teacher, and the dawning gleam of a timid hope 
that they themselves might become participators 
in the transcendent discovery he proclaimed. Ad-

. dressing himself to the latter sentiment-" I am 
willing," he continued, "to communicate this 
secret to you, if such be your desire." 

An unanimous exclamation assured him that 

there need be no uncertainty on this point. 
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"But remember," he resumed, "that this know­
ledge, like all knowledge, has its disadvantages 
and its drawbacks. A price must be paid, and 
when ye come to learn it, it may well be that 
it will seem too heavy. Understand that the 
stipulations I am about to propound are not of 
my imposing ; the secret was imparted to me 
by spirits not of a benevolent order, and under 
conditions with which I am constrained strictly 
to comply. Understand also that I am not 
91inded to employ this knowledge on my own 
behalf. My fourscore years' acquaintance with 
life has rendered me more solicitous for methods 
of abbreviating existence, than of prolonging it. 
It may be well for ye if your twenty years' 
experience has led ye to the same conclusion." 

There was not one of the young men who 
would not readily have admitted, and indeed ener­
getically maintained, the emptiness, vanity, and 
general unsatisfactoriness of life ; for such had 
ever been the doctrine of their venerated pre­
ceptor. Their present behaviour, however, would 
have convinced him, had he needed conviction, of 
the magnitude of the gulf between theory and 
practice, and the feebleness of intellectual per-

16 
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suasion in presence of innate instinct. With one 

voice they protested their readiness to brave any 

conceivable peril, and undergo any test which 

might be imposed as a condition of participation 

in their master's marvellous secret. 

"So be it," returned the sage, "and now: 

hearken to the conditions. 

"Each of you must select at hazard, and im­

mediately quaff one of these seven phials, in one 

of which only is contained the Elixir of Life. 

Far different are the contents of the others; they 

are the six most deadly poisons which the utmost 

subtlety of my skill has enabled me to prepare, 

and ~cience knows no antidote to any of them. 

The first scorches up the entrails as with fire; 

the second slays by freezing every vein, and 

benumbing every nerve; the third by frantic con­

vulsions. Happy in comparison he who drains 

the fourth, for he sinks dead upon the ground 

immediately, smitten as it were with lightning. 

Nor do I overmuch commiserate him to whose lot 

the fifth may fall, for slumber descends upon him 

forthwith, and he passes away in painless oblivion. 

But wretched he who chooses the sixth, whose 

hair falls from his head, whose skin peels from 

a 

an 

an 

rea 



THE ELIXIR OF LIFE. 243 

his body, and who lingers long in excruciating 
agonies, a living death. The seventh phial con­
tains the object of your desire. Stretch forth 
your hands, therefore, simultaneously to this 
table; let each unhesitatingly grasp and intrepidly 
drain the potion which fate may allot him, and be 
the quality of his fortune attested by the re­
sult." 

The seven disciples contemplated each other 
with visages of sevenfold blankness. They next 
unanimously directed their gaze towards their 
preceptor, hoping to detect some symptom of 
jocularity upon his venerable features. Nothing 
could be descried thereon but the most imper­
turbable solemnity, or, if perchance anything like 
an expression of irony lurked beneath this, it was 
not such irony as they wished to see. Lastly, 
they scanned the phials, trusting that some in­
finitesimal distinction might serve to discriminate 
the elixir from the poisons. But no, the vessels 
were indistinguishable in external appearance, 
and the contents of each were equally colourless 
and transparent. 

" Well," demanded Aboniel at length, with 
real or assumed surprise, "wherefore tarry ye 
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th us? I deemed to have ere this beheld six of ye 

in the agonies of death!" 

This utterance did not tend to encourage the 

seven waverers. Two of the boldest, indeed, 

advanced their hands half-way to the table, but 

perceiving that their example was not followed, 

withdrew them in some confusion. 

"Think not, great teacher, that I personally 

set store by this worthless existence," said one of 

their number at last, breaking the embarrassing 

silence, "but I have an aged mother, whose life 

is bound up with mine." 

" I " said the second " have an unmarried 
' ' 

sister, for whom it is meet that I should provide." 

"I " said the third "have an intimate and 
' . ' 

much-injured friend, whose cause I may in no 

wise forsake." 

"And I an enemy upon whom I would fain be 

avenged," said the fourth. 

"My life," said the fifth, "is wholly devoted to 

science. Can I consent to lay it down ere I 

have sounded the seas of the seven climates?" 

"Or I, until I have had speech of the man m 

the moon ? " inquired the sixth. 

"I " said the seventh "have neither mother 
' ' 
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nor sister, friends nor enemies, neither doth my 
zeal for science equal that of my fellows. But I 
have all the greater respect for my own skin; yea, 
the same is exceedingly precious in my sight." 

"The conclusion of the whole matter, then," 
summed up the sage, "is that not one of ye will 
make a venture for the cup of immortality? " 

The young men remained silent and abashed, 
unwilling to acknowledge the justice of their 
master's taunt, and unable to deny it. They 
sought for some middle path, which did not 
readily present itself. 

" May we not," said one at last, "may we not 
cast lots, and each take a phial in succession, as 
destiny may appoint? " 

" I have nothing against this," replied Aboniel, 
" only remember that the least endeavour to con­
travene the conditions by amending the chance of 
any one of you, will ensure the discomfiture of 
all." 

The disciples speedily procured seven quills of 
unequal lengths, and proceeded to draw them 1n 

the usual manner. The shortest remained in the 
hand of the holder, he who had pleaded his filial 
duty to his mother. 
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He approached the table with much resolution, 

and his hand advanced half the distance without 

impediment. Then, turning to the holder of the 

second quill, the man with the sister, he said 

abruptly-

" The relation between mother and son is noto­

riously more sacred and intimate than that which 

obtains between brethren. Were it not therefore 

fitting that thou shouldst encounter the first risk 

in my _stead?" 

"The relationship between an aged mother and 

an adult son," responded the youth addressed, in 

a sententious tone, "albeit most holy, cannot in 

the nature of things be durable, seeing that it 

must shortly be dissolved by death. Whereas 

the relationship between brother and sister may 

endure for many years, if such be the will of Allah. 

It is therefore proper that thou shouldst first 

venture the experiment." 

"Have I lived to hear such sophistry from a 

pupil of the wise Aboniel ! " exclaimed the first 

speaker, in generous indignation. " The maternal 

relationship--" 

"A truce to this trifling," cried the other six; 

"fulfil the conditions, or abandon the task." 
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Thus urged, the scholar approached his hand to 

'the table, and seized one of the phials. Scarcely, 

however, had he done so, when he fancied that he 

detected something of a sinister colour in the 

liquid, which distinguished it, in his imagination, 

from the innocent transparency of the rest. He 

hastily replaced it, and laid hold of the next. At 

that moment a blaze of light burst forth upon 

them, and, thunderstruck, the seven scholars were 

stretched senseless on the ground. 

On regaining their faculties they found them­

selves at the outside of Aboniel's dwelling, 

stunned by the shock, and humiliated by the part 

they had played. They jointly pledged inviolable 

secrecy, and returned to their homes. 

The secret of the seven was kept as well as the 

secret of seven can be expected to be; that is to 

say, it was not, ere the expiration of seven days, 

known to more than six-sevenths of the inhabi­

tants of Balkh. The last of these to become 

acquainted with it was the Sultan, who imme­

diately despatched his guards to apprehend the 

sage, and confiscate the Elixir. Failing to obtain 

admission at Aboniel's portal, they broke it open, 

and, on entering his chamber, found him in a 
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condition which more eloquently than any pro­
fession bespoke his disdain for the life-bestowing 
draught. He was dead in his chair. Before him, 
on the table, stood the seven phials, six full as 
previously, the seventh empty. In his hand was 
a scroll inscribed as follows : 

"Six times twice six years have I striven after 
knowledge, and I now bequeath to the world the 
fruit of my toil, being six poisons. One more 
deadly I might have added, but I' have refrained. 

"Write upon my tomb, that here he lies who 
forbore to perpetuate human affliction, and be­
stowed a fatal boon where alone it could be 
innoxious." 

The intruders looked at each other, striving to 
penetrate the sense of Aboniel's last words. 

While yet they gazed, they were startled by a 
loud crash from an adjacent closet, and yvere even 
more discomposed as a large monkey bounded 
forth, whose sleek coat, exuberant playfulness, 
and preternatural agility convinced all that the 
deceased philosopher, under an inspiration of 
supreme irony, had administered to the creature 
every drop of the Elixir of Life. 
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~be ~oet of ~anopolia. 

I. 

A LTHOUGH in a manner retired from the 

world during the fifth and sixth Christian 

centuries, the banished Gods did not neglect 

to keep an eye on human affairs, interesting 

themselves in any movement which might seem 

to afford them a chance of regaining their lost 

supremacy, or in any person whose conduct 

evinced regret at their dethronement. They 

deeply sympathized with the efforts of their 

votary Pamprepius to turn the revolt of Illus to 

their advantage, and excused the low magical 

arts to which he stooped as a necessary con­

cession to the spirit of a barbarous age. They 

ministered invisibly to Damascius and his com­

panions on their flight into Persia, alleviating 

the hardships under which the frames of the 

veteran philosophers might otherwise have sunk. 
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It was not, indeed, until the burning of the 

· Alexandrian library that they lost all heart and 

lapsed into the chrysalis-like condition in which 

they remained until tempted forth by the young 

sunshine of the Renaissance. 

Such a phenomenon for the fifth century as the 

Dionysiaca of Nonnus of Panopolis could not fail 

to excite their most lively interest. Forty-eight 

books of verse on the exploits of Bacchus in the 

age of pugnacious prelates and filthy crenobites, 

of imbecile rulers and rampant robbers, of the 

threatened dissolution of every tie, legal, social, 

or political ; an age of earthquake, war, and 

famine ! Bacchus, who is known from Aristo­

phanes not to have excelled in criticism, protested 

that his laureate was greater than Homer; and, 

though Homer could not go quite so far as this, 

he graciously conceded that if he had himself been 

an Egyptian of the fifth century, with a faint 

glimmering of the poetical art, and encumbered 

with more learning than he knew how to use, he 

might have written almost as badly as his modern 

representative. More impartial critics judged 

N onnus's achievement more favourably, and all 

agreed that his steadfastness in the faith deserved -
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some special mark of distinction. The Muses 

under Pallas's direction (being themselves a little 

·awkward in female accomplishments) embroidered 

him a robe; Hermes made a lyre, and Hephaest­

us forged a plectrum. Apollo added a chaplet 

of laurel, and Bacchus one of ivy. Whether 

from distrust of Hermes' integrity, or wishing to 

make the personal acquaintance of his follower, 

Phmbus volunteered to convey the testimonial in 

person, and accordingly took his departure for 

the Egyptian Thebaid. 

As Apollo fared through the sandy and rugged 

wilderness under the blazing sun of an African 

summer afternoon, he observed with surprise a 

vast crowd of strange figures swarming about the 

mouth of a cavern like bees clustering at the 

entrance to a hive. On a nearer approach he 

identified them as a posse of demons besetting a 

hermit. Words cannot describe the ~normous 

variety of whatever the universe holds of most 

heterogeneous. Naked women of surpassing love­

liness displayed their charms to the anchorite's 

gaze, sturdy porters bent beneath loads of gold 

which they heaped at his feet, other shapes not 

alien from humanity allured his appetite with 
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costly dishes or cooling drinks, or smote at him 

with swords, or made feints at his eyes with 

spears, or burned sulphur under his nose, or 

displayed before him scrolls of poetry or learning, 

or shrieked blasphemies in his ears, or surveyed 

him from a little distance with glances of leering 

affection ; while a motley crowd of goblins, wear­

ing the heads of boars or lions, or whisking the 

tails of dragons, winged, or hoofed, or scaled, or 

feathered, or all at once, incessantly jostled and 

wrangled with each other and their betters, 

mopping and mowing, grunting and grinning, 

snapping, snarling, constantly running away and 

returning like gnats dancing over a marsh. The 

holy man sat doggedly at the entrance of his 

cavern, with an expression of fathomless stupidity, 

which seemed to defy all the fiends of the Thebaid 

to get an idea into his head, or make him vary his 

attitude by a single inch. 

"These people did not exist in our time," said 

Apollo aloud, "or at least they knew their place, 

and behaved themselves." 

"Sir," said a comparatively grave and respect­

able demon, addressing the stranger, "I should 

wish your peregrinity to understand that these 
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imps are mere schoolboys-my pupils, m fact. 

When their education has made further progress 

they will be more mannerly, and will comprehend 

the folly of pestering an unintellectual old gentle­

man like this worthy Pachymius with beauty for 

which he has no eyes, and gold for which he has 

no use, and dainties for which he has no palate, 

and learning for which he has no head. But I'll 

wake him up! " And waving his pupils away, the 

predagogic fiend placed himself at the anchorite's 

ear, and shouted into it-

" N onnus is to be Bishop of Panopolis ! " 

The hermit's features were instantly animated 

by an expression of envy and hatred. 

" Non nus! " he exclaimed, "the heathen poet, 

to have the see of Panopolis, of which I was pro­

mised the reversion ! " 

"My dear sir," suggested Apollo, " it is all very 

well to enliven the reverend eremite; but don't 

you think it is rather a liberty to make such jokes 

at the expense of my good friend N onnus? " 

"There is no liberty," said the demon, "for 

there is no joke. Recanted on Monday. Bap­

tized yesterday. Ordained to-day. To be con­

secrated to-morrow." 
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The anchorite poured forth a torrent of the 

choicest ecclesiastical curses, until he became 

speechless from exhaustion, and Apollo, profiting 

by the opportunity, addressed the demon: 

"Would it be an unpardonable breach of 

politeness, respected sir, if I ventured to hint that 

the illusions your pupils have been trying to 

impose upon this venerable man have in some 

small measure impaired the confidence with 

which I was originally inspired by your advan­

tageous personal appearance ? " 

" Not in the least," replied the demon, "es­

pecially as I can easily make my words good. If 

you and Pachymius will mount my back I will 

transport you to Panopolis, where you can verify 

my assertion for yourselves." 

The Deity and the anchorite promptly con­

sented, and seated themselves on the demon's 

shoulders. The ·shadow of the fiend's expanded 

wings fell black and vast on the fiery sand, 

but diminished and became invisible as he 

soared to a prodigious height, to escape ob­

servation from below. By and by the sun's 

glowing ball touched earth at the extremity of 

the horizon; it disappeared, the fires of sunset 
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burned low in the west, and the figures of the 
demon and his freight showed like a black dot 
against a lake of _green sky, growing larger as he 
cautiously stooped to earth. Grazing temples, 
skimming pyramids, the party came to ground 
in the precincts of Panopolis, just in time to 
avoid the rising moon that would have betrayed 
them. The demon immediately disappeared. 
Apollo hastened off to demand an explanation 
from N onnus, while Pachymius repaired to a 
neighbo.uring convent, peopled, as he knew, by a 
legion of sturdy monks, ever ready to smite and 
be smitten in the cause of orthodoxy. 

17 



I I. 

N' ONNUS sat in his study, wrinkling his brow 

as he polished his verses by the light of a 

small lamp. A large scroll lay open on his knees, 

the contents of which seemed to afford him litt le 

satisfaction. Forty-eight more scrolls, resplendent 

with silver knobs and coquettishly tied with 

purple cord, reposed in an adjoining book-case ; 

the forty-eight books, manifestly, of the Pano­

politan bard's Dionysiaca. Homer, Euripides, 

and other poets lay on the floor, having appar­

ently been hurriedly dislodged to make room for 

divers liturgies and lives of the saints. A set of 

episcopal robes depended from a hook, and on a 

side table stood half a dozen mitres, which, to all 

appearance, the designated prelate had been trying 

on. 
"N onnus," said Phcebus, passing noiselessly 

through the unresisting wall, " the tale of thy 

apostasy is then true ? " 
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It would be difficult to determine whether 
surprise, delight, or dismay preponderated in 
N onnus's expression as he lifted up his eyes and 
recognized the God of Poetry. He had just 
presence of mind to shuffle his scroll under an 
enormous dictionary ere he fell at Apollo's feet. 

" 0 Phcebus," he exclaimed, "hadst thou come 
a week ago!'' 

" It is true, then ? " said Apollo. "Thoa 
forsakest me and the Muses. Thou sidest with 
them who have broken our statues, unroofed our 
temples, desecrated our altars, and banished us 
from among mankind. Thou rejectest the glory 
of standing alone in a barbarous age as the last 
witness to culture and civilization. Thou de­
spisest the gifts of the Gods and the Muses, of 
which I am even now the bearer. Thou pre­
ferrest the mitre to the laurel chaplet, and the 
hymns of Gregory to the epics of Homer?" 

"0 Phoebus," replied Nonnus, "were it any 
God but thee, I should bend before him in 
silence, having nought to reply. But thou art a 
poet, and thou understandest the temper of a poet. 
Thou knowest how beyond other men he is de­
voured by the craving for sympathy. This and 
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not vulgar vanity is his motive of action; his shaft 

is launched in vain unless he can deem it em­

bedded in the heart of a friend. Thou mayest 

well judge what scoffings and revilings my 

Dionysiac epic has brought upon me in this 

evil age; yet, had this been all, peradventure I 

might have borne it. But it was not all. The 

gentle, the good, the affectionate, they who in 

happier times would have been my audience, 

came about me, saymg, Nonnus, why sing 

the strains against which we must shut our 

ears? Sing what we may · listen to, and we will 

love and honour thee. I could not bear the 

thought of going to my grave without having 

awakened an echo of sympathy, and weakly but 

not basely I have yielded, given them what they 

craved, and suffered them, since the Muses' gar­

land is not theirs to bestow, to reward me with a 

mitre." 
"And what demanded they? '' asked Apollo. 

" Oh, a mere romance! Something entirely 

fabulous." 
"I must see it," persisted Apollo; and Nonnus 

reluctantly disinterred his scroll from under the 

big dictionary, and handed it up, trembling like 
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a schoolboy who anticipates a castigation for a 
bad exercise. 

"What trash have we here?" cried Phrebus-

'Axpovor; fjv , {1,/ClXrJTOf:, EV app1'}r9_) Aoyor; apx11, 

1' UO</)VrJ(; I'W€TrJPOf: oµrJALICOf; Ylor; aµ11rwp, 

Kai Aoyor; llVTO</)VTOW 0wu, </)wf:, ' EK </)aEO(; </) wf:. 

" If it isn't the beginning of the Gospel of John! 
Thy impiety is worse than thy poetry ! " 

Apollo cast the scroll indignantly to the ground. 
His countenance wore an expression so similar to 
that with which he is represented in act to smite 
the Python, that Nonnus judged it prudent to 
catch up his manuscript and hold it shield-wise 
before his face. 

" Thou doest well," said Apollo, laughing 
bitterly; "that rampart is indeed impenetrable 
to my arrows." 

N onnus seemed about to fall prostrate, when a 
sharp rap came to the door. 

"That is the Governor's knock," he exclaimed. 
"Do not forsake me utterly, 0 Phrebus ! " But 
as he turned to open the door, Apollo vanished. 
The Governor entered,a sagacious, good-humoured­
looking man in middle life. 
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"Who was with thee just now? " he asked. 

'"'" Methought I heard voices." 

" Merely the Muse," explained N onnus, "with 

whom I am wont to hold nocturnal communings." 

'"' Indeed! n replied the Governor. "Then the 

Muse has done well to take herself off, and will 

do even better not to return. Bishops must have 

no flirtations with Muses, heavenly or earthly-not 

that I am now altogether certain that thou wilt 

be a bishop." 

"How so?" asked Nonnus, not without a feel­

ing of relief. 

"Imagine, my dear friend," returned the 

Governor, "who should turn up this evening but 

that sordid anchorite Pachymius, to whom the see 

was promised indeed, but who was reported to 

have been devoured by vermin in the desert. The 

rumour seemed so highly plausible that it must be 

feared that sufficient pains were not taken to 

verify it-cannot have been, in fact ; for, as I said, 

here he comes, having been brought, as he affirms, 

through the air by an angel. Little would it have 

s.ignified if he had come by himself, but he is 

accompanied by three hundred monks carrying 

cudgels, who threaten an insurrection if he is not 

R 
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consecrated on the spot. My friend the Arch­

bishop and I are at our wits' end : we have set 

our hearts on having a gentleman over the diocese, 

but we cannot afford to have tumults reported at 

Constantinople. At last, mainly through the 

mediation of a sable personage whom no one 

seems to know, but who approves himself most 

intelligent and obliging, the matter is put off till 

to-morrow, when thou and Pachymius are to com­

pete for the bishopric in public on conditions not 

yet settled, but which our swarthy friend under­

takes to arrange to every one's satisfaction. So 

keep up a good heart, and don't run away in any 

case. I know thou art timid, but remember that 

there is no safety for thee but in victory. If thou 

yieldest thou wilt be beheaded by me, and if thou 

art defeated thou wilt certainly be burned by 

Pachymius." 

\i\Tith this incentive to intrepidity the Governor 

withdrew, leaving the poor poet in a pitiable 

state between remorse and terror. One thing 

alone somewhat comforted him : the mitres had 

vanished, and the gifts of the Gods lay on the 

table in their place, whence he concluded that a 

friendly power might yet be watching over him. 



III. 

N EXT morning all Panopolis was in an 

uproar. It was generally . known that the 

pretensions of the candidates for the episcopate 

would be decided by public competition, and it was 

rumoured that this would partake of the nature of 

an ordeal by fire and water. Nothing further had 

transpired except that the arrangements had been 

settled by the Governor and Archbishop in concert 

with two strangers, a dingy Libyan and a hand­

some young Greek, neither of whom were known 

in the city, but in both of whom the authorities 

seemed to repose entire confidence. At the ap­

pointed time the people flocked into the theatre, 

and found the stage already occupied by the 

parties chiefly concerned. The Governor and the 
Archbishop sat in the centre on their tribunals : 

the competitors stood on each side, Pachymius 

backed by the demon, N onnus by Apollo ; both 
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these supporters, of course, appearing to the 

assembly in the light of ordinary mortals. 

N onnus recognized Apollo perfectly, but Pachy­

mius's limited powers of intelligence seemed 

entirely engrossed by the discomfort visibly occa­

sioned him by the proximity of an enormous 

brass vessel of water, close to which burned a 

bright fire. N onnus was also ill at ease, and 

continually dfrected his attention to a large pack­

age, of the contents of which he seemed instinct­

ively cognisant. 

All being ready, the Governor rose from his 

seat, and announced that, with the sanction of his 

Grace the Archbishop, the invidious task of 

determining between the claims of two such highly 

qualified competitors had been delegated to two 

gentlemen in the enjoyment of his full confidence, 

who would proceed to apply fitting tests to the 

respective candidates. Should one fail and the 

other succeed, the victor would of course be 

instituted; should both undergo the probation 

successfully, new criterions of merit would be 

devised; should both fall short, both would be set 

aside, and the disputed mitre would be conferred 

elsewhere. He would first summon N onnus, 
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long their fellow-citizen, and now their fellow­

Christian, to submit himself to the test pro­

posed. 

Apollo now rose, and proclaimed in an audible 

voice, "By virtue of the authority committed to 

me I call upon N onnus of Panopolis, candidate for 

the bishopric of his native city, to demonstrate 

his fitness for the same by consigning to the 

flames with his own hands the forty-eight execrable 

books of heathen poetry composed by him in 

the days of his darkness and blindness, but now 

without doubt as detestable to him as to the 

universal body of the faithful." So saying, he 

made a sign to an attendant, the wrapping of the 

package fell away, and the forty-eight scrolls of 

the Dionysiaca, silver knobs, purple cords, and 

all, came to view. 

" Burn my poem ! '' exclaimed N onnus. " De­

stroy the labours of twenty-four years! Bereave 

Egypt of its Homer! Erase the name of Nonnus 

from the tablet of Time! " 

"How so, while .thou hast the Paraphrase of 

St.John?" demanded Apollo maliciously. 

" Indeed, good youth," said the Governor, who 

wished to favour N onnus, "methinks the condition 
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1s somewhat exorbitant. A single book might 

suffice, surely ! " 

"I am quite content," replied Apollo. " If he 

consents to burn any of his books he is no poet, 

and I wash my hands of him." 

" Come, N onnus," cried the Governor, "make 

haste; one book will do as well as another. Hand 

them up here. " 

" It must be with his own hands, please your 

Excellency," said Apollo. 

" Then," cried the Governor, pitching to the 

poet the first scroll brought to him, " the thir­

teenth book. Who cares about the thirteenth book? 

Pop it in ! " 

"The thirteenth book! " exclaimed Nonnus, 

"containing the contest between wine and honey, 

without which my epic becomes totally and en­

tirely unintelligible ! " 

"This, then," said the Governor, picking out 

another, which chanced to be the seventeenth. 

" In my seventeenth book," objected N onnus, 

"Bacchus plants vines in India, and the supe­

riority of wine to milk is convincingly demon­

strated." 

"Well," rejoined the Governor, "what say you 

to the twenty-second ? " 
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"With my Hamadryad ! I can never give up 

my Hamadryad ! " 

"Then," said the Governor, contemptuously 

hurling the whole set in the direction of N onnus; 

" burn which you will, only burn ! " 

The wretched poet sat among his scrolls looking 

for a victim. All his forty-eight children were 

equally dear to his parental heart. The cries of 

applause and derision from the spectators, and 

the formidable bellowings of the exasperated 

monks who surrounded Pachymius, did not tend 

to steady his nerves, or render the task of critical 

discrimination the easier. 

"I won't ! I won't ! " he exclaimed at last, 

starting up defiantly. "Let the bishopric go to 

the devil ! Any one of my similes is worth all 

the bishoprics in Egypt ! " 

" Out on the vanity of these poets! " exclaimed 

the disappointed Governor. 

"It is not vanity," said Apollo, "it is paternal 

affection ; and being myself a sufferer from the 

same infirmity, I rejoice to find him my true son 

after all." 
" Well," said the Governor, turning to the 

demon: " it is thy man's turn now. Trot him out!" 
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"Brethren," said the demon to the assembly, 

"it is meet that he who aspires to the office of 

bishop should be prepared to give evidence of ex­

traordinary self-denial. Ye have seen even our 

weak brother N onnus adoring what he hath 

burned, albeit as yet unwilling to burn what he 

hath adored. How much more may be reasonably 

expected of our brother Pachymius, so eminent · 

for sanctity ! I therefore call upon him to demon­

strate his humility and self-renunciation, and 

effectually mortify the natural man, by washing 

himself in this ample vessel provided for the 

purpose." 

""\i'/ash myself!" exclaimed Pachymius, with 

a vivacity of which he had previously shown no 

token. " Destroy at one splash the sanctity of 

fifty-seven years ! Avaunt ! thou subtle enemy of 

my salvation ! I know thee who thou art, the 

demon who brought me hither on his back 

yesterday." 

" I thought it had been an angel," said the 

Governor. 

"A demon in the disguise of an angel of light," 

said Pachymius. 

A tumultuous discussion arose among Pachy-
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mius's supporters, some extolling his fortitude, 

others blaming his wrongheadedness. 

"What! " said he to the latter, " would ye rob 

me of my reputation? Shall it be written of me, 

The holy Pachymius abode in the precepts of the 

eremites so long as he dwelt in the desert where 

no water was, but as soon as he came within sight 

of a bath, he stumbled and fell ? " 

"Oh, father," urged they, "savoureth not this of 

vaingloriousness ? The demon in the guise of an 

angel of light, as thou so well saidest even now. 

Be strong. Quit thyself valiantly. Think of the 

sufferings of the primitive confessors." 

" St. John was cast into a caldron of boiling 

oil," said one. 

" St. Apocryphus was actually drowned," said 

another. 

" I have reason to believe," said a third, "that 

the loathsomeness of ablution hath been greatly 

exaggerated by the heretics." 

" I know it has," said another. " I have 

washed myself once, though ye might not think 

it, and can assert that it is by no means as dis­

agreeable as one supposes." 

"That is just what I dread," said Pachymius. 
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" Little by little, one might positively come to like 

it! We should resist the beginnings of evil." 

All this time the crowd of his sup_porters had 

been pressing upon the anchorite, and had imper­

ceptibly forced him nearer the edge of the vessel, 

purposing at a convenient season to throw him in. 

He was now near enough to catch a glimpse of 

the limpid element. Recoiling in horror, he 

collected all his energies, and with head depressed 

towards his chest, and hands thrust forth as if to 

ward off pollution-butting, kicking, biting the air 

-he rushed forwards, and with a preternatural 

force deserving to be enumerated among his 

miracles, fairly overthrew the enormous vase, the 

contents streaming on the crowd in front of the 

stage. 

"Take me to my hermitage ! " he screamed. 

" I renounce the bishopric. Take me to my her­

mitage! " 

" Amen," responded the demon, and, assuming 

his proper shape, he took Pachymius upon his 

back and flew away with him amid the cheers of 

the multitude. 

Pachymius was speedily deposited at the mouth 

of his cavern, where he received the visits of the 
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neighbouring anchorites, who came to congratu­

late him on the constancy with which he had 

maintaineq his fiery, or rather watery trial. He 

spent most of his remaining days in the society 

of the devil, on which account he was canonized 

at his death. 

" 0 Phcebus,'' said N onnus, when they were 

alone, "impose upon me any penance thou wilt, 

so I may but regain thy favour- and that of the 

Muses. But before all things let me destroy my 

paraphrase." 

"Thou shalt l}Qt destroy it," said Phcebus. 

"Thou shalt publish it. That shall be thy 

penance." 

And so it is that the epic on the exploits of 

Bacchus and the paraphrase of St. John's Gospel 

have alike come down to us as the work of Non­

nus, whose authorship of both learned men have 

never been able to deny, having regard to the . 

similarity of sty le, but never could explain until 

the facts above narrated came to light in one 

of the Fayoum papyri recently acquired by the 

Archduke Rainier. 
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~be }Purple 1bea~. 
Half ignorant, they turned an easy wheel 
That set sharp racks at work to pinch and peel 

I. 

I N the hey-day of the Emperor Aurelian's 
greatness, when his strong right arm propped 

Rome up, and hewed Palmyra down, when he 
surrounded his capital with walls fifty miles in 
circuit, and led Tetricus and Zenobia in triumph 
through its streets, and distributed elephants 
among the senators, and laid Etruria out in vine­
yards, and contemplated in leisure moments the 
suppression of Christianity as a subordinate 
detail of administration, a mere ripple on the 
broad ocean of his p::>licy-at this period Bahram 
th e First, Kin_; of Persia, naturally became dis­
quieted in his mind. 

"This upstart soldier of fortune," reflected he, 
" has an unseemly habit of overcoming and lead-
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ing captive legitimate princes; thus prejudicing 

Divine right in the eyes of the vulgar. The skin 

of his predecessor Valerian, curried and stuffed 

with straw, hangs to this hour in the temple at 

Ctesiphon, a pleasing spectacle to the immortal 

gods. How would my own skin appear in the 

temple of Jupiter Capitolinus? This must not 

be. I will ~end an embassy to him, and impress 

him with my greatness. But how? " 

He accordingly convoked his counsellors; the 

viziers, the warriors, the magi, the philosophers; 

and addressed them thus: 

"The king deigns to consult ye touching a diffi­

cult matter. I would flatter the pride of Rome, 

without lowering the pride of Persia. I would 

propitiate Aurelian, and at the same time humble 

him. How shall this be accomplished? " 

The viziers, the warriors, and the magi an­

swered not a word. Unbroken silence reigned in 

the assembly, until the turn came to the sage 

Marcobad, who, prostrating himself, said, " 0 

king, live for ever! In ancient times, as hath 

been delivered by our ancestors, Persians were 

instructed in three accomplishments-to ride, to 

draw the bow, and to speak the truth. Persia still 
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rides and shoots; truth-speaking (praised be 

Ormuzd !) she hath discontinued as unbefitting 

an enlightened nation. Thou needest not, 

therefore, scruple to circumvent Aurelian. Offer 

him that which thou knowest will not be found 

in his treasury, seeing that it is unique in thine 

own; giving him, at the same time, to understand, 

that it is the ordinary produce of thy dominions. 

So, while rejoicing at the gift, shall he be abashed 

at his inferiority. I refer to the purple robe of her 

majesty the queen, the like of which is not to be 

found in the whole earth, neither do any know 

where the dye · that tinges it is produced, save 

that it proceeds from the uttermost parts of 

India." 

" I approve thy advice," replied Bahram, " and 

in return will save thy life by banishing thee from 

my dominions. When my august consort shall 

learn that thou hast been the means of depriving 

her of her robe, she will undoubtedly request that 

thou mayest b~ flayed, and thou knowest that I 

can deny her nothing. I therefore counsel thee 

to depart with all possible swiftness. Repair to 

the regions where the purple is produced, and if 

thou returnest with an adequate supply, I under-
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take that my royal sceptre shall be graciously 

extended to thee." 

The philosopher forsook the royal presence with 

celerity, and his office of chief examiner of court 

spikenard was bestowed upon another; as also his 

house and his garden; his gold and his silver, his 

wives and his concubines, his camels and his 

asses, which were numerous. 

While the solitary adventurer wended his way 

eastward, a gorgeous embassy travelled westward 

in the direction of Rome. 

Arrived in the presence of Aurelian, and at the 

conclusion of his complimentary harangue, the chief 

envoy produced a cedar casket, from which he drew 

a purple robe of such surpassing refulgence, that, 

in the words of the historian who has recorded 

the transaction, the purple of the emperor and 

of the matrons appeared ashy grey in com­

parison. It was accompanied by a letter thus 

conceived: 

"Bahram to Aurelian: health! Receive such 

purple as we have in Persia." 

" Persia, forsooth ! " exclaimed Sorianus, a 

young philosopher versed in natural science, 

(' this purple never was m Persia, except as a 
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rarity. Oh, the mendacity and vanity of these 

Orientals ! " 

The ambassador was beginning an angry reply, 

when Aurelian quelled the dispute with a look, and 

with some awkwardness delivered himself of a 

brief oration in acknowledgment of the gift. He 

took no more notice of the matter until nightfall, 

when he sent for Sorianus, and inquired where 

the purple actually was produced. 

"In the uttermost parts of India," returned the 

philosopher. 

"Well," rejoined Aurelian, summing up the 

matter with his accustomed rapidity and clearness 

of head, "either thou or the Persian king has lied 

to me, it is plain, and, by the favour of the gods, 

it is immaterial which, seeing that my ground for 

going to war with him is equally good in either 

case. If he has sought to deceive me, I am right 

in punishing him; if he possesses what I lack, I 

am justified in taking it away. It would, however, 

be convenient to know which of these grounds to 

inscribe in my manifesto; moreover, I am not 

ready for hostilities at present ; having first to 

extirpate the Blemmyes, Carpi, and other bar­

barian vermin. I will therefore despatch thee to 
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India to ascertain by personal examination the 

truth about the purple. D.o not return without 

it, or I shall cut off thy head. My treasury will 

charge itself with the administration of thy pro­

perty during thy absence. The robe shall mean­

while be deposited in the temple of Jupiter 

Capitolinus. May he have it and thee in his holy 

keeping! " 

Thus, in that age of darkness, were two most 

eminent philosophers reduced to beggary, and 

constrained to wander in remote and insalubrious 

regions; the one for advising a king, the other for 

instructing an emperor. But the matter did not 

rest here. For Aurelian, having continued the 

visibie deity of half the world for one hundred and 

fifty days aner the departure of Sorianus, was 

slain by his own generals. To him succeeded 

Tacitus, who sank oppressed by the weight of 

rule ; to him Probus, who perished in a military 

tumult ; to him Carus, who was killed by light­

ning; to him Carinus, who was assassinated by 

one whom he had wronged; to him Diocletian, 

who, having maintained himself for twenty years, 

wisely forbore to tempt Nemesis further, and 

retired to plant cabbages at Salona. All these 



THE PURPLE HEAD. 281 

sovereigns, differing from each other m every 

other respect, agreed in a common desire to 

possess 'the purple dye, and when the philosopher 

returned not, successively despatched new emis­

saries in quest of it. · Strange was the diversity 

of fate which befell these envoys. Some fell into 

the jaws of lions, some were crushed hy monstrous 

serpents, some trampled by elephants at the com­

mand of native princes, some perished of hunger, 

and some of thirst; some, encountering smooth­

browed and dark-tressed girls wreathing their 

hair with the champak blossom or bathing by 

moonlight in lotus-mantled tanks, forsook their 

quest, and led thenceforth idyllic lives in groves of 

banian and of palm. Some became enamoured of 

the principles of the Gymnosophists, some couched 

themselves for uneasy slumber upon beds of spikes, 

weening to wake in the twenty-second heaven. All 

which romantic _variety of fortune was the work 

of a diminutive insect that crawled or clung 

heedless of the purple it was weaving into the 

many-coloured web of human life. 



II. 

s OME thirty years after the departure of the 

Persian embassy to Aurelian, two travellers 

met at the bottom of a dell in trans-Gangetic 

India, having descended the hill-brow by opposite 

paths. It was early morning; the sun had not 

yet surmounted the timbered and tangled sides of 

the little valley, so that the bottom still lay steeped 

in shadow, and glittering with large pearls of 

limpid dew, while the oval space of sky circum­

scribed by the summit glowed with the delicate 

splendour of the purest sapphire. Songs of birds 

resounded through the brake, and the water lilies 

which veiled the rivulet trickling through the 

depths of the retreat were unexpanded still. One 

of the wayfarers was aged, the other a man of the 

latest period of middle life. Their raiment was 

scanty and soiled; their frames and countenances 

alike bespoke fatigue and hardship ; but while the 

elder one moved with moderate alacrity, the other 
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shuffled painfully along by the help of a staff, 

shrinking every time that he placed either of his 

feet on the ground. 

They exchanged looks and greetings as they 

encountered, and the more active of the two, 

whose face was set m an easterly direction, 

ventured a compassionate allusion to the other's 

apparent distress. 

"I but suffer from the usual effects of cruci­

fixion," returned the other; and removing his 

sandals, displayed two wounds, completely pene­

trating each foot. 

The Cross had not yet announced victory to 

Constantine, and was as yet no passport to 

respectable society. The first traveller drew back 

hastily, and regarded his companion with surprise 

and suspicion. 

"I see what 1s passmg m thy mind," resumed 

the latter, with a smile; "but be under no appre­

hension. I have not undergone the censure of 

any judicial tribunal. Tviy crucifixion was merely 

a painful but necessary incident in my laudable 

enterprise of obtaining the marvellous purple 

dye, to which end I was despatched unto these 

regions by the Emperor Aurelian." 
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"The purple dye ! " exclaimed the Persian> for 

it was he. "Thou hast obtained it ? " 

" I have. It is the product of insects found 

only in a certain valley eastward from hence, to 

obtain access to which it is before all things need­

ful to elude the vigilance of seven dragons." 

"Thou didst elude them ? and afterwards ? " 

inquired Marcobad, wiHi eagerness. 

" Afterwards," repeated Sorianus, "I made my 

way into the valley, where I descried the remains 

of my immediate predecessor affixed to a cross." 

" Thy predecessor ? " 

" He who had last made the attempt before me. 

Upon any one's penetrating the Valley of Purple, 

as it is termed, with the design I have indicated, 

the inhabitants, observant of the precepts of their 

ancestors, append him to a cross by the feet only, 

confining his arms by ropes at the shoulders, and 

setting vessels of cooling drink within his grasp. 

If, overcome with thirst, he partakes of the bever­

age, they leave him to expire at leisure; if he 

endures for three days, he is permitted to depart 

with the object of his quest. My predecessor, 

belonging, as I conjecture, to the Epicurean per­

suasion, and consequently unable to resist the 
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allurements of sense, had perished in the manner_ 

aforesaid. I, a Stoic, refrained and attained." 

"Thou didst bear away the tincture ? thou 

hast it now ? " impetuously interrogated the 

Persian. 

"Behold it ! " replied the Greek, exhibiting a 

small flask filled with the most gorgeous purple 

liquid. " What seest thou here ? " demanded he, 

triumphantly, holding it up to the light. "To 

me this vial displays the University of Athens, 

and throngs of fair youths hearkening to the dis­

course of one who resembles myself.'' 

"To my vision," responded the Persian, peering 

at the vial, "it rather reveals a palace, and a dress 

of honour. But suffer me to contemplate it more 

closely, for my eyes have waxed dim by over 

application to study." 

So saying, he snatched the flask from Sorianus, 

and immediately turned to fly. The Greek sprang 

after his treasure, and failing to grasp Marcobad's 

wrist, seized his beard, plucking the hair out by 

handfuls. The infuriated Persian smote him on 

the head with the crystal flagon. It burst into 

shivers, and the priceless contents gushed forth in 

a torrent over the uncovered head and uplifted 
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visage of Sorianus, bathing every hair and feature 

with the most vivid purple. 

The aghast and thunderstricken philosophers 

remained gazing at each other for a moment. 

" It is indelible ! " cried Sorian us in distraction, 

rushing down, however, to the brink of the little 

stream, and plunging his head beneath the waters. 

They carried away a cloud of purple, but left the 

purple head stained as before. 

The philosopher, as he upraised his glowing and 

dripping countenance from the brook, resembled 

Silenus emerging from one of the rivers which 

Bacchus metamorphosed into wine during his 

campaign in India. He resorted to attrition and 

contrition, to maceration and laceration ; he tried 

friction with leaves, with grass, with sedge, with 

his garments; he regarded himself in one crystal 

pool after another, a grotesque anti-Narcissus. 

At last he flung himself on the earth, and gave 

free course to his anguish. 

The grace of repentance 1s rarely denied us 

when our misdeeds have proved unprofitable. 

Marcobad awkwardly approached. 

" Brother," he whispered, " I will restore the 

tincture of which I have deprived thee, and add 
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thereto an antidote, if such may be found. Await 

my return under this camphor tree." 

So saying, he hastened up the path by which 

Sorianus had descended, and w·as speedily out of 

sight. 



III. 

SORIANUS tarried long under the camphor 

tree, but at last, becoming weary, resumed 

his travels, until emerging from the wilderness he 

entered the dominions of the King of Ayodhya. 

His extraordinary appearance speedily attracted 

the attention of the royal officers, by whom he 

was apprehended and brought before his majesty. 

"It is evident," pronounced the monarch, after 

bestowing his attention on the case, "that thou 

art in possession of an object too rare and precious 

for a private individual, of which thou must 

accordingly be deprived. I lament the inconveni­

ence thou wilt sustain. I would it had been thy 

hand or thy foot." 

Sorianus acknowledged the royal considerate­

ness, but pleaded the indefeasible right of property 

which he conceived himself to have acquired in 

his own head. 

.• 
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"In respect," responded the royal logician, 

" that thy head is conjoined to thy shoulders, it is 

thine ; but in respect that it is purple, it is mine, 

purple being a royal monopoly. Thy claim is 

founded on anatomy, mine on jurisprudence. 

Shall matter prevail over mind.? Shall medicine, 

the most uncertain of sciences, override law, the 

perfection of human reason? It is but to the 

vulgar observation that thou appearest to have 

a head at all ; in the eye of the law thou art 

acephalous." 

"I would submit," urged the philosopher, 

" that the corporal connection of my head with 

my body is an essential property, the colour of it 

a fortuitous accident." 

"Thou mightest as well contend," returned the 

king, "that the law is bound to regard thee in thy 

abstract condition as a human being, and is dis­

abled from taking cognizance of thy acquired 

capacity of smuggler-rebel, I might say, seeing 

that thou hast assumed the purple." 

" But the imputation of cruelty which might 

attach to ) our majesty's proceedings? " 

"There can be no cruelty where there is no 

injustice. If any there be, it must be on thy 

19 
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part, since, as I have demonstrated, so far from 

my despoiling thee of thy head, it is thou who 

iniquitously withholdest mine. I will labour to 

render this even clearer to thy apprehension. 

Thou art found, as thou must needs admit, in 

possession of a contraband article forfeit to the 

crown by operation of law. What then? Shall 

the intention of the legislature be frustrated be­

cause thou hast insidiously rendered the posses­

sion of my property inseparable from the possession 

of thine? Shall I, an innocent proprietor, be 

mulcted of my right by thy fraud and covin? 

Justice howls, righteousness weeps, integrity 

stands aghast at the bare notion. No, friend, thy 

head has not a leg to stand on. vVouldst thou 

retain it, it behoves thee to show that it will be 

more serviceable to the owner, namely, myself, 

upon thy shoulders than elsewhere. This may 

well be. Hast thou peradventure any subtleties 

in perfumery? any secrets in confectionery ? any 

skill in the preparation of soup ? " 

'' I have condescended to none of these frivoli­

ties, 0 king. My study hath ever consisted in 

divine philosophy, ,;,.,,hereby men are rendered 

equal to the gods." 

lo I 
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"And yet long most of all for purple! " retorted 
the monarch, "as I conclude from perceiving thou 
hast after all preferred the latter. Thy head must 
indeed be worth the taking." 

"Thy taunt is merited, 0 king ! I will impor­
tune thee no longer. Thou wilt indeed render me 
a service in depriving me of this wretched head, 
hideous without, and I must fear, empty within, 
seeing that it hath not prevented me from wasting 
my life in the service of vanity and luxury. vVoe 
to the sage who trusts his infirm wisdom and frail 
integrity within the precincts of a court! Yet can 
I foretell a time when philosophers shall no longer 
run on the futile and selfish errands of kings, and 
when kings shall be suffered to rule only so far as 
they obey the bidding of philosophers. Peace, 
Knowledge, Liberty--" 

The King of Ayodhya possessed, beyond all 
princes of his age, the art of gracefully interrupt­
ing an unseasonable discourse. He slightly signed 
to a courtier in attendance, a scimitar flashed for 
a moment from its scabbard, and the head of 
Sorianus rolled on the pavement; the lips mur­
muring as though still striving to dwell with 
inarticulate fondness upon the last word of hope 
for mankind. 

.. 
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It soon appeared that the principle of life was 

essential to the resplendence of the Purple Head. 

Within a few minutes it had assumed so ghastly 

a hue that the Rajah himself was intimidated, and 

directed that it should be consumed with th.e 

body. 

The same full-moon that watched the white­

robed throng busied with the rites of incremation 

in a grove of palms, beheld also the seven dragons 

contending for the body of Marcobad. But, for 

many a year, the maids and matrons of Rome 

were not weary of regarding, extolling, and covet­

ing the priceless purple tissue that glowed in the 

fane of Jupiter Capitolinus. 



THE BELL OF SAINT ~UpCHEMON. 





U:be :fBell of $aint JEuscbenton. 

THE town of Epinal, in Lorraine, possessed 

in the middle ages a peal of three bells, 

respectively dedicated to St. Eulogius, St. 

Eucherius, and St. Euschemon, whose tintin­

nabulation was found to be an effectual safeguard 

against all thunderstorms. Let the heavens be 

ever so murky, it was merely requisite to set the 

bells ringing, and no lightning flashed and no 

thunder peal broke over the town, nor was the 

neighbouring country within hearing of them 

ravaged by hail or flood. 

One day the three saints, Eulogius, Eucherius, 

and Euschemon, were sitting together, exceed­

ingly well content with themselves and everything 

around them, as indeed they had every right to 

be, supposing that they were in Paradise. '\Ve 

say supposing, not being for our own part entirely 
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able to reconcile this locality with the presence 

of certain cans and flagons, which had been fuller 

than they were. 

"\Vhat a happy reflection for a Saint," said 

Eulogius, who was rapidly passing from the 

mellow stage of good fellowship to the maudlin, 

" that even after his celestial assumption he is 

permitted to continue a source of blessing and 

benefit to his fellow-creatures as yet dwelling in 

the shade of mortality! The thought of the 

services of my bell, in averting lightning and 

inundation from the good people of Epinal, fills 

me with indescribable beatitude." 

'' Your bell!" interposed Eucherius, whose path 

had lain through the mellow to the quarrelsome. 

" Y our bell, quotha ! You had as good clink this 

cannakin '' (suiting the action to the word) "as 

your bell. It's my bell that does the business." 

" I think you might put in a word for my bell," 

interposed Euschemon, a little squinting saint, 

very merry and friendly when not put out, as on 

the present occasion. 

" Your bell ! " retorted the big saints, with 
incredible disdain; and, forgetting their own alter­

cation, they fell so fiercely_ on their little brother 
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that he ran away, stopping his ears with his 

hands, and vowing vengeance. 

A short time after this fracas, a personage_ of 

venerable appearance presented himself at Epinal, 

and applied for the post of sacristan and bell­

ringer, at that time vacant. Though he squinted, 

his appearance was far from disagreeable, and he 

,obtained ·the appointment without difficulty. His 

deportment in it was in all respects edifying; or 

if he evinced some little remissness in the service 

of Saints Eulogius and Eucherius, this was more 

than compensated by his devotion to the hitherto 

somewhat slighted Saint Euschemon. It was 

indeed observed that candles, garlands, and other 

-offerings made at the shrines of the two senior 

saints were found to be transferred in an un­

accountable and mystical manner to the junior, 

which induced experienced persons to remark 

that a miracle was certainly brewing. Nothing, 

however, occurred until, one hot summer after-

11oon, the indications of a storm became so 

threatening that the sacristan was directed to 

ring the bells. Scarcely had he begun than the 

sky became clear, but instead of the usual rich 

volume of sound the townsmen heard with 
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astonishment a solitary tinkle, sounding quite 

ridiculous and unsatisfactory in comparison. SL 

Euschemon's bell was ·ringing by itself. 

In a trice priest and layman swarmed · to the 

belfry, and indignantly demanded of the sacristan 

what he meant. 

"To enlighten you," he responded. "To, 

teach you to give honour where honour is due. 

To unmask those canonized impostors." 

And he -called their attention to the fact that 

the clappers of the bells of Eulogius and 

Eucherius were so fastened up that they could 

not emit a sound, while that of Euschemon 

vibrated freely. 

" Ye see," he continued, "that these sound not 

at all, yet is the tempest stayed. Is it not thence 

manifest that the virtue resides solely in the bell­

of the blessed Euschemon ? " 

The argument seemed conclusive to the majority,. 

but those of the clergy who ministered at the 

altars of Eu_logius and Eucherius stoutly resisted, 

maintaining that no just decision could be arrived 

at until Euschemon's bell was subjected to the: 

same treatment as the others. Their view 

eventually prevailed, to the great dismay of 

s: 

Ir 



THE BELL OF SAINT EUSCHEl/llON, 299 

Euschemon, who, although firmly convinced of 

the virtue of his own bell, did not in his heart 

disbelieve in the bells of bis brethren. Imagine 

his relief and amazed joy when, upon his own 

bell being silenced, the storm, for the first time 

in the memory of the oldest inhabitant, broke 

with full fury over Epinal, and, for all the frantic 

pealing of the other two bells, raged with un­

speakable fierceness until his own was brought 

into requisition, when, as if by enchantment, the 

rain ceased, the thunder-clouds dispersed, and the 

sun broke out gloriously from the blue sky. 

"Carry h1m in procession!" shouted the crowd. 

"Amen brethren · here I am " reJ· oined Eu-
' ' ' 

schemon, stepping briskly into the midst of the 

troop. 

" And why in the name of Zernebock should 

we carry you ?" demanded some, while others ran 

off to lug forth the image, the object of their 

devotion. 

" Why, verily," Euschemon began, and stopped 

short. How indeed was he to prove to them that 

he was Euschemon ? His personal resemblance 

to his effigy, the work of a sculptor of the idealistic 

school, was in no respect remarkable ; and he 
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felt, alas ! that he could no more work a miracle 

than you or I. In the sight of the multitude he 

was only an elderly sexton with a cast in his eye, 

with nothing but his office to keep him out of the 

workhouse. A further and more awkward question 

arose, how on earth was he to get back to 

Paradise? The ordinary method was not avail­

able, for he had already been dead for several 

centuries ; and no other presented itself to his 

imagination. 

Muttering apologies, and glad to be overlooked, 

Euschemon shrank into a corner, but slightly 

-comforted by the honours his image was receiving 

.at the hands of the good people of Epinal. As 

time wore on he became pensive and restless, 

.and nothing pleased him so well as to ascend to 

the belfry on moonlight nights, scribbling dis­

paragement on the bells of Eulogius and Euche­

rius, which had ceased to be rung, and patting 

and caressing his own., which now did duty for 

.all three. \i\Tith alarm he noticed one night an 

incipient crack, which threatened to become a 

·serious flaw. 

"If this goes on," said a voice behind him, " I 

shall get a holiday." 
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Euschemon turned round, and with indescribable 

dismay perceived a gigantic demon, negligently 

resting his hand on the top of the bell, and 

looking as if it would cost him nothing to pitch 

it and Euschemon together to the other side of 

the town. 

"Avaunt, fiend," he stammered, with as much 

dignity as he could muster, "or at least remove 

thy unhallowed paw from my bell." 

"Come, Eusky," replied the fiend, with profane 

familiarity, " don't be a fool. You are not really 

such an ass as to imagine that your virtue has 

anything to do with the virtue of this bell ? " 

"\i\Those virtue then? " demanded Eusche• 

mon. 

" \Vhy truly," said the demon, "mine ! When 

this bell was cast I was imprisoned in it by a 

potent enchanter, and so long as I am in it no 

storm can come within sound of its ringing. I 

am not allowed to quit it except by night, and 

then no further than an arm's length : this, 

however, I take the liberty of measuring by my 

own arm, which happens to be a long one. This 

must continue, as I learn, until I receive a kiss 

from some bishop of distinguished sanctity. Thou 
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hast done some bishoping in thy time, peradven­

ture? " 

Euschemon energetically protested that he had 

been on earth but a simple laic, which was indeed 

the fact, and was also the reason why Eulogius 

and Eucherius despised him, but which, though 

he did not think it needful to tell the demon, he 

found a singular relief under present circum­

stances. 

"Well," continued the fiend, "I wish he may 

turn up shortly, for I am half deaf already with 

the banging and booming of this infernal clapper, 

which seems to have grown much worse of late; 

and the blessings and the crossings and the 

aspersions which I have to go through are most 

repugnant to my tastes, and unsuitable to my 

position in society. Bye-bye, Eusky; come up 

to-morrow night." And ·the fiend slipped back 

into the bell, and instantly became invisible. 

The humiliation of poor Euschemon on learning 

that he was indebted for his credit to the devil 

is easier to imagine than to describe. He did 

not, however, fail at the rendezvous next night, 

and found the demon sitting outside the bell in a 

most affable frame of mind. It did not take long 
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for the devil and the saint to become very good 

friends, both wanting company, and the former 

being apparently as much amused by the latter's 

-simplicity as the latter was charmed by the 

farmer's knowingness. Euschemon learned num­

bers of things of which he had not had the 

faintest notion. The demon taught him how to 

play cards (just invented by the Saracens), and 

initiated him into divers" arts, though unimagined, 

yet to be," such as smoking tobacco, making a 

book on the Derby, and inditing queer stories for 

Society journals. He drew the most profane but 

irresistibly funny caricatures of Eulogius and 

Eucherius, and the rest of the host of heaven. 

He had been one of the demons who tempted 

St. Antony, and retailed anecdotes of that 

eremite which Euschemon had never heard men­

tioned in Paradise. He was versed in all scandal 

respecting saints in general, and Euschemon 

found with astonishment how much about his 

own order was known downstairs. On the whole 

he had never enjoyed himself so much in his 

life ; he became proficient in all manner of minor 

devilries, and was ceasing to trouble himself 

about his bell or his ecclesiastical duties, 
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when an untoward incident interrupted his fefi­
city. 

It chanced that the Bishop of Metz, in whose 

diocese Epinal was situated, finding himself during 

a visitation journey within a short distance of the 

tovvn, determined to put up there for the night. 

He did not arrive until nightfall, but word of his 

intention having been sent forward by a messen­

ger, the authorities, civil and ecclesiastical, were 

ready to receive him. \i\Then, escorted in state, 

he had arrived at the house prepared for his 

reception, the Mayor ventured to express a hope 

that everything had been satisfactory to his Lord­

ship. 

" Everything," said the bishop, emphatically. 

" I did indeed seem to remark one little omission, 

which no doubt may be easily accounted for." 

"\i\That was that, my Lord ? " 

" It hath," said the bishop, "usually been the 

practice to receive a bishop with the ringing of 

bells. It is a laudable custom, conducive to the 

purification of the air and the discomfiture of the 

prince of the powers thereof. I caught no sound 

of chimes on the present occasion, yet I am 

sensible that my hearing is not what it was." 

01 
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The civil and ecclesiastical authorities looked 
at each other. "That graceless knave of a 
sacristan ! " said the Mayor. 

" He hath indeed of late strangely neglected 
his charge," said a priest. 

" Poor man, I doubt his 
charitably added another. 

wits are touched " 
' 

"What ! " exclaimed the bishop , who was 
very active, very fussy, and a great stickler for 
discipline. "This important church, so renowned 
for its three miraculous bells, confided to the 
tender mercies of an imbecile rogue who may 
burn it down any night ! I will look to it myself 
without losing a minute." 

And in spite of all remonstrances, off he started. 
The keys were brought, the doors flung open, the 
body of the church thoroughly examined, but 
neither in nave, choir, or chancel could the 
slightest trace of the sacristan be found. 

"Perhaps he is in the belfry," suggested a 
chorister. 

"We'll see," responded the bishop, and bustling 
nimbly up the ladder, he emerged into the open 
belfry in full moonlight. 

Heavens ! what a sight met his eye ! The 
20 
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sacristan and the devil sitting vis-a-vis close by 

the miraculous bell, with a smoking can of hot 

spiced wine between them, finishing a close game 

of cribbage. 

"Seven," declared Euschemon. 

"And eight are fifteen," retorted the demon, 

marking two. 

"Twenty-three and pair," cried Euschemon, 

marking in his turn. 

"And seven is thirty." 

"Ace, thirty-one, and I'm up." 

" It is up with you, my friend," shouted the 

bishop, bringing his crook down smartly on 

Euschemon's shoulders. 

" Deuce ! " said the devil, and vanished into 

his bell. 

\i\Then poor Euschemon had been bound and 

gagged, which did not take very long, the bishop 

·briefly addressed the assembly. He said that the 

accounts of the bell which had reached his ears 

had already excited his apprehensions. He had 

greatly feared that all could not be right, and now 

his anxieties were but too well justified. He 

trusted there was not a man before him who 

would not suffer his flocks and his crops to be 
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destroyed by tempest fifty times over rather than 

purchase their safety by unhallowed means. 

What had been done had doubtless been done m 

ignorance, and could be made good by a mulct to 

the episcopal treasury. The amount of this he 

would carefully consider, and the people of Epinal 

might rest assured that it should not be too light 

to entitle them to the benefit of a full absolution. 

The bell must go to his cathedral city, there to 

be examined and reported on by the exorcists and 

inquisitors. Meanwhile he would himself insti­

tute a slight preliminary scrutiny. 

The bell was accordingly unhung, tilted up, and 

inspected by the combined beams of the moonlight 

and torchlight. Very slight examination served 

to place the soundness of the bishop's opinion 

beyond dispute. On the lip of the bell were 

engraven characters unknown to every one else, 

but which seemed to affect the prelate with 

singular consternation. 

"I hope," he exclaimed, "that none of ye know 

anything about these characters ! I earnestly 

trust that none can read a single one of them. 

If I thought anybody could I wou]d burn him as 

soon as look at him ! " 



308 THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

The bystanders hastened to assure him that 

not one of them had the slightest conception of 

the meaning of the letters, which had never been 

observed before. 

" I rejoice to hear it," said the bishop. " It 

will be an evil day for the Church when these 

letters are understood." 

And next morning he departed, carrying off the 

bell, with the invisible fiend inside it ; the cards, 

which were regarded as a book of magic; _and the 

luckless Euschemon, who shortly found himself 

in total darkness, the inmate of a dismal dun­

geon. 

It was some time before Euschemon became 

sensible of the presence of any partner in his cap­

tivity, by reason of the trotting of the rats. At 

length, however, a deep sigh struck upon his ear. 

" Who art thou ? " he exclaimed. 

"An unfortunate prisoner," was the answer. 

"What is the occasion of thy imprisonment? " 

" Oh, a mere trifle. A ridiculous suspicion of 

sacrificing a child to Beelzebub. One of the little 

disagreeables that must occasionally occur in our 

profession." 

" Our profession ! " exclaimed Euschemon. 



THE BELL OF SAINTE USCHEivlON. 309 

" Art thou not a sorcerer? " demanded the 

v01ce. 

"No," replied Euschemon, "I am a saint." 

The warlock received Euschemon's statement 

with much incredulity, but becoming eventually 

convinced of its truth-

" I. congratulate thee," he said. '' The devil 

has manifestly taken a fancy to thee, and he never 

forgets his own. It is true that the bishop is a 

great favourite with him also. But we will hope 

for the best. Thou hast never practised riding a 

broomstick ? No ? 'Tis pity ; thou mayest 

have to mount one at a moment's notice." 

This consolation had scarcely been administered 

ere the_ bolts flew back, the hinges grated, the 

door opened, and gaolers bearing torches informed 

the sorcerer that the bishop desired his pre­

sence. 

He found the bishop in his study, which was 

nearly choked up by Euschemon's bell. The 

prelate received him with the greatest affability, 

and expressed a sincere hope that the very 

particular arrangements he had enjoined for the 

comfort of his distinguished prisoner had been 

faithfully carried out by his subordinates. The 
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sorcerer, as much a man of the world as the 

bishop, thanked his Lordship, and protested that 

he had been perfectly comfortable. 

"I have need of thy art," said the bishop, 

coming to business. "I am exceedingly bothered 

-flabbergasted were not too strong an expression 

-by this confounded bell. All my best exorcists 

have been trying all they know with it, to no 

purpose. They might as well have tried to exor­

cise my mitre from my head by any other charm 

than the offer of a better one. Magic is plainly 

the only remedy, and if thou canst disenchant it, 

I will give thee thy freedom." 

" It will be a tough business," observed the 

sorcerer, surveying the bell with the eye of a 

connoisseur. "It will require fumigations." 

"Yes," said the bishop, "and suffumigations." 

"Aloes and mastic," advised the sorcerer. 

"Aye," assented the bishop," and red sanders." 

"We must call in Primeumaton," said the 

warlock. 

'' Clearly," said the bishop, '' and Amioram." 

" Triangles," said the sorcerer. 

"Pentacles," said the bishop. 

" In the hour of Methon," said the sorcerer. 
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"I should have thought Tafrac," suggested the 

bishop, "but I defer to your better judgment." 

" I can have the blood of a goat? " queried the 

wizard. 

"Yes," said the bishop, " and of a monkey 

also." 

" Does your Lordship think that one might 

venture to go so far as a little unweaned child?" 

" If absolutely necessary," said the bishop. 

" I am delighted to find such liberality of 

sentiment on your Lordship's part," said the 

sorcerer. "Your Lordship is evidently of the 

profession." 

"These are things which stuck by me when I 

was an inquisitor," explained the bishop, with 

some little embarrassment. 

Ere long all arrangements were made. It 

would be impossible to enumerate half the crosses, 

circles, pentagrams, naked swords, cross-bones, 

chafing-dishes, and vials of incense which the 

sorcerer found to be necessary. The child was 

fortunately deemed superfluous. Euschemon was 

brought up from his dungeon, and, his teeth 

chattering with fright and cold, set beside his 

bell to hold a candle to the devil. The incanta-
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tions commenced, and speedily gave evidence of 
their efficacy. The bell trembled, swayed, split 
open, and a female figure of transcendent loveli­
ness attired in the costume of Eve stepped forth 
and extended her lips towards the bishop. What 
could the bishop do but salute them ? With a roar 
of triumph the demon resumed his proper shape. 
The bishop swooned. The apartment was filled 
with the fumes of sulphur. The devil soared 
majestically out of the window, carrying the 
sorcerer under one arm and Euschemon under 
the other. 

It is commonly believed that the devil good­
naturedly dropped Euschemon back again into 
Paradise, or wheresoever he might have come from. 
It is even added that he fell between Eulogius 
and Eucherius, who had been arguing all the 
time respecting the merits - of their bells, and 
resumed his share in the discussion as if nothing 
had happened. Some maintain, indeed, that the 
devil, chancing to be in want of a chaplain , 
offered the situation to Euschemon, by whom it 
was accepted. -But how to reconcile this asser­
tion with the undoubted fact that the duties of 
the post in question are at present ably discharge~ 
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by the Bishop of Metz, in truth we see not. One 

thing is certain : thou wilt not find Euschemon's 

name in the calendar, courteous reader. 

The mulct to be imposed upon the parish of 

Epinal was never exacted. The bell, ruptured 

beyond repair by the demon's violent exit, was 

taken back and deposited in the museum of the 

town. The bells of Eulogius and Eucherius were 

rung freely on occasion ; but Epinal has not 

since enjoyed any greater immunity from storms 

than the contiguous districts. 0ne day an aged 

traveller, who had spent many years in Heathen­

esse, and in whom some discerned a remarkable 

resemblance to the sorcerer, noticed the bell, and 

asked permission to examine it. He soon dis­

covered the inscription, recognized the mysterious 

characters as Greek, read them without the least 

difficulty-

M1} h:l1IH Kaµap[vm1' a/CtV1JTO!: yap Cl fL EIVWV -

and favoured th@ townsmen with this free but 

substantially accurate translation:-

CA~ ' T YOU LET WELL ALO NE ? 

. ( 





Br,sHOP Aooo AND Br,sHoP QAooo. 





:fJ3isbop tlbbo anb :fJ3isbop <Babbo. 

M ID-DAY, midsummer, middle of the dark 

ages. Fine healthy weather at the city 

-of Biserta in Barbary. Wind blowing strong 

from the sea, roughening the dark blue waters, 

and fretting their indigo with foam, as though the 

-ocean's coursers champed an invisible curb. On 

land tawny sand whirling, green palm-fans sway­

ing and whistling, men abroad in the noonday 

blaze rejoicing in the unwonted freshness. 

" She is standing in," they cried, "and, by the 

rrophet, she seemeth not a ship of the true 

believers.'' 

She was not, but she bore a flag of truce. 

Pitching and rearing, the little bark bounded in, 

and soon was fast in harbour. Ere long messen­

gers of peace had landed, bearing presents and a 

letter from the Bishop of Amalfi to the Emir of 

Biserta. The presents consisted of fifty casks of 
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Lacrima Christi, and of a captive, a tall, noble­

looking man, in soiled ecclesiastical costume, and 

disfigured by the loss of his left eye, which seemed 

to have been violently plucked out. 

" Health to the Emir ! " ran the letter. "I 

send thee my captive, Gaddo, sometime Bishop of 

Amalfi, now an ejected intruder. For what saith 

the ~cripture ? ' \iVhen a strong man armed 

keepeth his palace, his goods are in peace; but if 

one stronger than he cometh, he divideth the 

spoils.' Moreover it is written: 'His bishopric 

let another take.' Having solemnly sworn that 

I would not kill or blind or maim my enemy, or 

imprison him in a~ monastery, and the price of 

absolution from an oath in this corrupt age 
exceeding all reason and Christian moderation, I 

knew not how to take vengeance on him, until a 
sagacious counsellor represented that a man can­

not be said to be blinded so long as he is deprived 
of only one eye. This I accordingly eradicated, 

and now, being restrained from imprisoning him, 

and fearing to release him, I send him to thee, 

to retain in captivity on my behalf; in return for 

which service, receive fifty casks of the choicest 
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Lacrima Christi, which shall not fail to be sent 

thee yearly, so long as Gaddo continues in thy 

custody. 

" + Addo, by Divine permission Bishop of 

Amalfi." 

" First," said the Emir, "I would be certified 

whether this vintage is indeed of such excellence 

as to prevail upon a faithful M ussulman to 

jeopard Paradise, the same being forbidden by his 

law." 

Experiments were instituted forthwith, and the 

problem was resolved in the affirmative. 

"This being so," declared. the Emir, "honour 

and good faith towards Bishop Addo require that 

Bishop Gaddo be kept captive with all possible 

strictness. Yet bolts may be burst, fetters may 

be filed, walls may be scaled, doors may be broken 

through. Better to enchain the captive's soul, 

binding him with invisible bonds, and searing out 

of him the very wish to escape. Embrace the 

faith of the Prophet," continued he, addressing 

Gaddo ; " become a Mollah." 

"No," said the deposed Bishop, "my inclina­

tion hath ever been towards a military life. At 
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present, mutilated and banished as I am, I 

rather affect the crown of martyrdom." 

"Thou shalt receive it by instalments," said 

the Emir. " Thou shalt work at the new pavilion 

in my garden." 

Unceasing toil under the blazing sun, combined 

with the discipline of the overseers, speedily wore 

down Gaddo's strength, already impaired by cap­

tivity and ill-treatment. Unable to drag himself 

away after his fellow-workmen had ceased from 

their labours, he lay one evening, faint and almost 

senseless, among the stones and rubbish of the 

unfinished edifice. The Emir's daughter passed 

by. Gaddo was handsome and wretched, the 

Princess was beautiful and compassionate. Con­

veyed by her fair hands, a cup of Bishop Adda's 

wine saved Bishop Gaddo's life. 

The next evening Gaddo again lingered behind, 

and the Princess spoke to him out of her bal­

cony. The third evening they encountered 

1n an arbour. The next meeting took place 

in her chamber, where her father discovered 

them. 

"I will tear thee to pieces with pincers," 

shouted he to Gaddo. 
a 
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"Your Highness will not be guilty of that black 

action," responded Gaddo, resolutely. 

"No? " roared the Emir. "No? and what shall 
; 

hinder me? " 

"The Lacrima Christi will hinder your High­

ness," returned the far-seeing Gaddo. "Deems 

your Highness that Bishop Addo will send 

another cupful, once he is assured of my death ? " 

"Thou sayest well," rejoined the Emir. "I 

may not slay thee. But my daughter is manifestly 

most inflammable, wherefore I will burn her." 

" Were it not better to circumcise me? " sug­

gested Gaddo. 

Many difficulties were raised, but Ayesha's 

mother siding with Gaddo, and promising a more 

amicable deportment for the future towards the 

other lights pf the harem, the matter was arranged, 

and Gaddo recited the Mahometan profession of 

faith, and became the Emir's son-in-law. The 

execrable social system under which he had 

hitherto lived thus vanished like a nightmare from 

an awakened sleeper. Wedded to one who had 

saved his life by her compassion, and whose life 

he had in turn saved by his change of creed, 

adoring her and adored by her, with the hope of 

21 
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children, and active contact with multitudes of 
other interests from which he had hitherto been 
estranged, he forgot the ecclesiastic in the mah; 
his intellect expanded, his ideas multi~lied, he 
cleared his mind of cant, and became an eminent 
philosopher. 

"Dear son," said the Emir to him one day, 
"the Lacrima is spent, we thirst, and the tribute 
of that Christian dog, the Bishop of Amalfi, tarries 
to arrive. We will presently fit out certain 
vessels, and thou shalt hold a visitation of thine 
ancient ·diocese." 

" Methinks I see a ship even now," said Gaddo; 
and he was right. She anchored, the ambassadors 
landed and addressed the Emir : 

" Prince, we bring thee the stipulated tribute, 
yet not without a trifling deduction." 

" Deduction ! " exclaimed the Emir, bending 
his brows ominously. 

"Highness," they represented, " by reason of 
the deficiency of last year's vintage it hath not 
been possible to provide more than forty-nine 
casks, which we . crave to offer thee accord­
ingly." 

" Then," pronounced the Emir, sententiously, 
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" the compact is broken, the ship is confiscated, 

and war is declared." 

" Not so, Highness," said they, "for the fiftieth 

cask is worth all the rest." 

" Let it be opened," commanded the Emir. 

It was accordingly hoisted out, deposited on the 

quay, and prized open; and from its capacious 

interior, in a deplorable plight from hunger, 

cramp, and sea-sickness, was extracted-Bishop 

Addo. 

"We have," explained the deputation, "we:uied 

of our shepherd, who, shearing his flock some­

what too closely, hath brought the wolf to light. 

We therefore desire thee to receive him at our 

hands in exchange for our good Bishop Gaddo, 

promising one hundred casks of Lacrima Christi 

as yearly tribute for the future." 

"He st~nds before ye," answered the Emir; 

"take him, an ye can prevail upon him to return 

with ye." 

The eyes of the envoys wandered hopelessly 

from one whiskered, turbaned, caftaned, and 

yataghaned figure to another. They could not 

discover that any of the Paynim present looked 

more or less like a bishop than his fellows. 
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" Brethren," said Gaddo; taking compassion on 

their bewilderment, " behold m·e ! I thank ye for 

your kindly thought of me, but how to profit by it 

I see not. I have become a Saracen. I have 

pronounced the Mahometan confession. I am 

circumcised. I am known by the name of 

M ustapha." 

" We acknowledge the weight of your Lord­

ship's objections," they said, " and do but venture 

to remotely hint that the times are hard, and 

that the Holy Father is grievously in want of 

money." 

"I have also taken a wife," said Gaddo. 

" A wife! " exclaimed they with one consent. 

"If it had been a concubine! Let us return 

instantly." 

They gathered up their garments and spat upon 

the ground. 

"A bishop, then," inquired Gad do, " may be 

guilty of any enormity sooner than wedlock, which 

money itself cannot expiate? ~, 

"Such," they answered, "is the law and the 
prophets.' ~ 

" Unless," added one of benignant aspect, "he 

sew the abomination up in a sack and cast her 
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into the sea, then peradventure he_ may yet find 

place for repentance." 

" Miserable blasphemers ! " exclaimed Gaddo. 

"But why," continued he, checking himself, "do 

I talk of what none will understand for five hun­

dred years, which to understand myself I was 

obliged to become a Saracen? Addo," he pur­

sued, addressing his dejected competitor, "bad as 

thou art, thou art good enough for the world as it 

1s. I spare thy life, restore thy dignity, and, to 

prove that the precepts of Christ may be practised 

under the garb of Mahomet, will not even exact 

eye for eye. Yet, as a wholesome admonition to 

thee that treachery and c·ruelty escape not punish­

ment even in this life, I will that thou do presently 

surrender to me thy left ear. Restore my eye 

and I will return it immediately. And ye," ad­

dressing the envoys, " will for the future pay one 

hundred casks tribute, unless ye would see my 

father-in-law's galleys on your coasts." 

So Addo returned to his bishopric, leaving his 

ear in Gaddo's keeping. The Lacrima was punc­

tually remitted, and as punctually absorbed by the 

Emir and his son-in-law, with some little help 

from Ayesha. Gaddo's eye never came back, and 
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Addo never regained his ear until, after the ex­

prelate's death in years and honour, he ransomed 

it from his representatives. It became a relic, 

and is shown in Addo's cathedral to this day in 

proof of his inveterate enmity to the misbelievers, 

and of the sufferings he underwent at their hands. 
But Gaddo trumped him, the entry after his name 

in the episcopal register, " Fled to the Saracens," 

having been altered into "Flayed by the Sara­

cens" by a later bishop, jealous of the honour of 

the diocese. 



THE PorpON JvlAro. 





0 not for him 

Blooms my dark nightshade, nor doth hemlock brew 

Murder for cups within her cavernous root. 

GRIEVOUS is the lot of the child, more 

especially of the female child, who is 

doomed from the tenderest infancy to lack the 

blessing of a mother's care. 

Was it from this absence of maternal vigilance 

that the education of the lovely Mithridata was 

conducted from her babyhood in such an extra­

ordinary manner ? That enormous serpents in­

fested her cradle, licking her face and twining 

around her limbs? That her tiny fingers patted 

scorpions ? and tied knots in the tails of vipers ? 

That her father, the magician Locusto, ever 

sedulous and affectionate, fed her with spoonsful 

of the honeyed froth that gathers under the 

tongues of asps? That as she grew older and 



330 THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

craved a more nutritious diet, she partook, at 
first in infinitesimal doses, but in ever increasing 
quantities, of arsenic, strychnine, opium, and 
prussic acid? That at last having attained the 
flower of youth, she drank habitually from vessels 
of gold, for her favourite beverages were so cor­
rosive that no other substance could resist their 
solvent properties? 

Gradually accustomed to this strange regimen, 
she had thriven on.it marvellously, and was with­
out a peer for beauty, sense, and goodness. Her · 
father had watched over her education with care, 
and had instructed her in all lawful knowledge, 
save only the knowledge of poisons. As no other 
human being had entered the house, Jviithridata 
was unaware that her bringing up had differed in 
so material a respect from that of other young 
people. 

" Father," s.aid she one · day, bringing him a 
book she had been perusing, "what strange follies 
learned men will pen with gravity! or is it rather 
that none can set bounds to the license of 
romancers ? These dear serpents, my friends 
and playfellows, this henbane and antimony, the 
nourishment of my health and vigour-that any 
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one should write of these as pernicious, deadly, 

and fatal to existence! Is it error or malignity? 

or but the wanton freak of an idle imagina­

tion ? " 

"My child," answered the magician, "it is fit 

that thou shouldst now learn what hath hitherto 

been concealed from thee, and with this object I 

left this treatise in thy way. It speaks truth. 

Thou hast been nurtured from thy infancy on 

substances endowed with lethal properties, 

commonly called poisons. Thy entire frame is 

impregnated thereby, and, although thou thyself 

art in the fullest enjoyment of health, thy kiss 

would be fatal to any one not, · like thy father, 

fortified by a course of antidotes. Now hear the 

reason. I bear a deadly grudge to the king of 

this land. He indeed hath not injured me; but 

his father slew my father, wherefore it is meet 

that I should slay that ancestor's son's son. I 

have therefore nurtured thee from thy infancy on 

the deadliest poisons, until thou art a walking 

vial of pestilence. The young prince shall unseal 

thee, to his destruction and thy unspeakable 

advantage. Go to the great city; thou art 

beautiful as the day; he is young, handsome, ancl 
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amorous; he will infallibly fall in love with thee. 
Do thou submit to his caresses, he will perish 
.miserably; thou (such is the charm) ransomed by 
the kiss of love, wilt become wholesome and in­
nocuous as thy fellows, preserving only thy 
knowledge of poisons, always useful, in the 
present state of society invaluable. Thou wilt 
therefore next repair to the city of Constantinople, 
bearing recommendatory letters from me to the 
Empress Theophano, now happily reigning." 

"Father," said Mithridata, "either I shall love 
this young prince, or I shall not. If I do not 
love him, I am nowise minded to suffer him to 
caress me. If I do love him, I am as little 
minded to be the cause of his death." 

''Not even in consideration of the benefit which 
will accrue to thee by this event ? " 

" Not even for that consideration." 
" 0 these daughters! " exclaimed the old man. 

"vVe bring them -up tenderly, we exhaust all our 
science for the improvement of their minds and 
bodies, we set our choicest hopes upon them, and 
entrust them with the -fulfilment of our most 
cherished aspirations; an<l when all is done, they 
will not so much as commit a murder to please 
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us! Miserable ingrate, receive the just requital 

of thy selfish disobedience ! " 

"0 father, do not turn me into a tadpole ! " 

" I will not, but I will turn thee out of doors." 

And he did. 



II. 

THOUGH disinherited, Mithridata was not 
destitute. She had secured a particle of the 

philosopher's stone-a slender outfit for a magi­
cian's daughter! yet ensuring her a certain portion 
of wealth. What should she do now? The great 
object of her life must henceforth be to avoid 
committing murder, especially murdering any 
handsome young man. It would have seemed 
most natural to retire into a convent, but, not to 
speak of her lack ·of vocation, she felt that her 
father would justly consider that she had disgraced 
her family, and she still looked forward to recon­
ciliation with him. She might have taken a 
hermitage, but her instinct told her that a fair 
solitary can only keep young men off by strong 
measures; and she disliked the character of a 
hermitess with a bull-dog. She therefore went 
straight to the great city, took a house, and sur-
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rounded herself with attendants. In the choice 

of these she was particularly careful to select 

those only whose personal appearance was such 

as to discourage any approach to familiarity or 

endearment. Never before or since was youthful 

beauty surrounded by such moustached duennas, 

squinting chambermaids, hunchbacked pages, and 

stumpy maids-of-all-work. This was a real sorrow 

to her, for she loved beauty; it was a still sadder 

trial that she could no longer feel it right to 

indulge herself in the least morsel of arsenic ; 

she sighed for strychnia, and pined for prussic 

acid. The change of diet was of course at first 

most trying to her health, and in fact occasioned 

a serious illness, but youth and a sound constitu­

tion pulled her through. 

Reader, hast thou known what it is to live with 

a heart inflamed . by love for thy fellow-creatures 

which thou couldst manifest neither by word nor 

deed? To pine with fruitless longings for good? 

and to consume with vain yearnings for usefulness ? 

To be misjudged and haply reviled by thy fellows 

for failing to do what it is not given thee to do? 

If so, thou wilt pity poor Mithridata, whose 

nature was most ardent, expansive, and affec-
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tionate, but who, from the necessity under which 
she laboured of avoiding as much as possible 
all contact with human beings, saw herself 
condemned to a life of so1itude, and knew that 
she was regarded as a monster of pride and ex­
clusiveness. She dared bestow no kind look, no 
encouraging gesture on any one, lest this small 
beginning should lead to the manifestation of her 
fatal power. Her own servants, whose minds 
were generally as deformed as their bodies, hated 
her, and bitterly resented what they deemed her 
haughty disdain of them. Her munificence none 
could deny, but bounty without tenderness receives 
no more gratitude than it deserves. The young of 
her own sex secretly rejoiced at her unamiability, 
regarding it as a providential set-off against her 
beauty, while they detested and denounced her as 
a-well, they would say viper in the manger, who 
spoiled everybody else's lovers and would have none 
of her own. For with all Mithridata's severity, 
there was no getting rid of the young men, the 
giddy moths that flew around her brilliant but 
baleful candle. Not all the cold water thrown 
upon them, literally as well as figuratively, could 
keep them from her door. They filled her house 



THE POISON llfAID. 337 

with bouquets and billets doux; they stood before 
the windows, they sat on the_ steps, they ran beside 
her litter when she was carried abroad, they 
assembled at night to serenade her, fighting des­
perately among themselves. They sought to 
gain admission as tradesmen, as errand boys, even 
as scullions male and female. To such lengths 
did they proceed, that a particularly audacious 
youth actually attempted to carry her off one 
evening, and would have succeeded but for the in­
terposition of another, who flew at him with a 
drawn sword, and after a fierce contest smote him 
bleeding to the ground . Mithridata had fainted, 
of course. \Vhat was her horror on reviving to 
find herself in the arms of a young man of 
exquisite beauty and princely mien, sucking death 
from her lips with extraordinary relish ! She 
shrieked, she struggled; if she made any unfemi­
nine use of her hands, let the urgency of the case 
plead her apology. The youth reproached her 
bitterly for her ingratitude. She listened in silent 
misery, unable to defend herself. The shaft of 
love had penetrated her bosom also, and it cost 
her almost as much for her own sake to dismiss 
the young man as it did to see him move 

22 
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away, slowly and languidly staggering to his 

doom. 

For the next few days messages came continually, 

urging her to haste to a youth dying for her sake, 

whom her presence would revive effectually. She 

steadily refused, but how much her refusal cost 

her! She wept, she wrung her hands, she called 

for death and execrated her nurture. \Vith that 

strange appetite for self-torment which almost 

seems to diminish the pangs of the wretched, she 

collected books on poisons, studied all the symp­

toms described, and fancied her hapless lover 

undergoing them all in turn. At length a message 

came which admitted of no evasion. The King 

commanded her presence. Admonished by past 

experience, she provided herself with a veil and 

mask, and repaired to the palace. 

The old King seemed labouring under deep 

affliction; under happier circumstances he must 

have been joyous and debonair. He addressed 

her with austerity, yet with kindness. 

" Maiden," he began, " thy unaccountable 

cruelty to my son--" 

"Thy son ! " she exclaimed. "The Prince ! 

0 father, thou art avenged for my disobedience! " 
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The King looked surprised, but continued: 

" Surpasses what history hath hitherto recorded 

of the most obdurate monsters. Thou art in­

debted to him for thy honour, to preserve which 

he has risked his life. Thou bringest him to the 

verge of the grave by thy cruelty, and when a 

smile, a look from thee would restore him, thou 

wilt not bestow it." 

"Alas! great King," she replied, "I know too 

well what your Majesty's opinion of me must be. 

I must bear it as I may. Believe me, the sight of 

me could effect nothing towards the restoration of 

thy son." 

" Of that I shall judge," said the King, "when 

thou hast divested thyself of that veil and mask." 

Mithridata reluctantly complied. 

" By Heaven ! " exclaimed the King, "such a 

sight might recall the departing soul from Para­

dise. Haste to my son, and instantly; it is not 

yet too late." 
" 0 King," urged Mithridata, "how could this 

countenance do thy son any good ? Is he not 

suffering from the effects of seventy-two poisons?" 

" I am not a\;vare of that," said the King. 

"Are not his entrails burned up with fire ? Is 
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not his fle sh m a s tate of deliquescence ? Has 
not his skin already peeled off his body? Is he 
not t ormented by in cessa nt o-npes b and vomit-
ings? " 

" Not-to my kno wledge ," sa id the King. "The 
symptoms, as I understand, are not unlike those 
which I remember to ha Ye experienced myself, in 
a milder form, cert ain ly. H e li es in bed, eats and 
drinks nothing, and in cessantly calls upon thee ." 

"This is most in comprehensible, " said Mithri­
dat a . " There was no drug in my father's labora­
t ory that could have pro cl uced sL1ch an effect." 

"The sum of -t he rnatter is," conti11ued the 
]Zing, "that either t h ou ,\'ilt r tpair forthwith to 
my son' s chamber, a nd subsequently to church; 
or else unt o th e scaffol cl ." 

"If it must be so, I ch oose the scaffold," said 
Mithridata , resolutely. u B eli eve me, -0 King, my 
appearance in thy son· s cha mber would but de­
stroy whatever feebl e hope of recovery may remain. 
I love him beyond evcryth in g on earth, and not 
for worlds wo uld I h ave l1i s blood on my soul." 

" Chamberlain," cried 
me a stra it ·waistcoa t.· ' 

the monarch "brino-' b 

Driven into a corner, I\I ithri data flung herself at 
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the King's feet, t ak in g care, h owever, not to touch 

him, and confided lo hirn a ll her wretched his tory. 

The venerable monarch bu rst into a peal of 

laughter. "A bon chat b0n rat ! " he exclaimed, 

as soon as he had recovered himse lf. "So thou 

a rt the daughter of my nld frien d the magician 

Locusto ! I fathomed his craft, and, as he fed his 

child upon poisons, I fed rnine upon antidotes . 

Never did any child in the ,,·orld take an equal 

quantity of physic : hut there is n ow no poison on 

earth can harm him. Ye are clearly made for 

each other; haste lo hi~ becbide, and, as the spell 

requires, rid thyself of thy Yenefic properties in 

his arms as expeditiou~ly as possible. Thy father 

shall be bidden i.o the \\·edding, and an honoured 

guest he shall be, fo r hc.1si 11g taught us that the 

kiss of L ove is l:h c remedy for every poison ." 





NOTES. 

P. 15. Tltedivine tongue of Greece was forgotten . Hereby 

we may detect the error of those among the learned who 

have identified Caucasia with Armenia. " Hellenic letters," 

says Mr. Capes, writing of Armenia in the fourth century, 

"were welcomed with enthusiasm, and young men of the 

slenderest means crowded to the schools of Athens'' ("Uni­

versity Life in Ancient Athens,'' p. 73). 

P . 50. WJw have discovered tlte Elixir of Immortality. 

The belief in this elixir was general in China about the 

seventh century, A.D. , and many emperors used great 

exertions to discover it. This fact forms the groundwork of 

Leopold Schefer's novel, " Der U nsterblichkeitstrank," 

which has furnished the conception, though not the incidents, 

of " The Potion of Lao-Tsze." 

P . 65. So site took t!te sceptre, and reigned gloriously. In 

A.D . 683, the Dowager-Empress Woo How, upon her hus­

band's death, caused her son to be set aside, and ruled 

prosperously until her decease in 703. In our day we have 

seen China virtually go,·erned by female sovereigns. 
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P. 85. Anmzda tlte Miracle Worker. This story was 
originally published in Fraser's Magazine for August, 1872. 
A French translation appeared in the Revue Britamzique for 
November, 1872. Buddha's prohibition to work miracles 
rests, so far as the present writer's knowledge extends, on the 
authority of Professor Max l\1i.iller (" Lectures on the Science 
of Religion"). It should be needless to observe that Ananda, 
'' the St. John of the Buddhist group,'' is not recorded to 
have contravened this or any other of his master's pre­cepts. 

P. r I 2. There to establish a jJhzlosopluc commonwealth. 
The petition was actually preferred, and would have been 
granted -but for the disordered condition of the empire. 
Gallienus, though not the man to save a sinking state, pos­
sessed the accomplishments which would have adorned an age of peace and culture. 

P. 136. Tlie sword doubled up; it !tad ndtlter point nor 
edge. Gallienus was fond of such practical jocularity. 
"Quum quidam gemmas vitreas pro veris vendiderat ejus 
uxori, atque illa, re prodita, vindicari Yellet, surripi quasi ad 
leonem venditorem jussit. Deinde e cavea caponem emittit, 
mirantibusque cunctis rem tam ridiculam, per curionem dici 
jussit, 'Imposturam fecit et passus est : deinde negotiatorem 
dimisit '' (Trebellius in Gallieno, cap . 12). 

P. 162. 1-.lyjJati, a11t!typatz~ &c. H_ypati and anthypati 
denote consuls and proconsuls, dignities of course merely 
titular at the court of Constantinople. Silentzan"i were 
properly officers charged with maintaining order at court; 
but this duty, which was perhaps performed by deputy, 
seems to h ave been generally entrusted to persons of dis­
tinction. The protospatltarius was the chief of the Imperial 
body-guard, of whom the spatharoca1tdzdati constituted the elite. 
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P. 177. Thy 1zame slzall ltence/01·tlz be Cluysostomus. 
Chrysostomus signifies" golden-mouthed.'' 

P. 185. The Dumb Oracle. Appeared in the ,Universz'ty 
Jf agazine for June, 1878. The legend on " ·hich it is 
founded, a rnecliceval myth here transferred to classical 
times, is also the groundwork of Ir. Browning's ballad, 
"The Boy and the Angel." 

P . 205 . Duke Vi1:r:il. The subject of this story is derived 
from Leopold Schefer's novel, '' Die Sibylle von Iantua," 
though there is but little resemblance in the incidents. 
Scbefer cites Friedrich von Quandt as hi s authority for the 
l\Iantuans having actually elected Virgil as their duke in the 
thirteenth century : but the notion seems merely founded 
upon the interpretation of the insignia accompanying a 
medi~val statue of the poet. 

P . 209. To put tlte devil into a !tole. "Than sayd Virgili us, 
'Shulde ye well passe in to the hole that ye cam out of?' 
'Yea, I shall well,' sayd the devyl. 'I bolde the best plegge 
that I have, that ye shall not do it.' '\Vell,' sayd the devyll, 
'tbereta I consent.' And then the devyll wrange himselfe 
into the lytyll hole ageyne, and he was therein. Virgilius 
kyvered the hole ageyne with the borde close, and so was 
the devyll begyled, and myght nat there come out agen, but 
abideth shutte still therein" (" Romance of Virgilius ") . 

.Ibid. Canst thou balance our city upon an ex,f!.? '' Than he 
thought in his mynde to founde in the middle of the sfa a 
fayre towne, with great landes belongynge to it, and so he 
did by bis cunnynge, and called it apells . And the foun­
dacyon of it was of eggs'' ('' Romance of Virgili us'') . 

P . 239. Tlte Elixir of Life. Published July, 1881, in the 
third number of a magazine entitled Our Times, which 
blasted the elixir's character by expiring immediateiy after­

wards . 



J.:OTES. 

P. 2 52. Bacchus, who is known from Aristophanes not to 
have excelled in crit£cism . 

.6L6vucn, 7rl)lf.L!; OLVOV ovi- av0oaµ[av. 

Aris!. Ran., TI 50. 
P. 27 5. The Purple Head. Appeared originally in Fraser's 

Magazine for August, 1877. 

P. 278. T!te purple o.f the emperor and the matrons ap­
peared ashy grey in comparison. '' Cineris specie decolorari 
videbantur caeterae di vini comparatione fulgoris '' (Vopiscus, 
in '' Vita Aureliani," cap. 29). 

P. 280. All these sovereigns. " Diligentissime et Aure­
lianus et Probus et proxime Diocletianus missis diligen­
tissimis confectoribus requisiverunt tale genus purpurae, nee 
tamen invenire potuerunt '' (Vopiscus, loc. cit.). 

P. 329. The Poison i1fa£d. The author wrote this 
tale in entire forgetfulness of Hawthorne's '' Rapaccini 's 
Daughter,'' which ne\·ertheless he had certainly read. 
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Catalogue of Select Books in Belles 

Lettres and Biography. 

Euphorion: ? tudies of the _ Antique and the M edi~ \ al 
rn the R enaissance . By V ERN ON L EE . 

C heap Edition rn one volume . D emy 8vo. , cl oth , , 
7s . 6d . 

"It is the fruit, as every page testifies, of singularly wide reading and indepen­
dent thought, and the style combines with much picturesqueness a certain larg~ne~s 
of volume, that reminds us more of our earlier writers than those of our own time. " 

Contemporary Review. 

Studies of the Eighteenth Century 
cloth, is , 6d . 

In 
Italy . By VERNON L EE . D emy 8vo., 

"These studies show a wide range of knowledge of the subject, precise investi­
gation, abundant power of illustra tion, and hearty enthusiasm. . . . The style 
of writing is cultivated, neatly adjusted , and markedly clever. "-Saturday Rt:i-•icw. 

Belcaro . Being Essays on Sundry .lEsthetical Questions . By 
• VERNON LEE, Author of" Euphorion,' ' " Baldwin," 

&c . Crown 8vo ., cloth, 5s . 
' ' This way of conveying ideas is very fascinating, and has an effect of creating 

activity in the reader's minct which no other mode can equal. From first to las t 
there is a continuous and delightful stimulation of thought."-Academy. 

JU veni 1 ia : A Second Series of Essays on Sundry .lEsthctical 
Questions. By VERNON LEE , Two vols . Srna~I 

crown 8vo ., cloth, I 2s . 
"To discuss it properly would require more space than J. single number of 'The 

Academy ' could afford."-Academy. 
'' Est agreable it lire et fait penser. "-Rc;,•uc des deu:c Aloud es. 

-----------
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2 1BcHe5 ILettres. 
Baldwin· Dialogues on Views and Aspirations . 

LEE. Dcmy 8vo., cloth, 1 z s. 
By VnNoN 

"The d ialogues are written with • an intellectual courage " ·!Jich shrinks from no logical concl usion ."-Scotsman . 

A d F or B e tter, F or Worse . By AucvsTus J Essorr, D.D. rca J : Auth or of" One G e nera ti on of a :'.\i o r folk H ouse.' 
Portrait. Pop ular Edition . Crown Svo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" .
0
\ vol ume ,,·hi ch is , to our minds, one o f the mos t cl eligh t:t! c,-cr putlishcd in E nglish ."-Stecta lor. 

" A c:i.pita l book, abou nding in true wisdom an d humour. E.\ccllcnt and a musi ng . "- iVldbou r11 e A rg-us. 

The Fleet : Its River, Prison, and M arr iage s. By JOHN 
AsHTON, Auth or of "Social L ik in the R eig:1 

of Queen Anne," &c. With 70 Drawin gs b:, the A uthor 
from Ori g inal Pictures. D em y 8vo., cloth elegan t, 7. rs. 

Ron1ances of Chivalry : Told_ ~nd Ill ust rat ed in 
Fac-sJJn1lc by Jo1-1 N AsHTON , Forty-six Illu strations. Demy 8vo., cl o th elega nt, g ilt tops, I 8s . 

"The resu1t (of the reproduction o f th e wood blocks) is as cred itable to his arti stic, as the text is to hi s lit erary, a bili ty. "- Cuard£a 11- . 

The Dawn of the Nineteenth Century in 
En gland : A Soci al Sketch of the Time s. By JOH · As HTON. 
Cheaper edition, in on e vol. Illu st rate d. L :irge crown 8vo., ros. 6d. 

"The book is one continued source of plcast1re a nd intercsl , nncl opens up a wid e fi eld for specula tion and comm ent, ::me! ma ny of us ,1i li loo k upon it as nn im portant ccn tri bution to con tempora ry history, no t easily a ,·ailalJk to others th:1 11 close stude nts. " - A 11 tiqua,y. 

The Legendary History of the Cross : 
A Series of Si xty- fou r W oodc uts , fr om :i D utc h book 
published by VELn ENER, A.D. 148 3. \Vi th an Jn tro::l uc t io !1 
'\Vritten and Illu strated by JoH N A sHTO , , and a Preface by 
the Rev. S. BARIKG-GouLD, M .A. Square Svo ., bou nd in 
Parchment, old sty le, brass cl asps, I os . 6d . 

"The book thus constituted will be a favo urite with a nt iq llarics :,.nci s'.ud~;) tS of primitive a rt. "-1Votes aJtd Q1teries. ________ ___ .. __ _ 
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Legends and Popular Tales of the Basque 
P eople . By MARIA:\'A MoKTEIRO. With Full-page Illus­

trations in Pho togravure by H AROL D CoPPING. Fcap . 4to., 

cl oth, 10s. 6d. Popular Edition, crown Svo., cloth, gilt 

edges, 6s. 
" In every respect this comely vo'.ume is a notable addition to the shelf devoted 

to foik-l ore . • anJ the pictures in photogravurc nobly interpret the 

text. "-Critic. 

Heroic Tales. 
R etold from Firdusi the P ersia n. By 

HELEN ZrMMERN. With Etchings by L. 

Popular Edition . Crown Svo ., cloth 
ALMA TADEMA. 

extra, 5s. 
" Charm ing from begi nn ing to end. . . 1Iiss Zimmcrn deserves all cred it for 

her courage in at tempt ing the task , and for her m.uvellous success in carrying it 

out. "-Saturday N cvicw. 

Woodland Tales. 
E . WR1GHT, Cro wn 

By Juuus STINDE, Author of "The 

Buchhol z Famil y." Translated by 

Svo., cloth, 3s. 6d . 

"They are pen·adcd by a quiet yet moving charm which depends, not on fine 

writing, but on true perception of character, sin: ple but firm anJ clear delineation . 

and honest natural feel ing. "-Scotsman . 

P
'l · S By C ARMEN SYLVA (The Queen of 

1 grim orrow · R oumania). Translated by H ELEN 

Z1.-.,1:virn.~ . Portrait-etchi ng by L ALAUZE. Square crown 

Svo., cloth extra, 5s. 
"A !:~rain of sadness rnns through the delicate thought and fancy of the Queen 

of Roumania. l !er popularity as an author is alreaJy great in Germany , aml this 

little work will \I in her a place in many English hearts. ''-St,11td,1 rd. 

C rown Svo ., cloth, 4s . 6d. 

A Crystal Age. 
"The crea tion of a c\e,·cr and poetical fancy. . . \ Ve have read it with g-rowing 

plP.asure."-. at11rday N c~•iew. 
" lt is incli, iuua l in virtue of its fine and delicate feeling fo~ natural beauty." 

St. 'Jamcs's Gazette. 

The Poison Tree : A Tale of Hindu Life in Bengal. 
By B. CH ANDRA CHATT ERJE E. In-

troduction by Sir EDWIN ARNO LD, M .A., K.C.S.I. 

" fhi i a w0rk of real genius .... As a picture of the social life of the Hindus 

it(: lnnot bul uc regarded as masterly."-Britislt Quarterly R eview. 

Lmrno:--: T. FISHER U:NWIN, 261 PATERNOSTER SQU,\ RE , E.C. 
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rfhe rr ouchstone of Peril: A Talc of the Indian 

Mutiny. By DuoLEY H ARDREss THO MAS . Second edition. Crown Svo., clo th, 6s. "The volumf's abound both in brillia nt descrii:fve passages and in clever character-sketches. A nO\·elist of Yery remarkable powers. " -Daily i\ cws. ' ' 'The T ouchstone of Peril' is the best Anglo-Indian novel tha t has appeared for some years. "-Times of l11dia . 

More than He Bargained for . An Indian 
• Novel. By J. R. HuTCHINSON. Crown 8vo. , cl oth , 6s. 

Taran tell a : A Roman ce. By M ATHILDE Br.Ilrn, Author 
of" Li fe of G eorge Eliot." Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s . 

"Told with great spirit and effect, and shows very cons:derable po,rer.'' 
Pall ,Ualt Gazette. The Amazon : An Art Novel. By CARL VosMAER. 

Preface by Prof. GEORG EBERs, and Frontispiece specially drawn by L. ALMA T ADEMA , R.A. '' It is a work full of deep, suggestive thought." -Tlie A cadcmy. 

The rr emple : Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations. 
By Mr. GEORGE HERBERT. New and fourth edition, with In troductory E ssay by J. HENRY SHO RTHous E. Sm al l crown , sheep, 5s. 

Jlfac-simi!e reprint of the Original Editzon of 1633. "This charming reprint has a fresh Yalue added to it by the Introductory Essay of the Au thor of 'John Inglesan t.' "-Academy. 

Songs, Ballads, and A Garden Play. 
By A. M ARY F. Ro BrNsoN, Author of" An Italian G arden. " With Fronti spiece of Di.irer's "1\/Ie!ancholia." Small crown 8vo., half bound, vcll um, 5s. 

Contents.-Songs of the I nner Life-If. Romantic Dalbds-III. A Garden Play. 

An Italian Garden: 
ment, 3s. 6d. 

A Book of Songs . By A. M ARY 
F. RoBI Nso . Fcap. 8vo ., parch -

"They are most of them exquisi te in form."-P,ill ,Vall Ca:::clte. " Full of elegance and even tenderness. "-Spcdator . 

The Sentence : A Drama. By AUGUSTA WEBSTER, 
Author of "In a D ay," &c . Sm all crown 8vo., cl oth, 4s. 6d . 
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'l'l L M" t } By J. AsHBY-STERRY, Author of 
1 e az J l OS re • " Boudoir Ballads." Fourth and 

Pcpular Edition. Frontispiece by E. A. ABBEY. Fc?.p. 
Svo., cloth, zs. 6d. 

'' One of the lightest and brightest writers of vers de societe. '' 
St. Janu:s's Gazette. 

The Ne\v Purgatory, 
" A Comtist Lover," &c. 
4s. 6d. 

and other Poems. By ELIZABETH 
RACHEL CHAPMAN, Author of 

Square imperial 16mo., cloth, 

Introductorv Studies in Greek Art. 
J 

Delivered in the British Museum by JANE E. HARRISON. 
With Illustrations. Square imperial 16mo,, 7s. 6d. 

'' The best work of its kind in English." - Oxford ,V agazine. 
"The volume is in itself a work of art."--Contemporary R eview. 

Great Minds in Art. With a Chapter on Art and 
A rt i s ts. B y WI L L r A M 

Tr REBUCK . With many Portraits, and Frontispiece. Crown 
8 vo., cloth, 5s. 

'fhe Paradox Club. By EDWARD GARNETT, With 
Portrait of Nina Lindon. Crown 

8vo ., cloth, 6s. 
Con tc11/s.-I. "The \iVind sor Castle ''-II. In D efence of \\'oman-III. 

\\'liich Lead s to Socialism-IV. On London Bri<lge-V. On Being Anticipated 
-V 1. TL e I\Iile End R oad . 

"An a;rccable little book distingu ished by a good deal of poetical feeling." 
Spectator. 

J e\vish Portraits. By L ADY M AGNUS. With Illustration 
by HARRY FuRNiss. Small crown 

~\'O., cloth, 5s. 

Gladys Fane. 
Svo., zs. 

By T. w EMY~S REID. 
(Unwin's Novel Series.) 

Fifth edition. 
Small crown 

},,Jrs. Keith's Crin1e. By Mrs. W . KINGDON CLIFFORD. 
(U nwin's Novel Series.) Smaii 

cro,vn 8vo., zs. 
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Anne Gilchrist . Her Li fe and V/ri-tings. Edited 
by HE RBERT H ARLAKE.!'/DEJ\-

GILCHRI ST. Prefatory Notice by WrLLIAM MICH AE L 
RossETTI. Second edition . Twel ve Illustrations. D emy 

8vo ., cloth, I 6s . 
" H ere we find a kind, fri endly, and humorous, if splenetic Carlyle ; a helpful an d 

merry Mrs. Carlyle ; a nd a friendly and unaffected Dante Gabriel Rossetti. These 
characteristics, so unlike the Carlyle of the too copious memoirs, so unlike the 
Mrs. Carlyle, the .femme i11comprise, so unlike the Rossetti of n1y th, a re extremely 
welcome."-Daily News , L eader. 

" A book of great worth and intercst."-Scotsman. 

Charles Dickens as I knew Him · T he st0ry 
• of the 

R eading Tours in Grea t Britain and America (1 866-1 870) . 
By GEORGE DoLBY. N cw and cheaper eJition. Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

'' A book which gives us many pleasant pictures of one of the most interesting 
figures in modern literature. "- Saturday R e'"u ,ew. 

'' It \\'ill be welcome to all lovers or Dickens for Dickens' own sake." - A t/ienamm. 

Charles Vvhitehead : A Critical Mon ograph. By 
H. T. MACKENZIE BELL. Cheap 

and P opular edition . Crown 8vo., cl oth, 5s. 
'' l\fr. Mackenzie Bell has done a good service in introducing to us a man of tru:! 

genius , whose works have sunk into mysteriously swift and complete oblivion. " 
CoJtlempormy N e,:iew. 

Ole Bull: A M em oir. By SARA C. BuLL. With Ol e B ull's 
' ' Violin Notes'' and D r. A. B. C rosby's" A11atomy 

of the Violinist." · Portraits. Second edition. Crown Svo. , 
cloth, 7s . 6d. 

" Full of good stories. It is di fficult to kn ow where to choose." 
"A fresh, deligh tful, a nd charming book."- Gr.iplzic. [Saturia-y Revie1c, 

J- h B h A Biograph ical S ketch . By Dr. 
O annes ra n1s : HER MAN D EITERS. Translated, with 

aJJitions, by RosA NEWM ARCH. Edi ted, with a P reface, 
by J. A . FULLER M AITLAND. Portrai t. Small crown bvo., 
cloth, 6s. 
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t6t ~bBtnturt ~trite-~ 
Averaging 400 pp. each. 

Large crown 8vo., cloth, 5s. each, fully Illustrated. 

THE desire of the Engli sh people for genuine accounts of the adventures of their fellows has at present chiefly called forth the ingenious absurdities of writers who have always stopped at home. To dispel the idea that adventures are confined to Africa, Mr. T. FT SHER . UNWIN has in hand a Collection which will include the narrativP.s of Travellers, Soldiers, Seamen, Prisoners who have escaped from Captivity, early Emigrants, Famous Robbers, Pirates and Buccaneers, Ach·enturers for Profit, ancl Adventurers for Pleasure. While most of the volumes published will be necessarily reprints, with full introductions by various Eminent Hanrls, the publisher designs to include in bis Series the exploits of contemporaries, English and Foreign . Of the first four volumes in the Series it is superfluous to speak,-the names of Trelawny, the friend of Byron and Shelley; of Robert Drury, the early authori ty on Madagascar; of John Shipp, the soldier who twice rose from the ranks to a commission ; of Pellow, the undaunted Cornishman who Jived for twenty-three years a ca ptive among the savage Moors ;-these names speak for themselves. But of volumes to come a word may be said. Professor Vambery has in preparation a volume on the life of a man whose adven tures are eYen more entertaining and interesting than those of the celebrated Professor himself; an eminent American, known for his dealings with Pirates, bas a volume in preparation on Tlie Buccaneers ; an Englishman of equal celebrity is giving hi6 a ttent ion to the claims of an English, a Scotch, and an Irish Robber; these and many other subjects will find a place. Taking for his motto Lord Beaconsfield's a phorism "Advent1tres are to the Adventurous," the publisher launches the Series, assured that though his undertaking be of Adventure, th~ public will not deem it Yenturous. 
I. 

t6e @.~Benfotes of o. ~ounger .§on. 
By E. ]. TRELAWNY. With an Introduction by EDWARD GARNETT. Second Edition . Illustrated with several Portraits of Trelawny, Cuts illustrating his Greek Ad ventures, and an Autograph Letter. 

I I. 
(!loBetf 9itJrut~'s :Ooutn(tf in @ci~a.~o..GC(tt. 

With Preface and Notes by CAPT. S. P. OLIVER, Author of "Madagascai·. Illustrated with Maps and curious Cut~. 

III. 
@emofrs of t6e <$,rfro.orbino.t~ @ifffat~ ~o.reet of ,2'o6n Ja6i.pp. 

With Introduction by H. MANNERS CHICHESTER. Illustrated. 
IV. 

t6e @.~Benfores of t'6om'1.s (PtffoID, of g>enr~n, (!!hrfner. 
(Three-and-Tw-enty Years in Capti vity among th e Moors.) Written by Himself; and Edited, with an In troduction and Note~, by D R. ROBERT BROVvN. Illustra ted from Contemporaneous Prints, 

V. 
t6e @ucccmurs o.n~ (1110.rooner.G of @met·fc(t: 

Dein g an accoun t of tb e Famous Ad ventures and Daring Deeds of ce)·tain notorious Free• hooters of the Spanish i\Iain. 
Edited by HOWARD PYLE . Illustrated . 

(Otl1crs i11 tlu: Press, P1osjccltts ,forwarded on a// licatio11.) 
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Catalogue of Select Boon.sin Belles Lettres, 
History, ·Biography, 'Theology, Travel, 
Miscellaneous, and Boon.s for Children. 

Gypsy Sorcery and Fortune Telling. 
Illustrated by numerous Incantations, Specimens of 
Medical Magic, Anecdotes and Tales, by CHARLES 
GoDFREY LELAND (': Hans Breitman "), President of 

the Gypsy Lore Society, &c., &c. With numerou s Illustrations 
and Initial Letters drawn by the Author. Small 4to.; cloth, 16s. 
Limited Edition of I 50 Copies, numbered and signed, demy 4to., 
price £1 I Is. 6d. nett, to subscribers only. 

This volume is one of the most important contributions of late years to the 
study of Folk Lore, and is drawn from the most interesting and curious sources, 
setting forth the magical practices of the Romany in different Countries, and their 
strange beliefs. 

Dreams. By OLIVE SCHREINER, Author of "The Story of 
an African Farm." With Portrait. Fcap. 8vo., 

buckram, gilt, 6s. 

CONTENTS :-r. The Lost Joy.-2. The Hunter.-3. The Gardens of Pleasure. 
- 4. In a Far-off vVorlcl.-5. Three Dreams in a Desert.-6. A Dream of \i\Tild 
Bees.-'7. In a Ruined Chapel.-8. Life's Gifts.-9. The Artist's Secret.-ro. I 
Thought I tood--.-11. The 1vioonlight Fell across my Bed. 

Gottfried Ke]ler : A Selection of his Tales. Trans-
lated, with a Memoir, by KATE 

FREILIGRATH KRO EKER, Translator of '' Brentano's Fairy 
Tales." With Portrait. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

Keller is the greatest Swiss romancer of modern days 
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The English Novel 1n the Ti111e of 
Shakespeare. By J. J. J ussERAND, Author of "English 
Wayfaring Life." Translated by ELIZABETH LEE, Revised 
and Enlarged by the Author. Illustrated by Six H .elio­
gravures by DuJARDIN, of Paris, and 21 foll-pag e ;:;nd many 
smaller lllustrations in fac simil'e. Demy Svo., handsome 
cloth, gilt tops, 2 Is. 

'' H ere we have learned, ye t not a t all wear isome, descriptions of the works 
which led up to the novel as we now understand it. . . • Dr. Jusserand 's 
agreeable style in recounting the origin of the modern literary 'three decker' 
makes his book, though his torically valuable, very pleasant reading. " 

Daily T elegraflt. 

English Wayfaring Life in the 
Ages (XIVth Century). By J. J. JussERAND. 
from the French by Lucy A. TouLMIN SMITH. 
Third Edition. Demy 8vo., cloth, 12s. 

Middle 
Translated 
Illustrated. 

'' This is an extremely fascina ting book, and it is surprising tha t several ye:u s 
should have elapsed before it was brought out in an English dress. Ho,rnver, we 
have lost nothing by waiting."-Ti mes. 

The Letters of Horace Walpole. 
Selected and Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by 
CHARLES Du KE YONGE, M.A. Portraits and Illustrations. 
Limited Edition of 7 50 copies in T wo Vols., medium 
8vo., cloth, 32s. 

' ' H ave been carefully edited, and, moreover, contain adm irable illust rations.'' 
C11ardirm . 

Some The Trials of a CC?untry Parson : 
Fugitive 

Papers by R ev. A. J EsSOPP, D.D., Author of "Arcady," 
" The Coming of th e Frairs," &c . Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

' ' Sparkles wi th fresh and unforced humour, and abounds in genial common­
sense."-Scotsman. 

The Coming of the Friars And other Medi~val 
' Sketches. By the Rev. 

AuGusTus J EssoPP, D.D., Author of" Arcady : For Better, 
For Worse," &c. Third Edition. Crown Svo., cloth, 7s. 6d, 

" Always interesting and frequently fascina ting."-St. ')'ames's Gazette. 
A d For Better, For Worse. By AUGUSTUS JEssoPP,D.D., rca J : Author of" One G eneration of a Norfolk House." 

Portrait. Popular Edition. Crm,vn 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
'' A volume which is, to our minds , one of the most delightful ever published in 

E nglish.· '-S/ eclalor. 

'1 

] 



,·. 
L.' 

le 
ca 
J, 

p,, 
IJ 

t• 
••' 

5 

The Twilight of the Gods . By R1cHARD 

GARNETT, LL.D. 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 
'' If imagination and style constitute the true elixir of literary life, Dr. Garnett's 

'Twilight of the Gods' should live ."-Britis!z Weekly. 

Light and Shadow: A 
Author of" The Paradox Club." 

N oveL By EowARD 
GARNETT, 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

" . .\n exceedingly clever book. "-Daily News. 

The Paradox Club. By EowARD GARNETT. With 
Portrait of Nina Lindon . Second 

Edition . Crown Svo . , limp cloth, 3s . 6d. 
"l\Jr. Garnett's dialogue is often quite as good as his description, and in 

description he is singularly happy. The mystery of London streets by night is 
powerfully suggested, and the realistic force of his night-pieces is enhanced by the 
vague and Schumann-like sentiment that pervades them."-Saturday Review, 

Soul-Shapes. Crown 4to., with four coloured plates of 
Souls on hand-made paper, with Japanese 

vellum cover, 3s . 6d. 

Robert Bro,vning: Personal Notes. 
Frontispiece . Small crown 8vo., parchment, +s. 6d. 

"E\'ery lover of Browning will wish to possess thi s exquisitely-printed and as 
exquisitely-bound little volume. "-Yorks/tire Daily Post . 

Old Chelsea. A Summer-Day's Stroll. By Dr. BENJAMIN 
ELLIS MARTIN. Illustrated by JosEPH 

PENNELL. Second Edition . Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 
'' Dr. Martin has produced an interesting account of old Chelsea, and he has 

been well seconded by his coadjutor. "-Atkenamm. 

Euphorion : Studi~s of the Antique and the Media:val i~i_ the 
Renaissance. By VERNON LEE . Cheap Edmon, 

in one volume . Deroy 8vo ., cloth, 7s . 6d. 
" It is the fruit, as every page testifies, of singularly wide reading and indepen­

dent thought, and the style combines with much picturesqueness a certain largeness 
of volume, tha t reminds us more of our earlier \\Titers than those of our own time." 

Contemporary Review. 

Studies of the Eighteenth Century in 
Italy . By VERNON LEE. Demy 8vo., cloth, 7s . 6d. 

"These studies show a wide range of knowledge of the subject, precis~ investi­
gation, abundan~ power of illustr:ition, and hearty enthusiasm. . . . The s~yle 
of writing is culll\':tted, neatly ad Justed, and markedly clever. "-Saturday R eview. 

Belcaro : Being Essays on Sundry JEsthctical Questions . By 
VER.NON LEE. Crown 8 vo., clotl1, 5s. 
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JU venilia : A Second Series of Essays on Sundry ·.tEsthetical 
Questions. By VERNON LEE. Two vols. Small 

crown 8vo., cloth, _I zs. 
"To discuss it properly would require more space than a single number of 'The Academy' could afford. "-Academy. 

Baldwin: Dialogues on Views and Aspirations •. By VERNON 
LEE. Derny 8vo., cloth, I zs. 

"The dialogues are written with . • • an intellectual courage which shrinks from no logical conclusion. "-:-Scotsman. 
Ottilie : An Eighteenth Century Idyl. By VERNON LEE. 

Square 8vo., cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
'' A graceful little sketch. • • • Drawn with full insight into the period described. "-Spectator. 

Introductory Studies in Greek Art. 
Delivered in the British Museum by JANE E. HARRISON. 
With Illustrations. Square imperial 16mo., 7s. 6d. 

"The best work of its kind in English." -Ox.ford Magazine. 
The Fleet . Its River, Prison, and Marriages. By JOHN 

• AsHTON, Author of "Social Life in the Reign 
of Queen Anne," &c. With 70 Drawings by the Author 
from Original Pictures. Second and Cheaper Edition, 
cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Romances of Chivalry : Told. ~nd Illustrated in 
Fae-simile by JOHN AsHTON. 

Forty-six Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

"The result (of the reproduction of the wood blocks) is as creditable to his artistic, as the text is to his literary, ability. "-Guardian. 

The Dawn _of the Nineteenth Century in 
England : A Social Sketch of the Times. By JOHN AsHTON, 
Cheaper Edition, in one vol. . Illustrated. Large crown 
8vo., 1 os. 6d. 

"The book is one continued source of pleasure and interest, and opens up a wide field for speculation and comment, and many of us will look upon it as an important contribution to contemporary history, not easily available to others than close students. "-Antiquary. 

Chopin, and Other Musical Essays. 
By HENRY T. FrncK, Author of "Romantic Love and 
Personal Beauty." Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

"The six essays are all written with great thoroughness, and the interest of each one is admirably sustain ed throughout."-Frecman's J ourna l. 
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The Temple : Sacred Poems and Private Ejaculations. 
By Mr. GEORGE HERBERT. New and 

fourth edition, with Introductory Essay by J. HENRY 

SttoRTHOUSE, Small crown, sheep, 5s. 

A ftic-simile reprint of the Original Edition of 1633. 

• 1 This charming reprint has a fresh value added to it by the Introductory Essay 

of the Author of I John Inglesant.' "-Academy. 

Songs, Ballads, and A Garden Play. 
By A . MARY F. RoBINSON, Author of" An Italian Garden." 

With Frontispiece of Diircr's "Melancholia." Small crown 

Svo., half bound, vellum, 5s. 

11 The romantic ballads have grace, movement, passion and strength. "-SpcctatcJr. 

11 Marked by sweetness of melody and truth of colour. "-Academy. 

Studies in 
English Essays towards a Critical Method. 

Literature, By JOHN M. RoBERTSON. Cr. 8vo ., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

11 His essays are always shrewd and readable. His criticisms on the critics are 

enjoyable for the irony (conscious or unconscious) that is in them; and the book 

will not fail to please lovers of literature and literary history, and to prove sugges-

tive to the critical."-Scotsma1t. 

Th L M . t l By J. AsHBY-STERRY, Author of 

e azy ll1S re • "Boudoir Ballads." Fourth and 

Popular Edition. Frontispiece by E . A . ABBEY. Fcap. 

8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

11 One of the lightest and brightest writers of vers de societe." 
St. James's Gazette. 

Caroline S~hlegel and Her Friend~. By Mrs. ALFR~D 
' Srncw1cK. W 1th Steel Portrait. 

Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

11 This is a singularly brilliant, delicate and fascinating sketch-one of the most 

skilful piece;; of literary workmanship we have seen for a long time ... . Mrs. 

Sidgwick is a writer of very unusual equipment, power and promise." 
Britis!t Weekly. 

Amos Kilbright: His Adsc~titious Adventures. With 
other Stones . By FRANK R. STOCKTON. 

8vo., c1oth, 3s. 6d. 

"l\lr. St,ockton is the quaintest of living lmmorists. "-Academy. 

,, 



T he Vikings in Western Christendo1n) 
A.D. 789-888. By C. F. KEARY, Author of "Out• 
1 ines of Primitive Belief,'' "The Dawn of History," &c. 
With Map and Tables. Demy 8vo., cloth, I 6s. 

National Life and Thought. Or,_ Lectur_es on 
' Vanous Nat10ns of 

the World. Delivered at South Place Institute by Professor 
TttoRoLD RoGERs, J. S. CorroN M1NCHIN, W. R. MoRFILL, 
F. H. GROOME, J. THEODORE BENT, Professor A. P uLSKY, 
E1RIKE MAc.;NussoN, and other Specialists. Demy 8vo., 
cloth, I os. 6d. 

These Lectures attracted much attention in the Sess ion of 1889-90, and are now reprinted to meet the desire of a Yery large public. In each case the authors have stri ven to put their audience in thorough sympathy with the National Life and Thought of the Nations treated of. 

Battles and Leaders of the American Civil 
War. An Authoritative History, written by Distinguished 
Participants on both sides. Edited by ROBERT U. JoHNSON 
and CLARENCE C. BuEL, oF the Editorial Staff of '' The 
O'entury Magazine." Four Volumes, Royal 8vo., elegantly 
bound, £ 5 5s. 

LORD vVOLSELEY, in writing a se ries of articles in the Nortlt American Review on this work, says : "The Century Company has, in my judgment, done a great service to the soldiers of al! armies by the publication of these records of the great War." 

Diary of the Parnell Con11nission. Revi~e~ wi th 
Add1t1011s, 

from The Daily News. By JoHN MACDONALD, M.A. Larg~ 
crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

' ' :.Jr. Macdonald has clone his work ,,·ell. "-Speaker. 

The End of ( the Middle A Essays aucl ges: Questions 
in History. By A. MARY F. RoBINSON (Madame Darme­
steter). Demy 8vo., cloth, 10s. 6d. 

" \Ve travel from convent to palace, find ourseh-es a mong all the goodness, the wi sdom , the wildness, th e wickedness, the worst and the best of that wonderful time. \Ve meet with devoted saints and desperate sinners ... We seem to have made ma ny new acqua inta nces whom before we only knew by name among the nam es of history ... vVc ca n hea rtily recommend thi s book to every one who cares for the study of hi story, especially in its most curious and fascina ting period, the la ter middle age. "-Spectator. 
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The Federalist : A Commentary in the Form of Essays 
on the United States Constitutior.. 

By ALEXANDER HAMILTON, and others. Edited by HENRY 
CABOT LoDGE. Demy 8vo., Roxburgh binding, 10s. 6d. 

"The importance of the Essays can hardly be exaggerated,"-Glasgow Mail. 

·The Story of the Nations. 
Crown 8vo., Illustrated, and furnished with Maps and 
Indexes, each 5s. 

' ' L'interessante serie l'Histoire des Nations formera . . . un cours d'histoirc 
universelle d'une tres grande valeur. "-Journal des Debats. 

"That useful series."-T/ze Times. 
"An admirable series." -Spectator. 
'' That excellent series. '' -Guardian. 
'• The series is likely to be found indispensable in every school library." 
" This valuable series."-Nonc01iformist. Pall Mall Gazette. 
'' Admirable series of historical monographs." -Echo. 
"Each volume is written by one of the most foremost English authorities on the 

subject with which it deals. . . . It is almost impossible to over-estimate the 
value of a series of carefully prepared volumes, such as are the majority of those 
comprising this librarr,- . . . The illustrations make one of the most a ttractive 
teatures of the series. '-T!te Guardian. 

Rome. By ARTHVR GILMAN, M.A., Author of "A History 
of the American People," &c. Third edition. 

·The Jews. In Ancient, Medi.eval, and Modern Times. 
By Prof. J. K. Hos MER, Second edition. 

G By Rev. S. BARINc-GouLD, Author of "Curious 
er man Y • M yths of the Middle Ages," &c. Second edition. 

Carthage By Prof. ALFRED J. CHURCH, Author of" Stories 
• from the Classics," &c. Third edition. 

Alexander's Empire. By Prof. J. P._ MA~AFF_Y, 
Author of " Social Life in 

Greece." Fourth edition. 

The Moors in Spain. 
Mosque." Third edition. 

By STANLEY LANE - PooLE, 
Author of " Studies in a 

A · t £ t By Canon RAWLINSO N, Author of " The nclell gyp • Five Great Monarchies of the World." 
Third edition. 

Hungary By Prof. ARMINIUS VAMBERY, Author of 
• "Travels in Central Asia." Second edition. 

The Saracens : From the Earliest Times to the Fall of 
Bagdad. By ARTHUR GIi.MAN, M.A., 

A uthor of" Rome/' &~, 
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Ireland. By the Hon. EMH,Y LAWLESS, Author of,, Hurrish." 
Third edition. 

Chaldea. By z. A: . RAGOZIN, Author of "Assyria," &c. 
Second ed1t10n. 

The Goths. By_ HENRY BRADLEY. Second edition. 

Assyria, By ZENAIDE A. RAGOZIN, Author of" Chaldea," &c. 

Turkey. By STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Second edition. 

Holland. By Professor THOROLD ROGERS, Second edition. 

Mediceval France. By GusTAVE MASSON. Second 
edition. 

Persia. By s. G. -W. BENJAMIN, Second edition. 

Phrenicia, By CANON RAwLrnsoN. 

Media. By z. A. RAGozrn. 

1"'he Hansa Towns. By HELEN Z1MMERN. 

Early Britain. By, Prof. A. J. CHURCH, Author of 
" Carthage," &c . 

Russia. By w.- R. MoRFILL, M.A. 

The 
The 

Barbary Corsairs. By STANLEY LAN E-PooLE. 

Jews under the Roman Empire. 
By W. DoucLAs MORRISON, M.A. 

Scotland. By J oHN M AcrnTosH, LL.D. 

Switzerland. By LINA HuG and R. STEAD. 

Mexico. By susAN H ALE. · 

(For further information, see '' Nation Series" Catalogue. 
Sent to any address on application to the 'Publisher.) 



T he Autobiography of Joseph Jeffer-
son (" Rip Van Winkle") . With many full-page Portraits 
and other Illustrations. R oyal 8vo ., 16s. 

This celebrated ac tor's autobiography is one of the most amusing ever penned . 
It abounds in droll stories and anecdotes of theatrical life, and is copious in 
recollections of the famous people of all ranks Jefferson mixed wi th . 

Nelson : The Public and Private Life of Horatio, Viscount 
Nelson. By G. LATH OM BROWNE, Barrister-at-Law, 

Author of" Wellington," "Narratives of State Trials," &c . 
With Heliogravure frontispiece Portrait, I 1 full-page Illu s­
trations of portraits and relics of Nelson, hit her to 
unpublished, and 4 Maps. Demy 8vo ., cloth, gilt tops, I Ss. 

J\lr. Lathem Browne bas had access to the documents and relics of Nelson in 
the posse~sion of Earl Nelson and Viscount Bridport (Duke of Bronte); and by 
the thorough re-examination of all existing rnaterial bas presen ted \\ hat has long 
been wanting- an impartial, exhaustive, and critical Life of Nelson, told largely 
from the point of view of his own letters and eye witnesses of his naval ca reer. 

Abraham Lincoln : A History. By JoHN G. NICOLAY 
and JoHN HAY. With many full-

page Illustrations, Portraits, and Maps. Royal 8vo .. 
complete in 10 vols., bound in cloth, price £6 the Set . 

"We claim for our work that we have devoted to it twenty years of almost 
unremitting assiduity ; that we have neglected no means in our pO\ver to ascertain 
the truth; that we have rejected no authentic facts essential to a candid story; 
that we have had no theory to establish, no personal grudge to gratify, no unavowed 
objects to subserve. 'vVe have aimed to write a sufficiently full and absolutely 
honest history of a great man and a great time. "- Extract .from Autlwr's Pre.ft.ice. 

Sir John Hawkwood (l' Acuto). ~t~~~ot~fer/ 

Translated from the ItaliaP- of John Temple-Le ader and 
Guiseppe Marcotti, by LEADER ScoTT. Illu strated. Roya l 
8vo., bound in buckram, gilt tops . Limited Edition . 

''The career of such a man was well worth recording. 
interesting book."-Glasgow Herald. 

. A Yaluablc and 

The Life & Times of Willia1n Lloyd 
By Hrs CHILDR EN , Vols. 
Portraits and Illu strations . 

GARRISON. From I 840-I 879. 
III. and IV., completing the work . 
Demy 8vo ., cloth, 3Os. 

"There is someth ing to be learn t in every page, and the diversity of subjects 
taken up by this strong, re6olute nature, make it altogethei- a book of the ~c. " 

Daily Telegraplt. 
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Anne Gilchrist : Her Life and Writings. Edited by 
HERBERT HARLAKENDEN GILCHRIST. Prefatory Notice by WrLLIAM MICHAEL RossETTI, Second 

edition. Twelve Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth, 16s. 

Life and Tin1es of Girolamo Savonarola. 
By PASQUALE VILLARI. Translated by LINDA VILLARI. 
Portraits and Illustrations. Two vols. Third Edition, with New Preface. Demy 8vo., cloth, 2 Is. 

' ' \Ve welcome the transla tion of this excellent work-which is all a transla tion ought to be. "-Spectator . 

Charles Dickens as I knew Him: The Story 
of th e Reading Tours in Great Britain and America (1866-1870). 

By GnoRGE DoLBY. New and cheaper edition. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
"It will be wel::ome to .11! lovers of Dickens for Dickens' own sake. "-Athe1tt1J2tm. Ole Bull . A Memoir. By SARAC. BuLL. With Ole Bull's 

• "Violin Notes'' and Dr. A. B. Crosby's "Anatomy of the Violinist." Portraits. Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Johannes Brahms: A Biographical Sketch. By Dr. 
HERMAN DEITERS. Translated, with additions, by RosA NEWMARCH. Edited, with a Preface, 

by J. A. FULLER MAITLAND. Portrait. Small crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

The Lives of Robert and Mary Moffat. 
By their Son, JoHN SMITH MOFFAT. Sixth edition. Portraits, Illustrations, and Maps. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d.; Popular Edition, crown 8vo., 3s. 6d .. 

'' The biographer has done his work with reverent care, and in a straight­forward unaffected style. "-Contemporary Review. 

The German Emperor and Empress : 
The Late Frederick III. and Victoria. The Story of their 
Lives. By DoROTHEA RonERTs. Portraits. Crown 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

'' A book sure to be popular in domestic circles. "-The Grapliic. 
A · ' V b' His Life and Adventures, f illlnIUS am ery : Written by Himself. With 

Portrait and Fourteen Illustrations. Fifth and Popular Edition. Square Imperial 16rno., cloth ex tra, 6s. "The work is written in a most captivating manner. "-1\iovoe Vremya, /Uoscow, 
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T
he Wider Hope : Essays and Strictures on 

the Doctrine and Litera-
ture of a Future. By Numerous Writers, Lay and 
Clerical : Canon FARRAR, the late Principal TuLLOCH, 
the late Rev. J. BALDWIN BROWN, the Very Rev. E . H. 
PLUMPTRE, D.D ., Rev. WILLIAM ARTHUR, R cv. J AMES 
H . RIGG, R cv. HENRY ALLON, D.D. With a Paper by 
THOM AS DE Q u1KCEY, and a Bibliography of Recent 
Eschatology as contained in the British Museum, 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

"A mass of material which will certainly prO\·e useful to students of the subject. 
Ifrrc they will find a large body of valuable opinion on a topic perennially 
attracti ,·e.' '-Globe. 

The Treasure Book of Consolation : 
For all in Sorrow or Suffering. By BENJ AM IN ORM Ei M.A. 
Popular Edition. Crown 8vo ., cloth extra, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

" It is a useful book for ministers, and \\·ill pro,·e an invaluable boon for those 
in whose special interest it has been compiled. "-Cltristian World. 

The nuestions of the Bible Arranged in the 
~ ' Order of the Books 

of Scripture, wi th Connective Readings and Tables. By 
W . CARNELLEY. D emy 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

11 The book will be a useful one for theologians and students. "-Fireside News. 

"A book of peculia r value to all who study the Biblc.'' - Cltristiall. 

T he House and Its B •1d with Other 
Ul er' Discourses : 

A Book for the Doubtful. By Dr. SAMUEL Cox. Third 
Edition. Small crown 8vo., paper, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 



cc Expositions." By the same Author. In•Four Volumcf, 
demy 8vo., cloth, price 7s. 6d. each. 

"We have said enough to show our high opinion of Dr. Cox's volume. It is 
indeed full of suggestion. . . . A valuable volume." -The Spectator. 

11 Here, too, we have the clear exegetical insight, the lucid expository style, the 
chastened but effective eloquence, the high ethical standpoint, which secured for the 
earlier series a well-nigh unanimous award of commendation."-Academy. 

'' When we s'ay that the volume possesses all the intellectual, moral, and 
spiritual characteristics which have won for its author so distinguished a place 
among the religious teachers of our time • • . what further recommendation 
can be necessary? "-Nonconformist. 

The Risen Christ : The King of Men. By the late 
Rev. J. BALDWIN BROWN, M.A . 

., Second and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
II We have again felt in reading these nervous, spiritua'i, and eloquent sermons 

how great a preacher has passed away. "-Nonconformist. 

Christian Facts and Forces. By the Rev. NEWMAN 
SMYTH, Author of 

N cw edition. Crown 8vo., '' The Reality of Faith." 
cloth, t~s. 6d. 

11 An able and suggestive series of discourses. "-Nonconformist. 
11 These sermons abound in noble and beautiful teaching clearly and eloquently 

expressed. "-Christian. 

Inspiration and the Bible : An Inquiry. By 
ROBERT HORTON, 

. M.A., formerly Fellow of New College, Oxford. Fourth 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown Bvo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

'
1 The work displays much earnest thought, and a sincere belief in, and love of the 

Bible."-Morning Post. 
'' It will be found to be a good summary, written in no iconoclastic spirit, but 

with perfect candour and fairne.ss, of some of the more important results of recent 
Biblical criticism. ''-Scotsman. 

F_aint, yet Pursuing. By the Rev. E. J. HARDY, 
Author of " How to be Happy 

though Married." 
Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Sq. imp. 16mo., cloth, 6s. Cheaper 

11 One of the most practical and readable volumes of sermons ever published. 
They must have b.een eminently hearable.''-British Weekly. 

The Meditations and Maxims of Koheleth, 
A Practical Exposition of the Book of Ecclesiastes. By 
Rev. T. CAMPBELL FINLAYSON, Crown 8vo., 6s. 

11 A thoughtful and practical commentary on a book of Holy Scripture wl1ich 
needs much spiritual wisdom for its exposition. • . • Sound and judicious 
handling.'' -Rock. 
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The Pharaohs of the Bondage and the 
Exodus. Lectures by CHARLES S. RoBINSON, D.D., LL.D. 

Second edition. Large crown 8vo., cloth, 5s. 

'' Both lectures are conceived in a very earnest spirit, and are developed with 

much dignity and force. W e have the greatest satisfaction in commending it to the 

attention of Biblical students and Christian ministers."-Literary World. 

Th R 1 · t f F · th By the Rev. NEWMAN SMYTH, 
e ea 1 J O al • D.D., Author of" Old Faiths 

in New Light." Fourth and cheaper edition. Crown 

8vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 
'' They are fresh and beautiful expositions of those deep things, those foundation 

truths, which underlie Christian faith and spiritual life in their varied 

manifestations." -Clzristian Age. 

A Layman's Study of the English Bible 
Considered in its Literary and Se~ular Aspects. By FRANCIS 

BowEN, LL.D. Crown 8vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 

"Most heartily do we recommend this little volume to the careful study, not 

only of those whose faith is not yet fixed and settled, but of those whose love for it 

and reliance on it grows with their growing years. "-Noncon:formist. 

The Parousia. A Critical Inquiry into the New 
Testament Doctrine of Our Lord's 

Second Coming. By the Rev. J. S. RussELL, M.A. New 

and cheaper edition. Derny 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

"Critical, in the best sense of the word. Unlike many treatises on the subject, 

this is a sober and reverent investigation, and abounds in a careful and instructive 

exegesis of every passage bearing upon it." -Nonconfonnist. 

'The Gain of Life, and Other Essays. By \VILLI.A M 

CHATTERTON CouPLAND, D.Sc., 

M.A. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

"The work is w well written ns to be likely to attract readers not specially 

nddicted to metaphysics."-Scotsman. 

The Ethic of Freethought: A SelectionofEss"ays 
· and Lectures. By 

KARL PEARSON, M.A., formerly Fellow of King's College, 

Cambridge. Demy 8vo., cloth, 12s. 

"Are characterised by much learning, much keen and forcible thinking, and a 

fearlessness of denunciation and exposition. "~Scotsman.. 
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Personal Creeds ,· ch·, How to form a Working Theory 
of Life. By NEWMAN SMYTH, D.D., 

Author of '' The Reality of Faith," &c. Crown 8vo., 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Nature and Method of Revelationo 
By GEORGE PARK F1sHER, D .D., LL.D ., Titus Street 
Professor of Ecclesiastical History in Yale University. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Descartes and His School. By KuNo FiscHER, 
Translated from the 

Third and Revised German Edition by J. P. GoRDY, Ph.D. 
Edited by NoAH PoRTER, D.D., LL.D. Demy 8vo., cloth, 
I 6s. 

"A valuable addition to the literature of Philosophy."-Scotsman. 
"No greater service could be done to English and American students than to give them a trustworthy rendering of Kuno Fischer's brilliant expositions.''-Mind. 

Socrates: A Translation of the Apology, Crito, and Parts of 
the Pha!do of Plato. I zmo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The translation is clear and elegant. "-lvlorning Post. 

A Day in Athens with Socrates . Translations 
• from the 

Protagoras and the Republic of Plato. I zmo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
"\Ve can commend these volumes to the English reader, as giving him what he wants-the Socratic . . . phi!osophy at first hand, with a sufficiency of explana­tory and illustrative comment. ''-Pall Mall Gazette. 

Talks with Socrates about Life: Translations 
from the 

12mo., cloth, 3s. 6d. Gorgias and the Republic of Plato. 
'' A real service is rendered to the general reader who has no Greek, and to whom the two ancient philosophers are only names, by the publication of these three inviting little volumes .... Every young man who is forming a library ought to add them to his collection. "-Cliristian Leader. 

Natural Causation. 
Sketch of the History 
cloth, 7s. 6d. 

An Essay in Four Parts. By C. 
E. PLUMPTRE, Author of" General 

of Pantheism,'' &c, Demy 8vo., 

"While many will find in this volume much from which they will dissent, there is in it a great deal that is deserving of careful consideration, and a great de~! that is calculated to stimulate thou&ht. "-Scotsma,n, · 
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W
ith the Beduins: A Narrative of Journeys 

to the East of the Jordan 
and Dead Sea, Palmyra, &c. By GRAY H1LL. 

Numerous Illu strations and Map. Dcmy 8vo., cloth 
gilt, 1 5s. 

The author and his wife, in a ttemrting to reach Petra, in 1890, fell into the 
hands of Beduins a nd were held for a ransom, a nd exreriencec\ other interesting 
adventures. 

Our Journey to the Hebrides . By JosErH PENNELL 
and ELIZAilETH ROBBINS PENNELL. 43 lllustrations by J osEPH 
PENNELL. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d . 

"It ·will be easily understood tha t we could not plan a route out of our 
ignorance and prejudice. It remained to choose a guide, and our choice, I 
hardly know why, fell upon Dr. Johnson." -Preface. 

Studies 1n the South and West, with 
Comments on Canada. By CHARLES DUDLEY W ARNER, 
Author of "Their Pilgrimage." Crown 8vo ., ros. 6d. 

"The Studies gi\'c us a charming account of the old social life in the Southern 
States. "- Srots Observer. 

Ranch Life and the Hunting Trail . T By HEODORE 
RoosEVELT, Author of "Hunting Trips of a Ranchman .)) 
Profusely Illustrated. Small 4to., cloth elegant, 21s. 

"It contains the highest excellence of letter-press and engraving. ''-Saturd,ry 
Neview. 

Rides and Studies 1n the Canary Isles. 
By CHARLES EowA RDEs. With many Illustrations and 
IV[aps. Crow n 8vo., cloth, 10s. 6d. 

"An honest piece of work done by a capable hand.''-Academy. 

Guatemala : The Land of the Quetzal. By WrLLIAM T . 
BRIGHAM. T wenty-six full-page and Seventy-

nine smaller Illustrations. Five Maps. Demy 8vo., cloth, £ I Is. 
" A book of laboriou; research, keen observation, and accurate information 

concerning a region a1)out which preYiously scarcely anything was known. " 
Leeds /lferczay. 
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The Decline of British Prestige in the 
East. By SELIM FARIS, Edit.or of the Arabic" El-Jawai'.b" 
of Constantinople Crown 8vo., cloth, 5s. 

fl A perusal of his book must do the English reader good." 
Asiatic Quarterly Review. 

Daily Life in India. 
"A very able book."-Cuardian. 

By the Rev. W. J. WILKINS. Ilius­
trated. Crewn 8vo., cloth, 5s. 

Modern Hinduism . An Account of the· Religion and 
• Life of the Hindus in Northern 

India. By Rev. W. J. Wn.KINS. Demy 8vo., cloth, 16s. 
"A valuable contribution to the study of a very difficult subject.''-ll,fadras 11,fai/. 

Central Asian Auestions : Essays on Afghanistan, 
~ China, and Central 

Asia, By DEMETRIUS C. BouLGER. With Portrait and 
Three Maps. Demy 8vo., cloth, I 8s. 

fl A mine of valuable information. "-Times. 

·The Balkan Peninsula. By EMILE oE LAvELEYE. 
Translated by Mrs. THORPE. 

Edited and Revised for the English Public by the Author. 
Map. Demy 8vo., cloth, I 6s. 

"Likely to be very useful at the present time, as it is one of the best books on 
the subject."-Saturday Review. 

Tuscan Studies and Sketches. By LEADER ScoTT, 
Author of " A 

Nook in the Apennines," "Messer Agnola's Hou:iehold," 
&c. Many Full-page and smaller Illustrations. Sq. imp. 
16mo., cloth, I os, 6d. 

"The sketches are of that happy kind which appeal to the learned through their 
style, and to the simple through their subjects." -Trut!t. 

Letters from Italy. By EMILE DE LAVELEYE. Trans-
lated by Mrs. THORPE, Revised 

by the Author. Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
I 

"A most delightful volume. "-No1lconformist. · 
'' Every page is pleasantly and brightly written. "-Times. 
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A Vindication of the Rights of Woman: 
With Strictures on Political and ~tl:er Subj~cts. By 
MARY WoLLSTONECRAFT. New Edmon. With Intro­
duction by Mrs. HENRY FAWCETT. Crow n 8vo., 

cloth, 7s. 6d. 
This is a reprint of the first eciition which appeared nearly one hundred years 

ago. Mrs. Fawcett has added a critical introduction in which she traces the 
development of the Theory of the Equality of the Sexes from that day to now. 

E • t" d J • t" A Study in rntgra lOil an mmtgra 1011 : Social Science. 

By RICHMOND M. SMITH, Professor of Political Economy 
and Social Science in Columbia College. Square In~p. 
161110., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Prof. Smith's book is a popular examination of one of the most urgent of 
presen t-day problems from historical, statistical, and economic poin ts of view, th e 
information being full and exact, and the author's style being a model of terseness 
and clearness. 

The Letters of the Duke of V\1ellington 
to Mi ss J., 1834-1851. Edited with extracts from the 
Diary of the latter by CHRISTIN E TERHU ME HERRICK. Crown 
8vo., paper boards, 6s. 

11 This is a thoroughly delightful book ."- Saturday Re,:iew. 

How Men Propose. The Fateful Question and Its 
Answer. Love scenes fr.om 

popular 'works of Fiction, collected by AG NES STEVENS. 
Square Imp. 16mo., cloth, 6s.; Presentation Edition, cloth 
elegant, bevelled boards, gilt edges, in box, 7s . 6d. Popular 
Edition, sm. 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. (Uniform with "How to 
be Happy Though Married." ) 

11 A most entertaining book."-Spectator. 

Sylvan Folk.- Sketches of Bird and Animal L!fe in Britai~1. 
By JOH N WATSON, Author of "A Year 111 

the Fields,'' &c. Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
11 His descriptions are so fresh that they will give genuine pleasure to everyone 

who reads them. T~e book will be especially interesting to young readers." 
Nature. 
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Industrial Rivers of the United Kingdom. 

The 

By various well-known Experts. With numerous Illus­
trations. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Five Talents of Woman. A . Book for 
Girls and 

Young Women. By the Rev. E. J. HARDY, Author of 
"How to be Happy though Married,'' &c. Sq. Imperial 
I 6mo., cloth, 6s. ; Presentation Edition, bevelled boards, 
gilt edges, in box, 7s. 6d. 

'' \ ,Vill be acceptable to all girls who are no longer 'children. ' "- Globe. 

How to be Happy though Married. 
Small crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. Bridal Gift Edition, white 
vellum cloth, extra gilt, bcv. boards, gilt edges, in box, 7s.6d. 

"The Murray of Matrimony and the Baedeker of Bliss."-Pa ll Jl/all Gazette. 

cc Manners Makyth Man." By the Author of 
"How to be Happy 

Popular Edition, small crown 8vo., 
I 6mo., cloth, 6s. 

though Married." 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; imp. 

Jottings fro1n JaiL Notes and Papers 011 Prison Matters, 
By the Rev. J. W. HORSLEY, M.A., 

Oxon., late (and last) Chaplain of H.M. Prison, Clerkenwell. 
Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Literary Landrnarks of London. 
Fourth, revised, and cheaper edition. 
Illustrated cover, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

By LAURENCE 
HUTTON. 
Crown Svo., 

English as She is Taught. Genuine Answers to 
Examination Questions 

in our Public Schools. With a Commentary by MARK 
TWAIN. Demy 16mo., cloth, 1s.; paper, 6d. 

MARK TWAIN says: "A darling literary curiosity ... , This little book ought 
to set forty millions of people to thinking." 

Proverbs, Maxims and Phrases of all Ages. 
Classified subjectively, and arranged alphabetically. By 
RoB ERT CHRI STY. 2 vo ls., half cl.oth , gil t t o ps, 21 s. 
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A
nother Brownie Book. By PALMER Cox, 

Author of " The 
Brownies,'' &c . With many quaint pictures by the 
Author. Medium 4to., cloth gilt, 6s. 

The first Brownie book was issued three years ago. The new book is like 
the first in size and style of binding, but a new cover design, printed in colors, has 
been made for it, and the contents are entirely new. It contains 150 large 
pages, describing in verse more adventures of the amusing Brownies. 

Alexis and His Flowers. By BEATRIX F . CREsswELL. 
With drawings from 

flowers by HENRIETTA CRESSWELL. Crown 8vo ., cloth gilt, 
bevelled boards, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

This volume aims at teaching children a lo\'e and knowledge of flowers and their 
lore, anJ will be found a ,·ery charming gift-book. 

By Mrs. 
BRIGHTWEN, Wild Nature Won by I(indness. 

Vice-President of the Selborne Society. W ith Illustrations 
by the Author, and F. CARRUTHERS GouLD. Second 
Edition . Small crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

'' i\Irs. Bright\\"en chats in the most delightful fashion. . . . Those who care 
for a. loving observation of winged life, will find much to please and amuse 
them ."-Grap!iir. 

Santa Claus 
TON GLADDEN. 

on a Lark, and Other Christmas 
Stories. By WASHING-

Illustrated. Foolscap 4to., cloth, 6s. 

and Short Stories 
told after Dark . Daddy Jake, the Runaway ; 

By '' UNCLE REMUS" (Joel Chandler Harris) . Many 
Illustrations. Medium 4to., cloth, gilt edges, 6s: (Uniform 
with "The Brownies.") 

When Mother was Little. By S. P. YoRKE. Thir­
teen Full-page Il lust ra­

Small square Svo., cloth, 3s. 6d . tions by HENRY J. PoRD. 



rr he Butterfly : Its Na cure, Development, and Attributes. 
. By JoHN STUTTARD. Dedicated to Sit 

John Lubbock, Bart. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo., limp cloth, Is . 

.lEsop's Fables for Little Readers: Told by 
Mrs. AR-

THUR BROOKFIELD. Twenty-five Illustrations by HENRY 
J. FORD. Small 4to., cloth, 3s. 6d. · 

'' In their present shape, the fables should be very popular among the inmates of the nursery, more particularly as they are illustrated with nearly thirty clever drawings by Henry Ford, which are beautifully printed in monochrome." 
Scottish Leader. 

The Brownies : Their Book. By PALMER Cox. 
Reprinted from 

St. Nicholas, with 
Third and Cheaper 
edges, 6s. 

many new Poems and Pictures. 
Edition. Medium 4to., cloth, gilt 

New Fairy Tales from Brentano. Toldin 
English 

by KATE FREILIGRATH KROEKER, and Pictured by F. 
CARRUTHERS GouLD. Eight Full-page Coloured Illustra­
tions. Square Svo., illustrated} paper boards, cloth back, 
5s. ; cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 

'' A really charming collection of stories. "-Pall Mall Gazette. 

Fairy Tales from Brentano. Told in English by 
KATE FREILIGRATH 

KROEKER, Illustrated by F. CARRUTHERS GouLD. Popular 
Edition. Sq. imp. 161110., 3s. 6d. 

" An admirable translator in Madame Kroeker, and an inimitable illustrator in Mr. Carruthers Gould.''-Tntth. 

ln the Tin1e of Roses : A Tale of Two Summers. 
Told and Illustrated by 

FLORENCE and Eo1TH 
" Sylvia's Daughters." 
Illustrations. Sq. imp. 

SCANNELL, Author and Artist of 
Thirty-two Full-page and other 

I 61110., cloth, 5s. · 
''Avery charming story. "-Scotsman. 
"A delightful story."-Punclt. 
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Prince Peer less : A Fairy-Folk Story-Book. By the 
Hon. MARGARET COLLIER (Madame 

Galletti di Cadilhac), Author of "Our Home by the 
Adriatic." Illustrated by the Hon. JoHN CoLLIER. Sq. 
imp. I 6mo., cloth, 5s. 

"Delightful in style and fancy."-Scotsman. 
'' A volume of charming stories.''-Saturday R eview. 

The Bird's Nest and other Sermons for Children of all 
' Ages. By the Rev. SAMUEL Cox, D.D., 

Author of "Expositions," &c. Cheap and Popular Edition . 
. Imp. 16mo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"These beautiful discourses were addressed to children of all ages, and must 
have found an echo in the hearts of many youthful listeners."-St. James' s Gazette. 

Arminius Vambery: His Life and Adventures. 
Written by Himself. With 

Introductory -Chapter dedicated to the· Boys of England. 
Portrai~ and Seventeen Illustration s. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

"We welcome it as one of the best books of trav.el tha t our boys could have 
possibly placed in their hands."-Schoolmaster. 

B ' O St • By AscoTT R. HoPE, Author of 
OJS wn OfleS. "Stories of Young Adventurers,'' 

"Stories out of School Time," &c. Eight Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 5s. 

"This is a really admirable selection of genuine narrative and history, treated 
with discretion and skill by the author. Mr. Hope has not gathered his stores 
from the highway, but has explored far afield in less-beaten tracts, as may be seen in 
his 'Adventures of a Ship-boy' and 'A Smith among Savages.' "-Saturday lfeview, 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. 
Newly Edited after the Original Editions. Nineteen Illus­
trations. L arge crown 8vo., cloth extra., 5s, 

Two Little Confederates. By THoM As NELSON 
PAGE, With eight full-

page illustrations by E. W. K EM BLE and A. C. R EDWOOD. 
Square 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

"A ch ::irm ing story. "-.4.merira,1 T r.n1el/er. 



TI-IE CAcMEO SERIES. 
Half-bound, paper boards, price 3s. 6d. each. Fine Edi tion, bound in parchmen t, 

p rinted on Japan paper, numbered and signed, 30 copies only printed, 
25 being for sale ; terms on applica tion from Booksellers or the P ublisher. 

I The Lady fro1n the Sea By H EN RI K I BSEN. T ranslated 
• • by ELEAnOR MARX-AVELI!':G, 
".\. p0\1·erful study.'"- .l'{otes and Queries. 

2 . A London Plane-Tree, and Other Poems. By . \MY LE\"\', 

·• True and tender poetry.''-Saturday Revie-&. 

3. Wordsvvorth's Grave and Other Poems. By WILLIAM 
' WATSON. 

· " True, choicely-worded, well-turned quatrains, which succeed each other like the slron"' 
u nbroken waves of a fu ll tide.'' - Mr. Cos~IO l\loNK!-IOuSE in TIie Academy. " 

4. Iphigenia in Delphi W ith some Transla tions from the Greek, 
' by R ICIIARD GARNETT, LL.D. l lh\S• 

trated. 
" A very charm ing volume .. .. Dr. Garnett h:is :ichie,·cd n very interesting and schobrly 

piece of work. "- Jllancl,ester Guardian. 

5. Mireio: A Provencal Poem. By FREDERic M isTR.\ 1:· 
TrnnJa tee! by H. \ \ . 

PRESTON. Frontispiece by J OSEPH PENNELL. 

6 Lyrics. Selected from the \ ,\Torks of A. MARY F. RoBJ.%0N (:\1dme. 
• Jas. Darmesteter). Fron tispiece. [Nearly Readx. 

7. Poems of Robert Surtees Introduction by EDWARD PEA-
• COCK. [ ht Preparatio11 . 

A .few copies of tltc Edition de Luxe of t!te earlier Volumes £n tlte Series may still 
be !tad. Prices on application. 

THE PSEU'DOJ{Yc!Jvf LI'13Rc/.!.RY. 

UN DE R this title will 1?e published a collection of entirely N'_e\\' NoH!ls _and 
Romances, neatly printed and tastefully bound. They \\·111 be specially 

suited · by their brightness and originality for holiday reading. 

24mo. , clot Ii , price rs. 6d. errcll. 

r. Mademoiselle Ixe. By L Al\"oE fALcoNER. 
[Ready. 

2 The Story of Eleanor Lambert. By i\L\coALEN BRoor-r. 
• [Nearly Ready 

3. The Mystery of the Ca1npagna; and, a Shado,v 
on 3- \\ 'tl\"e. By Yo:-; DEGE'.\' . [In Prrparation. 

O T HER 1'01.UMES ARE IN ACTIVE PREPARA T I ON. 

L ONDON: T. FISHE R UN\1/JN, P An:QNOST ER SQUARE, R.C, 
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