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~oema. 
THE RAVEN. 

0 CE upon a midnight dreary, while I pon­

dered, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of for­

gotten lore,-

SUDDE LY THERE CAME A TAPPING. 

\Vhile I nodded, nearl y napping, suddenly there 
came a tapping, 



Ube 1Ra "en. 
As of some one gently rapping,-rapping at my 

chamber door. 
"'Tis son1e visitor, " I muttered, •· tapping at my 

chamber door,-
Only this, and nothing more." 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak 
December, 

And each separate dying ember wrought its 
ghost upon the tioor. 

Eagerly l .vished the mo1TO\~· ;-vainly 1 !nu 
sought to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow,-so1-ro\ • 
for the lost Lenore.-

For the ra re and radi ant maid en \\"horn the 
angels name Lenorc,-

N a rn e less here for e\·e rmor 

And the silken sad un certain rustling of each 
purple cu rr;-i in 

Thrill ed me-fill ed me- with fantastic terro r 
never felt before ; 

So that now, to sti ll the bea ting of my hea rt, I 
stood repeating 

"'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my 
chamber door,-

Some late visitor entreating entrance at 111) 
chamber door. 

This it is, and nothin g more." 

Presently my soul g-rew stronger: hesitating 
then no longe r, 



LONG I STOOD THERE, W ONDER I NG, FEAR I NG. 
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"Sir," said I, " or Madam, truly your forgive­
ness I implore : 

But the fact is 1 vvas napping, and so gently 
you ca me rapping , 

And so faintly you came tapping . tapping at my 
chamber door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you." H ere I 
opened wide the door. 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood 
there, wondering , fearing, 

Doubting , dreaming dreams no mortal ever 
dared to dream before. 

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness 
gave no token, 

And the onl y word there spoken was the \\ his­
pered word , "Lenore ! " 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured 
back the word, " Lenore ! " 

Merely thi s, a nd nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning , a ll my soul 
within me burning, 

Soon again I heard a tapping, something louder 
than before. 

"Surely," said I, " surely that is something at 
my window-la ttice : 

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mys-
tery ex plore,-

Let my heart be still a moment, and thi s mys-
tery explore : 

'Tis the wind, and nothing more." 
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Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many 

a flirt and flutter, 

PER C HED 

In there stepped a 
stately Raven of the 
saintly days of yore. 

Not the least obeisance 
made he,- not a min­
ute stopped or stay­
ed he, 

But, with mien of lord 
or lady.perched above 
my chamber door,­

Perched upon a bust of 
Pallas just above my 
chamber door,­

Perched, and sat, 
and nothing more . 

Then this ebon bird be­
guil ing my sad fancy 
into smiling, 

By the grave and stern 
decorum of the coun­
tenance it wore, 

"Though th y crest be 
shorn and shaven, 
thou," I said, " art 
sure no craven, 

Ghastly, grim , 
ancient Raven, 
dering from 

PoN A RusT oF PALL AS . ightl y shore. 

and 
\\ an­
the 



6 ~be 1Ra\1en. 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's 
Plutonian shore ! " 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

Much I marvelled this ungain ly fowl to hear dis­
course so plainly, 

Though its answer little mean ing-littl e re le­
vancy bore ; 

For we cannot help agree ing that no li ving 
human being 

Ever yet was blessed with see ing bird above 
his chamber <loor,-

Bir<l or beast upon the sculptured bust above 
his chamber door, 

\V ith such name as " eve rmore." 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid 
bust, spoke only 

That one word, as if hi s sou l in that one word 
he did outpour. 

Nothing fur ther then he uttered ; not a feather 
then he Auttered,-

Till I scarcely· more than muttered, "Other 
fri end • have A own before'. 

O n the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes 
have A own before ! " 

Then the bird said " eve rmore. " 

Startled at the _stillness broken by rep ly so aptly 
spoken, 

"Doubtless,'" said T. "what it utters is its only 
tock and store, 
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Caught from some unhappy master whom un­

merciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs 

one burden bore,-

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy 

burden bore 
Of' Never,-nevermore ! '" 

But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into 

smiling. 
Straight I wli eeled a cushioned seat in front of 

bird and bust and door; 

Tlien, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myse lf 

to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous 

bird of yore-
·what this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and 

• ominous bird of yore 

Meant in croaking" Nevermore." 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable 
expressing 

To the fowl whose fi ery eyes now burned into 
my bosom's core : 

This and more I sat divining , \\·ith my head at 
ease reclining 

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamplight 
g loated o'er, 

But who e velvet violet lining , \Yi th the lamplight 
gloating o'er, 

She ha ll pre , ah, neve rmore ! 
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Then, methought, the 
air g rew denser, 
perfumed from an 
unseen censer 

Swung by Seraphim 
w h o s e footfalls 
tinkled on the 
tufted floor. 

"Wretch ! " I cried, 
"thy God hath lent 
thee-by thes e 
angels he hath sent 
thee 

Respite- respite and 
nepenthe, from thy 
memories of Le­
nore ! 

Quaff , oh quaff this 
kind nepenthe, and 
forget this lost 
Lenore !" 
Quoth the R aven, 

' evermore." 

" Prophet ! " cried I, 
" thing of evil !-
prophet sti ll, if bird 
or devil!-

'Whether T empter 
sent, or whether 
tempest tossed thee 

PERFUMED FROM AN uNsEEN cE sER. here ashore, 
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Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land 
enchanted-

On this Home by horror haunted-tell me truly, 
I implore-

Is there-is there balm in Gilead? T ell me!­
tell me, I implore ! " 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Prophet! " cried I, " thing of evil-prophet 
still, if bird or devil!-

By that Heaven that bends above us- by that 
God we both adore !-

Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if, vvithin the 
distant Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels 
name Lenore,-

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the 
angels name Lenore." 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Be that v. ord our sign of parting, bird or 
fiend !" I shrieked, upstarting. 

" Get thee back into the tempest and the ight's 
l lutonian shore! 

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy 
oul hath spoken! 

Leave my loneliness unbroken !- quit the bust 
above my door ! 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy 
form from off my door ! " 

Quoth the Raven, " evermore." 



/ 

AND MY SOUL FROM OUT THAT SHADOW , 
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Anu the Raven, neve r flitting, still 1s sitting, 

still is sittiqg 
On the pallid bust of Pallas, just above my 

challlber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon ·s 

that is dreaming , 
And the lamplight o'er him streaming thro,vs 

his shadow on the fl oor ; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies 

float ing on the fl oo r 
Shall be lifted-nevermore 1 

LENORE. 

AH, broken is the golden bowl !- the spirit 
!10,,·n foreve r'.-

Let the bel l toll !_:_a saintly soul f1 oats on the 
Styn-ian rive r ; 

And, Guy De \ e re, hast tltou no tear ?--\Yeep 
now, or neve r more! 

See, on yon drear and rig id bier low lies thy 
lo\'e , Lenore ! 

Come, let the burial rite be read,- the fun eral 
song be suwr !-

n anthem for the queenliest dead tha t ever died 
SO )OUng,-

A dirge for her the doubly dead in th;1t she died 
so young. 

..... 



Low :Ii tty 1; • 
J ·ov ., . ' 

I " RE: .:. 



'.lLenore. 13 

"Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and 
hated her for her pride ! 

And \;,,,·hen she fell in feeble health, ye blessed 
her-that she died ·? 

How shall the ritual, then, be read ?-the 
requiem how be sung 

By you-by yours, the evil eye,-by yours, the 
slanderous tongue 

That did to death the innocence that died, and 
died so young? " 

Peccavimus I But rave not thus, and let a 
Sabbath song 

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no 
wrong! 

The sweet Lenore hath "gone before," with 

Hope, that Aew beside, 
Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should 

have been thy bride !--
For her, the fair and debonair, that now so 

lowly lies, 
The life upon her yellow hair, but not within 

her eyes,-
The life still there, upon her hair,-the death 

upon her eyes. 

"Avaunt! To-night my heart is light ! o 
dirge will I upraise, 

But waft the angel on her Right with a pcean of 
old days! 

Let no bell toll !-lest her s\, eet soul, amid its 
hallo\\ ed mirth, 
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Should catch the note, as it doth float up from 
the damned Earth ! 

AVAUN T ! T O- N I G H T MY HEART I S L I G HT ! 

T o fr iends above, from fi ends below; the indig­
na nt ghost is riven. -

From H ell unto a high esta te far up wi thi n the 
H eaven.-

From grief and groan to a golden throne, be­
skl~ the King of H eaven. " 
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THE BELLS. 

I. 

HEAR the sledges with the bells,­
Silver bells ! 

What a world of merriment their melody fore­
tells ! 

How they tinkle, .tinkle, tinkle, 
In the icy a ir of night ! 

While the stars that oversprinkle 
All the heavens, seem to twinkle 

With a crystallil}e delight; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 

To the tintinabulat ion that so musically wells 
From the be ll s, bells, bell s, bells, 

Bells, bells, bell s.-
From the jing ling a nd the tinkling of- the 

bel.ls. 

II. 

H ear the mellow weddino- bells.­
Golden bells ! 

What a world of happiness their harmony fore­
te lls! 

Through the balmy air of night 
How they ring out their delight! 

From the molten golden notes, 
And all in tune, 



. 1AT A TALE THT':IR TERROR TELLS. 
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What a liquid ditty floats 
To the turtl e-d ove that listens, vvh ile she gloats 

On the moon! 
Oh, from out the sounding cells, 

\,\That a g ush of euphony voluminously wells ! 
How it swells! 
How it dwells 

On the Future! HovY it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 

To the swinging and the ringing 
Of the bells, bell s, IJells, 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Bells, bells, be ll s,-
To the rh yming a nd the chiming of the bell s. 

III. 
H ear th e loud a larurn bells,­

Brazen bells! 
What a tale of terror, now, their turbulenry 

tells! 
In the startled ear of nig ht 
How they scream out th ei r affr igh t ~ 

Too much horrified to speak, 
They can only shriek, shri ek, 

Out of tune, 
In a clamorous appea ling to the mercy o f the 

• fire, 

In a mad expostulation ,vith the deaf a nd fran ­
tic fire, 

Lea ping higher, higher, hi o·her, 
\,\Tith a desperate des ire, 

\ 



THE\' ARE G H OULS 
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And a resolute endeavor 
Now- now to sit or never, 

By the side of the pale-faced moon. 
Oh, the bells, bells, bells ! 
What a tale their terror tells 

Of Despair! 
How they clang, and clash, and roar! 
What a horror they outpour 

On the bosom of the palpitating air ! 
Yet the ear it fully knows, 

By the twanging, 
And the clanging, 

How the danger ebbs and flows ; 
Yet the ear distinctly tells, 

In the jang ling, 
And the wrangling, 

H ow the danger sinks and swells, 
By the sinkin cr or the swelling in the anger of 

the bells, 
Of the bells,-

Of the bell s, bells, bells, bells, 
Bell s, bells, bells.-

In the clamor and the clangor of the bells ! 

IV. 

Hear the tolling of the bells,­
l ron bell s ! 

vVhat a world of solemn thought their monody 
compels ! 

In the silence of the night, 
H ow we shi ver with affright 
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At the melancholy menace of their tone ! 
For every sound that floats 
From the rust within their throats 

Is a groan. 
And the people- ah, the people­
They that dwell up in the steeple, 

All alone, 
And who tolling, tolling , tolling, 

In that muffled monotone, 
Feel a glory in so rolling 

On the human heart a stone : 
They are neither man nor woman.­
They are neither brute nor human.-

They are Ghouls; 
And their king it is who tolls.­
And he rolls, rolls, rolls, 
Rolls 
A pcean from the bells ! 
And his merry bosom swells 
With the pcean of the bells, 
And he dances, and he yells ; 

Keeping time, tin1e, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 

To the prean of the beI.ls,­
Of the bells: 

Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 

To the throbbing of the bells,­
Of the bells, bells, bells.-

To the sobbing of the bells ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 

As he knells, knells, knells, 
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In a happy Runic rhyme, 
To the rolling of the bells,­
Of the bells, bells, bells.­
To the tolling of the be lls, 

Of the bells, he ll s, bells, bells,-­
Bell s, bells, bells. -

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 

ANN ABEL LEE. 

IT was many and many a year ago, 
In a kin u·dorn by th e sea, 

That a maid en th ere lived w~om you may know, 
By the name of ANNARF: L L EE ; 

And this maid en she lived wi,Lh no oth r thought 
Than to love a nd be loved by me. 

I was a child a nd site was a ch ild. 
In this kingdom by the sea: 

But we loved with a love that was more than 
love ,- · 

I and my AN ABEL L EE ; 
With a love that the winged se raphs of heave n 

Coveted her and me. 

And thi s ,;,,·as the reason that, long. ago, 
In this kingdom by the sea, 

A \\·ind blew out of a cloud, chiliing 
My beautiful A BE L L EE ; 

So that her highborn kinsman came 
And bore her away from me, 



TO LOVE AND llE LOVED BY ME, 
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To shut her up in a sepulchre 
In this kingdom by the ·sea. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 
Went envying her and me,-

Yes !-that was the reason (as all men know, 
In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 
Chilling and killing my A TNABEL LEE. 

But our love it ,x,,·as stronger by far than the 
love 

Of those who were older than we,­
Of many far vviser than we; 

And neither _the angels in heave n above, 
Nor the demons down _under the sea, 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE: 

For the moon never beams, without bring ing 
me dreams 

Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE; 
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bri•rht 

eyes 
. Of the beautiful A NA BEL LEE; 

And so, all the nig ht-tide, I li e down by the 
side 

Of my darling- my darling- my life and my 
bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sea, 
In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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ULALUME. 

THE skies they were ashen and sober; 
The leaves they were crisped and sere,­
The leaves they were withering and sere,­

It was night in the lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year; 

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 
In the misty mid-region of Weir.-

It was do\\ n by the dank tarn of Auber, 
In the ghoul -haunted woodland of Weir. 

Here once, through an alley Titanic, 
Of cypress, I roamed with my soul,­
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 

These were days when my heart was volcanic 
As the scoriac rivers that roll-
As the lavas that restlessly roll -

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek 
In the ultimate climes of the pole-

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek, 
In the realms of the boreal pole. 

Our talk had been serious and sober, 
But our thoughts they were palsied and sere, 
Our memories were treacherous and sere.­

For we kne\\ not the month was October, 
And we marked not the night of the year,­
(Ah, night of all nights in the year!) 
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We noted not the dim lake of Auber­
(Though once we had journeyed down 

here)-
Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber, 

Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

A nd now, as the night was senescent, 
And star-dial.,; pointed to morn,­
As the star-dials hinted of morn,­

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebu lous lustre v\'as born, 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 
Arose with a dupli cate horn,-­

Astarte's bediamond ed crescent, 
Distinct with its duplica te horn. 

And I said, "She is wari'ner than Dian: 
She rolls through an ether of s ig hs,­
She reve ls in a region of sighs: 

She has seen that the tears a re not dry on 
These cheeks, where the \\·orrn ne,·er dies, 

And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us th e pa th to the skies,-
To the Lethean peace of the skies,-

Come up, in despite of the Lion, 
To shine on us with her bright eye. , 

Come up through the lai r of the Lion, 
With love in her luminous eyes." 

But Psyche, uplifting her finger, 
Said, "Sadly this star l mi trust.­
H er pallor J stran:~·ely mistrust; 



• 
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'Ullalume. 

Oh, hasten! oh, let us not linger! 
Oh, fly !-let us fly!- for we must." 

In terror she spoke, letting sink her 
Wings unLil they trailed in the dust,­

ln agony sobbed, letting sink her 
Plumes till they trailed in the dust,­
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 

I replied , "This is nothing but dreaming: 
Let us on by this tremulous light! 
Let us bathe in this crysta lline light! 

Its Sybilic splendor is beaming 
With Hope and in Beauty to-night: 
See! it flickers up the sky through the night! 
h, \\ e safely may trust to i~s gleaming, 
And be sure it will lead us aright. 

\,\ e safely may trust to a gleaming 
That cannot but guide us aright, 
Since it flickers up to Heaven through the 

night." 

Thus I p~cified_ P yche, and ki sed her, 
And tempted her out of her rrloom, ­
And conquered her scruples and gloom; 
nd we passed to the end of the vi ta, 
But were stopped by the door of a tomb, 
By the door of a legended tomb: 
nd I said, " v hat i written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb ? " 

She replied, " lalume .- Ulalume !-
'Tis the vault of thy lost lalume ! " 
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Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 
As the leaves that were crisped and sere.­
As the leaves that were withering and sere : 

And I cried, "It was surely October,­
On tlds very night of last year, 
That 1 journeyed- I journeyed down here.­
That I brought a dread burden down here : 
On this night, of all nights in the year, 
Ah, what demon has tempted me here ? 

Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber. ­
This misty mid-region of W eir.-

W ell I know, now, this dank tarn of J\uber, ­
This ghoul-h;.iL;11Le<l ,rnod la nd of Weir." 

THE COLISEUM. 

TYPE of the antique Rome ! Rich reliquary 
Of lolty contempl at ion left to Time 
By buried centuries of pomp and power! 
At leng th-at_ length-after so many days 
Of weary pilgrimage and burning thirst, 
(Thirst for the sprino·s of lo~e that in thee lie,) 
I kneel, an a ltered and an humble man, 
A mid thy shadows, and so drink within 
My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and g lory! 

Vastness! and Age! and Memories of Eld ! 
Silence! a nd Desolation! and dim i ,-ht ! 
I feel ye now- I feel ye in your strength­
Oh, spel ls more sure than e'er Judean king 
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T aug ht in the gardens of Gethsemane! 
Oh, cha rms more potent than the rapt Chaldee· 

E ver drew down from out the quiet stars! 

HERE , , vH ERE A H ERO FELL • 

• H ere, where a hero fell , a co lumn falls ! 
H ere, where a mimic eagle gla red in gold, 
A midnigh t vig il hold. the n-arthy bat ! 
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H ere, vvhere the dames of Rome their gild ed 
hair 

Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and 
thistle! 

Here, where on golden throne the monarch 
lolled, .. · 

Glides, spectre-,like, unto his marble home, 
Lit by the wan light of the horned moon, 
The swift and silent lizard of the stones ! 
But stay I These walls-these ivy-clad 

arcades-
These nfou ldering plinths-these sad and black­

ened shafts-
These vague entablatures-this crumbling 

frieze-
These shattered cornices--this v.,reck- this 

rum-
These sto nes-ala 

they a ll-
these g ray stones-are 

A II of ti1 e fa med and the colossal left 
By the corros ive H ours to Fate and me? 

"Not all!" th e echoes ans1,,vered me. " iot 
all! 

Prophetic sounds and loud, ar ise forever 
From us, and from all Ruin, un to the wise, 
As melody from Memnon to the Sun. 
'We rule the hea rts of mightiest men !--,ve 

rule 
With a cl espotl'c sway a ll giant minds! 
W e are not impotent- we pallid stones. 

ot a ll our power is gone !- not all our fam ! -



tro 1belen. 
Not all the magic of our high renown !­
Not all the wonder that e ncircles us!-

ot all the mysteries th at in us lie! -
Not all the memories that hang upon 
And cling around about us as a garment, 
Clothing us in a robe of more than g lory.' · 

TO HELEN. 

I SA w thee once-once only-years ago: 
1 mu t not say !tow many- but not many. 
It was a Jul y midnight : and from out 

33 

A full-orbed moon, that, like thine own soul, 
soaring, 

Sou o-ht a precipitate pathvvay up through 
heaven, 

There fell a silvery silken veil of ligh t, 
\ i\Tith quietude, and sultriness , and slumqer, 

pon the upturned faces of a thousand 
Ro es that o-rew in an enchanted garden, 
\ here no\\ ind dared to stir, unless on tiptoe,--· 
Fell on the upturned faces of these roses 
That gave out, in return for the 10\·e-light, 
Th eir odorou souls in an ecstatic death.-
Fell on the upturned faces of these roses 
That miled and died in this parterre, en­

chanted 
I3y thee, and by the poetry of thy presence, 
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Clad all in white, upon a violet bank 
I saw thee half reclining; \Yhile the moon 
Fell on the upturned faces of the roses, 
And on thine own, upturued,-alas, in so1-ro,,· ! 
vVas it not Fate, that, on this July midnight­
Was it not Fate (whose name is also Sorrow) 
That bade me pause before that garden-gate 
To breathe the incense of those slumbering 

roses ? 
No footstep stirred: tr. e hated world all slept, 
Save only thee and me. (Oh, Heaven !--oh, 

God! 
How my heart beats in coupling those two 

words!) 
Save only thee and me ! I 1~aused-l looked­
And in an instant all things disappeared. 
(Ah, bear in mind this garden was enchanted!) 

The pearly lustre of the moon went out : 
The mossy banks and the meandering paths­
The happy flo\\·ers and the repining trees­
vVere seen no more: the very roses' odors 
Died in the arms of the adoring airs. 
A11-all expired save thee-save le s than thou: 
Save only the divine light in thine eyes­
Save but the soul in thine uplifted eyes. 
I saw but them- they vvere the world to me : 
I saw but them-saw only them for hours­
Saw only them until the moon went down. 
vVhat wild heart-histories seemed to lie en-

written 
Upon those crystalline, celestial spheres! 
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How dark a _\voe! yet how sublime a hope! 

How si lent ly serene a sea of pride ! 

How da ring an a mbition! yet how deep­

Hov.r fath omless a capacity for love ! 
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But now, at lenoth, dear Dian sank from sight, 

Into a v;e tern couch of thunder-cloud; 

And thou, a ghost, amid the entombing trees 

Didst glide av..-ay. Only thine eyes remained. 

They would not go, - they never yet have gone. 

Lighting my lonely pathway home that night, 

Tltey have not left me (as my hopes have) 

smce. 
They follow me- they lead me throug h the 

years-
They are my ministers-yet I their slave . 

Their office is to illumine and enkindle, 

My duty to be saved by their bright light, 

nd purified in their electric fire, 

nd sanctified in their elys ian fire. 

They fill my soul with beauty (vvhich is Hope) , 

And are far up in H eaven - the stars I kneel to 

In the sad, ilent watches of my night; 

v hile even in the meridian glare of day 

I see them still-two sweetly scintillant 

enuses, unextinguished by the sun! 
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TO 

N OT long ago, the wri te r of these lines, 
In the mad pride of intellectuality, 
Maintained "the power of words,"-denied 

that ever 
A thought arose v.rithin the huma n brain 
Beyond the utterance of the human tong ue : 
And no,v, as if in mockery of that boast, 
T wo words-two foreig n soft dissyll ables­
.Italian tones, made only to be murmu red 
By angels dreaming in the moonlit "dew 
That hangs like chains of pearl on H ermon 

hi!("- • 
H ave stirred from out the abysses of hi s heart, 
Unthought-like thoug hts that are the souls of 

thoug ht, 
Richer, far wider, far divin er Yi sions 
Than even the seraph harper, lsrafel 
(Who has '.' the sweetest voice of a ll God's 

creatures ") 
Could hope to utter. And I ! my spells are 

broken. 
The pen falls powerless from my shi ve ri ng 

hand. 
With thy dear na me as text, though bidden by 

th ee, 
I cannot wri te - I ca nnot speak or think­
Alas, I cannot feel ; for 'tis not feel ing, 
This standing motio nle s upon the golden 



17 

Threshold of the wide open gate of dreams, 

Gazing, entranced, adovm the gorgeous vista, 

And thrilling as I see, upon the right, 
Upon the left, and all the way along, 

Amid unpurpled vapors, far away, 
To where the prospect terminates-thee only. 

A VALENTI 1E. 

1 FOR her this rhyme is penned, whose luminous 

eyes, 
2 Brightly express ive of the twins of Lceda 

3 Shall find her own s\.veet name, that, nestling . 

lies 
'fU pon the page, en wrapped from every 

reader. 
, -search narrowly the lines !-they hold a treas­

/ ure 
CDivine,-a talisman-an amulet Q/ 

b,,-~hat mu t be worn at lteart . Search ,;,, ell the 

measure-
he word -the syllable ! Do not forget 

~e t ·ivialest point, or you may lose your 

- /, .,,,, labor ! ) 
~ nd yet there is in this no Gordian knot .JV 

; h1ch one mio-ht not undo \\ ithout a sabre, J 
/ one ould m rely comprehend the plot. 

~m: ·r·ttfn upon the leaf where now are peer~,~~ 1 
• e cintillating oul, there lies perdus k 

m ;e quent words oft uttered in the hearing 

poet , by poet ,-a . the name i a poet's, 

too. 

,, 

I 
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ts letters, although naturally lying 
. Like the knight Pin_to--M_endez F rdinando 
'till form a synonym for Truth.-Cease trying !O / 
.,You will not read the riddle, though you do cfa 

1 the best you can do. 

[ To translate tlze address, read tlze first letter of tlie 
firs t line in connection 7uillt t lte second letter of tlie second 
l i n e, tlt e tltird letter of tl1e tltird line, til e four/It of tlu 
fo1trtli , and so on to tlze end. T lte na m e 7Vill tlius 
appear.] 

·1 I-I E A:-.C. 1•: LS , WHI SPER I NG T O 
() · tr A NOT H E R. 

TO MY MOTHER. 

BECAUSE I fee l tha t, in 
the H eave ns above, 

The angels.w hispering 
to one a nother, 

Can find, among their 
burning terms of 
love, 

None so devotional as 
that of" Mother," 

Therefore by that dear 
name I long have 
called you.-

You who are more th an 
mother unto me, 

And till my heart of 
hearts, where Death 
in stall ed yo u, 

In setting my Virgin­
ia 's spirit free . 
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My mother- my own mother, who died early, 

• Was but the mother of myself; but you 

Are mother to the one I loved so dearly, 
And thus are deare r than the mother I knew 

By that infinity \Yith which my ,;vi fe 

\\' as dearer to my soul than its o,yn soul-life. 

HYMN. 

AT morn-at noon - at twilight dim­

Maria, thou has t heard my hymn! 

In joy and woe- in good and ill­
Mother of Goel, be with me sti ll ! 

When the Hours Aew brightly by, 
And not a cloud obscured the sky, 

1y soul, lest it should truant be, 
Thy grace did guide to thine and thee : 

ow, when storms of Fate o 'ercast 

Darkly my Present and my Past, 
Let my Future radia nt shine 
With sv. eet hopes of thee and thine ! 

A E IGMA. 

"SELDOM ,ve find," say Solomon Don Dunce, 

" Half an idea in the profoundest sonnet, 

Through all the Aim y things we see at once, 
s ea ily as through a aple bon net­

Tra h of all trash !- how can a lady don it! 
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Yet heavier far than your Petrarchan stuff.­
Owl-downy nonsense that the faintest puff 

Twirls into trunk-paper the while you con 
it." 

And, veritably, Sol is right enough. 
The general tuckermanities a t:e arrant 
Bubbles,-ephemeral and so transparent ! 

But tltis is, now,-you., may depend upon it.­
Stable, opaque, immortal,- all by dint 
Of the dear names that lie concealed within 't. 

THE H AU TED PALACE. 

l N the g reenest of onr valleys 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace-. 
R adiant palace-reared its head. 

In the monarch Thought's dominion­
It stood there ! 

Never se raph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair ! 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 
On its roof did fl oat and fl ow, 

(This- all this - was in the olden 
Time long ago ,) 

And every gentle air that dallied, 
In that sweet day, 

Along the ram parts plumed and pall id, 
A winged odor ,vent away. 

., 
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\ ande rer. in that happy valley, 

Through two lumi,nous windows, saw 

B T EV IL T HI NGS , I N ROBES OF SOP. ROW . 

Spirits moving mu ically, 
To a lute' well-tuned law, 

Round about a throne where, sitting 
(Porphyrogene !) 
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In s tate his g lory well"beB tting , 
The ruler of the realm was see n. 

And all wi th pearl a nd ruby g lowing 
'vVas the fair palace doo r, 

Through which came !lowing , fl owing, fl owing, 
And sparkling ever more, 

A troop of E choes, whose swee t duty 
\ Vas but to sing, 

In voices of surpassing bea uty, 
The wit and wisdom of their king . 

But e\'il things, in robes o f sorrow, 
Assa il ed the mona rch 's high es tate. 

(Ah, let us mourn !- fo r neve r morrow 
Sha ll daw n upon him deso late ') 

And round about hi s hoi11e the o-lory 
Th a t blushed a nd b loomed, 

l s but a d im-remembered story 
Of the old tim e entombed. 

And trave llers, no\v, wi thin tha t va ll ey, 
Through the red-liaen windows see 

Vast forms, that move fa ntastically 
To a discordant me lody, 

·while, like a g has tl y rapid ri ver, 
Th ro ugh the pa le doo r 

A h ideous th rong rush out fo rever 
And laugh,- but smile no more. 
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T HE CONQUEROR WORM. 

Lo ! 'tis a gala nig ht 
Within the lonesome latter years. 

A n ange l throng . bewinged, bedig ht 

In veils, a nd drowned in tears, 
Sit in a theatre, to see 

A play of hopes a nd fears, 
While the orchestra breathes htf ully 

The music of the s pheres . 

Mimes, in the form of God on hig h, 
Mutter a nd mumble low, 
nd hi ther and thither Ay,-
Mere puppets they, who come a nJ go 

At bidding of vas t forml ess things 
That shift the scenery to a nd fro, 

Flappin o- fro m out their Condor w ings 
Invisible V\ oe ! • 

That motley drama-oh, be sure 
It sha ll not be forgot ! 

W ith it Phantom chased for eve rmore, 
By a crowd tha t seize it not, 

T hrough a circle that eve r returneth in 
• T o the self-same spot, • 

And much of Mad ness, a nd more of Sin, 
A nd Horror the ·ou l of the plot. 
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But see, am id the mimic rout 
A crawling shape intrude ! 

A blood-red thing that writhes from out 
The scenic solitude ! 

I T S HER O THE CO NQU E RO R W O RM. 

It writhes !- it writhes !-- with mortal pangs 
The mimes beconie its food, 

And the angels sob at vermin fangs 
In human gore imbrued. 



tro ©ne in ll)arabise. 

Out-out are the lights-out all ! 
And, over each quivering form, 

The curtain, a funeral pall, 
Cornes down with the rush of a storm, 

And the angels. all pallid aqd ,van, 
Uprising. unveiling, affirm 

That th e play is the tragedy, •· Man," 
And its hero the Conqu ero r \Vorm. 

TO ONE IN PARADISE. 
T1-1 ou wast that a ll to me, love, 

For which my soul did pine,-
A g reen isle in the sea, love, 

A fountain and a shrine, 
II wreathed with fairy fruit s a nd flowers, 
And all the flowers were mine. 

Ah, dream too bright to la.:;t ! 
Ah, starry Hope ! that didst arise 

But to be overcast! 
voice from out the future cries, 

"On! on!" But o'er the Past 
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering li es 

Mute, motionle s, aghast! 

For, alas! a la ! "ith me 
The light of Life is o'er ! 

"No more- no more- no more-" 
(Such language hold the so lemn sea 

To the ands upon the shore) 
Shall bloom the thund er-blasted tree, 

Or th e stricken eagle soar! 
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And all my days a re trances, 
And all my nig htl y dreams 

Are where thy dark eye g la nces, 
And where thy fo otstep gleams,­

ln what ethereal da nces. 
By what eterna l streams. 

TO F~ ' . Or D. 

TH OU wouldst be loved? Th en let th y heart 
From its present path way part not ! 

Being everything which now thou art, 
Be nothing which thou a rt not. 

So vvith the world thy gentle ways, 
Thy g race, th y more tha n beauty, 

Shall be an endless theme of praise, 
And love-a simple duty. 

THE CITY I THE SEA. 

Lo ! Death has reared himse lf a thro ne 
In a stra nge city lying alone 
Far down within the dim W est, 
Where the good a nd the bad a nd the wo rst an~l 

the best 
Have gone to their eternal rest. 
There shrines a nd palaces a nd towers 
(Time-eaten towers that t remble not !) 
R esemble nothing that is ours. 



U:be <!it)? in tbe Sea. 

Around, by lifting winds forgot, 
R esignedly beneath the sky 
The mela ncholy waters lie. 

No rays from the holy heaven come down 
On the long nigh t-tim e of that town ; 
But light from out the lurid sea 
Streams up the turrets silently-
Gleams up the pinnacles fa r and free-
Up domes-up spires-up kingly halls­
Up fanes-up Babylon-like \Valls-
Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers 
Of sculptured ivy a nd stone fJO\,vers­
U p many and ma ny a marvellous shr ine 
\ hose wreathed fri ezes inte rtwine 
The viol, the violet, and the vine . 

Res ig nedly, beneath the sky 
The melancholy waters lie. 
So blend the turrets and shado ws there 
Th at a ll seem pendulous in a ir; 
While, from a proud tower in the town, 
Death looks g igantically down. 

There open fan es and gaping graves 
Yawn level with the luminous waves, 
l3ut not the riche there that lie 
In each idol's di a mond eye,-
N ot the gayly-jewelled dead 
Tempt the waters from their bed ; 
For no ripples curl, ala. ! 
Along that wilderne s of gla s ; 
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o swellings tell that winds may be 
Upon some far-off happier sea; 
No heavings hint that winds have been 
On seas less hideously serene. 

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

SILENCE. 

TH ERE are ·some qualities-some incorporate 
things-

That have a double life, which thus is made 
A type of that twin entity which springs 

From matter and light, evinced in solid and 
shade. 

There is a twofold Silence- sea and shore­
Dody and soul. One dwell in lonely places, 
Newly with grass o'ergrown; some solem n 

graces, 





t:tbe Sleeper. 

Some huma n memories, and tearful lore , 
Render him terrorless : his na me's " o 

Mo re. " 
H e is til e co rpora te Sile nce : dread him not '. 

To power ha th he of evil in himself; 
But should some urgent fate (untimely lot!) 

Bring thee to meet his shad ow (na meless elf. 
That ha unteth the lone regions vvh ere ha th trod 
No foot of ma n), comme nd th yse lf to G od! 

THE SLEEPER. 

A T midnig ht, in the month o f June, 
I s ta nd be neath the m ysJ ic moon . 
An opia te va por, dewy, dim, 
E xha les fro m out her golde n rim , 
Aud, so ftly dripping , drop by d ro p, 
U pon the qui et mounta in-top, 
Steals d ro ws il y a nd musically 
In to t he uni ve rsal va ll ey. 
The rose ma ry nods upon ti1 e g rave ; 
The lil y loll s upon the wave ; 
Wrap ping the fog about its breast, 
The min moulders in to rest ; 
Look ing like Lethe, see ! the lake 
A conscious slumber seems to take, 
A nd would not, for the wo rld , a \\ ake. 
All Beauty s leeps ! A nd lo ! vv here lies 
(Her case ment open to th e ski es) 
Irene, with he r D est in ies ! 



Ube Sleeper. 

Oh, lady bright! can it be right­
This window open to the night ?-

THE RU I N MOULOEH:, I NTO REST. 

The wanton ai rs, from tl1e tree-top, 
Laughingly through the lattice drop.-
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The bodiless airs, a wizard rout, 
Flit through thy chamber in and out, 
And wave the curtain canopy 
So fitfully-so fearfully-
Above the closed and fringed lid 
'Neath which thy slumb'ring soul lies hid, 
That, o'er the floor and down the vvall , 
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall ! 
Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear ? 
Why and what art thou dreaming here? 
Sure thou art come o'er far -off seas, 
A wonder to these garden-trees! 
Strange is thy pallor ! strange thy dress ! 
Strange, above all, thy length of tress, 
And this all solemn silentness! 

The lady sleeps ! Oh, may her sleep, 
\Vhich is enduring, so be deep ! 
H eaven have her in its sacred keep! 
This chamber changed for one more holy, 
This bed for one more melancholy, 
I pray to God that she may lie 
F orever with unopened eye, 
While the dim sheeted ghosts go by ! 

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

THE VALLEY OF UNREST. 

ONCE it smiled a silent dell 
Where the people did not dwell; 
They had gone unto the wars, 
Trusting to the mild-eyed stars, 

ightly, from their azure towers, 
To keep watch above the flowers, 
In the midst of which all day 
The red sunlight lazily lay. 
Now each visitor shall confess 
The sad valley's restlessness. 

othing there is motionless,­
othing save the airs that brood 

Over the magic solitude. 
Ah, by no wind are st irred those trees 
That palpitate like the chil l seas 
Around the misty Hebrides! 
Ah, by no wind those louds are driven 
That ru tie through the unquiet Heaven 
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Uneasily, from morn till e\·en, 
Over the vi olets there that li e 
In myri ::td types of the human eye, ­
Ove r the lili es there th a t wave 
And weep above a nameless g rave ! 
They wave :- from out their fragra nt tops 
Eternal dews come down in drops. 
They weep :- fr om off their deli cate ste ms 
Perennia l tears descend in gems. 

A DREA M WITHI A DRE AM . 

T AKE this kiss upon the bro,Y ! 
And , in pa rting from yo u now, 
Thus much let me avow: 
Yo u a re not wrong, who deem 
That my day ha \·e been a drea m ; 
Yet if H ope has fl ow n away 
In a night, or in a day, 
In a vi sion, or in none, 
Is it therefore the less gone? 
A ll that vve see or see m 
Is but a dream within a d ream. 

I sta nd a mid the roar 
Of a surf-tor,mented shore , 
A nd I hold wirh in my hand 
Grains of the golde n sand : 
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H ow few ! ye t how they creep 
Through my fin gers to the deep, 
While I weep,-while I weep! 
Oh, God ! can I not grasp 
Them with a tigh ter clasp? 
Oh, God ! can I not save 
One from the pitiless wave ? 
Is all that we see or see m 
But a dream within a dream? 

DREA M-L AN D. 
Bv a ro ute obscure a nd lonely, 
Haunted by ill a ngels onl y, 
\ Vhere an Eidolon, named N IGHT , 
On a black throne reig ns upright, 
I have reached these la nds but nev,:ly, 
From an ul timate dim Thule,--
F rom a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime, 
Out of SPACE-out of TI ME. 

Bottomless vales and bound less fl oods, 
A nd chasms, and caves, and Ti tan woods, 
With form s that no man can d iscover 
For the dews that dri p a ll over; 
Mountains toppling evermore 
Into seas without a shore ; 
Seas th at restlessly aspire, 
Surg in g, into skies of fire ; 
Lakes th at endlessly outspread 
Their lone waters- lone a nd dead. ­
Their still waters- still and ch illy 
·with the snows of the lolling- lily. 



IDrea m=='.1La ntl. 

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

For the heart whose woes are legion 
'Tis a peaceful, soothing region.­
For the spirit that walks in shadow 
'Tis- oh, 'tis an Eldorado! 
But the traveller, travelling through it, 
May not-dare not-openly view it; 

ever its mysteries are exposed 
To the weak human eye unclosed ; 
So wills its King, who hath forbid 
The uplifting of the fringed lid ; 
And thus the sad Soul that here passes 
Beholds it but through darkened glasses. 
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THEIR SA D WATERS, SAD AND CHILLY. 



~o Zante. 
By a route obscure and lonely, 
Haunted by ill angels only. 
\\ here an Eidolon, named N 1c.wr, 
On a black throne reigns upright, 
1 have wandered home but newly 
From this ultimate dim Thule. 

TO ZA TE. 

FAIR isle, that from the f aire~t of all Acwers, 
Thy gentlest of all gentle names dost take ! 

How many memories of what rad iant hours 
At ight of thee and thine at once awake! 

How many scene of what departed bliss! 
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How many thoughts of what en tombed hopes! 
How many visions of a maiden that is 

~~o more-no more upon thy verdant s lopes ! 
l\ o more I Alas, that magical sad sound 

Transformin o- all ! Thy charms shall please 
110 more,-

Thy memory no mort' I Accursed ground 
H en e f orth I hold thy Rower-ena melled shore, 

Oh, hyacinthine i · le! Oh, purple Za nte ! 
·• Isola d'oro ! I· ior di Levante ! " 
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EULALIE. 

I DWELT alone 
In a vYorld of moan, 

And my soul was a stagnant tide, 
Till the fair and gentle Eulali e became my 

blushing bride,-
Till the yellow-haired young Eulalie became my 

smi ling bride. 

Ah, less-less bright 
The stars of the night 

Than the eyes of the rad iant girl ; 
And never a fl ake 
That the vapor can make 

With the moon-tints of purple and pearl, 
Can vie with the modes t Eulalie 's most unre­

garded curl, -
Can compare with the brig ht-eyed Eulalie's 

most humble and care less curl. 

ow Doubt- now Pai n 
Come never again , 

For her soul gives me sigh for sigh, 
And all day long 
Shines bright and strong, 

Astarte within the sky, 
While ever to her clear Eulalie upturns her 

matron eye.-
While ever to her you no- Eulal ie upturns her 

violet eye. 



GAYLY BEDIGI-IT, A GALLA ' T KNIGHT, 
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ELDORADO. 

GAYLY bedight, 
A gallant knight, 

In sunshine and in shadow, 
Had journeyed long, 
Singing a song. 

In search of Eldorado. 

But he grevv old.-
This knight so bold,­

Ancl o ·er his heart a shadow 
Fell as he found 
No spot of ground 

That looked like Eldorado. 

And, as his strength 
F ailed him at length, 

He met a pilgrim Shadow. 
"Shadow, " said he, 
" Where can it be­

This land of Eldorado?" 

"O,·er the Mountains 
Of the Moon, 

Down the Valley of the Shadovv, 
Ride, boldly ride, " . 
The Shade rep lied,-

., If you seek for E ldorado ! " 



1f srafeI. 

ISRAFEL. 1 

IN Heaven a spirit doth dwell, 
"\Vhose heartstrings are a lute." 

To ne sing so wildly \Veil 
As the angel Israfel, 

Ami the giddy stars (so legends tell) 
Ceasing their hymns, attend the spe ll 

Of his voice, all mute. 

Tottering above, 
In her highest noon, 
The enamored moon 

Blushes with love,-
While, to listen, the red levin 
(With the rapid Ple iads, even, 
Which were seven,) 
Pauses in Heaven. 

And they say (the starry choir 
And the other listening things) 

That lsrafeli's fire 
Is owing to that lyre 

By which he sits and sings.­
The trembling living wire 
Of tho e unusual strings. 

1 And the angel l s rafel, whose hearts trings are a lute, 

and who has the sweetest voice of a ll God's creatures.­
K onAN. 
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But the skies that angel trod, 
Where deep thoughts are a duty­

vVhere Love's a grown-up God,­
Where the Houri glances are 

Imbued with all the beauty 
\ t\Thich we worship in a star. 

Therefore, thou art not ,vrong, 
l srafe li , who despisest 

An unimpassioned song: 
T o thee the laurels belong , 

Best bard, because the wisest ! 
Merri ly live, and long ! 

Th e ecstasies above 
With thy burning measures suit 

Thy g rie f, thy joy, thy hate, thy love 
With the:fervor of thy lute : 
·well may the stars be mute ! 

Yes, H eaven is thine; but this 
Is a world of sweets a nd sours : 
Our flowers a re merely- fl ower~, 

And the shadow of thy per fec t bliss 
Is the sunshine of ours . 

Jf I could dwell 
Where Israfel 

Hath dwelt, and he vrhere I, 
H e might not s ing so wildly well 

A mortal melody,-
\ Vhile a bolder note than this might swell 

From my lyre within the sky. 
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FOR AN IE. 

THAN K H eave n! the crisis­
The danger-is past, 

And the linge ring illness 
Is over at last.-

And the fever called " Living " 
Is conquered at last . 

Sadly, I know, 
I am shorn of my strength, 

And no mu scle I move 
As I lie at full length; 

Dut no matter !- I feel 
I am better at length . 

And I rest so composedly 
ow, in my bed, 

That any beho lder 
Might fancy me dead,-

1\light start at beholding me, 
Thinking me dead . 

The moan ing and rrroaning­
The sighing and sobbing­

Are quieted no,,, 
V ith that horrible throbbing 

At heart :-ah, that horrible, 
Horrible throbbing! 
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The sick ness-the nausea­
The pitil ess pain-

H a ve ceased, \Yith the fever 
T hat madde ned my brain.­

With the fever called "Living" 
That burned in my brain. 

A nd oh! of all tortures, 
That torture the \\·orst 

H as abated-the terri ble 
Torture of thirst 

For the napthalin e river 
Of Passion accu rst :--

1 have d rank of a w:iter 
That qu enches all thirst :-

O f a water that f1 o \\·s, · 
\\ ill! a lullaby sound , 

From a spring but a very few 
F ee t under ground.-

From a ca\·e rn not very far 
D o.\Yn under ground . 

And ah ! let it ne\·e r 
Be foolishly sa id 

That my room it is gloomy, 
And narrow my bed ; 

For man ne\·e r slept 
In a different bed, -

And, to sleep, you must slumber 
1 n just such a bed. 
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My tantalized spirit 
Here bl a ndly reposes, 

Forgetting, or neve r 

Regretting its roses.­
Its old agitations 

Of myrtles and roses. 

F or now, while so quietly 
• Lying . it fancies 

A holi er od or 

About it, of pansies.­
A rosemary odor 

Commingled with pa nsies,­
\ \ ith rue a nd the beautiful 

Puritan pansies. 

And so it lies happily, 
Bathin(Y in ma ny 

A drea m of the tru th 

\nd the beauty of Annie,­
Drowned in a bath 

Of the tresses of Annie. 

She tenderly kissed me, 
She fondly care sed . 

An d then r fell gent ly 
To sleep on her breast.­

Deeply to leep 

From the heaven o f her breast. 
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·when the light was extinguished 

She covered me warm, 
And she prayed to the angels 

To keep me from harm,-­
To the queen of the angels 

To shield me from harm. 

And I lie so composedly, 
ow, in my bed, 

(Knowing her love) 
That you fancy me dead,­

And I rest so contentedly, 
ow in my bed, 

(\Vith her love at my breast) 
That you fan cy me dead.­

Thal you shudder to look at me, 
Thinking me dead. 

But my heart it is brighter 
Than all of the many 

Stars in the sky, 
For it sparkles with Annie, 

It glows with the light 
Of the love of my Annie,­

With the thought of the light 
Of the eyes of my Annie. 
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TO F-. 

BE.LOVED, amid the earnes t woes 
That crowd arou nd my earthly path,­

(Drear path, alas ! 'vYhere grows 
• I ot even one lonely rose),-

My sou l at least a solace hath 

In dreams of thee, and therein knows 

An Eden of bland repose . 

And thus my memory is to me 
Like some enchanted fa r-off isle 

In some tumultuous sea.-
Some ocean throbbing far and free 

With storms,-but whe re meanwhile 
Serenest skies continually 

Ju. t o'er that one bright island smile. 

13RIDAL 13ALLAD. 

THE rino- is on my hand, 
And the wreath is on my brow; 

Satins and jewel o-rand 
Are a ll at my command, 

nd [ am happy now. 
And my lord he loves me well; 

But, when first -he breathed his vow, 
I felt my bo _o_m swell,-
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For the wor<ls rang as a knell, 
And the voice seemed his who fell 

T l-I E !< I NG I S O ~l V H AND, ANU T H E W REATH I SO ' MY l!RO W, 

In the ba ttle down the dell, 
And who is happy now. 



But he spoke to reassure me, 

And he kissed my pallid brow, 
While a reveri e came o'er me, 

And to the churchyard bore me, 

And I sighed to him before me, 
Thinking him dead D'Elormie, 

"Oh, I am happy novv ! " 

And thus the words were spoken, 
And this the plig hted vow, 

And, though my faith be broken, 

And, though my hea rt be broken, 
Behold the golden token, 

That proves me happy now! 

\,\ ould to God I could awaken ! 

For I dream I know not ho\~' ; 
And my soul is sorely shaken 
Lest an evil step be taken.­
Les t the dead who is forsaken 

May not be happy now. 

TO 

I H EED noL that my earthl y lot 

H a th- little of Earth in it. -
That years of love ha Ye bei:: 11 f orgoL 

In the hatred of a minute : 

I mourn not that the desolate 
Are happier, \\ eet , than l ; 

But that you sorrnw for 1llY fa te 

\ ho am but a passer-by. 
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SCENES FROlVI "POLIT IAN." 

AN UNPUBLISHED DRAMA. 

I. 

ROME.-A Hall in a Palace. Alessandra and Cas­
tiglione. 

Alessandra . Thou art sad, Castiglione. 
Castiglione. Sad !-not I. 

Oh, I'm the happiest, happiest man in Rome ! 
A few days more, thou knowest, my Alessandra, 
Will make thee mine. Oh, I am very happy! 

Aless. Methinks thou hast a singu lar way of 
showing 

Thy happiness. What ails thee, cousin of mine? 
vVhy didst thou sigh so deeply? 

Cas. Did I sigh ? 
I was not conscious of it. It is a fashion, 
A silly-a most silly fashion I have 
When I am very happy. Did [ sigh ? ( Sig !ting.) 

Aless. Thou did t. Thou art not we ll. Thou 
hast indulged 

T oo much of late, and I am vexed to see it. 
Late hours and vvine, Castiglione,-these 
\ ill ruin thee! Thou art already altered,­
Thy look are haggard: nothing so wears away 
The constitution as late hours and wine. 

Cas. (111.using) . othing, fair cousin, noth-
ing,-not even deep sorrow,-
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\ ,\Tears it away lil~e evil hours and wine. 
I \\·ill amend. 

Alt·ss. Do it! I would have thee drop 
Thy riotous company, too. Fellows low born 
lll suit the like with old Di Broglio's heir 
And Alessandra's husband. 

Cas. I will drop them . 

Aless. Thou wilt ,--thou must. Attend thou 
also more 

To thy dress and equipage. They are over 
plain 

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

Cas. l '11 see to it. 

Aless. Then see to it! Pay more attention, 
Sir, 

To a becoming carriage. Much thou \vantest 
In dignity. 

Cas. Much, mucb: ob, rnuch I want 
In proper dign ity. 

Aless. (haughtz'ly). Thou mockest me, sir! 
Cas. (abstractedly) . Sweet, gent le Lalage ! 
A less. H eard I aright? 

speak to hirn,-be speaks of Lalage ! 
Sir Count! (places her h and on his shoulrt1r) 

what art thou dreamino· ? 
He's not well ! What ails thee, sir? 

Cas. (starting). Cousin ! fair cousin !-
madam! 

I crnve th y pardon . Ind eed, I am not well ! 
Your ha11d from off my shoulder, if you plea ·e. 
This air is most oppressi\·e ! Madam, the Duke ! 
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(Enter Di Broglio. ) 

Di Broglio. My son, I've news for thee! 

H ey ! \Vhat 's the mci tter? (observi1~[{ A lessan-
dra .) 

I ' th e pouts ? Kiss he r, Cas tig lione ! Kiss her, 

You dog ! a nd make it up, I say, this minute ! 

l 've ne ws fo r you both. Pol iti a n is expected 

H our ly in R o me,-Pol itia n, E a rl of Leicester! 

\\ e' ll have him a t the wedding . 'Tis his firs t 

vis it 

To the impe ri a l city. 

A less. ·wha t! Pol itia n 

Of Brita in, Earl of Leicester? 

Di Brog . T he same, m·y love. 

\ e 'll have h ~m at the wedd ing. A ma n quite 

young 

In years, but gray in fame. I have not seen him, 

But R um or speaks of him as o f a prodigy,- ­

Pre-e rnin ent in a rts and a rms, and \Yea lth , 

nd hi g h desce nt. \\ e ' ll have him a t the wed­

din g . 

A less. 1 ha ,·e hea rd much of thi Polit ia n, 

Ga y, ,·ola til e, a nd g ict d y,- is he not? 

And littl e _,- iven to think ing . 

Di Brog. F a r from it, lo,·c. 

l'\ o bra nch, they . a y, o f a ll phi losophy 

So dee p, abstruse, he has not ma. te red it . 

Learned a few a re learned . 

A less. 'Ti v ry tra n ·e ! 

I ha ,·e knO\rn men ha ,·c see n Po!it ia n, 
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And soug ht his company. They speak of him 
As of one who entered madly into life, 
Drinking the cup of pleasure to the dregs. 

Cas. Ridiculous ! Now /have seen Politian, 
And know him well. Nor lea rned nor mirthful 

he: 
He is a dreamer, and a man shut out 
From common passions. 

Di B rog. Children, we disagree . ... 
Let us go forth a nd taste the fr agrant a ir 
Of the garden. Did J dream or d id I hear 
Politian was a melancholy man? (Exeunt.) 

I I. 
ROME.-A L ady's apartment, with a win dow ope n 

and lookin g into a garden. Lalage, in dee p 
mourning, reading at a tabl e on whi ch li e so me 
books and a hand mirror. In th e background 
J acinta (a se rva nt m 3. id) leans ca reless ly upon a 
chair. 

L alal(e. Jacinta ! is it thou? 
J acinta ( p ertly). Yes, rn a 'am; I'm here. 
L al. I did not know, Jacin ta, yo u we re 111 

waiting. 
Sit down, - let not my prese nce trou ble you : 
Sit dov.1n,-for I a m hum ble, most hu mble. 

J ae. (aside) . 'Tis time. 
( J acinta seats herself in a sidelo1({{ man­

ner up on the chair, resting her elbows upon 
the back, and rexarding her mistress w ith 
a contemptuous look. L alag·e conti1111es to 
r ead. ) 
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Lal. " It in another climate, so he said, 
Bore a bright golden flower, but not i' this soi l ! " 

(P auses,-turns over som.e leaves and 
r esum.es.) 

" No lingering winters there, nor snovv, nor 
shower; 

But Ocean, ever to refresh mankind, 
Breathes the shrill spirit of the western wind." 
Oh , beautiful !- most beautiful !- how like 
To what my fevered soul doth dream of Heaven! 
Oh, happy la nd! (pauses.) She died !- the 

maiden died! 
Oh, still more happy maiden, who cou!dst die ! 
Jacinta ! 

(J acinta r eturns no answer, and Lalage 
presently resumes.) 

Again '.-a sirnilar tale 
T old of a beauteo us dame beyond the-sea ! 
T hus speaketh one F erdinand, in the words of 

the play : 
"She died full young 1" One Bossola answers 

hi m-
" I th ink not so : her infelicity 
Seemed to have years too many." Ah, luckless 

lady ! 
Jacinta ! ( Stz"ll no answer. ) 

H ere's a fa r sterner story : 
~But like-oh, very like in its des pair-
To that Eo·yptian queen, winn ing so easil y 

thousand hearts,-losing at length her own. 
She died. T hus endeth the hi tory : and her 

maids 
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Lean over her and weep.-Two gentle maids, 
With gentle names-Eiros and Charmion! 
Rainbow and do ve !--Jacinta! 

J ae. (Pettishly). Madam, \\·hat is it? 
Lal. vVilt thou, my good Jac inta, be so kind 

As go down in the li brary and brillg me 
The Holy Evangelists ? 

J ae. Pshaw l (Exit.) 
L al. If there be balm 

For the wounded spirit in Gi lead, it is there ! 
Dew in the night-time of my bitter trouble [that 
Will there be found-" dew sweeter far tln n 
Whkh hangs like chains of pe:1 rl on Hermon 

hill." 
(Re-enter J acinta, and throw s a volume on 

the table.) 
J ae. There, ma'am, 's the boo!( ! (Aside.) 

Indeed she is very troublesome. 
L al. (astonished) . What dids t thou say, 

Jac inta ? 
Have I done aught 
To grieve thee or to vex thee? I am sorry ; 
For thou hast served me long, and ever been 
Trustworthy and respect ful. (Res1t11tes her 

reading.) 
J ae. (as/de). I can't believe 

She has any more jewels ! No, no ! She gave 
me a ll. (Aside.) 

L al. vVhat d id st thou say, Jacin ta ? ow I 
bethink me 

Thou hast not spoken late ly of thy wedd ing. 
How fa res g·ood Ugo ?- and when is it to be ? 
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Can I do aught? Is there no further a id 
Thou needest, Jacinta ? 

J ae. (aside). Is there no furt!t er aid ! 
That's meant for me. (Aside) .-I'm sure. 

madam, you need not 
Be always throwing those jev,els in my teeth. 

Lal. Jewels, Jacinta ! Now, indeed , J acinta, 
I thought not of the je,vels. 

Jae. Oh. perhaps not ! 
But then I might have sworn it. After a ll , 
There's U go says the ring is only paste, 
For he's sure the Count Casti61ione never 
\ Vould have given a real diamond to such as 

you : 
And at the best I' m certain, madam, you cannot 
H ave use for jewels now. But I mig ht have 

sworn it. _ (Ex it.) 

(Lalage bursts into tears, an l leans !ter 
ltead upon tlte table. After a sltort 
p ause r aises it. ) 

L al. Poor Lalage ! nd is it come to this ! 
Thy sen ·ant -maid ! But courage !- 'tis but a 

viper 
\ horn thou hast cheri shed to sting thee to the 

soul! 

( T al,:iJ~g· up lite 111irror.) 
Lf a ! here at !east's a fri end !- too much a 

fri end 
J n earli er days !-a fri end will not dece ive me. 
"Fair mirror and true, now te ll me (for thou 

canst) 
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A tale-a pretty tale- and heed thou not , 
Thoug h it be rife with woe. It answers me : 
It speaks of sunken eyes, and was ted cheeks, 

HE1< 1,: .-\T Ll£A ' T'S A FR I END. 
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And Beauty long deceased ;-remembers me 
Of Joy departed ;-Hope, the Seraph Hope, 
I nurned and in tombed! Now, in a tone 
Low, sad, and solemn, but most audible , 
Whispers of early g rave untimely yawning· 
For ruined maid. Fair mirror and true ! thou 

liest not ! 
Tlw u hast no end to gain,-no heart to break! 
Castiglione lied, who said he loved !-
Thou true,-he fa lse !-false !-false ! 

( vV!ti!e she speaks, a monk enters her 

apartment, and approaches unobserved.) 

lWonk. Refuge thou hast, 
Sweet daughter, in Heaven. Think of eternal 

things ! 
Give up thy soul to penitence, and pray! 

L al. (arising hurriedly) . I cannot pray!-
My soul is at \.Var with God ! -

The frightful sounds of merriment below 
Disturb my senses- Go !- I cannot pray­
The sweet airs from the garden worry me ! 
Thy presence g rieves me-Go !-thy priestly 

raiment 
Fills me with dread! Thy ebony crucifix 
With horror and awe ! 

Jl!lonk. Think of thy precious soul! 
Lal. T hink of my early days !-Think of 

my father 
nd mother in H eaven! Think of our quiet 

home, 
And the rivulet that ran before the door! 
Think of my litt le sisters !-think of them ! 



GO !-I CANKOT PRAY, 
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A nd thin k of me ! T hi nk of my trusting love 
A nd confi dence !- his vows-my ruin- think­

think 
Of my unspeakable misery !- begone ! 
Yet s tay ! yet stay !- what was't thou '-aid .,;t of 

praye r 
A nd penitence ? Didst thou not speak of fa ith, 
i\ nd vo ws before the throne ? 

fifonk . I did . 
L al. 'Tis well. 

There i s a ,·ow were fittin g should be made.­
A sac red, o,, , impera tive a nd urgent. -
A so lemn vow! 

lvfonk. Daughter, this zea l is well! 
L al. Father, thi s zeal is a nything but well ! 

Hast tho u a cru ci fi x tit for this thing ? 
A cru cifi x whereo n to regi ter 
T his sacred vow ? (H e hands her Jtz"s own. ) 

rot that! Oh, no !- no !- no ! (Slwddering .) 
ot that ! To t that ! I tel l thee , holy man, 

T hy r;:i.irn ent ;:i.nd th y ebony cross a ffri g ht me ! 
St,rnd bac k ! I have a crucifix myself! 
/ have a cruc ifi x ! Methi nks 'twere fittin g 
T he deed - the vow- the sy mbol of the deed­
And the deed's regi te r-should tal ly, fa ther! 

( Dra:us a cross-handled dagger, and 
nu~~es z"t on ltz"glt.) 

Behold the cros ,,·herewith a vow like mine 
I • written in Heaven ! 

,llonl.: . Thy words a re mad ness, daughte r, 
nd speak a purpose unholy. Thy lips are 

livid,-
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Thine eyes are wild! Tempt not the wrath 
divine! 

Pause ere too late ! Oh, be not-be not rash ! 
S\\·ear not the oath,-oh, swear it not! 

Lal. 'Tis sworn! 

III. 

An apartment in a Palace. Politian and Halclazzar. 

Ba!dazzar. Arouse thee now, Politian ! 
Thou must not-nay indeed, indeed, thou shalt 

not 
Give way unto these humors. Be thyself! 
Shake off the idle fancies that beset thee, 
And live, for now thou diest ! 

P o!itian. Not so, Baldazz:u ! 
S1tre!y I live. 

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

P(}l. Baldazzar. it doth grieve me 
To gi\·e thee cause for grief, my honored friend. 
Command me, sir! vVhat \\·ouldst thou ha\·c 

me do? 
At thy behest I will shake off that nature 
Which from my forefathers I did inherit.­
Which with my mother's milk I did imbibe.­
And be no more Politian, but some other. 
Command me, sir ! 

Bal. To the fi eld, then !-to the field ! 
To the senate or the field. 

Pol. Alas ! alas ! 
There is an imp would follo\;v me e\ en there! 



'TIS SWORN ! 
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There is an imp hat It followed me even there! 
There is--what voice was tha t? 

Bal. l heard it not. 
I heard not any voice except thine own, 
A nd th e echo of thin e own . 

P ol. Th en I but dreamed . 
Bal. Give not thy soul to dreams : the 

camp-- the court-
Befit th ee. F ame awaits thee! Glory calls! 
And her the trumpet-tongued thou wilt not 

hear, 
In hea rk ening to imagin a ry sounds 
And pha ntom voices. 

P ol. It is a pha ntom voice ! 
Did st th ou not hear it tlten .'l 

Bal. I hea rd it not . • 
P ol. Th ou heard st it not ! Baldazza r, speak 

no more 
T o me, Po li tia n, of thy camps a nd courts. 
Oh. I a m s ick, sick, s ick, even un to death, 
Of th e hollow and hig h-s ounding va niti es 
O f th e pop ul ous Earth ! Bea r vvith me ye t 

awh il e ! 
\Ve have bee n boys together,-sc!Jool-f e ll ows,­
And now a re fri ends,-yet sha ll not be so long : 
For in th e e tern a l city thou shalt do me 
A kin d a nd gent le office, and a Powe r- -
A Power august, benig na nt, anct supreme­
S!Jall the n absolve th ee of a ll furth er duti es 
U nto th y fri end. 

Bal. Thou speakest a fea rful ridd-le 
I will not un de rstand. 



Scenes from "tPolittan.'' 87 

Pol. Yet now as Fate 
Appruacbes, and the Hours are breathing low, 
Th e sands of Time are changed to golden 

grains. 
And dazzle me, Baldazzar. Alas! alas 
I cannot die, hav ing within my heart 
So keen a relish for the beautiful 
As hath been kindled within it. Methinks the air 
Is balmier now than it was wont to be. 
Rich melodies are floating in the winds ; 
A rarer loveliness bedecks the earth ; 
And with a holier lustre the quiet moon 
Sittelh in heaven. Hist! hist! thou canst not 

say 
Thou hearest not now, Baldazzar ! 

Bal. Indeed, I hear not. 
Pol. Not hear it? Listen, now !- li sten!-

the faintest sound, 
And yet the sweetest that ear ever heard ! 
A lady's voice !-and sorrow in the tone ! 
Baldazzar, it oppresses me like a spell ! 
Again !-again !-hov,, solemnly it falls 
Into my heart of hearts ! That eloquent v01ce 
Surely I never heard : yet it were well 
Had I but heard it, with its thrilling tones, 
In earlier days? 

Bal. I myself hear it now. 
Be still ! The voice, if I mistake not greatly, 
Proceeds from yonder lattice,-which you may 

see 
ery plainly through the window. It belongs, 

Does it not, unto this palace of the Duke? 
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T he singer is undoubtedly beneath 
The roof of his Excellency ; and perhaps 
Is even that Alessandra of whom he spake 
As the betrothed of Castiglione, 
H is son and heir. 

Pol. Be still ! It comes again ! 
Voice " And is thy heart so strong 

(very faintly) . As for to leave me thus, 
Who hath loved thee so long, 
In wealth and woe among? 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus? 

Say nay !- say nay! " 
Bal. The song is English, and I oft have 

heard it 
In merry England,-never so plaintive ly : 
Hist! hist !-it comes again! . 

Voice "Is it so strong 
(more loudly). As for to leave me thus, 

\Vho hath loved thee so long, 
In wealth and vvoe among? 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus? 

Say nay !-say nay!" 
Bal. 'Tis hushed . and all is still ! 
Pol. All i's not still. 
Bal. Let us go down. 
Pol. Go down, Baldazzar, go ! 
Bal. The hour is growing late. The Duke 

awaits us: 
Thy presence is expected in the hall 
Below. What ails thee, Earl Politian? 
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Voice "Who hath loved thee so long, 
(distinctly) . In wealth and woe among 

And is thy heart so strong? 
Say nay !-say nay!" 

Bal. Let us descend !--'tis time ! Politian, 
give 

These fancies to the wind. Remember, pray, 
Your bearing lately savored much of rudeness 
Unto the Duke. Arouse thee ! and remember! 

P ol. R emember? I do. Lead on! I do 
remember. ( Going.) 

Let us descend . Believe me, I would g ive­
Freely would give-the broad l~nds of my 

earldom 
T o look upon the face hidden by yon lattice. 
" To gaze upon that veiled face, and hear 
Once more that silent tongue." 

Bal. Let me beg you, sir, 
Descend with me : th e Duke may be offended . 
Let us g-o dow n, I pray you. 

Voice (loudly) . Say nay I -say nay I 
Pol. (aside). 'Tis strange !-'. tis very 

strange ! Methought the voice 
Chimed in with my desires, and bade me stay. 

(Approaching the window.) 
Sweet vo ice ! I heed thee, and ,vill surely stay. 

ow be this fancy, by H eaven, or be it Fate, 
St ill will 1 not descend. Baldazzar, make 
:\pology unto the Duke for me: 
I o-o not down to-nigh t. 

Bal. Your lord ship's pleasure 
Shall be attended to . Good-night, Politian. 

Pol. Good-nigh t, my friend, good-night. 
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IV. 

The gardens of a Pal ace- Moonlight. Lal age 
and PoliLian. 

Lalage. And dost thou speak o f love 
To me, Politian ? Dos t thou speak of love 
To Lalage ? Ali, woe !-ah , woe is me ! 
This mockery is most crue l !_:most cruel, 

indeed! 
Polz'tian. Weep not! Ob, sob not thus ! 

Thy bitte r tea rs 
\Viii madden rne. Ob, mourn not, La lage ! 
Be comforted! I know-I know it a ll,-
And still I speak of love. Look a t me, bright-

est, 
And beautiful Lalage ! Turn here thine eyes ! 
Thou askest me if I cou ld speak of love, 
Knowing what I kno w, and seeing what I have 

seen. 
Thou askest me that; and thus I answer 

thee.-
Thus on my bended knee I answer thee . 

(Kneelz'ng.) 
Sv,1ee t Lalage, I love thee- love thee- love thee; 
Through good and ill- through weal and woe 

- I love thee. 
Not mother, with her first-born on her knee, 
Thrills with intense r love tha n I for thee. 
Not on God's a ltar, in a ny time or clime, 
Burned there a holi er fi re than burneth now 
\Vithin my sp irit for thee, And do I love? 

(Arz'sing .) 



SWEET L A L AGE, I L OVE THEE-LOVE THEE-LOVE THEE. 
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Even for thy woes I love thee !-even for thy 
woes!-

Thy beauty and thy woes. 
L al. Alas, proud E arl, 

And dost forge t thyself, remembering me! 
How, in thy father's halls, among the maidens 
Pure and reproachless of thy princely line, 
Could the dishonored Lalage abide? 
Thy wife, and with a tainted memory? 
My seared and blighted name, ho w would it 

tally 
With the ancestral honors of thy house, 
And with thy glory? 

P ol. Speak not to me of glory ! 
I bate-I loathe the name ! I do abhor 
The unsatisfactory and ideal thing. 
Art thou not Lalage and I Politian ? 
Do I not love ? Art thou not beautif u.l? 
What need \.Ye more ? Ha ! g lory ! row 

speak not of it ! 
By all I hold most sacred and most solemn, -
By all my wishes now,- my fears hereafter.­
By all I scorn on earth and hope in heaven.­
There is no deed I would more g lory in 
Than in thy cause to scoff at _this same g lory, 
And trample it under fo ot. What matters it­
Vv' hat matters it, my fairest and my best, 
That we go down unhonored and forgotten 
Into the dust,-so we descend together? 
Descend together, and then- and then, per-

chance.-
L al. vVhy dost thou pause, Politian ? 

. ,, 
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Pol. And then, perchance, 
Arise together, Lalage, and roam 
The starry and qui et dwellings of the blest, 
And still--

L al. Why dost thou pause, Politian ? 
Pol. Ancl still together-tog ether . 
L al. ow, Earl of Leicester, 

Thou lovcst me ! And in my heart of hearts 
I feel thou lovest me truly. 

Pol. Oh, Lalage ! ( Throwing ltimselj upon 
his knee.) And lovest thou Ill e.'? 

Lal. Ili:st ! hush! Within the o-loom 
Of yonder trees methought a figure passed, ­

pectral figure, so lem n, and slow, and noi se­
less.-

Like the g rim shadow Conscience, solemn and 
noise less . ( iValks across and returns.) 

I wa mistaken : ' twas but a giant bough 
Stirred by the autumn wind . Politian ! 

P u!. My Lalage-my love ! ,vhy art thou 
moved? 

\"\ hy do t thou turn so pale ? Not Conscience 
self, 

F ar le s a shadow, which thou likenest to it, 
Should shake the firm spi rit thus. But the 

night wind 
I · chilly, - and these melancholy boughs 
Throw over al l th ings a gloom. 

Lal. Politian . 
Thou speake_ t to_ me of 10\ e. Knowest thou 

the land 
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wi1ich a 11 
tong ues are busy, 
- a land n e w 
found. ­

Mirac ul ously found 
by one of Genoa ,-­

A thousand leagues 
'- • v\'ithin the go ld en 

west?-
~10 PNTA 1Ns. A RO U ' 0 WH OS E TOWER-

JN G su~1~11Ts THE w 1Nns <>F H EAVEN A fa iry land of Aow­
uN T RA~1E LLEu FLO W. 

e rs, and fruit, and 
sunshine, 

And crys ta l'l akes , and over-a rching forests, 
And mounta in s, a round whose towering sum­

mits the winds 
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Of H eaven untramelled flow,-which air to 
breathe 

Is Happiness now, and \\·ill be Freedom here­
after, 

In days th at are t9 come? 
Pol. Oh, \vilt thou-wilt thou 

F.ly to that Paradise? My Lalage, ·wi lt thou 
Fly thither with m e ? There Care shall be 

forgotten, 
And Sorrow shall be no more, and Eros be al l. 
And life shall then be mine; for I will live 
For thee, and in thin e eyes; and thou shalt be 

o more a mourn er, but the radi ant Joys 
Shall \rnit upon thee, and th e angel H ope 
A ttend thee e,·er; and I will kneel to thee 
And worship thee , and call thee my beloved,-
1y own, 01) beautiful, my love, my wife, 

M:,, all ! Oh, wilt thou- wilt thou, Lalage, 
Fly thi ther v..·ith me ? 

L al. A deed is to be done : 
CL tiglione lives ! 

Pol. nd he shall die ! 
L al. (after a p ause) . 

die!-

(Exit.) 
And-he-shall-

las ! Ca tiglione die! ~ ho spoke the words? 
\ \ here am I? \ Vhat wa it he said? Politian ! 
Thou art not gone !- thou art not gone, Poli-

tian. 
I f eel thou art not gone,-yet dare not look , 
Le t I behold thee not ! 1 hou couldst not go 
Wi th those words upon thy lips! Oh, speak to 

me, 
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And let me. hear thy voice !-one word-one 
word 

To say thou art not gone !-one little sentence 
To say how thou dost scorn-how thou dost 

hate 
My womanly weakness ! Ha ! ha ! thou art 

not gone ! 
Oh, speak to me! I knew thou wouldst not 

go! 
I knew thou wouldst not, couldst not, durst 

not go! 
Villain, thou art not gone ! Thou mockes t 

me ! 
And thus I clu tch thee - thus !--He is gone r 

- he is gone !-
Gone,-gone ! Where am I ? 'Tis we ll ! -'tis 

very well! 
So that the blade be keen - the blow be sure ! 
'Tis we ll !- 'tis very well! Alas! a las ! 

V. 

The suburbs. Politian alone. 

Polz'tz'an. This weakness grows upon me. 
I am fain t, 

And much r fear me ill. It will not do 
To die ere I have lived ! Stay- stay thy hand, 
Oh, Azrael, yet awhi lt ! Prince of the Powers 
Of Darkness and the T omb, oh pity me! 
Oh, pity me ! Let me not perish now 
In the budding of my Paradisa l H ope ! 
Give me to li ve yet- yet a little whi le. 
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•Tis I who pray for life !-I who s0 late 
Demanded but to die ! What sayeth the 

Count? 
( Enter Baldazzar.) 

Baldazzar. That knowing no cause of 
quarrel or feud 

Between the Earl Politian and himself, 

He doth decline your cartel. 
Pol. What didst thou say? 

What answer was it you brought me, good Bal-
dazzar? • 

With what excessive fragrance the zephyr 

comes 
Laden from yonder bowers ! A fairer day, 
Or one more worthy Italy, methinks 
No mortal eyes have seen! What said the 

Count? 
Bal. That he, Castiglione, not beir1g aware 

Of any feud existing, or any cause 
Of quarrel between your lordship and himself, 

Cannot. accept the challenge. 
Pol. It is most true! 

All this is very true. ·when saw you, sir,­
\ hen saw you now, Baldazzar, in the frigid 
Ungenial Britain, which we left so lately, 

heaven so calm as this ?-so utterly free 
From the evil taint of clouds? And he did 

say.'2 
Bal. o more, my lord, than I have told 

you, si r. 
The Count Castiglione will not fight, 
H aving no cause for quarrel. 
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P ol. No w this is true : 
A ll very true. Th ou a rt my fri end, Baldazzar, 
A nd I have not forgotten it. Thoul 't do me 
A piece of service . \ \ ilt thou g o back and 

sav 

U nto thi s ma n, th a t I , the E a rl of Leicester 
H old him a vi lla in ? Thus much, I prythee, 

say 

U n to the Count. I t is exceeding just 
H e s hould ha ve m use for qua rre l. 

B al. 1y lord !- My fri end !-
P ol. (aside) . 'Ti s he ! H e comes himse lf! 
(A loud .) Th ou reasonest well. 

I kno \\' wha t th ou \Youldst Sa),- not send the 
message. 

·w e ll , I \Viii think of it; I \Y ill not send it! 
N ow, prith ee, lem e me. H ither doth come a 

person 
W ith wh om a ffa irs of a m ost pr ivate natu re 
I would adjust. 

Bal. I go. T o-mo1-ro \Y we 111eet, 
D o we not, a t the Vati can ? 

P ol. A t the a ti ca n. (Exit Bal.) 
(En ter Caslig-Zio;;e ) 

Caslzg-/ione. The E a rl of Le ices ter here ? 
P ol. I a m the Ea rl of Leicester, a nd thou 

seest . 
Dost th ou not , that I am here 

Cas. My lord, some st ra nge-
Some s ing ul a r mistake-m i unde rsta nding­
H ath wi tbout doubt, a risen. T hou has t been 

u ro-ed 



AVA UNT! I \\"ILL N OT FIGHT THEE 1 INDEED, I DAltE :-:oT. 
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Thereby, in heat of anger, to address 
Some words most unaccountable, in writing, 
To me, Castiglione,-the bearer being 
Baldazzar, Duke of Surrey. I am aware 
Of nothing which might warrant thee in this 

thing, 
Having g iven, thee no offence. Ha ! am I 

righ t? 
'T was a mistake, undoubtedly. We a ll 
Do err at times. 

P ol. Draw, villain, and pra_te no more! • 
Cas. H a ! draw! and villain! 

Have at thee, then, at once, proud Earl ! 
(Draws.) 

P ol. (drawz'ng) . Thus to the expia tory 
tomb, 

Untimely sep ulchre, I do devote thee, 
In the na·me of Lalage ! 

Cas. (letting fall his sword, and recoilzn,_r;- to 
the extremity of the stage.) 

Of Lalage ! 
Hold off-thy sacred hand! Avaunt, I say! 
Avaunt! I will not fight thee! Indeed, I dare 

not. 
Pol. Thou wilt not fight with me, didst say, 

Sir Count? 
Shall I be baffl ed th us? ow, this is we ll! 
Didst say thou darest not? H a ! 

Cas, I dare not !- dare not ! 
Hold off thy hand ! With that beloved name 
So fresh upon thy lips I will not fight thee ! 
I cannot !- dare not ! 
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Pol. ow, by my halidom, 
I do believe thee ! Coward, I do believe thee ! 

STRIKE TH OU H O~tE. 

Cas. Ha !- coward ! Thi may not be ! 
( Clutches /ti's sword, and stagg ers toward 
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Poliliau, but his purpose is chang-ed be­
fore reachi1~g- !ti11L, alld lte falls upon 
his kllee at the feet of the Earl.) 

Alas! a las ! my lord, 
It is-it is -- most true! 
In such a cause 
I am the veriest coward. Oh, pity me ! 

Pol. (greatly srJjtened). Alas ! I do! In-
deed, I pity thee ! 

Cas. And Lal age-- • 
Pol. Scoundrel I Arise. and die I 
Cas. It needeth not be-- thus-thus-oh, let 

me di e · 
Thus on my bend ed knee. It ,nc·re most fit-

ting 
That in this rl eep humilia tion l peri sh. 
l· or in thP. fight I will not raise ;:t hand 
Against thee , Earl of Leicester. Strike thou 

home ! (Bc1ri11g- his bosom.) 
H ere is no let or hind erance to thy \Yeapon ! 
Strike home! I will not fi ght thee ! 

P ol. ow s' Death a nd Heli ! 
Arn I not - ;:tm I not sorely-grievously 

tempted 
To take thee at thy word? But mark me, sir: 
Think not to Ay me thus! Do th ou prepa re 
For public in sult in the streets- be[ ore 
The eyes of th e citi zens. ' I'll follow th ee.­
Like an ave ng in g spirit I 'll foll ow thee 
Even unto death. Before those whom th ou 

lovest-
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Befo re a ll R ome I 11 ta unt thee, vill a in !- I' ll 
ta unt thee, 

Dost hear ? with cowardice I Thou w ilt not 

fi ght me ? 
T ho u liest ! Thou slw!t I (E x it.) 

Cas. 
;\[os t 

Iow, this in deed is just . 
ri ~·hteous, a nd most just, 

Heaven. 
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104 Sonnet.-~o Science. 

~oems 'Umritten in Jgoutb.1 

SONNET.-TO SCIENCE. 

Scrn CE! True daughter of Old Time thou 
art! 

vVho alterest all things with thy pee rin o· eyes. 
Why preyest thou thus upon the poet's hear·t, 

Vulture, whose ,vings a re dull realiti es ? 
How should he love thee ? or how deem thee 

WI Se , 

\3/ho wouldst not leave him in his wandering 
T o seek for treasure in the jeweled skies, 

A lbeit he soared with an unda unted wing? 
Hast thou not dragged Diana from her ca r? 

And driven the H a madryad from the wood 
To seek a shelter in some ha ppier sta r? 

Hast thou not torn the aiad from her fl ood, 
The Elfin from the green gras , and from me 
The summer dream benea th the ta marind tree ? 

1 Private reaso ns-some o f whi ch have refere nce to the 
sin of plag ia r ism, a nd o th e rs to th e d a te of T enn yson's 
first poe ms- have induced me , a ft e r so me hesitat ion, to re­
publish these, th e crud e co mpos it ions of my ead iest boy­
hood. They a re prin ted 1•erbn.ti111, wi tho ut a lterat ion 
from th e ori g in a l edi t ion, the date o f which ·1s too remote 
to be judic iously ac kn o wledged .- E . A . I. 
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AL AARAAF.l 

PART I. 

OH, nothing earthly save the ray 
(Thrown back from 0owers) of Beauty's eye, 
As in those gardens v.:here the day 
Springs from the gems of Circassy-
Oh, nothing ea rthl y save the thrill 
Of melody in wood land ri ll -
Or (music of the passion·-hearted) 
J oy's voice so peacefull y departed 
That like the murmur in the she ll, 
Jts echo dwel leth a nd will dwell­
Oh, nothin g of the dross of ours­
Yet all th e beauty- a ll the flowers 
That list our Love, and deck our bowers­
Adorn yo n vvorld a far, afar, 
The wande·ring star. 

'Twas a sweet time for esace -- for there 
H er world lay lol ling on the gold en ai r, 

ea r four bright sun s- a temporary rest­
An oas is in desert of the bles t. 

1 A star was discove red by Tycho Brahe, whi ch appeared 
suddenly in the heave ns; attained, in a few days, a brill­
ia nc y &urpassing that of Jupite r; th en as sudden ly di sap­
peared , an d has never been seen sin ce . 
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Away-away-'mid seas of rays that roll 
Empyrean splendor o'er the unchained soul­
The soul that scarce (the billows are so dense) 
Can struggle to its destin'd eminence-
To distant spheres, from time to time, she rode, 
And late to ours, the favor'd one of God, 
But now the ruler of an anchor'd realm, 
She throvvs aside the sceptre-leaves the helm, 
And, amid incense and high spiritual hymns, 
Laves in quadruple light her angel limbs. 

row happiest, loveliest in yon lovely Earth, 
Whence sprang the " Idea of Beauty " into birth, 
(Falling in wreaths thro' many a startled star, 
Like woman's hair 'mid pearls, until, afar, 
lt lit on hills Achaian, and there dwelt) 
She look'd into Infinity-and knelt. 
Rich clouds, for canopies, about her curled­
Fit emblems of the model of her world­
Seen but in beauty-not impeding sight 
Of other beauty g littering thro' the light-
A wreath that twined each sta rry form around, 
And all the opal'd air in color bound. 

All hurriedly she knelt upon a bed 
Of flowers : of lilies such as rear'd the head 
On the fair Capo Deucato,1 and sprang 
So eagerly around about to hang 

pon the flying footsteps of-deep pride­
Of her who lov'd a mortal-and so died.2 

The Sephalica, budding with young bees, 
1 On Santa Maura-olim Deucadia. 2 Sappho. 

... 
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Uprea r 'd its purple stem around her knees : 
And gemmy flower, of Trebizond misnam'd 1-

Inmate of highest stars, where erst it sham 'd 
All other loveliness : its honie.d dew 
(The fabled nectar that the heathen knew) 
Deli riously s,,.,eet, was dropp'd from Heaven, 
And fell on gardens of th e unforgiven 
In Trebizond- and on a sunny flow er 
So like its own above, that to this hour 
It st ill remaineth, torturing the bee 
With madness, and unwonted re,·e rie : 
In Heaven, and ail its environs, the leaf 
And blossom of the fai ry plant, in grief 
Disconsolate linger,- grief that hangs her head, 
R epenting folli es that full long have fled, 
H eaving her white breast to the balmy air, 
Like gu ilty beauty, chasten'd, and more fair : 

yctanthes too, as sacred as the light 
She fears to perfum e, perfuming the night: 
And Clytia 2 pondering between many a sun, 
\ ,Vh il e pett ish tears adown her peta ls run : 
And that a piring flower that sprang on Earth 

1 This flo we r is much noti ced by Lewenhoeck and 
T ournefort. The bee, feeding upon its blossom, becomes 
intoxicated . 

2 Clytia,-the Chry:.anthe mum P eru vianum, or, to employ 
a better kno wn term , the Tu rnsol,-which turns cont inu­
ally toward the sun, covers itself, like P eru , th e country 
from which it comes, with dewy clouds which cool and 
refresh its fl o we rs du ri ng the most violent heat of the 
day.-13. DE ST. P1 ERRE, 
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And died, ere scarce exalted into birt.h,1 
Bursting its odorous heart in spirit to wing 
Its way to Heaven, from garden of a king : 
And Valesnerian lotus 2 thither flown 
From struggl ing with the waters of the Rhone : 
And thy most lovely purpl e perfu111 e, Za nte !3 

Isola d'oro ! Fior di Le,·,rnte ! 
And the Nelumbo bud,4 that floats forever 
\Vith l ndiall Cupid do\.vn the holy ri\·e r-
Fair flowers, and fairy ! to ,vhose care 1s given 
To bear the Goddess' song 111 odors up to 

Heaven: 5 

"Spirit! that dwellest where, 
In the deep sky, 

The terrible and fair, 
In beauty vie! 

1 There is cultivated in the king's g-ar<len at Paris, a 
species of serpentine al oes with :>ut prickles. whose la rge 
and beautiful fl ower exhales a s tro ng odor of the vanilla, 
during the tim e of its expansion, whi ch is very short. lt 
does not blow till to ward the month of July . You th en 
perce ive it g-radually open its petals, expand them, fade, 
and die. - ST. Pi°ERRE. 

2 There is found, in th e Rh one, a beautiful lily of the 
Valisnerian kind . Its stem \\'ill stretch to the le ngth of 
three or four feet , thus preserving its head a bo ve water in 
the swellings of the river. 

s The h yac inth . 

4 It is a fiction of th e Indians, that Cupid was first seen 
fl oating in one of th ese down the rive r Ganges, and that he 
sti ll loves the cradl e of hi s childhood . 

6 And golden vials, full of odors, which are the prayers 
of the saints.-REv. ST.Jo1rn. 
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Deyond the line of blue­
The boundary of the star 

Which turneth at the view 
Of thy barrier and thy bar­

Of the barrier overgone 
By the cornets who were cast 

From their pride and from their throne, 
To be drudges till the last-

To be carriers of fire 
(The red fire of their heart) 

With speed thal may not tire 
And with pain that shall not part­

\Vho livest-that we know-
In Eternity-we feel-

But the shadow of whose brow 
What spirit shall reveal? 

Thro' the beings whom thy esace, 
Thy messenger hath known 

H ave dream'd for thy Infinity 
A mode l of their ovvn. 1 

Thy ,vill is done, oh God ! 
The star hath ridden high 

I Ir 

1 The Humanitar ians held that God was to be understood 
as; having realiy a human fo rm. -Vide Clarke's Serm ons, 
vol. i. p. 26. fol. edi t. 

The d ri ft o f Milt on's a rg ument leads him to employ lan­
guage which would appea r , at fir s t s ight, to verge upon 
th e ir doct rine; but it will be seen immediately tha t he 
gua rd s himsel f against the charge of havrng adopted one 
o f the most ignorant er rors of th e dark ages of the church. 
-Dr. Su11111er's Notes on ilfillon' s Christian Doctrine. 

This opinion, in pite of many testimonies to the con­
trary, could never have been ve ry genera!. Andeus, a 
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Thro' many a tempest, but she rode 
Beneath thy burning eye; 

And here, in thought, to thee-
In thought that can alone 

Ascend thy empire, and so be 
A partner of thy throne-

By winged Fantasy.1 

My embassy is given, 
Till secrecy shall knowledge be 

In the environs of Heaven." 
She ceased: and buried then her burning cheek 
Abash d amid the lilies there, to seek 
A shelter from the fervor of His eye ; 
F or th e stars trembled at the Deity. 
She stirr'd not-breath'd not-for a voice was 

there 
How solemnly pervading the calm air! 
A sound of silence on the startled ear 

Syrian of Mesopotamia, was cond emned for the opi ni o:1. 
as heretical. H e lived 111 th e beo-inning of the fourth cen­
tury. Hi s disciples were called Anthropomorphites.­
/ 'ide Du Pin . 

Among Milton's min or poems a re th ese lines :­
Dicite sacrorum prresides nem orum Dere, 
Quis iil e prim us cujus ex imagine 
Natura solers finxit humanum genus? 
Eternus. incorruptus, req urevus polo 
Unusque et uni versus exempla r D ei. 

Ancl afterwards: -
on cui profu nclum Crecitas lumen dedit 

Dircreus a ugu r vidit hunc alto sin u, e tc. 

1 Seltsamen T ochte r Javis 
Seinem Schosskinde 
Der P hantasie.- G OETHE. 
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vVhich dreamy poets name" the music of tlie 

sphere. '· 
Ours is a world of words: Quiet we call 

" Silence," -which is the merest word of all. 

All Nature speaks, and ev'n ideal things 

Flap shadowy sounds from visionary wings: 

But ah ! vvhy not so when, thus, in realms on 

high 
The eternal voice of God is passing by, 
And the red winds are v,·ithering in the sky ! 

" vVhat tho' in worlds which sig htless 1 cycles 

run, 
Link'd to a littl e system, and one sun-
Wh ere all my love is folly, and the crO\,vd 

Still think my te rrors but the thunder-cloud, 

The storm, the earthquake, and the ocean wrath 

( h ! will they cross me in my angrier path ?) 

\t\ hat tho' in worlds which own a single su n 

The sands of Time grow dimmer as they run, 

Yet thine is my resplendency, so g iven 
T o bear my secrets thro' the upper H eaven, 

Leave tenantless thy crystal home, and fly, 

\t\ ith all thy tra in, athwart the moony sky­

A part-- like fireAies2 in Sicilian night, 
And wing to other worlds another light ! 

Divulge the secrets of thy emba sy 
To the proud orbs tha t twinkle-and so be 

1 Sightles,-too mall to be seen. - L EGGE. 

2 I ha ve ofte n no ti ced a pec uli a r movement of the fire ­

flie s . They will collect in a body and fl y off, from a com­

mon centre, into innumerable radii. 
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To ev'ry heart a barrier and a ban 
Lest the stars totter in the guilt of man ! " 

Up rose the maiden 
in the yellow night, 

T h e single-mooned 
eve !-on Earth we 
plight 

Our faith to one love -
and one moon 
adore-

The birthplace of 
yo ung Beauty had 
no more. 

As sprang that yellow 
star from downy 
hours, 

LT p rose the maiden 
from her shrine of 
flowers, 

And bent o'er sheeny 
mountain and dim 
plain 

Her way, but left not 
UP ROSE THE MAID EN FROM HER 

yet her Therascean1 S H RI NE o F F L O W ER . 

1 Therasrea, or Th erasea, the island mentioned by Seneca , 
which in a moment arose from the sea to the eyes of 
astonished ma rin ers. 
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P A RT II. 

High on a mountain of enamel'd head­
Such as the drowsy shepherd on his bed 
Of giant pasturage lying at his ease, 
R aising his heavy eyelid, starts and sees 
W ith many a mutter 'd " hope to be forg iven" 
W hat time the moon is quadrated in Heaven ­
Of rosy herd, that towering far away 
Into the sunlit ether, caught the ray 
Of sunken suns at eve-at noon of night, 
While the moon danc'd with the fair stranger 

light-
Uprear'd upon such height arose a pile 
Of gorgeous columns on th' unburden'd air, 
Flashing from Parian marble tha t twin smile 
Far down upon the ·wave that sparkled there, 
And nursled the yo ung mountain in its lair. 
Of molten sta rsl their pave ment, such as fall 
T hro' the ebon air besilve ring the pall 
Of their own dissolution. while they die ­
Adorning then the dwellings of the sky. 
A dome, by linked light from H eaven let 

down, 
Sat gently on these columns as a crown­
A win dO\A.' of one circular di amond, there, 
Look 'd out above into the purple air, 
And rays from God shot down that meteor 

chain 

1So me star , whi ch, fro m th e ru in'd roof 
O f shak'd Olympus , by mi ·cha nce did fall.-M1LTON. 
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And hallow·u all the beauty tvvice again, 
Save when, betvveen th ' Empyrean and that 

ring, 
Some eager spirit flapp'd his dusky ,ving. 
But on the pillars seraph eyes have seen 
The dimness of this world: that grayish green 
Tha t Nature loves the best for Beauty's grave 
Lurk'd in each cornice, round each architrave­
And every sculptur'd cherub thereabout 
That from his marble dwelling peered out, 
See m'd earthly in the shadow of his niche­
Achaian statues in a world so ri ch ? 
Friezes from Tadmor and Persepolis,1-
From Balbec, and the stilly, clear abyss 
Of beautiful Gomorrah! z Oh, the wave 
Is now upon thee-but too late to save ! 

1 Voltaire, in speaking o f P ersepoli s, says: "Je conn ois 
bien !'ad mirati on qu"inspi rent ces ruines- mais un palais . 
eri ge au pied d'une cha ine des rochers sterils- peut-11 etre 
un chef-d'ceuvre des arts!" 

2 "Oh the wave " - Ula D eg-ui si 1s th e Turki sh appella­
ti on; but on its shores, It is called Bahar Loth, or 
Almotanah. There w ere und oubtedly more th a n two 
c iti es e ng ulfed in the" D ead Sea." In th e valley of Siddam 
we re fiv e- Adrah, Zeboi n, Zoar, Sodom, and Go morrah . 
Stephen of Byzantium mentions e ig ht, and Strabo thirteen 
lengulfed)-but the las t is out of a ll rea!'-on. 

It is said [T ac itus , Strabo , Joseph us, Danie i of St. Sa ba. 
Nau, Maundrell, Troil o, D' Arvieux] tha t after a n exccssi\·e 
drou ght , the vestiges of columns, wa lls. etc., a re s~n abo \·e 
th e surface . At any season, such re mai ns may be d is­
cove red by look ing down into the transpar ent la ke a nd at 
such distances as would a rg ue th e ex istence of many 
settl e me nt s in the space now usurped by the "Asphal­
ti tes. " 
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Sound loves to revel in a summer night : 
Witness the murmur of the gray twilight 
That stole upon the ear, in Eyraco,1 

Of many· a wild star-gazer long ago­
That stealeth ever on the ear of him 
Who, musing, gazeth on the distance dim, 
And sees the darkness coming as a. cloud-

I I 7 

Is not its form-its voice-most palpable and 
loud ?2 

But what is this ? It cometh, and it brings 
A music with it: 'tis the ·rush of wings. 
A pause-and then a sweeping, falling strain, 
And esace is in her halls again. •• 
From the wild energy of wanton haste 

Her cheeks ~vere flushin g, and her lips apart; . 
And zone that clung around her gentle waist 

Had burst beneath the heaving of her ):leart. 
Within the centre of that hall to breathe 
She paus'd and panted, Zanthe ! all beneath, 
The fairy light that kiss'd her golden hair, 
And long'd to rest, yet could but sparkle there ! 

Young flo,vers3 were whispering in melody 
To happy flowers that night-and tree to tree 
Fountains were gushing music as they fell 
In many a star-lit grove, or moon-lit dell; 
Yet silence came upon material things-

1 Eyraco-Chaldea. 
~ I have often thought I could distinctly hear the sound 

of the darkness as it stole over the horizon . 
3 Fairies use flowers for their charactery.-Merry /,Vives 

of Windsor . 
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YOUNG FLO W ERS W ERE 
WHI S P ER I NG I N ~IELODY . 

'.Bl :aaraaf. 

Fair flovvers, bright 
waterfalls, an cl 
angel wings, 

And sound alone 
that from the 
spirit sprang 

Dore burden to th e 
charm the maiden 
sang:-

"' eath blue­
bell or 
strea mer, 

Or tuft ed 
wild spray, 

That keeps from 
the dreamer 

Th e rnoonbram away :1-

Brig lit beings that ponder, 
With half-closi ng eyes, 

On the stars which your wonder 
Hath drawn from the skies, 

Till they g lance thro' the shade, and 
Come d9wn to your brow 

Like-eyes of the maiden 
\Vho ca ll s on yo u now. -

Arise ! from your dreaming 
In violet bowers, 

1 In Sc ripture is this passag-e: " The s un sha ll not ha rm 
th ee by day, nor the m oo n by ni g h t." It is perha ps not 
generally kn o wn th a t th e moo n. in Egypt, has the effec t o f 
prod uci ng blind ness to th ose wh o slee p with the face ex ­
posed to it s rays, to whi ch circumsta nce the passage ev i­
den tl y a llud es . 
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To duty beseeming 
These star-litten hours.­

And shake from your tresses 

Encumber'd with dew 

The breath of those kisses 

That cumber them too­

(Oh, how, without you, LO\·e, 

Could angels be blest ?) 

Those kisses of true loYe 

That lull'd ye to rest! 

p ! shake from you r wing 

Each hindering thing : 

The de\\ of the night -

It would weigh down your Aigh t; 

And true love caresses-

Oh, leave them apart! 

They are light on the tresses, 

But lead on the heart. 

Ligeia ! Ligeia ! 
My beautiful one! 

\\ ho e harshest idea 
\i\lill to melody run, 

Oh, is it thy ,, ill 

On the breezes to toss ? 

Or, capriciously still 
Like the lone albatro s.1 

Incumbent on night 
( s she on the air) 

To keep watch with delight 

On the harmony there. 

1 The albatross is said to sleep on the wing. 
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" Ligeia ! wherever 
Thy image may be, 

No magic shall sever 
Thy music from thee. 

Thou hast bound many eyes 
In a dreamy sleep, 

But the stra ins still arise 
·which thy vigilance keep­

The sound of the rain 
Which leaps dO\vn to the Hower, 

And dances again 
In the rh ythm of the shower­

The murmur that springs1 

From the growing of g rass 
Are the music of things-

But are model'd, alas ! 
Away, then, my dearest, 

Oh, hie thee away 
To springs that lie clearest 

Beneath the moon-ray,­
To lone lake th at smiles 

In its dream of deep rest, 
t the many star-isles 
That enjewel its breast,-

\\ here wild flowers, creeping, 
H ave mingled their shade, 

On its margin is _sleeping 
F ull many a maid : 

12[ 

1 I met with this ic!ea in an old E ngli sh tale, which I am 

now unable to obtain . and quote from memor y : "The verie 

essence, and, as it were, springe-heade and orig ine of all 

musiche is the verie plea aunte sounde which the trees of 

the forest do make when they ~rowe." 
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Some have left the coo l g lade, a nd 
Have s lept with the bee,1 

Arouse them, my maiden, 
On moorland a nd lea, -

Go, breathe on their slumber. 
1\ ll softl y in ear. -

Th e musical number 
They s lumber 'd to hear.­

F or ,v ha t can a~vake n 
A n a nge l so soon, 

\t\ hose s leep ha th been take n 
Beneath the co ld moon, 

As the spell which no slu mbe r 
Of witchery may test, 

The rh ythmical number 
Which lull'd him to rest? " 

Spirits in wing, and a ngels to 
the view, 

' A thousand seraphs burst th' 
E mpyrean th rough, 

- • Young d reams ~till hove ring 
TO SPR I NGS T H AT LIE CLEAREST . . 

BENEATH T II E MooN-RAv. on their drowsy A1 g ht, 

1 Th e .wil d bee will not sleep in the s hade if the r e be 
moonli g h t. 

The rhy me in thi s verse, as in one about s ixty lines be­
fo re, has an appeara nce of affectat ion. I t is, however, im i­
ta ted fro m Sir Wal te r Scot t, o r rat her fro m Claud H alc ro ,­
in whose mouth I ad mired its effect-

" Oh, we re the re an island, 
Though ever so w ild , 

Where woman might s mile, and 
1o man be beg uil'd ." 
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Seraphs in all but "Knowledge," the keen light 
That fell, refracted, through thy bounds, afar 
Oh, Death ! from eye of God upon that star: 
Sweet was that error-sweeter still that death,­
Sweet was that error-ev'n with us the breath 
Of Science dims the mirror of our joy.-
To them 'twere the Simoon, and would de-

Stroy.-
For what (to them) availeth it to know 
That Truth is Falsehood, or that Bliss is Woe? 
Sweet was their death: with them to die was rife 
With the last ecstasy of satiate life;-,---
Beyond that death no immortality.-
But sleep that pondereth, and is not " to be." 
And there--oh may my weary spirit dwell 
Apart from H eaven's Eternity,-and yet how 

far from Hell! 1 

1 With the Arabians there is a medium between Heaven 
and H ell, where men suffer no punishment, but yet do not 
attain that tranquil a nd even happiness which they suppose 
to be charac ter istic of heavenly enjoyment. 

Un no rompido sueno-
Un dia puro-allegre- libre 
Quiera-
Libre de amor -de zelo-
De odio-de esperanza- de rezelo.-Lu1s P oNCE DE 

L EON. 
Sorrow is not excluded from "Al Aaraaf," but it is 

that sorrow which the living love to cherish for the dead, 
and which, in some minds, resembles the delirium of opium . 
The passionate excitement of Love and th e buoyancy o f 
spi rit attendant upon intoxication a re its less holy pleas­
ures,-the price of which, to those souls who make choice 
of "Al Aaraaf" as their residence afte r life, is final death 
and annihilation . 
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With guilty spirit, in what shrubbery dim, 
Heard not the stirring summons of that hymn ? 
But two : they fell : for Heaven no grace imparts 
To those who hear not for their beating hearts. 
A maiden-angel and her seraph lover-
Oh, where (and ye may seek the wide skies over) 
Was Love, the blind, near sober Duty known? 
Unguided Love hath fallen-'mid "tears of per-

fect moan." 1 

He was a goodly spirit-he who fell : 
A wanderer by mossy-mantled well.-
A gazer on the lights that shine above,-
A dreamer in the moonbeam by his love! 
What wonder? for each star is eyelike there, 
And looks so sweetly down on Beauty's hair; 
And they, and every mossy spring were holy 
To his love-haunted heart and melancholy. 
The night had found (to him a night of woe) 
Upon a mountain crag, young Angelo,­
Beetling, it bends athwart the solemn sky, 
And scowls on starry worlds that down beneath 

it lie. 
Here sate he with his love,-his dark eye bent 
With eagle gaze along the firmament : 
Now turn'd it upon her,-but ever then 
It trembled to the orb of EARTH again. 

" Ianthe, dearest, see, hovv dim that ray! 
How lovely 'tis to look so far away ! 

1 There be tears of perfect moan 
Wept for thee in Helicon.-M11-TON. 
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She seem'd not thus upon that autumn eve 
I left her gorgeous halls,-nor mourned to leave. 
That eve-that eve-I should remember well­
The sun-ray dropp'd, in Lemnos, with a spell 
On th' Arabesque carving of a gilded hall 
Wherein I sate, and on the draperied wall­
And on my eyelids-oh, the heavy light! 
How drowsily it weigh'd them into night! 
On flowers, before, and mist, and love they ran 
With Persian Saadi in his Gulistan: 
But oh, that light !-I slumber'd-Death, the 

while, 
Stole o'er my senses in that lovely isle 
So softly that no single silken hair 
Awoke that slept,-or knew that he was there. 

"The last spot of Earth's orb I trod upon 
Was a proud temple call 'd the Parthenon.1 

More beauty clung around her column'd wall 
Than ev'n thy glowing bosom beats withal,2 

And when old Time my wing did di senthrall 
Thence sprang I, as the eagle from his tower, 
And years I left behind me in an hour. 
What time upon her airy bounds I hung 
One half the garden of her globe was flung 
Unrolling as a chart unto my view 
Tenantless cities of the desert, too ! 
Ianthe, beauty crowded on me, then, 
And half 1 wish'd to be again of men." 

l It was entire in 1687,- the most elevated spot in Athens. 
2 Shadowing more beauty in their a iry brows. 
Than have the whi te breasts of th e Queen of L ove .- MAR­

LOW J;: . 
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"My Angelo! and why of them to be? 
A brighter dwelling-place is here for thee ; 
r\nd greener fields than in yon world above, 
/~ nd woman's loveliness-and passionate loYe." 
"But, list, Ianthe! .vhen the air so soft 
Fail'd, as my pennon'd spirit leapt aloft,1 
Perhaps my brain grev,' dizzy; but the world 
I left so late was into chaos hurl'd,-
Sprang from her station, on the \Yinds apart, 
All<l roll'd, a flame, the fiery Heaven athwart. 
Methought, my sweet one, then I ceased to 

soar 

An<l fell, - not swiftly as I rose before, 
I3ut with a downward, tremulous motion, 

through 
Light, brazen rays, this golden star unto ! 
Nor long the measure of my falling hours: 
For nearest of all stars was thine to ours.­
Dread star! that came, amid a night of mirth, 
A red Da:dalion on the timid Earth. 

"We came~-and to thy Earth ; but not to us 
Be given our lady's bidding to discuss: 
\Ve came, my love; around, above, below, 
Gay firefly of the night we come and go, 
Nor ask a reason save the angel-nod 
She grants to us, as granted by her God. 
But, Angelo, than thine gray Time unfurl'd 
Never his fairy wing o'er fairer world! 
Dim was its little disk, and angel eyes 

1 Pennon-for_pinion. - MtLTON, 



\to tbe 1Rt\?er--. 

Alone could see the phantom in the skies, 
When first Al Aaraaf knew her course to be 
Headlong thitherward o'er the starry sea; 
But when its glory s\vell'd upon the sky, 
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As glov,ring Beauty's bust beneath man's eye, 
We paus'd before the heritage of men, 
And thy star trembled,--as doth Beauty then ! " 
Thus, in discourse, the lovers whil'd away 
The night that waned and waned and brought 

no day. 
They fell : for Heaven to them no hope impart :-; 
Who hear not for the beating of their hearts. 

TO THE RIVER --

FAIR river! in thy bright, clear flow 
Of crystal; wandering water, 

Thou art an emblem of the glow 
Of beauty- the unhidden heart­
The playful maziness of art 

In old Alberto's <laughter; 

But when within thy wave she looks, 
vVhich glistens then, and trembles.­

Why, then, the prettiest of brooks 
Her worshipper resembles ; 

For in his heart, as in thy stream, 
H er image deeply lies,-

H is heart which trembles at the beam 
Of her soul-searchino- eyes. 
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KI D solace in a dying hour! 

Such, father, is not (now) my theme: 

I will not madly deem that power 

Of Earth may shrive me of the sin 

Unearthly pride hath revel'd in. 

I have no time to dote or dream : 

You call it hope-that fire of fire ! 

It is but agony of desire ! 

If I can hope-oh, God! I can: 

Its fount is holier-more divine­

I would not call thee fool, old man, 

But such is not a g ift of thine. 

Know thou the secret of a spirit 

Bow'd from its ,;,,,tld pride into shame. 

Oh, yearning heart! I dtd inherit 

Thy withering portion with the fame, 

The searing glory which hath shone 

mid the jewels of my throne, 

Halo of Hell ! and with a pain 

ot Hell shall make me fear again ! 
Oh, cravino- heart, for the lo t Rowers 

nd sun hine of my summer hours! 

The undying voice of that dead time, 

\,\ ith its interminable chime, 

Rina- , in the spirit of a pell, 

pan thy emptiness-a knell. 
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I have not always been as now: 
The fever'd diadem on my brow 

I claim'<l and won usurpingly. 
Hath not the same fierce heirdom given 

Rome to the c~sar-this to me? 
The heritage of a kingly mind, 

And a proud spirit which hath striven 
Triumphantly \Vith human kind. 

On mountain soil I first drew life: 
The mists of the Taglay have shed 
Nightly their dews upon my head ; 

And, I believe, the winged strife 
And tumult of the headlong air 
Have nestled in my very hair. 

So late from Heaven-that dew - it fell 
('Mid dreams of an unholy night) 

Upon me with a touch of Hell, 
\Vhile the red flashing of the light 

From clouds that hung like banners o'er, 
Appeared to my half-closing eye 
The pageantry of monarchy: 

And the deep trumpet-thunder·s roar 
Came hurrierlly upon me, telling 

Of human battle, where my voice­
My own voice, silly child !- was swelling 

(Oh, how my spirit would rejoice, 
And leap within me at the cry) 
The battle-cry of Victory ! 

The rain came down upon my head 
Unshelter'd; and the heavy wind 
Rendered me mad and deaf and blind. • 
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It was but man, I thought, who shed 
Laurels upon me : and the rush­

The torrent of the chilly air 
Gurgled within my ear the crush 

Of empires-with the captive's prayer­
The hum of suitors-and the tone 
Of flattery round a sovereign's throne. 

My passions, from that hapless hour, 
Usurp'd a tyranny which men 

Have deem'd, since I have reach'd to po\Yer, 
My innate nature : be it so. 

But, father, there lived one who, then, 
Then-in my boyhood-when their fire 

Burn'd \;vith a still intenser glow 
(For passion must, with youth, expire) 

E'en then who knew this iron heart 
In woman's ·weakness had a part. 

I have no vrnrds, alas ! to tell 
The loveliness of loving well ! 
Nor would I novv attempt to trace 
The more than beauty of a face 
Whose lineaments, upon my mind, 
Are- shadows on th' unstable wind . 
Thus I remember having dwelt 

Some page of early lore upon, 
With loitering eye, till I have felt 
The letters-with their meaning-melt 

To fantasies-with none. 

Oh, she was worthy of all love ! 
Love, as in infancy was mine ! 
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'Twas such as angel minds above 
Might envy; her young heart the shrine 

On which my every hope and thought 
'vVere incense,-then a goodly gift, 

For they were childish and upright,­
Pure,--as her young example taught: 

Why did I leave it, and, adrift, 
Trust to the fire within for light ? 

We grew in age-and love-together­
Roammg the forest and the wild; 

My breast her shield in wintry weather, 
And when the fri end ly sunshi ne smil'd, 

And she vvould mark the opening skies, 
I saw no Heaven-but in her eyes. 

Young Love's first lesson is-the heart: 
For 'mid that sunshine, and those smiles, 

'vVhen, from our little cares apart, 
And lau -,·hing at her girlish wiles, 

I'd throw me on her throbbing breast, 
nd pour my spirit out in tears ; 

There was no need to speak the rest,-
o need to quiet any fears 

Of her,-\"- ho ask'd no reason why, 
But turn'd on me her quiet eye! 

Yet more than worthy of the love 
;'l.1y pirit struggled with, and strove, 
\Vhen, on the mountain-peak, alone, 

mbit1on lent it a new tone,-
1 had no being but in thee. 

1 he world, and all it did contain 
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In the earth-the air-the sea­
Its joy- its little lot of pain 

Tha t was new pleasure,-the ideal 
Dim vanit ies of dreams by night, 

And dimmer nothings which were real,­
(Shadows, and a more shadowy light~) 

Parted upon their misty wings, 
And so, confusedly, became 
Thine image and-a name!-

_Two separate yet most intimate things. 

I was ambitious. Have you known 
The passion, father? You have not ! 

A cottager, I mark 'd a throne 
Of half the ·world as all my own, 

And murmur'd at such lowly lot. 
13ut, just like any other dream, 

Upon the vapor of th e dew 
My own had past, did not the beam 

Of beauty which did while it throug h 
The minute-the hour-the day-oppress 
My mind with double loveliness . 

Vve walk 'd together on the crown 
Of a high mountain which look'd down 
Afar from its proud natural towers 

Of rock and forest, on the hills.-
The ch, indled hills !-begirt with bowers, 

And spouti ng \\'ith a thousand rills. 

I spoke to her of power and pride, 
But mystically, - 111 such g uise 
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That she might deem it nought beside 
The moment's converse. ln her eyes 

I re;id, perhaps too carelessly, 
A mingled fee ling with my O\"'n. 

The flush on her bright cheek, to me 
~eem'd to become a quee nly throne _ 

Too well that I should let it be 
Light in the wilderness alone. 

I wrapp'cl myself in grandeur then. 
And donn 'd a visionary cro,vn : 

Yet it was not that Fantasy 
Had thrown her ma ntl e over me; 

But that, among the rabble-men, 
Lion ambition is chain'd down, 

And crouches to a keeper's hand : 
Not so in deserts, where the grand­
The ·wild-the terrible--conspire 
\Vith their own breath to fan his fire. 

Look round thee now on Samarcand ! 
Is she not queen of Earth? H er pride 

Above all citi es ? In her hand 
Their destinies ? In all beside 

Of glory which the world hath known 
Stands she not nobly and alone? 
F alling-, - her veri es t stepping-stone 
Shall form the pedestal of a throne ! 
And who her sovereig n? Timour,-he 

Whom the astonish'd people saw 
Striding o 'e r empires haug htily1-, 

A difld~n+' cl oqtla,w ! 
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Oh, human love ! Thou spirit given, 
On Earth, of all we hope in Heaven ! 
·which fall'st into the soul like rain 
Upon the Siroc-wither'd plain, 
And, failing in thy power to bless, 
But leav'st the heart a wilderness ! 
Idea which bind est life around 
With music of so strange a sound 
And beauty of so wild a birth,­
Farewell ! for I have won the Earth ! 
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When Hope, the eagle that tower'd, could see 
No cliff beyond him in the sky, 

His pinions were bent droopingly, 

And homeward turn'd his soften'd eye. 
'Twas sunset: when the sun will part 
There comes a sullenness of heart 
To him who still would look upon 
The g lory of the summer sun . 
That soul will hate the ev'ning mist, 
So of ten lovely, and will list 
To the sound of the coming darkness (known 
To those whose spirits hearken) as one 
\Vho, in a dream of night, would fly, 
But cannot, from a danger nigh. 

What though the moon-the v,rhite moon­
Shed all the splendor of her noon, 
H er smile is ch illy, and her beam; 
In that time of dreariness will seem 
(So like you gather in your breath) 
A portrait taken after death. 
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And boyhood is a summer sun 
·whose waning is the dreariest one. 
For all we live to know is known, 
And all we seek to keep hath flown : 
Let life, then, as the day-flower, fall • 
With the noonday beauty,-which is all. 

I reach'd my home-my home no more! 
For all ha<l flown who made it so. 

I pass'd from out its mossy door, 
And, though my tread was soft and low, 

A voice came from the threshold stone 
Of one whom I had earlier known: 

Oh,_ I defy thee, Hell, to show 
On beds of tire that burn below, 
A humbler heart-a deeper woe. 

Father, I firmly do believe-
I know-for Death who comes for me 

From regions of the bl est afar, 
Where there is nothing to deceive, 

Hath left his iron gate aJar, 
And rays of truth you cannot see 
Are flashing through eternity,-

! do belieYe that Eblis hath 
A nare in every human path: 
Else how, when in the holy grove, 
I wandered, of the idol, Lm e, 
Who daily scents his snowy vvings 
·with incense of burnt offerings 
From the most unpolluted thin<rs, 
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\tVhose pleasant bowers are yet so riven 
Above with trellis'd rays fro m Heaven, 
No more may shun-no tiniest fly­
The lightning of his eagle eye.-
How ,.,yas it that Ambition crept, 

Unseen, amid the revels there, 
Till, growing bold, he laughed and leapt 

In the tangles of Love 's very hair? 



FAIRY-LAND. 

DIM vales-and shadowy floods­
And cloudy-looking woods, 
Whose forms we can't discover 
For the tears that drip all over: 
Huge moons there wax and wane,­
Again-again-again-
Every moment of the night,­
Forever changing places.­
And they put out the starlight 
With the breath from their pale faces. 
About twelve by the moon-dial, 
One more filmy than the rest 
Comes down-still down-and down 
With its centre on the crown 
Of a mountain's eminence, 
While its wide circumference 
In easy drapery falls 
Over hamlets, over halls, 
vVherever they may be : 
O'er the strange woods-o'er the sea­
O\ er spirits on the wing-
Over every drowsy thing-
And buries them up quite 
In a labyrinth of light; 
And then, how deep !-oh, deep 
Is the passion of their sleep. 
In the morning they arise, 
And their moony covering 
Is soaring in the skies, 
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With the tempests as they toss, 
Like-almost anything-
Or a yellow albatross. 
They use that moon no more 
For the same end as before.­
Videlicet, a tent, 
Which I think extravagant: 
Its atomies, however, 
Into a shower dissever, 
Of which those butterflies 
Of Earth who seek the skies, 
And so come down again 
( ever-contented things!) 
Have brought a specimen 
Upon their quivering wings. 

TOM. L. S. 

OF all who hail thy presence as the morning.­
Of all to whom thine absence is the night.­
The blotting utterly from out high heaven 
The sacred un,-of all who, weeping, bless thee 
Hourly for hope- for life-ah ! above all, 
For the resurrection of deep-buried faith 
In Truth - in Virttie-in Humanity.-
Of all who, on Despair's unhallow'ct bed 
Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen 
At thy soft-murmured words, " Let there be 

light!" 
At the oft-murmured word that were fulfill ed 
In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes,-
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Of all who owe thee most, whose gratitude 
Nearest resembles worship,-oh, remember 
The truest--the most fervently devoted, 
And think that these weak lines are \Vritten by 

him.-
By him who, as he pens them, thrills to think 
His spirit is communing with an angel's. 

ROMANCE. 

ROMANCE, who loves to nod and sing, 
With drowsy head and folded wing, 
Among the green leaves as they shake 
Far down within some shadowy lake, 

To me a painted paroquet 
Hath been a most familiar bird.-

Taught me my alphabet to say­
To lisp my very eariiest word 
While in the wild wood I did lie, 
A child-\vith a most knowing eye. 

Of late, eternal Condor years 
So shake the very Heaven on high 
\Vith tumult as they thunder by, 

I have no time for idle cares 
Through gazing on the unquiet sky. 

And when an hour with calmer wings 
Its down upon my spirit flings-

That little time with lyre and rhyme 
To while away- forbidden things ! 

My heart would feel to be a crime, 
Unless it trembled with the strings. 
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SPIRITS OF THE DEAD. 

THY soul shall find itself alone 
'Mid dark thoughts of the gray tombstone 
Not one, of all the crowd, to pry 
Into thine hour of secrecy. 

Be silent in that solitude 
Which is not loneliness,-for then 

The spirits of the dead who stood 
In life before thee are again 

In death around thee,-and their will 
Shall overshadow thee : be still. 

The night, though clear, shall frown,­
And the stars shall not look down 
From their high thrones in Heaven, 
With light like Hope to mortals given: 
But their red orbs, vvithout beam, 
To thy weariness shall seem 
As a burning and a fever 
Which would cling to thee forever . 
Now are thoughts thou shalt not banish,-

. Now are visions ne'er to vanish: 
From thy spirit shall they pass 
No more- like dewdrops from the grass. 
The bi:eeze- the breath of God--is still; 
And the mist upon the hill 
Shadowy-shadowy- yet unbroken, 
Ts a symbol and a token.-
How it hangs upon the trees, 
A mystery of mysteries ! 



:a JDream. 

TO--

THE bo\.vers whereat, in dreams, I see 
The wantonest singing birds, 

Are lips-and all thy melody 
Of lip-begotten ,vords. 
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Thine eyes, in Heaven of heart enshrin 'd, 
Then desolately fall, 

Oh, God! on my funereal mind 
Like starlight on a pall. 

Thy heart-thy heart-I wake and sigh, 
And sleep to dream till day 

Of the truth that gold can never buy­
Of the baubles that it may. 

A DREAM. 

IN visions of the dark night 
I have dream'd of joy departed ; 

But a waking dream of life and light 
Hath left me broken-hearted. 

Ah, ,, hat is not a dream by day 
To him whose eyes are cast 

On things around him vvith a ray 
Turned back upon the past? 

That holy dream - that holy dream, 
While all the "'' arid were chiding, 

Hath cheered me as a lovely beam 
A lonely spirit guiding. 
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'vVhat tho' that light, thro' storm and night 
So trembled from afar.-

What could there be more purely bright 
In Truth's day star? 

THE LAKE.-TO --

IN spring of youth it was my lot 
To haunt of the wide world a spot 
The which I could not love the less.­
So lovely ·was the loveliness 
Of a wild lake, with black rock bound, 
And the tall pines that towered around. 
But when the night had thrown her pall 
Upon that spot, as upon all, 
And the mystic wind went by 
l\hirmuring in rnelody,-
Then-ah, then I would aw2.ke 
To the terror of the lone lake. 
Yet that terror was not fright, 
But a tremulous delight. -
A fee ling not the jewelled mine 
Could teach or bribe me to define,-
Nor Love-although the Love were thine. 

Death was in that poisonous wave, 
And its gulf a fitting grave 
For him who thence could solace bring 
To his lone imagining,-
'Whose solitary soul could make 
An Eden of that dim lake. 



A W ILD L AKE, WITH BLACK ROCK BOUND AND THE TALL PINES 

THAT TOWERED ARO UN D. 



tto 1belen. 

SONG. 

I SA w thee on the bridal day, 
vVhen a burning blush came o'er thee, 

Though happiness around thee lay, 
The world all love before thee : 

And in thine eye a kindling light 
(Whatever it might be) 

Was all on Earth my aching sight 
Of Loveliness could see. 

That blush, perhaps, was maiden shame.­
As such it well may pass.-

Though its glow hath raised a fiercer fl ame 
In the breast of him, alas ! 

Who saw thee on that bridal day, 
When· that deep blush would come o'er thee, 

Though happiness around thee lay, 
The world all love before thee. 

TO HELEN. 

HELEN, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Nicean barks of yore, 

That gently o'er a perfumed sea, 
The weary, wayworn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 

On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

And the p-randeur that was Rome. 
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Elone. 

Lo ! in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand ! 

The agate lamp within thy hand, 
Ah ! Psyche, from the regions which 

Are Holy Land ! 

ALO E. 

FROM childhood's hour I have not been 
As others were,-I have not :;een 
As others saw,-I could not bring 
My passions from a common spring. 
From the same source 1 have not taken 
My sorrow; I could not awaken 
My heart to joy at the same tone; 
And all I loved, I loved alone. 
Then-in my childhood--in the dawn 

Of a most stormy life was drawn 
From every depth of good and ill 
The mystery which binds me still: 
From the torrent, or the fountain, 
From the red cliff of the mountain, 
From the sun that round me roll'd 
In its autumn tint of gold,-
From the lightn ing in the sky 
As it pass'd me flying by.-
From the thunder and the storm, 
And the cloud that took the form 
(When the re t of Heaven was blue) 
Of a demon in my view. 



STORIES. 

THE GOLD BUG. 

THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE. 

THE PURLOINED LETTER. 

THE BLACK CAT. 
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\Vli at ho ! what ho ! this fellow is dancing mad ! 
He hath been bitten by the T arant ul a. 

-A II in the /,Vrong-. 

AN Y years ago, I contracted a n intimacy with a 
Mr. William Legrand. H e was of a n ancient 
Huguenot fa mily, and had once been ·wealthy ; 
but a series of misfortunes had reduced him to 
want. To avoid the mortification consequent 
upon his disasters, he left New Orleans, the 
city of his forefathers, and took up his resi­
dence at Sullivan's Island, near Charleston , 
South Carolina. 

This i land is a very singular one. It con­
sists of little else tha n the sea sand, and is 
about three miles long. Its breadth at no 
point exceeds a quarter of a mile. It is sep­
arated from the main land by a scarcely percep­
t 1ble creek, oozing its way through a wilderne~s 
of reeds and lime, a favorite resort of the 
marsh-hen. The vegetation . as mi n-ht be sup­
posed, is cant, or at least dwarfi h. o trees 
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of any magnitude are to be seen. ear the 
western extremity, where Fort Moultrie stands, 
and where are some miserable frame buildings, 
tenanted, during summer, by the fu gitives from 
Charleston dust and fever, may be found, 
indeed, the bristly palmetto; but the whole 
island, with the exception of the western point, 
and a line of hard, ,,vhite beach on the seacoast, 
is covered with a dense undergrowth of the 
sweet myrtle, so much prized by the horticul­
turists of England. The shrub here often 
attains the height of fifteen or twenty feet, and 
form . an a lmost impenetrable coppice, burden- • 
ing the ai r with its fragrance. 

In the inmost recesses of thi s coppice, not far 
from the eastern or more remote end of the 
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island, Legrand had built himself a small hut, 
which he occupied when I first, by me.re acci­
dent, made his acquaintance. This soon 
ripened into friendship-for there was much in 
the recluse to excite interest and esteem. I 
found him well educated, with unusual powers 
of mind, but infected with misanthropy, and 
subject to perverse moods of alternate enthu­
siasm and melancholy. He had with him 
many books, but rarely employed them. His 
chief amusements were gunning and fishing, or 
sauntering along the beach and through the 
myrtles, in quest of shells or entomological 
specimens ;- his collection of the latter might 
have been envied by a Sv.·ammerdamm. In 
these excursions he was usually accompanied 
by an old negro, called Jupiter, who had been 
manumitted before the reverses of the family, 
but who could be induced, neither by threats 
nor by promises, to abandon what he consid­
ered hi right of attendance upon the footsteps 
of his young " a sa Will." It is not improb­
able that the relatives of Legrand. conceiving 
him to be-somewhat unsettled in intellect, had 
contrived to instil this obstinacy into Jupiter, 
with a view to the supervision and guardian­
ship of the wanderer. 

The winters in the latitude of Sullivan's 
I land are seldom very evere, and in the fall of 
the year it i a rare event in deed when a fire is 
considered necessary. About the middle of 
October, I 8-, there occurred, however, a day 



of remarkable chilliness. Just before sunset I 
scrambled my way through the evergreens to 
the hut of my f riencl, whom I had not visited 
for several weel<s-my residence being, at that 
time, in Cha rl eston, a distance of nine miles 
from the island, whi le the fac ilities of passage 
and re-passage were very far behind those of 
the present clay. U pa n reachi ng the hut I 
rapped as was my custom, and getting no rep ly, 
sought for the key where I knew it was se­
creted, unl ocked the door a nd ,vent in. A fine 
ti re , ... ·as blazing upon the hearth. J t ·was a 
novelty, a nd by no means an ungrate ful one. I 
threw off an overcoat, took an arm-cha ir by th e 
crack ling logs and awaited patientl y the arr iva l 

of my hosts . 
Soon a fter dark they a rri ved, and gave me a 

most cordia l welcome. Jupiter, g rinning from 
ear to ear, bustled abo ut to prepare some 
marsh-hens for supper. Legrand was in one of 
hi s fits - how else shall I term them ?-of en­
thusias m. He had found an unknow n biva lve 
formin g a new ge nus, and, more than this, he 
had hunted clown and secured, w ith Jup iter's 
assistance, a scarabmus which he be lieved to be 
tota ll y new, but in res pect to v;hich he wished 
to have my opinion on the morrow. 
• " And why not to-night?" I asked, rubbing 
my hands over the blaze, and wishing the 
whole tribe of scarabmi at the devil. 
• "Ah, if I had only known you were here !" 

said Legrand, "but 1t's so long s ince I saw 
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you ; and how could I foresee that you would 
pay me a visit this very night of all others? 
As I was coming home I met Lieutenant G--· , 
from the fort, and, very foolishly, I lent him the 
bug; so it will be impossible for you to see it 
until the morning. Stay here to-night, and I 
will send J up down for it at sunrise. It is the 
loveliest thing in creation ! " 

" What ?-sunrise ? " 
" Nonsense ! no !-the bug. It is of a brill­

iant gold color-about the size of a large hick­
ory-nut--v,ith two jet-black spots near one 
extremity of the back, another, somewhat 
longer, at the other. The antennce are--" 

" Dey ain't no tin in him, Massa \Viii, I keep 
a tellin on you," here interrupted Jupiter; "de 
bug is a goole-bug, solid, ebery bit of him, 
inside and all, sep him wing-neber feel half so 
hebby a bug in my life." 

"'Nell, suppose it is, Jup," replied Legrand, 
!-omewhat more earnestly, it seemed to me, 
than the case demanded, " is that any reason 
for you letting the birds burn? The color"-­
here he turned to me-" is really almost enough 
to warrant Jupiter's idea. You never saw a 
more brilliant metallic lustre than the scales 
emit- -but of this you cannot judge till to-mor­
row. In the meantime I can give you some 
idea of the shape." Saying this, he seated him­
self at a small table, on which were a pen and 
ink, but no paper. He looked for some in a 
drawer, but found none. 
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"Never mind," said he at length, "this will 
answer; " and he drew from his waistcoat 
pocket a scrap of what I took to be very dirty 
foolscap, and made upon it a rough drawing 
with the pen. While he did this, l retained my 
seat by the fire, for I was still chilly. When the 
design was complete. he handed it to me with­
out nsmg. As I received it, a loud growl was 
heard, succeeded by a scratching at the door. 
Jupiter opened it, and a large Newfoundland, 
belonging to Legrand. rushed in, leaped upon 
my shoulders, and loaded me with caresses ; 
for 1 had shown him much attention during 
previous v1s1ts. When his gambols were over, 
I looked at the paper, and, to speak the truth, 
found myself not a little puzzled at what my 
friend had depicted. 

" Well ! '' I s:1id, after contemplating it for 
some minutes, "this is a strange scarabceus, l 
must confess: new to me: never saw anything 
like· it before- -unless it was a skull, or a death's­
head-which it more nearly resembles than· 
anything else that has come under my observa­
tion." 

"A death's -head ! " echoed Legrand. "Oh 
-yes-well, it has something of that appear­
ance upon paper no doubt. The two upper 
black spots look like eyes, eh ? and the longer 
one at the bottom like a mouth-and then the 
shape of the whole is oval." 

"Perhaps so," said I ; " but, Legrand, I fea r 
you are no artist. I must wait until I see the 



beetle itself, if I am to form any idea of its per­
sonal appearance." 

"Well, I don't know," said he, a little net­
tled, "I draw tolerably-should do it at least­
have had good masters, and flatter myself that 
I am not quite a blockhead." 

" But, my dear fellow, you are joking then," 
said I ; " this is a very passable skull-indeed, 
I may say that it is a very excellent skull, ac­
cording to the vulgar notions about such speci­
mens of physiology-and your scarabceus must 
be the queerest scarabceus in the world if it re­
sembles it. Why, we may get up a very thrill­
ing bit of superstition upon this hint. I pre­
sume you will call the bug scarabceus caput 
hominis, or something of that kind-there are 
many similar titles in the Natural Histories. 
But where are the antennce yo u spoke of? " 

" The antennG'! I" said Legrand, who seemed 
to be getting unaccountably warm upon the 
subject; " I am sure you must see the antenna. 
I made them as distinct as they are in the 
original insect, and I presume that is sufficient." 

"Well, well," I said, "perhaps you have­
still I don't see them ; " and I handed him the 
paper without add itional remark, not wishing 
to ruffle his temper; but _I was much surprised 
at the turn affairs had taken ; his ill humor 
puzzled me-and, as for the dravving of the 
beetle, there were positively no antennce visible, 
and the whole did bear a ve rv close resem-

" 
blance to the ordinary cuts of a death's-head . 
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He received the paper very peevishly, and 
was about to crumble it, apparently to throw it 
in the fire, when a casual glance at the design 
seemed suddenly to rivet his attention. In an 
instant his face grew violently red-in another 
as excessively pale. For some minutes he con­
tinuetl to scrutinize the drawing minutely where 
he sat. At length he arose, took a candle from 
the table, and proceeded to seat himself upon a 
sea-chest in the farthest corner of the room. 
Here again he made an anxious examination of 
the paper; turning it in all directions. He 
said nothing. however, and his conduct greatly 
astonished me ; yet I thought it prudent not to 
exacerbate the growing moodiness of his tem­
per by any comment, Presently he took from 
his coat pocket a wallet, placed the paper care­
fully in it, and deposited both in a writing-desk, 
which he locked. He now grew more com­
posed in his demeanor; but his original ai~ of 
enthusiasm had quite disappeared. Yet he 
seemed not so much sulky as abstracted. As 
the evening wore away he became more and 
more absorbed in reverie, from v,hich no sallies 
of mine could arouse him. It had been my in­
tention to pass the night at the hut, as I had 
frequently done before, but, seeing my host in 
this mood, I deemecf< it proper to take leave. 
He did not press me to remain, but, as I de­
parted, he shook my hand with even more than 
his usual cordiality. 

It was about a month after this (and during 
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the interval I had seen nothing of Legrnnd) 
when I rece ived a visit, at Charleston, from his 
man, Jupiter. 1 had never seen the good old 
negro look so dispirited, and I feared that some 
serious disaster had befall en my fri end. 

"vVell, Jup," said I, "what is the matter 
now ?--how 1s your master?'' 

" Why, to speak de troof, massa, him not so 
berry well as mought be." 

"Not well! I am truly sorry to hear it. 
What does he complain of?., 

"Dar! dat's it !- him neber plain of notin­
but him berry sick for a ll dat." 

" Very sick, Jupiter !-why didn"t you say so 
at once? ls he confined to bed?" 

"No, dat he ain't !-be ain't find nowhar­
dat'.s just \.Yhar de shoe pinch - my mind is got 
to be berry hebby bout poor Massa Will." 

"Jupiter, I should like to und erstand wl1:1t it 
is you are ta lking about. You say yo ur maste r 
is sick. Hasn't he told you what ails him? " 

"Why, fT)assa, ta int worf while for to g it mad 
about de matter-Massa vVill say noffin a t al l 
ain't de matter wid him-but den what make 
him go about looking his here way, wid he head 
down and he soldiers up, and as white as a 
gose? And den he kee p a syphon a ll de 
time- -" 

" Keeps a what, Jupiter?" 
" Keeps a syphon wid de fi ggurs on de slate 

- de queerest 'fi gaurs I ebber did see. I e 
gittin to be skeered, I tell you. H ab for to 



keep mighty tight eye pon him noovers. Tod­
der day he gib me slip fore de sun up and was 
gone de whole ob de blessed day. I had a big 
stick ready cut for to gib him deuced good 
beat ing vvhen he did come-but l se sich a fool 
dat I hadn't de heart arter all-he look so berry 
poorly." 

"Eh ?-what ?-ah yes !- upon the whole I 
think you had better not be too seve re with the 
poor fellow-don't fl og him, Jupiter- he can't 
very we ll stand it - but ca n yo u form no idea of 
what has occasioned this illn ess, or rather this 
change of conduct ? H as anything unpleasant 
happened since I saw you? " 

" o, massa, dey ain't bin noffin onpleasant 
sz"nce de n-'twas fore den I'm feared-'twas de 
berry day you was dare." 

" How ? what do you mean ? " 
" \;vby, massa, I mean de bug- dare now." 
"The what ? " 
"De bug--l'm berry sarta in dat Massa Will 

bin bit somewhere bout de head by dat goole­
bu o-." 

" And what cause have you, Jupiter, for such 
a supposition?" 

" Claws enuff, massa, mouff too . I nebber 
did see sich a deuced bug-he kick and he bite 
ebery ting ,, hat cum near him. Massa Will 
cotch him fu s, but had for to let him go g in 
mighty quick, I tell you-den was de time he 
mu ·t hab got de bite. I didn't like de look ob 
de bug mouff, myself, no how, so I wouldn 't 
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take hold ob him wid my finger, but I catch 
him wid a piece ob paper dat I found. I rap 
him up in de paper and stuff piece ob it in he 
mouff-dat was de way." 

"And you think, then, that your master was 
really bitten by the beetle, and that the bite 
made him 'sick?" 

" I don't tink noffin about it-I nose it. 
What make him dream bout de goole so much, 
if ta int cause he bit by de goole-bug? Ise 
heerd bout dem goole-bugs fore dis." 

"But how do you know he dreams about 
gold?'' 

" How I know? ,,._·hy cause_ he talk about it 
in he sleep-dat's how I nose." 

"Well, Jup, perhaps you are right; but to 
what fortunate circumstance am I to attribute 
the honor of a visit from you to-day? " 

" What de matter, massa ? ·• 
"Did you bring any message from Mr. Le­

grand?" 

" o, massa, I bring dis here pissel; " and 
here Jupiter handed me a note which ran thus: 

"Mv D EAR --

" Why have I not seen you for so long a 
time? I hope you have not been so foolish as 
to take offence at any little brusquerz'e of mine; but no, that is improbable. 

"Since I saw you I have had great cause for 
anxiety. I have something to tell you, yet 
scarcely know how to tell it, or whether I should tell it at all. 



"I have not been quite well for some days 
past, and poor old Jup annoys me, almost be­
yond endurance, by his ·well-meant attentions. 
Would you believe it ?-he had prepared a huge 
stick, the other day, with which to chastise me 
for giving him the slip, and spending the day, 
solus, among the hills on the main land. I 
verily believe that my ill looks alone saved me 
a Aogging. 

" l have made no addition to my cabinet 
since we met. 

"If you can, i11 any way, make it convenient, 
come over with Jupiter. Do come. I wish to 
see you to-nig-/tl, upon business of importance. 
I assure you that it is of the highest import-
ance. Ever yours, 

"WILLIA.l\l LEGRAND." 

There was something in the tone of this note 
which gave me great uneasiness. Its whole 
style differed materially from that of Legrand. 
What could he be dreaming of? What nevv 
crotchet possessed his excitable brain? What 
"business of the highest' importance" could he 
possibly have to transact? Jupiter's account 
of him boded no good. I dreaded lest the con­
tinued pressure of misfortune had, at length, 
fairly unsettled the reason of my friend. With­
out a moment's hesitation, therefore, I prepared 
to accompany the negro. 

Upon reaching the wharf, I noticed a scythe 
and three spades, all apparently new, lying in 
the bottom of the boat in which we were to 
embark. 



17 I 

"\¥hat is the meaning of all this, Jup?" I 
inquired. 

" Him syfe, massa, and spade." 
"Very true; but what are they doing here?" 
"Him de syfe and de spade what Massa \ ,Viii 

sis pon my buying for him in de town, and de 
debbil's ovvn lot of money I had to gib for em." 

"But what, in the name of all that is myste­
rious, is yo ur 'Massa \,Viii ' going to do with 
scythes and spades .• , 

" Dat's more dan I know, and debbil take 
me if I don't believe 'tis more dan he know, 
too. But it 's all cum ob de bug." 

Finding that no satisfaction was to be ob­
tained of Jupiter, whose whole intellect seemed 
to be abso rbed by " de bug ," I now stepped 
into the boat and made sail. With a fair and 
st rong breeze we soon ran into the litt1e cove to 
the nortlrn ard of Fort Moultrie, and a walk of 
some two miles broug ht us to the hut. It was 
about three in the a ft ernoon when we arrived. 
Le rand had been awaiting us in eager expec­
tation. He g rasped my hand with a nervous 
empressement wh ich alarmed me and strength­
ened the uspicions already entertained. His 
countenance wa pale even to ghastliness, and 
his deep- et eyes g lared '" ith unnatural lustre. 

fter some inquiries respecting his health, I 
a ked him, not knowing what better to say, if 
he had yet obtained the scarabams from Lieu­
tenant G--. 

"Oh, yes," he replied, coloring violently, "I 
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got it from him the next morning . ... othing 
should tempt me to part with that scarabceus. 
Do you know that Jupiter is quite right about 
. ;i ,, 
lt. 

" In what way ? " I asked, with a sad fore­
boding at heart. 

" In supposing it to be a bug of real gold." 
He said thi s with an air of profound seriousness, 
and I felt inexpressibly shocked . 

"This bug is to make my fortun e," he con­
tinued, with a triumphant smi le , "to re insta te 
me in my famil y possess ions. Is it a ny wo n­
der, then, that I prize it ? Since Fortu ne has 
thought fit to bestow it upon me, I have onl y to 
use it properly _and I shall arrive a t the gold of 
which it is the index. J upiter, bring me that 
scarabceus I " 

"What! de bug, massa ? I'd rudder not go 
fer trubble dat bua-you mus git him fo r your 
own self." H ereupon Legra nd arose, with a 
g rave and stately air, and brought me the 
beetle from a glass case in \Yhich it ,vas en­
closed. It was a beautiful scarabceus, aml, a t 
that ti me, unknow n to natural i ts-o f course a 
g reat prize in a scient ific point of view. T he re 
we re two round, black spots near one extrem ity 
of the back , and a long one near the other. 
T he scales were exceedin ly hard and glo sy , 
\Y ith all the appearance of burn ished gold . 
T he " eight of the insect \\"as very remarkab le, 
and, taking all thing into con ideration, I 
could hardly blame J upiter for hi opinion re-
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specting it; but what to make of Legrand's 
concordance with that opinion, I could not, for 
the !if e of me, tell. 

"I sent for you," said he, in a grandiloquent 
tone, when I had completed my examination of 
the beetle, " I sent for you, that I might have 
your counsel and assistance in furthering the 
views of Fate and of the bug--" 

"My dear Legrand," I cried, interrupting 
him, "you are certainly unwell, and had better 

• use some little precautions. You shall go to 
bed, and I will remain with you a few days, 
until you get over this. You are feverish 
and--" 

"Feel my pulse," said he. 
I felt it, and , to 2ay the truth, found not the 

slightest indication of fever. 
"But you may be ill and yet have no fever. 

Allow me this once to prescribe for you. In 
the first place, go to bed . In the next-- " 

"You are mistaken,'' he interposed," I am 
as well as I can expect to be under the excite­
ment which I suffer. If you really wish me 
well, you will relieve this excitement.'' 

"And how is this to be done? " 
"Very easily. Jupiter and myself are going 

upon an expedition into the hills, upon the main 
land, and in this expedition we shall need the 
aid of some person in whom we can confide. 
You are the only one we can trust. Whether 
we succeed or ~ail, the excitement which you 
now perceive in me will be equally allayed ." 
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"I am anxious to oblige you in any way/' I 
replied , "but do you mean to say that this infer­
nal beetle has any connection with your expedi­
tion into the hills?" 

" It has." 
" Then, Legrand, I can become a party to no 

such absurd proceeding." 
" I am sorry-very sorry-for we. shall have 

to try it by ourselves." 
"Try it by yourselves ! The man is surely 

mad !-but stay-how long do you propose to 
be absent?" 

";probably all night. We shall start imme­
di~lely, and be back, at all events, by sunrise." 

"And \Yi!_! you promise me, upon your honor, 
that ,vhen this freak of yours is over, and the 
bug business (good God !) settled to your sat­
isfaction, you will then return home and follow 
my ad\'ice implicitly, as th at of your physician?" 

" Yes, I promise ; and now let us be nff, for 
\\"e have no time to lose." 

With a heavy heart I accompanied my fri end. 
\Ne started about four o'clock-Legrand, Jupi ­
ter, the dog, and myself. Jupiter had with him 
the scythe and spades-the ,vhole of which he 
insisted upon carrying-more through fear, it 
seemed to me, of trusting either of the imple­
ments within reach of his master, than from any 
excess of industry or complai ance. His de­
meanor was dogged in the extreme, and '' dat 
deuced bug" were the sole words \\ hich es­
caped hi lips during the journey. For my own 
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part, I had. charge of a couple of dark lanterns, 
while Legrand contented himself with the 
scaraba:us, which he carried attached to the end 
of a bit of whip-cord ; twirling it to and fro, 
with the air of a conjuror, as he went. When 
I observed this las t, plain ev idence of my 
fri end' s aberration of mind, I could scarcely re­
frain from tears. I thought it best, howe\·er, 
to humor his fancy, at least fo r the present, or 
until I could adopt some more energetic meas­
ures with a chance of success. In the mean 
time I endeavored , but a ll in v~in , to sound him 
in regard to the object of the exped ition. Hav­
ing succeeded in inducing me to accom pa ny .. 
him, he seerned un willing to hold conversat ion 
upon any topic of minor importance, and to all 
my questions vo uchsafed no othes reply than 
" we shall see ! " 

v e crossed the creek at the head of the 
island by means of a skiff . and, ascending the 
high grounds on the shore of the main land. 
proceeded in a northwesterl y direction, throu gh 
a tract of country excessively wild and desolate, 
where no trace of a human footstep was to be 
seen . Legrand led the way with decision; 
pausing only for an instant, here and there, to 
consul t \vhat appeared to be certain landmarks 
of his own contri vance upon a former occasion. 

In this manner we journeyed for about two 
hours, and the sun was just setting when we 
entered a region infinitely more dreary than any 
) et seen . It was a species of tableland, near 
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the summit of an almost inaccessible hill, 
densely wooded from base to pinnacle, and 
interspersed with huge crags that appeared 
to lie loosely upon the soil, and in many 
cases were prevented from precipitating them­
selves into the valleys below, merely by the 
support of the trees against which they reclined. 
Deep ravines, in various directions, gave an air 
of still sterner solemnity to the scene. 

The natural platform to which we had clam­
bered was thickly overgrown with brambles, 
through which we soon discovered that it would 
have been impossible to force our way but for 
the scythe; and Jupiter, by direction of his 
master, proceeded to clear for us a path to the 
foot of an enormously tall tulip-tree, which 
stood, with some eight or ten oaks, upon the 
level, and far surpassed them all, and all other 
trees which I had then ever seen, in the beauty 
of its foliage and form, in the wide spread of its 
branches, and in the general majesty of its ap­
pearance. vVhen we reached this tree, Legrand 
turned to Jupiter, and asked him if he thought 
he could climb it. The old man seemed a little 
staggered by the question, and for some mo­
ments made no reply. At length he ap­
proached the huge trunk, walked slowly around 
it, and examined it with minute attention. 
·when he had completed his scrutiny, he 
merely said, 

"Yes, massa, Jup climb any tree he ebber 
see in he life." 
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"Then up with you as soon as possible, for it 
\\'ill soon be too da rk to see what we are abot:~ ." 

'' How far mus go up, massa?" inquired 
Jupiter. 

"Get up the ma in trunk first, and then I will 
tell you which way to go-and here-stop ! 
take this beetle with you." 

" De bug, Massa 
Will! - de goo le 
bug ! " cried t h e 
negro, dra wing back 
in dismay - "what 
for mus tote de bug r 

way up de tree?-" 
d-n if 1-do ! " 

" If you are· a fraid, 
Jup, a g reat big negro 
like yo u, to take bold 
of a harml ess little 
dead bee tle, why you 
can carry it up by 
this string-but. if 
you do not take it 
up v. ith you in ome 
, ;1, ay, I shall be under 
t h e necessity of 
break ing you r head 

with this shovel. " " DE BUG, MASSA \VILL!-DE GOOLE BUG!" 

" ·what de matter now, rnassa ?" said Jup, 
evidently shamed in to compliance ; "always 
wan t for to raise f u s wid old nigger. Vi/as 
only funnin any ho\,\. /1/f e fee red de bug! 
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what I keer for de bug? " H ere he took 
cautiously hold of the extreme end of the string, 
and, maintaining the insect as fa r from his per­
son as circum ·urnces would permit, prepared to 
ascend the tree . 

In youth, the tulip-tree, or Liriodendron 
Tulipzferum, the most mag nificent of American 
foresters, has a trunk peculiarly smooth, and 
often rises to a great height without lateral 
branches ; but, in its riper age, the bark becomes 
gnarled and uneven, while many short limbs 
make their appearance on the stern . Thus the 
difficulty of asc" nsion, in the present case, lay 
more in semblan ce than in reality. Embracing 
the huge cylind er, as closely as possible, with 
his arms and knees, seizing with his ha nds some 
projections, and resting hi s naked toes upon 
others, J up iter, a fter one or two narrow escapes 
from fal ling, at leng th wri o-gled himself into the 
first o-reat fork, a nd seemed Lo consider the whole 
business as virtually accomplished . The risk 
of the achieve ment was, in fact, now over, 
although the climber vvas some sixty or seventy 
fee t from the ground. 

" Which way mus go now, Massa Will?" he 
asked. 

" K eep up the la rgest branch- the one on this 
side," said Legrand. The negro obeyed him 
promptly, and apparently vvith but little trouble; 
ascending higher and higher, until no glimpse 
of his squat figure could be obta ined through 
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the dense foliage w~1ich enveloped it. Presently 
his voice was heard in a sort of halloo. 

" How much fudder is got for go? " 
" How high up are you ? " asked Legrand. 
"Ebber so fur," replied the negro; " can see 

de sky fru de top ob de tree." 
"Never mind the sky, but attend to what I 

say. Look do\'\'n the trunk and count the limbs 
below you on this side. How many limbs have 
you passed ? " 

"One, two, tree, four, fibe-1 done pass fibe 
big limb, massa, pon dis side." 

" Then go one limb higher.·• 
In a few minutes the voice was heard again 

announcing that the seventh limb was attained. 
"Now, Jup," cried Legrand, evidently much 

excited, "I want you to work your way out 
upon that limb as far as you can. If you see 
anything strange, let me know." 

By this time what little doubt I might have 
entertained of my poor friend's insanity, was 
put finally at rest. I had no alternative but to 
conclude liim stricken with lunacy, and I became 
seriously anxious about getting him home. 
While I was pondering upon what was best to 
be done, Jupiter's voice was again heard. 

" Mos feerd for to ventur pon dis limb berry 
far- 'tis dead limb putty much all de way." 

"Did you say it was a dead limb, Jupiter?" 
cried Leg rand, in a quivering voice . 

"Yes, massa, him dead as de door-nail­
done up for sartain - done departed dis here life.·• 



"What in the name of heaven shall I do? " 
asked Legrand, seemingly in the greatest dis­
tress. 

"Do ! " said I, glad of an opportunity to in­
terpose a word, " \.vhy, come home and go 
to bed. Come now !-that's a fine fellow. It's 
getting late, and, besides, you remember your 
promise." 

" Jupiter," cried he, without heeding me in 
the least, " do you hear me ? " 

'' Yes, Massa Will, hear you ebber so plain." 
" Try the wood well, then, with your knife, 

and see if you think it very rotten." 
"Him rotten, massa, sure nuff," replied the 

negro, in a few moments, "but not so berry 
rotten as mought be. Mought ventur out leetle 
\\ ay pan de limb by myself, dat's true." 

"By yourself ?- what do you mean?" 
"\i\ hy, I mean de bug. 'Tis berry hebby 

bug. Spose I drop him <lawn fuss, and den de 
limb won't break \Viq just de \A.1eight ob one 
nigger." 

"You infernal scoundrel!" cried Legrand, 
apparently much relieved, " what do you mean 
by telling me such nonsense as that ? As sure 
as you drop that beetle I ·11 break your neck. 
Look here, Jupiter, do you hear me ? " 

"Yes, massa, needn't hollo at poor nigger dat 
style." 

"Well! now listen !- if you will venture out 
on the limb as far as you think safe, and not 
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let go the beetle, I 'll make you a present of a 
silver dollar as soon as you get down." 

"I'm gwi11e, Mass Will-deed I is," replied 
the negro, very promptly-" mos out to th e ecnd •. 
nO\V." 

FASTENS OB IT ON TO DE TREE. 

" Out to the end l '' here fairly 
screamed Legrand, "do you say 
you are out to the end of th:it 
limb?" 

"Soon be to de eend, massa,- 0-0-0- 0-oh ! 
Lor-gol-a-marcy ! what is dis here pon de 
tree ? " 

"Well!" cried Legrand, high ly delighted, 
" what is it ? " 

" Why taint noffin but a skull-sf2 mebody bin 
lef him head up de tree , and de crO\\·s done 
gobble ebery bit ob de meat off," 

: 



" A skull, you say !-very well !-how is it 
fastened to rhe limb ?-what holds it on ? " 

"Sure nuff, massa; mus look. Why dis 
berry . curous cumstance, pon my word-dare's 
a great big nail in de skull what fastens ob it on 
to de tree." 

"'vVell now, Jupiter, doexactly as I tell you-
. \ do you hear? " 

" Yes, massa." 
" Pay attention, then !-find the left eye of the 

skull." 
"Hum! boo! dat's good! why, dare aint no 

eye lef at all." 
"Curse your stupidity ! do you know your 

right hand from your left ? " 
" Yes, I nose dat-all bout dat-'tis my lef 

hand what I chops de wood v,1id.'' 
"To be sure! you are left-handed ; and your 

left eye is on the same-side as your left hand . 
ow, I suppose, you can find the left eye of the 

skull , or the place where the left eye has been. 
Have you found it?" 

H ere was a long pause. At length the negro 
asked, 

"Is de lef eye ob de skull pon de same side as 
de lef hand ob the skull, too ?-cause de skull 
aint got not a bit ob a hand at all-nebber 
mind ! I got de lef eye now-here de le£ eye ! 
what mus do· with it ? " 

" Let the beetle drop through it, as far as the 
string will reach-but be careful and not let go 
your hold of the string." 
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"All dat done, Massa \ Vill; mig hty easy ting 
for to put de bug fru de hole-look out for him 
dare below ? " 

During this colloquy no portion of Jupiter's 
person could be seen ; but the bee tle, which he 
had suffered to descend, was now visible at the 
end of the string, and glistened, like a g lobe of 
burnished gold, in the last rays of the setting 
sun, some of which still faintly illumined the 
eminence upon which we sto.od. The scarabceus 
hung quite clear of any branches, and, if a llowed 
to fa ll, would have fallen at ou r feet. Legrand 
immed iately took the scythe, and cleared with it 
a circular space, three or four yards in diameter, 
just beneath the insect, and, having accom­
pli shed thi s, ordered Jupiter to let go the string 
and come down from the tree. 

Driving a peg, with great nicety, into the 
ground, a t the precise spot where t he beetle fell, 
my fri end now produced from his pocket a tape­
measure. Fastening one end of this at that 
point of the trunk of the tree which v,·as nearest 
the peg, he irnrolled it till it reached the peg, 
and thence furth er unroll ed it, in the direction 
already establ ished by the two points of the tree 
and the peg, for the distance of fifty feet­
Jupiter clearing away the brambles with the 
scythe. A t the spot thus atta ined a second peg 
was dri ven, a nd about this, as a cen tre, a rude 
circle, about four feet in d iamete r, described. 
T ak ing now a spade himself, and g iving one to 
Jupiter and one to me, Legrand begged us to 
set about digging as quickly as possible. 
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To speak the truth, I had no specia l rcli :,h fo r 
such a musement a t a ny time, a nd, a t tha t pa rti c­
ular moment, vYould most willing ly have de­
cl ined it; for t he nig ht was com ing on, and I 
fe lt muc h fat ig ued ,Yith the exe rcise a lready 
t c:1 ken; but I saw no mod e o f escape, a nd \Y as 
fearful o f di stur bi ng my poor fri end's equanimity 
by a re fusal. Coul d I have de pended, indeed. 
upon Jupiter' s a id , I would have had no hes ita­
ti on in atte mpting to ge t the lunatic home by 
force ; but I was too we ll ass ured o f th e old ne­
g ro's di spos ition, to hope tha t he would assist 
me. unde r a ny circumst ,rnces , in a pe rsonal con­
test with hi s 111 tste r. I made no do ubt that the 
la tter had bee n i11rected with some of the in­
nume rab le Southe rn supe rst itions about mo ney 
buried, a nd tha t h is phantasy had received con ­
firm ati on by the fin d ing of the scarabreus, or, 
perh a ps, b y Jupiter's obstinacy in ma in taini ng it 
to be "a bug of real gold.·" A mind d isposed 
to lunacy wo uld readil y be led away by uch 
s uggesti ons--especial ly if chi ming in w ith 
favo rite preco nceived ideas-and then I cal led 
to mi nd the poo r fe ll ow 's s peech abou t the 
beetle's being•· the index of hi s fortune.' ' Upon 
the whole, I vvas sa<l ly vexed and puzzled , but, 
a t leng th, I conclu ded to make a vir tue of 
necessity- to di g wi th a good will , and thus the 
sooner to convince the vi . iona ry, by ocular 
de mon~t ration, of the fa ll acy of the op inions he 
ente rta ined . 

The la nt ern s having been li t, vve a ll fell to 
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work with a zeal v.rorthy a more rational cause ; 
and, as the glare ·fell upon our persons and im­
plements, I could not help thinking how pictur­
esque a group we composed, anci how strange 
and suspicious our labors must have appeat~ed 
to any interloper who, by chance, might have 
stumbled upon our whereabouts. 

We dug very steadily for two hours. Little 
was said; and our chief embarrassment lay in 
the yelpings of the dog, who took exceeding inter­
est in our proceedings. He, at length, became 
so obstreperous that we grew fearful of his giving 
alarm to some stragglers in the vicinity ;-or, 
rather, this v,1as the apprehension of Legrand ;­
for myself, I should have rejoiced at any interrup­
tion which might have enabled me to get the 
wanderer home. The noi e was, at length. very 
effectually silenced by Jupiter, who, gettina out 
of the hole with a dogged air of deliberation, 
tied the brute's mouth up with one of his sus­
penders, and then returned, with a arave 
chuckle, to hi_s task. 

When the time mentioned had expired. we 
had reached a depth of five fee t, and yet no 
signs o f any treasure became manifest. A ~en­
eral pause ensued, and I began to hope that the 
farce was at an end. Legrand, however, 
although evidently much di!-iconce rted, wiped 
his brow thoughtfully and recommenced. We 
had excavated the entire circle of four fee t diam­
eter, and now we slightly enlarged the limit. and 
went to the furth er depth of two fee t. Still noth-



ing appeared. The gold-seeker, whom I sin­
ce rely pi tied, a t length cla mbered from the pit, 
wi th the bitteres t disappointment imprinted upon 
eve ry feature, a nd proceeded, slowly and re lu c­
ta ntly, to put on his coat, which he had throvvn 
off at the begin ning of his labor. In the mean­
ti me l made no remark. Jupiter, at a sig nal 
fro m his master, began to gather up his too ls. 

YOU IN.t- E:C'1AL 0 LACK 

This done, and the dog 
having been unmuzzled, we 
turned in profound silence 
toward home. 

W e had taken, perhaps, 
a dozen steps in this direc­
tion, when with a loud 
oath, Legra nd strod e up to 
Jupiter, and se ized him by 
the co llar. The as tonished 
neg-ro opened his eyes and 
mouth to the full est extent, 
let fa ll the spades, a nd fell 
upon his knees. 

" You scoundrel," sa id 
Legrand, hissing out the 
sy llab les from bet,~ een his 
clenched teeth-" you in­
ferna l black villa in!-speak, 

v1LLA1N ! I tell you !-answer me 
thi in tant, without preva rication !-which­
which i ) ou r left eye? " 

" Oh, my golly, a a \Vii i ! a in 't d is here my 
lef eye for Sartin ? ·· roared the terrified J upiter, 



placing his hand upon his rz,"g-/d organ of vision, 
and holding it there with a desperate pertinacity, 
as if in immediate dread of his master's attempt 
at a gouge. 

" I thought so !-- I knew it! hurrah!" vocif­
erated Legra nd, letting the negro go and 
executing a series of curvets and caracols, mu ch 
to the astonishment of his valet, who, a rising 
from his knees, looked mutely from his 
master to myself, and then from myself to his 
master. 

"Come! we must go back," said the latter, 
"the game's not up yet;" a nd he agai n led the 
way to the tulip-tree. 

" Ju piter," said he, wh en \\·e reached its foot, 
"come here ; wa tbe skull nailed to the iimb 
\~·ith tl1 e face out,va rd , or with the face to the 
limb? '' 

" De face \Vas out, massa, so dat de crows 
could get at de eyes aood, widout any trouble." 

" W ell , then, was it this eye or that through 
which you ·dropped the bee tle ? "-here Le­
g rand tou ched each of Jupiter 's eyes. 

"'Twas dis eye, massa-de lef eye-jis as 
you tell me," and here it v;as his right eye that 
the negro indicated. 

" That will do- \Ye must try it aaain ." 
H ere my fr iend , about v\ hose madness I now 

saw or fancied that l sa\\, certai n indications 
of method . removed the peg which marked the 
spot where th e beetle fell , to a spot about three 
inches to the west\vard of its form er position. 



Taking, now, the tape measure trom the near­
est point of the trunk to the peg. as before, and 
continuing the extension in a straight line to 
the di sta nce of fifty feet, a spot was indicated, 
removed, by seve ral yard~, from the point at 
which we had been digging. 

Around the new position a ci rcle, somewhat 
la rge r tha n in the form er in ·tance, was now 
desc ribed , a nd we again set to work with the 
spades . l was dreadfully weary, but, scarce ly 
understanding \\'hat bad occasioned tlle change 
in my th oug hts, I felt no longer any g reat aver­
s ion from the labor imposed. l had become 
most unaccounta bly interested- -nay, even ex­
cited. Perh a ps there was something, amid al l 
the extravagant de ,n eanor of Legrand - - some 
a ir o f foreth oug ht, o r of deliberation, which im­
pressed me. I du g eagerly, a nd now a nd the n 
caug ht myse lf ac tu a lly lookin g . with som ethin g· 
that ve ry much re~embled expecta ti on, for the 
fan cied treasure, th e \ ision o f which h:td d e­
m ented my unfortu na e companion. At a period 
when uch vagari e of thouo-ht most fully po~­
se sed me, a nd \\'h en we had been at work per­
hap a n hour a nd a ha lf, \\'e " ere again interrupted 
by the violent howl ing-s of the cl og. His uneasi­
nes , in the fir t in sta nce, had been, evide ntly, 
but the res ult of play f ulne or caprice, but he 
nO\\ a. u med a bitter a nd se riou • tone. Upon 
Ju pite r· ao-a in a ttempti1w to mu zz le him, he 
made f uriou re i. tance , a nd leap in o- in to the 
ho le, tore up t he mould fra ntica ll) with hi 



claws. In a few seconds he had uncovered a 
mass of human bones, forming two complete 
skeletons, inter rningled with several buttons of 
metal, a nd what appea red to be the dust of de­
cayed ,roolen. One or two strokes of a spade 
upturned the blade of a . la rge Spanish knife, 
and, as ,re dug furth er, three or four loose 
pieces of gold and silver co in came to light. 

At sight of these the joy of Jupiter cou ld 
scarcely be restra ined, but the countenance of 
his master wore an a ir of extreme disappoint­
ment. He urged . us, hovvever, to continue our 
exertions, and t_he words were hardly uttered 
when I stumbled and fell forward, having 
caught the toe of my boot in a large ring of 
iron that lay half buried in the loose earth. 

We now worked in earnest, and never did I 
pass ten minu tes of more intense excitement. 
During this interval we had fairly unearthed an 
oblong chest of wood, ,vh ich, from it perfect 
preservation and wond erful hardness, had 
plainly been subjected to some min eralizing 
process-perhaps that of the Bi-chloride of Mer­
cury. This box was three feet and a half long, 
three feet broad, and two and a half feet deep. 
It was firmly secured by bands of wrought iron, 
riveted, and forming a kind of open trelliswork .. . 
over the whole . On each side of the chest, near 
the top, were three rings of iron- six in a ll ­
by means of which a fi rm hold could be obtained 
by s ix persons. Our utmost united endeavor 
served only to di turb the coffer very slightly in 



its bed. We at once saw the impossibility of 
removing so great a weight. Luckily, the sole 
fast enings of the lid consisted of two sliding 
bolts. These we drew back-trembling and 
panting with anxiety. In an instant, a treasure 
of incalculable value lay gleaming before us. 
As the rays of the lanterns fell within the pit, 
there flashed upward a glow and a glare, from a 
confused heap of gold and of jewels, that abso­
lutely dazzled our eyes. 

I shall not pretend to describe the feelings 
with which I gazed . Amazement was, of 
course, predo minant. Legrand appeared ex­
hausted with excitement, and spoke very few 
words. Jupiter's countenance wore, for some 
minutes, as deadly a pallor as it is possible, in 
the nature of things, for any negro's visage 
to assume. He seemed stupefied-thunder­
s·tricken. • Presently he fell upon his knees in 
the pit, and , burying his naked arms up to the 
elbows in gold, let them there remain, as if en­
joying the luxury of a bath. At length, with a 
deep sigh, he exclaimed, as if in a soliloquy : 

"And dis all cum ob de goole-bug ! de putty 
goole-bug ! de poor little goole-bug, what I 
boosed in dat sabage kind ob style! Ain't you 
ashamed ob yoursel f, nigger ?-answer rr:e 
dat ! " 

It became necessary, at last, that I should 
arou e both master and valet to the expediency 
of removing the trea ure. It wa growing late, 
and it behooved us to make exertion, that we 
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might get everything housed before daylight. 
It was difficult to say what should be done, an<l 
much time was spent in deliberation -so con­
fu sed were the ideas of all. We, finally, light­
ened the box by removing tvvo-thir<ls of its con­
tents, when we were enabled, with some trouble. 
to raise it from the hole. The articies taken 
out were deposited a mong the brambles, anJ 
the dog left to g uard them, v\'ith strict orders 
from Jupiter neith er, upon any pretence, to stir 
from the spot, nor to open his mouth until our 
return. Vie then hurri ed ly made for home with 
the chest, reaching the hut in safety, but after 
excessive toil, at one o'clock in th e mornin :!;­
Worn out as we \Yere. it was not in human nature 
to do more immediate ly. \Ve rested until t\\10, 

and had supper; starting for the hills immedi­
;1te ly afterward, a rmed with three stout sacks, 
\\'hi ch. by good luck, were upon th e premises. 
A little before four we arrived a t the pit, divided 
the remainder of the booty, as equal ly as might 
be. among us, and leavin'.Z the holes unfill ed, 
again set out for the hut, at which for the second 
time, we deposited our golden burd ens, just as 
the first faint streaks of dawn gleamed from 
over the treetops in the east. 
~ e \\ ere no\\' thoroughly broken down ; but 

the intense excitement of the time denied us 
repose. After an unquiet siumber of some 
three or fou r hour ' duration, ,ve arose, as if by 
preconcert, to make examination of our treas­
ure. 



The chest had bee n full to the brim. and we 
spent the whole day, a nd the greater part of the 
nex t night, in scrutiny of its contents. There 
had been nothing like order or arrangement. 

EXA~I INATIUN O F OUR TREASUl,li, 

Everything had bee n heaped in promiscuously. 
H avi ng assor ted a ll ,vith care, we found our­
selves possessed of even vaster wealth than we 
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had at first supposed . In coin there \Vas rather 
more than four hundred and fifty thousand dol­
lars-estimating the value of the pieces, as ac­
curately as v,,e could, by the tables of the 
period . There was not a particle of silver. 
All was gold of antique date and of great 
variety-French, Spanish, and German money, 
\Vith a few English guineas, and some counters, 
of which we had never seen specimens before. 
There were several very large and heavy coins, 
so worn that we could make nothing of their 
inscriptions. There was no American mon ey. 
The value of the jewels we found more diffi­
culty in estimating. There were di amo nds­
some of them c:xceedingly large and fine-a 
hundred and ten in all, and not one of them 
small ; eighteen rubies of rema rkable brilliancy; 
three hundred and ten emeralds, all very beau­
tiful, and twenty-one sapphires, with an opal. 
These stones had all been broken from their 
settings and thrown loose in the chest. The 
settinas themselves, which we picked out from 
among the other gold, appeared to have been 
beaten up with hammers, as if to prevent iden­
tification. Besides all thi s, there was a vast 
quantity of solid gold ornaments ;-nearly two 
hundred massive finger and ear rings ;- -rich 
chains-thirty of these, if l remember ;-eighty­
three very large and bea\ y crucifixes ;- live 
gold cen ers of great value ;-a prodigious 
golden punch-bowl, ornamented with richly 
chased Yine-leave and bacchanalian figures; 



with two sword-handles exquisitely embossed, 
and many other smaller articles which I cannot 
recollect. The weight of these valuables ex­
ceeded three hundred and fifty pounds avoirdu­
pois; and in this estimate I have not included 
one hundred and ninety-seven superb gold 
watches; three of the number being "' orth 
each Ii\ e hundred dollars, if one. i\1a11y of 
them \\·ere very old, and as time-keepers value­
less ; the \Yorks having suffered, more or less, 
from corrosion-but all ,vere rich ly jeweled and 
in cases of great worth. 'v\ e estim.1ted the en.­
tire contents of the chest, that night, at a mil­
li on and a half of dollars ; and upon the sub­
sequent dispo al of the trinkets and jewels (a 
few being retained for our own u e), it was 
found that we had greatly undervalued the 
treasure. 

When, at length, we had conclude<l our ex­
amination and the intense excitement of the 
time bad, in some measure, subsided, Legrand, 
who saw that I was dying with impatience for 
a solution ·of this most extraordinary riddle, 
entered into a full detail of all the circum­
stances connected with it. 

"You remember," said he, "the night when 
I handed you the rouo-h sketch J had made of 
the scarabcms. You recollect al. o, that I be­
came quite \'exed at you for insisting that my 
dra\\·ing resembled a death's-head. \i\ hen you 
first made this as ertion I thought you were 
jesting; but aften, ard I called to n1ind the pe-
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culiar spots on the back of the insect, and ad­
mitted to myself that your remark had some 
little foundation in fact. Still the sneer at my 
graphic powers irritated me-for I am con­
sidered a good artist-and therefore, when you 
handed me the scrap of parchment, I was about 
to crumple it up and throw it ang rily into the 
fire." 

"The scrap of paper, yo u mean," sa id I. 
·"No ; it had much ot the appearance of pa­

per, and at first I supposed it to be such, but 
when I came to d raw upon it, I d iscovered it, 
at once, to be a piece of ve ry thin parchment. 
It was quite dirty, you remember. · W ell, as I 
'vYas in the very act of crumpling it up, my 
g lance fell upon the sketch a t \\-· hich you had 
been looking, a nd you may imagine my as ton­
ishment, when I perceived, in fact, the fig ure of 
a death 's-head just where, it seemed to me, I 
had made the drawing of the beetle. F or a 
moment I was too much amazed to th ink wi th 
accuracy. I knew that my desig n ,vas ve ry 
different in detail from this-although there 
\\ as a certain similari ty in general outline. 
Presentl y I took a cand le, a nd seating myself 
a t the other end of the roo m, proceeded to 
scrutin ize the parchment more closely. Upon 
turning it over, I saw my own sketch upon the 
reverse, ju t as I had made it. My first idea , 
now, was mere surprise at the reall y remarka­
ble simi larity of outline-at the singular coinci­
dence in volved in the fact, that unknown to me, 
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there should have been a skull upon the other 
side of the parchment, immediately beneath my 
fi g ure of the scarabceus, and that this skull, not 
only in outline, but in size, should so closely re­
semble my drawing. I say the sing ularity of 
this coincid ence absolutely stupefi ed me for a 
time. This is the usual effect of such coinci­
dences. The mind struggles to es tablish a 
connection- a sequence of cause and effect-

. and, being unable to do so, suffers a species of 
temporary pa ralysis. But, when I recovered 
from this stupor, there dawned upon me g rad­
ually a conviction w hich s ta rtl ed me even far 
more tha n the coincidence. I began distinctly, 
positively, to remember that there had been no 
drawing up_on the parchment when I made my 
sketch of the scarabceus. I became perfect ly 
certa in of thi s ; for I recollected turning up first 

. one s ide a nd then the other, in search of the 
cleanest spot. Had the skull been then there, 
of. course I could not have fa iled to notice it. 
H ere was indeed a mystery which I felt it im­
possible to expla in ; but , even a t that early mo­
ment, there seemed to g limmer, fai nt ly, within 
the most remote and secret chambers of my in­
tellect, a g low-worm-li ke conception of tha t 
truth which last nig ht 's adve nture brought to 
so magni fice nt a demonstration. I a rose a t 
once, and putting the parchment securely away, 
dismissed a ll furth er reflection until I should be 
a lone. 

"\Vhen you had gone, and whe n J upiter \Yas 
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fast asleep, I betook myself to a 111 ore method ­
ica l investigation of the affair. In the firs t 
place I conside red the ma nner in which the 
parchment had come into my possession. The 
spot where we d iscovered the scarabceus was 
on the coas t of the main land , about a mile 

~ 

T H E SPOT W HERE \VE DI&COVERED THE SCAR A BA:.:US. 

eastward of the isla nd, a :1d but a short dis­
lance above hig h-water mark. Upon my tak­
ing hold of it, it gave me a sharp bite, which 
caused me to let it drop. Ju pite r, wi th his ac­
customed caution, before seizing the insect, 
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which had flown tovvards him, looked about 

him for a leaf, or something of that nature, by 

v,;hich to take - hold of it. It was at this mo­

ment th at his eyes, a nd mine also, fell upon the 

scrap of parchment, which I then supposed to 

be paper. It was lying ha lf buried in th e sand, 

a corner sticking up. Near the spot where we 

found it, 1 observed the remnant of the hull of 

what appeared to have been a ship's long boat. 

The wreck seemed to have bee n there for a 

very great while; for the resem blance to boat 

timbers cou ld scarcely be traced . 
"Well, Jupiter picked up the parchment, 

wrapped the beetle in it, a nd gave it to me. 

Soon a fterwa rds we turn ed to go home, and on 

the way met Lieutenant G--. 1 showed him 

the insect, and he begged me to let him take it 

to the fort. Upon my consentin o-, he thrust it 

forthwith into hi s waistcoat pocket, without the 

pa rchment in which it had been wrapped, a nd 

which I had cont inued to hold in my hand dur­

ing his inspection. Perhaps he dreaded my 
changing my mind, a nd thoug ht it best to make 

sure of the prize at once-you know how en ­
thusiast ic he is on a ll subjects connected with 

Natural History. At the same time, without 

being conscio us of it , I mus t have depo ited 

the parchment in my own pocket. 
"You remembe r th at when I went to the 

table, for the purpose of making a sketch of the 

beetle, I found no paper where it ,ms usually 

kept. I looked in the drawer, a nd found none 
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there. I searched my pockets, hoping to find 
an old letter, when my hand fell upon the 
parchment. I thus detail the precise mode in 
which it came into my possession; for the cir­
cumstances impressed me with peculiar force. 

" o doubt you will think me fanciful - but I 
had a lready established a kind of connection. 
I had put together two links of a great chain. 
There was a boat lying upon a sea-coast, and 
not far from the boat was a parchment-not a 
paper-,Yith a skull depicted upon it. You 
will, of course, ask ' where is the connection ? ' 
I reply that the skull or death ·s-head is the 
well-known emblem of the pirate. The flag of 
the death's -head is hoisted in al l engagements. 

" I have said that the scrap was parchmr nt, 
and not paper. Parchment is durable-almost 
imperi ·hable. Matters of little moment are 
rarely consig ned to pa rchment; s ince for the 
mere ordinary purposes of dra\\'ing or ,;vriting 
it i not nearly _ o well adapted as paper. This 
reflect ion swrge ted sorne meaning-some rel­
evancy-in the death's-head. I did not fail to 
observe, al o, the jt.•rm of the parchment. Al­
though one of it3 corners had been, by some 
accident, destroyed, it could be seen ·that the 
original form \\ as oblong. It \Yas just a slip, 
indeed, as mi o-ht have been chosen for a mem­
orandum-for a record of something to be long 
remembered and carefully preserved." 

"But," I interposed, "you say that the ·ku ll 
was not upon the parchment when you made 



206 trbe ~olO J.8ug. 

the drawing of the beetle. H ow then do you 
t race any connection between the boat and the 
skull-since this latter, according to your own 
admission, must have been designed (God only 
knows how or by whom) at some period sub­
sequent to your sketching the scarabceus?" 

"Ah, hereupon turns the whole mystery ; 
although the secret, at this point, I had com­
paratively little difficulty in solving. My steps 
vvere sure, and could afford but a single result. 
I reasoned, for example, thus : ·when I drew 
the scarabceus, there was · no skull apparent 
u pon the parchment. When I had completed 
the dra~1 ing I gave it to you, and observed yo u 
narrowly until you returned it. You , the ref ore 
did not design the skull, and no one -else was 
present to do it. Then it was not done by 
burnar. agency. And nevertheless it was 
done . 

"At this stage of my reflections I endeavored 
to remember, and did remember, with entire 
distinctness, . every incident which occurred 
about the period in question . The weather was 
chilly (ob rare and happy accident!), and a 
lire was blazing upon the hearth . I ,ms heated 
with exercise and sat near the tabl e. You, 
ho\\'ever, had drawn a chair close to the chim­
ney. J ust as I placed the parchment in your 
band, and you ,vere in• the act of inspecting it, 
Wolf, the Newfoundland, entered, and leaped 
upon your shoulders. With your left hand you 
caressed hi111 and . kept him off, while your 



right, holding the parchment, was permitted to 
fal l listlessly between you r knees, and in c lose 
proximity to the fire. At one moment I 
thought the blaze had caught it, and was about 
to caution you, but, before I could speak, you 
had withdrawn it, and were engaged in its 
examination. vVhen I considered al l these 
particulars, I doubted not for a moment that 
heat had bee n the agent in bringing to light, 
upon the parchment, the skull which I saw 
designed upon it. _ You are we ll aware that 
chemical prepa rat ions exist, and have existed 
time out of mind, by means of whi ch it is possi­
ble to write upon e ither pape r or vel lum, so 
that the characters shall become visible only 
when subjected to the action of fire. Zaffre, 
digested in aqua r eg·z"a, and dilu_ted with four 
times its weight of water, is sometimes em­
ployed; a o-reen tint results. The regulus of 
cobalt , di ·solved in spirit of nitre, gives a red. 
These colors disappear at lon 6er or shorter 
interval_- after the material written upon cools, 
but again become apparent upon the reapplica­
tion of hea . 

"I now scrutinized the death's head with 
care. Its outer edo-es-the edge of the draw­
ing neare t the edge of the vellurn--v.rere far 
more dist1,·nct than the others. It was clear 
that the action of the caloric had been imper­
fect or unequal. I immediately kindled a fire. 
and subjected every portion o f the p:irchrnent 
to a glowing heat. t fir t, the only effect was 



the strengthening of the faint lines in the skull; 
but, upon persevering in the experiment, there 

. became Yisible, a t the corner of the slip, diagon­
all) opposite to til e spot in which the death's-

head was delineated, the fi g ure of what l a t first 
supposed to be a goat. A close r sc rut iny, ho\, -
eve r, satis fi ed me that it was intend ed for a kid." 



"Ha! ha!" sa iJ I," to be sure I have no 
- right to laugh ar you---a million and a half of 

money is too serious a matter for mirth-but 
you are not about to establish a third link in 
your chain-you will not find any especial con­
nection bet,Yeen your pirates and a goat-­
pirates, you know, ha,·e nothing to do vvith 
goats; they appertain to the farming interest.'' 

"But 1 have just said that the figure was not 
that of a goat." 

"Well, a kid then--pretty much the same 
thing ." 

"Pretty much, but not all together," said Le-· 
g-r:rnd. "You may have heard of one Captain 
Kidd. I at once looked upon the figure of the 
animal as a kind of punning or hierog lyphical 
signature. I say signature; because its posi­
ti on upon the ve llum suggested thi s idea. Th e 
death ·s-h ead at the corne r diagonally opposite, 
had, in the same manner, the a ir of a stamp, or 
seal. But J was sorely put out by the absence 
of all el ·e- of the body to my imag~ined instru-
ment-of the text for my context.'' • 

"I presume you expected to find a letter 
between the stamp and the sig nature." 

"Something of that kind. The fact is, I felt 
irre istibly impressed with a presentiment of 
. ome \ ast good fortune impending. I can 
scarcely say why. Perhaps, after all, it was 
rat her a de ire than an actual belief ;-but do 
you know that Jupiter' s silly ,vords, about the 
bug being of solid gold, had a remarkable 
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effect upon my fancy? And then the series of 

THE LOSS OF A J\Lc.: .. uli , \ hDui\1, 

accidents and coinci­
dences-these were so 
11cry extraordinary. Do 
you observe how mere 
an accident it was that 
these events should 
have occurred upoH the 
sole day of all the year 
in wh ich it has been. 
or may be, sufficient ly 
cool for fire, and that 
without the fire, or 
without the interven­
tion of the dog at the 
preci e moment 111 

v. hich he appeared, I 
should never have be­
come aware of the 
death's-head, and so 
never the possessor of 
the treasure ? " 

"But proceed-I am 
all impatience." 

"Well ; you have 
heard, of course, the 
many stories current­
the thou and vague 
rumors afloat about 
money buried, some­
" ·here upon the At-
lant ic coast, by Kidd 
and • his associates. 
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These rumors must have some foundation in 
fact. And that the rumors have existed so 
long and so continuous, could have resulted, it 
appeared to me, only from the circumstance of 
the buried treasure still re11uu'ni1~1; entombed. 
H ad Kidd concealed his plunder for a time, 
and afterward rec la imed it , the rumors would 
scarcely have reached us in their present un­
varyi1ig form. . You will observe that the 
stories told a re all about money-seekers, not 
about money-find ers. H ad the pirate recovered 
his money, there the affair would have dropped. 
It seemed to me tha t some accident_:.__say the 
loss of a mern9randum indicating its locality­
had deprived him of the means of recovering it, 
a nd that this accident had become known to 

his fol lowers, vvho otherwise might never have .. -
he~rd that' treasure had been concealed at all, 
and who; busying themselves in vain, because 
ung uided attempts to regain it had g ive n first 
birth, and then universal currency, to the 
reports which a re now so common . H ave you 
ever heard of any important treasure being 
unearthed along the coast ? " 

" Never." 
"But that Kidd's accumulations were im­

mense, is \Ve il known. I took it for granted, 
therefore, that the earth still held them ; and 
you will scarcely be surprised when I tell you 
that I felt a hope, nearly amounting to certainty, 
that the parchment so strangely found, involved 
a lo t record of the place of deposit." 
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" But how did you proceed ? " 
"I held the ve llum again to the fire, after 

increas ing the heat, but nothing appeared. I 
now thoug ht it possible tha t the coating of 
dirt mig ht have so mething to do with the 
failure; so I ca refull y rinsed the parchment by 
pouring warm ,va ter over it, and hav ing done 
this, l placed it in a tin pan; with th e skull 
down wa rd, a nd put the pan upon a furn ace of 
lig hted cha rcoa l. In a few minutes, the pan 
having become thoroug hly heated, I removed 
the slip, a nd to my inexpressible joy, found it 
spott ed, in seve ra l places, with wha t a ppeared 
to be lig ures a rranged in lines. Again I placed 
it in the pa n, and suffered it to remain another 
minute. U pon takin g it off , the whole was 
ju st as yo u see it now." 

H ere Legrand , having re-heated the parch­
ment, submitted it to my inspec tion. The 
foll owing characters ·we re rudely traced, in a 
red tint, between the death 's-bead a nd the 

goat: \ 

53ttt3p5))6*; 4826)4t .)4t) ;806*; 48f8 I 00)) 85; I 
t ) ;:t*8·18 3(88) 5*-!-;46(;88*96*?; 8)~t(;48 5}; 5*i·2·*t,C: 
4956*2(5*- 4)8 8*;4069285) ;)6t8) 4tt ; I (t9;4808 1 
;8:8t I ; 48f85; 4)485-j- 528806*8 1 (t9; 48; (88; 4(!?34; 
48)4-t ; 161 ;: r 88;t? ; 

' ' But," sa id I, returning him the slip, " I a m 
( 

as much in the dark as eve r. W ere a ll th e 
jewels of Golconda awaiting me upon my so lu­
tion of thi s en ig ma, I. am q uite ·ure t ha t I 
shoul d be unable to earn them." 

----
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"And yet," said Legrand, " the solution is by 
no means so di ffic ult as you might be led to 
imagine from the first hasty inspectiou o f the 
cha racters. T hese cha racters, as a ny one 
migh t readil y g uess, form a cipher -- tha t is to 
say, they convey a meaning ; but then. from 
what is know n of Kidd, I could not suppose 
him aapable of constructing a ny of the more 
abst ruse cryptograp hs. I made up m y mind , 
at once, tha t thi s was of a simple species-such, 
ho v,;ever, as would appear, to t he crude intellect 
o f. the sailor, abso lutely insoluble without the 
key." 

"And you reall y so lved it? " 
" R eadily ; I have solved others o f an 

abs truseness ten thousa nd times g reater. Cir­
cum .:i tances, and a certain b ias of mind, have 
led me to take inte rest in such ri ddles, and it 
may we ll be doubted whethe r h uma n inge nui ty 
can construct an enig ma of th e ki nd which 
human ingenu ity may not , b y prope r appli ca­
ti on , resolve. In fac t, having once established 
connected and legible characters, I scarce ly 
gave a tho uo·ht to t_he me re d iffic ulty of develop­
ing their import. 

" I n the present case-in deed in a ll cases of 
secret writino·--the quest ion regards the l,m­
guag-e of the cipher ; for the pri nciples of so­
lution, so far, especially, as the more simple 
ciphers are concerned, depe nd upon, a nd are 
varied by, the genius o f the particula r id iom. 
In general, there is no a lternat i\ e but experi-
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rnent (directed by probabilities) of every tongue 
known to him who attempts the solut ion, untit 
the true one be attained. But, with the cipher 
nov; before us, all difficulty was removed by 
the signature. The pun upon the word 'Kidd ' 
is appreciable in no other la ng uage than the 
Eng lish. But for this consideration I should 
have began my attempts with th e Spanish a nd 
French, as the tongues in wh ich a secret of this 
kind would most naturally have been written 
by a pira te of the· Spanish main. As it was, I 
assumed the cryptograph ~o be E rw li sh. 

"You obse rve there are no divisions bet,rec11 
the words. Had there been di·vis ions, the task 
would have been comparati ve ly easy. In such 
cases I shou Id have commenced with a colla­
tion and ana lysis o f th e shorte r words, and, had 
a word of a sino-le letter occurred, a it is most 
likely (a or I, fo r example), I should have con­
sidered th e solution as assured. But, there be­
ing no division, my lirst step was to asce rta in 
the predpminant letters, as ,vei l as the least 
frequ ent. Counting all, I constructed a tab le , 
thu s : 

Of the character 8 the-re are 33. 

" " 26. 

" • 4 " r9. 
" t) " 16. 

" * " I 3. 

5 " J 2. 
6 I I. 



ttbe a5olt, lSug. 215 

Of the character t I there are 8. 

" 0 " 6. 

" 92 " 5. 
" . ,., " 4 . . .) 

" ? " 
,., 
.)• 

" ,r " '.2. 

" - " I. . 

"Now, in English, the letter which most fre­
quently occurs is e. Afterward, the succession 
runs thus: a o id h n r s t u y cf g l 1n w b k 
jJ q x z . E predominates so remarkably that 
an individual sentence of any length is rarely 
seen, in which it is not the prevailing character. 

" Here, then, we have, in the very beginning, 
the ground-work for something more than a 
mere guess. The general use which may be 
made of the table is obvious-but, in this par­
ticular cipher, we shall only very partially re­
quire its aid . As our predominant character is 
8, we "ill commence by assuming it as the e of 
the natural alphabet. To verify the supposi­
tion, let us ob erve if the 8 be · seen often in 
couples-for e is doubled with great frequency 
in Engli h-in such words, for example, as 
'n1eet,' ' fleet,' 'speed,' 'seen.' ' been,' 'agree,' 
etc. In the present instance we see it doubled 
no less than five time , although the crypto­
graph is brief. 

" Let us assume 8, then, as e. ow, of all 
the words in the lan <Y uage, 'the ' is most usual; 
let u see, therefore, whether there are not rep-



2L6 Ube '5olt> J".Sug. 

etitions of any three characters, in the same 
order of collocation, the last of them being 8. 
If vve discover repetitions of such letters, so ar­
ranged , they will most probably represent the 
word 'the.' Upon inspection, we find no less 
than seven such arrangements, the characters 
being ;48. We may, therefore, assume that ; 
represents t, 4 represents h, and 8 represents e 
- the last being now well confirmed. Thus a 
great step has been taken. 

"But, having established a single word, we 
a re enabled to establish a vast ly important 
point; that is to say, several commencements 
and terminations of other word . Let us ref er, 
for example, to the last in tance but one, in 
which the combination ;48 occurs-not far 
from the end of the cipher. Vv e know that 
the i immediately ensuing is the commence­
ment of a word, and, of the six characters suc­
ceed ing this ' the, ' we are cognizant of no less 
than five. Let us set these characters down, 
thus, by the letters we know them to represent, 
leaving a space fo r the unknown-

t eeth. 

"Here we are enabled, at once, to discard 
the 't/2,' as forming no portion of the word 
commencing with the first t ; since, by experi­
ment of the entire alphabet for a letter adapted 
to the vacancy, we perceive that no \YOrd can 
be formed of which this th can be a part. We 
are thus narrowed into 
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tee, 

and, going through the a lph abet, if necessary, 
as before, we arrive at the word ' tree,' as til e 
sole possible reading. \Ne thus gain another 
letter, r, represented by (, witi1 the words 'the 
tree · in juxtapos ition. 

"Looking beyond these words, for a .short 
distance, we again see tlie combination ;48, a nd 
employ it by way of termination to v;ha t illl • 
med iate ly precedes. We have thus this ar­
rangement: 

the tree ;4(p34 the, 

or, subst :tu ting the natural letters, where known, 
it reads thus : 

" ow, if, in place of t .. unknown charac­
ters, we leave bl ank spac ··; or substitute dots, 
we read thus : 

the tree thr. . h the, 

when the word 'througlt ' makes itself e\'id ent 
at once. But this discovery g ives us three ne \\· 
letters, o, u and g, represented by t ? and 3. 

" Looking now, na rro wly, through the ciphe r 
for combinations of known characters, we find, 
not very fa r from the beginn ing, this a rra nge­
men t, 
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which, pla inly, is the conclusion of the word 
'degree, ' a nd gives us another letter, d, repre­
sented by t. 

"Four letters beyond the word 'degree,' v,,;e 
perceive the combination 

" Tra nsla ting the knov,:n cha racters, and rep­
resenting the unknown by dots, as before, we 
read thus: 

th rtee. 

an arrangement immed iately suggestive of the 
word ' thir tee n,' a nd again furni sh ing us with 
two new characters, i and n, represented by 6 

a nd *. 
" R eferring, now, to the beginning of the 

cryptograph, we find the combi n:iti on, 

53Ut. 

" Transla ting as before, we obtain 

. good, 

which ass ures us that the first letter is A , a nd 
tha t the fi rst two vvo rds a re ' A good.' 

" It is now ti me that \Ye a rrange our key, as 
far as discovered, in a tabu lar fo rm , to a ,·oici 
confusion, It ,;vi ii stand thus ; 



S represe nts 
·t " d 
8 " e 

3 g 

4 " h 
6 " 

* 
.. . 11 

t 0 

( r 
t 

" W e have, therefore, no less tha n te n of the 
most importa nt letters represented, a nd it vvill 
be unnecessary to p roceed with the deta ils of 
the solution. I have sa id enough to convince 
you tha t ciphers o f this nature a re read il y solu­
ble , a nd to g ive yo u some insight into the r a­
tivna!e of their development. But be assured 
that th e specimen before us a ppe rta ins to the 
very simplest species of cryptograph . It no w 
only remains to g ive you the fu ll translat ion o f 
the cha racters upon the parchment, as unrid­
d led. H ere it is : 

" ' A good g lass i 1t the bishojJ's hostel in the 
devil s seat f or ty -one degrees and thirteen min­
utes nortl,east and by nor th main bra1tdt sev­
en/ It limb east side shoot from the left eye oj 
Lite deatlt's-lw rd a bee line from the t ree 
t ltro1w lt t lte shot fif ty f eet out. ' " 

" But," aid I, "the enig ma eems sti ll m as 
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bad a condition as ever. How is it possible to 

extort a meaning from all this jargon about 

'devil's seats,' • death's heads,' and 'bishop's 
hotel s ?'" 

" I confess," replied Legrand, " that the mat­

ter still wears a se rious aspect, when regarded 

with a casual glance. My first endeavor was 

to divide the sentence into the natural division 

intended by the cryptographist." 
•· You mean, to punctuate it ? " 
"Somethi ng of that kind. 

" I reflected that it had been a point with the 

writer to run hi s words together without divi­

sion, so as to increase the difficulty of solution. 

OV,' , a not ove r-ac ute man, in pursuing such 

an object, would be nearly certa in to overdo 

the matte r. When, in the cou rse of his com­

position, he arrived at a break in his subject 

which would na turally requi re a pause, or a 

point, he would be exceedingly apt to run his 

charac ters, at this place, more than usually 

clo ·e together. If you wi ll observe the MS., in 

the present ins ta nce, you will easily detect five 
such cases of unu sual cro,vding. Acting upon 

this hint , I made the division thus: 

" ' A good g lass in the Bz'shojJ's hostel in the 

D evil's seat-forty-one degrees and thirteen 

minutes-northeast and by north-main 

branch seventh lz'mb east side-shoot from the 

lift eye o.f the death's-head-a bee-line from 

the tree through the shot Ji.fly f eet out.' " 
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"Even this division," said I, "leaves me still 
in the dark." 

"It left me also in the dark," replied Legrand, 
"for a few days ; during which I made dili­
gent inquiry, in the neighborhood of Sullivan's 
Island, for any building which went by the 
na me of the 'Bishop's Hotel; ' for of course, I 
dropped the obsolete word 'hostel.' Gaining 
no information on the subject, I was on the 
point of extending my sphere of search, and 
proceeding in a more systematic manner, when 
one mornino- it entered into my head, quite 
ud de nly, that this 'Bishop's Hostel' might 

ha\ e some reference to an old family, of the 
name of Bessop, which, time out of mind, had 
held possession of an ancient manor-house, 
about four miles to the northvYard of the 
I land . I accordingly went ove r to the planta­
tion, and re-instituted my inquiries among the 
old er negroes of the place. At length one of 
the most aged of the women said that she had 
heard of such a place as Besso/J's Castle, and 
thotwht that he could guide me to it, but that 
it wa not a castle, nor a tavern, but a hig h 
rock. 

'· I offered to pay her well for trouble, and, 
aft er ·ome demur, she consen ted to accompa ny 
me to the spot. v e found it without much 
difficulty, when, dismi ing her, I proceeded to 
examine the place. The 'castle ' consisted of 
an irre ·ular a embla e of cliffs and rock 
one of the latter being quite remarkable for its 
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height as 
\Y ell a s 
for its is­
olated 
and arti­
fi cial ap­

!', pearance. 
I clam-

/ bered to 
its apex, and 

then felt much 
at a loss as to 
wh a t should be 

nex t done. 
•· \Vhil e I was 

busied in refl ection, 
my eyes fell upon a 

' na rrow led n-e in the 
,1 "' 

;{/ eastern face of the 
, ~-· rock, perhaps a yard 

below the sumo1it upon 
, which I stood. This ledge 

pro jec ted. about eighteen 
1 inches, a nd was not more than a 

foot wide, while a niche in the 
T H E cASTLE . • cliff just above it, gave it a 

rude resemblance to one of the 
hollow-backed chairs used by our ancestors. I 
made no doubt that here ,vas the ' devil 's-seat' 
a lluded to in the MS., and now I seemed to 
g rasp the full secret of the riddle. 

"The ' good g lass,' I knew, could ha ve ref-
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ereace to nothing but a telescope; for th e ,,·o rd 
'glass' is rarely employed in any other ense 
by seamen . ow here, I at once saw a tel e­
scope to be used, a nd a definit e point of view, 

admitti~ig no 
v ariation, 
from which to 
use it. or 
did I hesitate 
to believe th at 
the phrases, 
'forty - on e 
degrees and 
thirtee n mm­
utes,' a n d 
'northeast 

and by nor th,' 
were intend ed 
as direction 
for the le,·e!-
mg of the 
g-lass. Greatly 
excited bv 
these disco,·-
erie , I hurried 
home, procur­
ed a tele cope, 
and returned 
to the rock . 

' 

I l ' IWLEE DED TO U. ETH E GLASS. 

"I let my elf do\\'n to the ledo·e , and found 
that it wa impos ible to retain a eat upon it 
except in one particular position. This fact 
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cor1tirmec.l my preconceived id ea . I proceeded 
to use the glass . Of course, the ' forty-one 
degrees and thirteen minutes· could allu_de to 
nothing but elevation above th e visible hori­
zon, since the horizon tal direction \\·as clearly in­
dicat e c.1 by the words, 'northeast and by north.' 
This la tte r direction l at o nce estabJ ished by 
means of a pocket-compass; th e n, pointing the 
glass as nearly at an angle o f forty-one degrees 
of elevation as I co uld do it by g uess, l mo\·ed it 
cautiously up or do\,·n, until m y attention was 
arrested by a circular rift or opening in the fo­
liage of a large tree that overtopped its f ellO \\'S 
in the distance. In th e centre of this rift I per­
ceived a white spot, but co uld not. at Jirst, dis­
tinguish what it was. Adjusting the focus of 
th e te lescope, I again looked, and no\\' made it 
out to be a human sk ull. 

' ' Upon thi s discovery I ,yas so san~ui n~ as 
to consid er th e enigm a solved ; for th e phrase 
' ma in branch, seventh limb, east sic.le,· could 
re fe r only _to the position of the skull upon the 
tree , \Yhi le 'shoot from th e le ft eye o f th e 
death's-head' admitted, a lso, of but one inte r­
pretation, in regard to a sea rch for buried treas­

ure. I perceived that th e design was to drop 
a bullet from the left eye of the sk ull, and that 
a bee-line, or, in other words, a stra ight line, 
drav,·n from the nea rest point o f the trunk 
throug h 'the shot' (o r the spot wh ere the bul­
let fell), a nd th ence exte nded to a distance o f 
fifty fee t, would indicate a definite point - and 



Ube a;olD :fSug. 

beneath this point I thought it at least possible 
that a deposit of value lay concealed ." • 

"All this," I said, is" exceedingly clear, and, 
although ingenious, still simple and explicit. 
When you left the Bish_op's Hotel, what then? ·• 

" \Vhy, having carefully taken the bearings 
of the tree, turned homeward. The instant 
that I left 'the devil's seat,' howe\·er, the circu­
lar rift vanished; nor could I get a g limpse of 
it afterward, turn as I wo uld. What seems to 
me the chief ingenuity in this whole business, is 
the fact (for repeated experiment has convinced 
me it z"s a fact) that the circu lar opening in 
question is visible from no other attainable 
point of view than that afforded by the narrow 
ledge upon the face of the rock. 

"In this expedition to the' Bishop's Hotel' 
I had been attended by Jupiter, -who had, no 
doubt, obsen ed, for some weeks past, the ab­
straction of my demeanor, and took especial 
care not to leave me alone. But, on the next 
day, gett ing up very early, I contrived to g ive 
him the sl ip, and went into the hills in search of 
the tree. After much toil I found it. When I 
came home at night my Yalet proposed to give 
me a flogging. With the rest of the ad venture 
I believe you are as well acquainted as myself." 

"I suppose," said I. "you missed the spot, in 
the first attempt at digging, through Jupiter's 
stupidity in -letting the bug fall through the 
ri o-ht instead of through the left eye of the 
skull ." 



THOUGH r JT EXPEDI ENT TO REMOVE ALL l'ARTICIPANTS I N 1-11S S ECR ET, 



227 

" Precisely. This mistake made a difference 
of about two inches and a half in the 'shot'­
that is to say, in the position of the peg nearest 
the tree; and had the treasure been beneallt 
the 'shot,' the error would have been of little 
moment; but 'the shot,' together with the 
nearest point of the tree, were merely two 
points for the establishment of a line of direc­
tion ; of course the error, however trivial in the 
beginning, increased as we proceeded v\' ith the 
line, and by the time we had gone fifty feet, 
thre\\ us quite off the scent. But for my deep­
seated impression that treasure \Yas here some­
" here actually buried, we might have had all 
our labor in vain." 

"But your grandiloquence, and your conduct 
in swinging the beetle-how ex,i:essively odd! 
I was ure you were mad . And why did you 
insist upon lettino· fall the bug, instead of a bul­
let, from the kull?" 

" Why, to be frank, I felt somewhat annoyed 
by your evident suspicions touching my sanity, 
and o resolved to punish you quietly, in my 
O\\ n way, by a little bit of sober mystification. 
For this reason I s,, ung the beetle, and for this 
rea on I let it fall from the tree . n observa­
tion of yours about its great weight uggested 
the latter idea." 

.., " Ye , I perceive ; and now there is only one 
point which p1:1zzle. me. \ hat are we to make 
of the skeleton found in the hole ? " 

" That is a que tion I am no more able to 
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answer than yourself. There seems, however, 
only one plausible way of accounting for them 
- and yet it is dreadful to believe in such atroc­
ity as my suggestion would imply. It is clear 
that K icld•-if Kidd indeed secreted this treas­
ure, which I doubt not-it is clear that he must 
have had assistance in the labor. But this la­
bor concluded, he may have thought it expe­
dient to remove all participants in his secret. 
Perhaps a couple of blows with a mattock were 
stifficient, while his coadjutors were busy in the 
pit; perhaps it required a dozen-who shall 
tell ? " 



What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles as­
sumed when he hid himself among women, although 
puzzling questions, are not beyond all conjecture.-Srn 
THOM AS BROWNE, 

THE mental features discoursed of as the 
analytical, are, in themselves, but little suscepti­
ble of analysis. We appreciate them only in 
their effects. We know of them, among other 
things, that they are always to their possessor, 
when inordinately possessed, a source of the 
liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults 
in his physical ability, delighting in such exer­
cises as call his muscles into action, so glories 
the analyst in that 
mo r a 1 activity 
\\ hich disentan­
gles. He derives 
pleasure from even 
the most trivial 
occupations bring­
ing his talent into 

_, 
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play. H e is fond of enirrmas, of conundrums, 

of hieroglyphics; exhibiting in his solutions of 

each a degree of acumen which appears to the 

ordinary apprehension preternatural. His re­

sults, brought about by the very soul and es­

sence of methorl, have, in truth, the vYhole air 

o f intuition. 

Th e faculty of reso lution is possibly much in­

vigorated by mathematica l study, a nd especially 

by that highe. t branch of it which, unjustly, 

and merely on account of its retrograde opera­

tions, has been called, as if par excellence, analy­

sis. Yet to calculate is not in itse lf to analyze . 

A chess- player, for example, does th e one, 

without effort at the other. It follow that the 

game of che s, in its effects upo n mental char­

acter, is greatly misund ers tood. I am not now 

writing a treatise, but simply prefac ing a ome­

what peculiar narrative by obse rvati ons very 

much at random; I will , therefore, take occa­

sion to assert that the hig her powers o f th e re­

fl ective. in tel lect are more decidedly and more 

use fully tasked by th e unostentatiou s game of 

draughts than by all th e elaborate fri volity of 
chess. In thi latter, ,,·here the pieces h,n·e 

different and bizarre motions, with various and 

vt1riable yalues, what is only complex, is mis­

take n (a not unus ua l e rror) for wht1t is pro­

found. The attention is here called powerfully 

into play. If it fl ;:ig for a n in tant an oversight 

is committed resulting in injury or defeat. The 

possible mO\·es being not only manifold, but in-



ttbe .Murt,ers in tbe 1Rue Morgue. 231 

volute, the chances of such oversights are mul­
tiplied; and in nine cases out of ten it is the 
more concentrative rather than the more acute 
playe r, who conquers. In draughts, on the 
contrary, where the moves are unique and 
have but little variati on, the probabilities of in­
advertence are dimin ish ed, and the mere atten­
tion being left compa ra tively unemployed, what 
adva ntages are obta ined by either party are 
obta ined by superi or acu11ten. To be less ab­
stract- let us suppose a gam e of dra ughts 
where the pieces a re reduced to fou r kings, and 
where, of course , no overs ig ht is to be ex­
pected. l t is obvious that here the victo ry can 
be decided (th e players being ·at all equa l) only 
by so me r eclzerclze movement, the result of some 
s tro ng exertion of the intellect. D eprived of 
ordinary resources , the analyst throws himse lf 
into the spirit o f hi s opponent, i<l entihes him­
self therewi th, and 11 ot unfrequ cntly sees thu ::; , 
at a glance, the soie methods (sometimes in ­
deed abs urd ly s imple o nes) by which he may 
sed uce into erro r or miscalculat ion. 

Whist has long been noted for its inAuence 
upon what is termed the calculating povve r ; 
and men o f the highest order of intell ect have 
been kno\\'n to take an a pparentl y unaccounta ­
ble delight in it, whil e eschewi ng chess as 
fr ivolous. Beyond do ubt there is nothing of 
a si mila r nature o g reatl y task ing the fac ulty of 
analy is. The best chess-pl ayer in Christen­
do m mny be li tt le more tha n the best playe r of 
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chess; but proficiency in ,;,,•hist implies capacity 
for success in all those more important under­
takings where mind strugg les with mind. 
vVhen I say proficiency, I mean tha t perfec tion 
in the game which includes a comprehension of 
all the sources whence legitimate adva ntage 
may be derived. These are not only man ifold, 
but multiform, and lie frequently among re­
cesses of thoug ht altogether inaccessi ble to the 
ordinary understanding . To observe atten­
tively is to remember di stinctly; and, so far, 
the concentrat ive chess-p laye r will do very well 
at whist; while the rules of H oyle (themse lves 
based upon the mere mechanism of the game) 
are sufficiently and generally comprehens ible. 
Thus to have a retentive memory, and to pro­
ceed "by the book," a re points com monly 
regarded as the sum total of good playing. 
But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere 
rule that the skill of the ana lys t is evinced. 
H e makes, in silence, a host of obse rvations 
aud inferences . So, perhaps, do his com­
panions ; and the difference in the extent of the 
informat ion obtained lies not so much in th e 
va lidity of the inference as in the quality of the 
observat ion. The necessary knowledge is that 
of what to observe. Our player confines hi m­
self not at a ll; nor, because the game is the 
object, does he reject deductions from things 
external to the game. He examines the coun­
tenance of his partner, comparing it carefull y 
with that o f each of his opponents. H e con-



U:be Mur~era in tbe 1Rue Morgue. 233 

siders the mode of assorting the cards in each 

hand ; often counting trump by trump, and 

honor by honor, through the glances bestowed 

by their holders upon each. He notes every 

variation of face as the play progresses, gather­

ing a fund of thought from the differences in 

the expression of certainty, of surprise, of 

triumph, or chagrin. From the manner of gath­

ering up a trkk he judges whether the person 

taking it can make another in the suit. He 

recognizes v. hat is played through feint, by the 

air with which it is thrown down upon the table. 

A casual or inadvertent word ; the accidental 

dropping or turning of a card, with the accom­

panying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its 

concealment; the counting of the tricks, \,vith 

the order of their arrangement ; embarrassment, 

hesitation, eagerness or trepidation-all afford, 

to his apparently intuitive perception, indica­

tions of the true state of affairs. The first two 

or three rounds having been played, he is in 

full possession of the contents of each hand, 

and thenceforward puts down his cards with as 

absolute a preci ion of purpose as if the rest of 

the party had turned outward the faces of their 

own. 
The anal) tical power should not be con-

founded with simple ingenuity·; for while the 

analyst is necessarily ingenious, the ingenious 

man is often remarkably incapable of analy is. 

The constructive or combinin <Y power, by which 

ingenuity is u ually manifested, and to \\ h_ich 
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the phrenologists (I believe erroneously) have as­
signed a separate organ, supposing it a primi­
tive faculty, had been so frequently seen in 
those whose intellect bordered otherwise upon 
idiocy, as to have attracted general observation 
among writers on morals . Between in ·enuity 
and the analytic ability there exists a difference 
far greater, indeed, than that between the 
fancy and the imagination, but of a character 
very strict ly ana logous. I t will be found, in 
fact, that the ingenious are alwa) s fanciful, and 
the truly imaginative never otherwise than 
analytic . 

The narrative which follows will appear to 
the reader somewhat in the light of com­
mentary upon the propositions just advanced. 

Residing in Paris during the spring and part 
of the summer of 18-, I there beca me ac­
quai nted with a Monsieur C. Au o- uste Dupin . 
This young o-entleman was of an excellent­
indeed o f an illu trious family, but, by a variety 
of unto\\rard events, had been red uced to such 
poverty that· the energy of his character suc­
cumbed beneath it, and he ceased to be tir 
him. elf in the world, or to care for the retrieval 
of his fortune . By courte y of his creditors, 
the re still remained in his possess ion a smail 
remnant of hi patrimony; and, upon the income 
arising from thi , he managed , by means of a 
rigorous econom y, to procure the neces ar ie of 
life, without troubling him el f about it · super-
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fiuities. Books, indeed, were hi~ sole luxuries, 
and in Paris these are easily obtained. 

OUR FIRST MEETING W AS AT A OBSCURE LIBRARY, 

Our first meeting was at an obscure library 
in the Rue Montmartre, where the accident of 
our both being in search of the same very _rare 
and very remarkable volume, brought us into 
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closer comm union. \Ne saw each other agai n 

and again. I was deeply interested in the little 

family history which he detail ed to me with all 

that candor in which a Frenchman indulges 

whenever mere self is the theme. I was aston­

ished, too, at the vast extent of hi · reading; and, 

above all, I fel t my soul enkindled within me by 

tile wild fervor and the vi ,·id fres hness of his 

imagination. Seeking in Paris til e objects i 

th en sought, I felt tha t the soc iety of such a 

ma n \\'ould be to me a treasure beyond price; 

a nd this feel i11·,· I frankly confided Lo hi111 . I t 

was at length arranged that we should Ii, e 

together during my stay in the city; and as my 

worldly circumsta nces ,vere some,,·hat ie -s e m­

barrassed than his o\\·n, I was permitted to be 

at the expense of renting, and furni hing, in a 

style v,·hich su ited the rather fanta tic gloom of 

our commo n temper, a time-eaten and grotesque 

mansion, long de erted throug h superstitions 

into \\'hich we did not inquire, and tottering to 

its fall in . a retired and d esolate portion of the 

Faubollrg- St. Germain . 

Had the rout ine of our life at this place been 

kno,,·n to tb e world, we should have been re­

garded a :; madme n-although, perh aps, a · mad­

men of a harmless nature. Ou r sec lu:;ion was 

pe rfect. \ Ve admitted. no visitors. Indeed the 

locality of our ret irement hr1.d been carefully 

kept a secret from my O\\'n former a ociates ; 

and it had been many years ·ince Dupin had 
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ceased to know or be known in Paris. We 

existed within ourselves alone. 

It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what 

else shall I ·call it?) to be enamored of the 

night for her own sake ; and into this bizarrerie, 

as into all his others, I quietly fell; giving my_ 

sel f up to his wild 'vvhims with a perfect abandon. 

The sable divinity would not herself dwell with 

us always; but we could counterfeit her pres­

ence. At the first dawn of the morning we 

closed all the massy shutters of our old b~ilding; 

li ghted a couple of tapers which, trongly per­

f urned , threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest 

of rays. Uy the aid of these we then busied our 

souls in dreams-reading, writing, or convers­

ing. until \rnrned by the clock of the advent of 

the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into 

the streets, arm and arm, conti nuing the topics 

of the day, or roaming fa r and wide until a late 

hour, seeking, am id the wild lights and shadows 

of the populous city, that infinity of mental 

excitement which quiet observation can afford . 

At such times I could not help remarking and 

admiring (although from his rich ideality I had 

been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analytic 

ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an 

t>ag-er delight in its exernise-i f not exactly in 

its display-and did not hesitate to confe s the 

pleasu re thus derived . He boa ted to me, with 

a low chuckling lauo-h, that most men, in re pect 

to himse lf, wore \•;indows in their bo 0111s, and 

was \.YOnt to follow up such a erticns b\· direct 



ttbe .Murbers in tbe 1Rue .Morgue. 2 39 

and very startling proofs of his intimate knowl­

edge of my own. His manner at these mo­

ments was frigid and abstract ; his eyes were 

vacant in expression ; while his voice, usually 

a rich tenor, rose into a treble v.·hich would 

have sounded petulantly but for the deliberate­

ness and entire distinctness of the enunciation . 

Observing him in these moods, I often dwelt 

meditatively upon the old philosophy of the Bi­

Part Soul, and amused myself with the fancy of 

a double Dupin-the creative and the resolvent. 

Let it not be supposed, from what I have just 

said, that I am detailing .any mystery, or pen­

ning any romance. vVhat I have described in 

the Frenchman, \\'as merely the result of an 

excited, or perhaps of a diseased intelligence. 

l3ut of the character of his remarks at the 

periods in question an example vvill best convey 

the idea. 
We were strolling one night down a long dirty 

street, in the vicinity of the Palais Royal. 

Being both, apparently, occupied with thought, 

neither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen 

minute at least. All at once Dupin broke 

forth with these words : 
" He is a very little fellow, that's true, and 

would do better . for the Theatre des Varze­
tes.,, 

"There can be no doubt of that," I replied 

unwittingly, and not at fir t ob erving (so much 

had I been absorbed in reflection) the extraor­

dinary manner in which the speaker had chimed 
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in with my med ita tions . In a n in stant afterward 
I recollected myself, a nd my astonishment \Vas 
profound. 

A Q UON D AM CODDLER. 

"Dupin," said I, gravely, 
"this is beyond my com­
prehen sion. I do not 
hesi tate to say that I am 
amazed, and can scarcely 
credit my senses. How 
was it possible you should 
know I was thinking of 
--? " Here I paused, 
to ascertain beyond a 
doubt vvhether he really 
knew of whom I thought. 
--" of Chantilly," said 

he, "why do you pause? 
You were remarking to 
yourself that hi s diminu­
tive figure unfitted him for 
tragedy." 

This was precisely what 
had formed the subject of 
my reflections. Chantilly 
was a quondam cobbler 
o f the Rue St. Denis, who, 
becoming stage-mad , had 
attempted the role of 
Xerxes, 111 Crebillon's 
tragedy so called, and 

been notoriously pasquinaded for his pains. 
"Tell me, for H eaven's sake," I exclaimed, 
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'' the method-if method . there is- by which you 
have been enabled to fathom my soul in this 
matter." 1 n fact I was even more s tartled th an 
I would have been willing to express . 

" It was the fruiterer," replied my fri end, 
" who brought yo u to the conclusion that the 
mender of soles was not of sufficient height for 
Xerxes et digenus 0111.ne." 

"The fruiterer !-you astonish me-I know 
no fruiterer whomsoever." 

"The man who ran up against you as we en­
tered the street-it may have been fifteen min­

utes ago." 
I now remembered that, in fact, a fruit erer, 

carrying upon bis head a large basket of apples, 
had nearly thro wn me down, by accident, as we 
passed from the Rue C-- into the thoroug h­
fa re where "''e stood; but what this . harl to do 
with Chantilly I could not possibly und erstand. 

There was not a particle of charia tanerie 
about Dupin. " I will explain," he sa id, "and 
that you may comprehend all clearl y, we v, ill 
first retrace the course of your meditations, 
from the moment in which I spoke to you until 
that of the r encontr e with the fruiterer in ques­
tion. The larger links of the chain run thus­
Chantilly, Orion, Dr. ichols, Epicurus, Ster­
eotomy, the street stones, the· frui terer. " 

There are few per ons who have not at some 
period of their lives, amused themselves in re­
tracing the steps by which particular conclusions 
of their own minds have been attained. The 
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occupation is often full of interest; and he who 
attempts it for the first time is astonished by 
the apparently illimitable distance and incoher­
ence between the starting-point and the goal. 
What, then, must have been my amazement 
when I heard the Frenchman speak what he 
had just spoken, and ·when I could not help 
acknowledging that he had spoken the truth . 
He continued: 

"vVe had been talk ing of horses, if I remem­
ber aright, just before leaving the Rue C--. 
This was the last subject we discussed . As we 
crossed into the street, a fruiterer, with a large 
basket upon his head, brushing quickly pa t us, 
thrust you upon a pile of paving-stones collected 
at a spot where the causeway is undergoing re ­
pair. You stepped upon one of the loose frag­
ments, slipped, s lightly strained your ankle, . 
appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, 
turned to look at the pile, and then proceeded 
in silence. I was not particularly attentive to 
what you did ; but observation ha become ·with 
me, of late, a species of neces ity. 

"You kept your eyes upon the ground - glanc­
ing, with a petulant expression, at the hole and 
ru ts in the pavement (so that I saw you were 
sti ll thinking of the stones), until ,ve reached 
the little alley called Lamartine, which has been 
paved, by way of experiment, "' ith the overlap­
ping and riveted blocks. Here your counte­
nance brightened up and, percei, ing your lips 
move, I could not doubt that you murmured 
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the word 'stereotomy ' a term very affectedly 

applied to this species of pavement. I knew 

that you could not say to yourself 'stereotomy,' 

without being brought to think of atomies, and 

thus of the theories of Epicurus ; and since, 

when we discussed this subject not very long 

ago, I mentioned to you how singularly, yet with 

how little notice, the vague guesses of that 

noble Greek had met with confirmation in the 

late nebular cosmogony, I felt that you could 

not avoid casting your eyes upward to the great 

nebula in Orion; and I certainly expected that 

you would do so. You did look up ; and I was 

now assured that I had correctly followed your 

steps. But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, 

which appeared in yesterday's ',11usee,' the 

satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the 

cobbler's change of name upon assuming the 

bu kin, quoted a Latin line about \.Vhich we 

have often conversed. I mean the fine 

Perdidit anllquum litera prima sonum. 

I had told you that this\\ as in reference to Orion, 

formerly written Urion; and, from certain pun­

gencies connected with this explanation, I was 

aware that you could not have forgotten it. It 

\\ as clear, therefore, that you would not fail to 

combine the t\.\ o ideas of Orion and Chantilly. 

That you did combine them I saw by the char­

acter of the smile which passed over your lips. 

You thought of the poor cobbler's immolation . 

So far, you had been tooping in your gait ; but 
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now I saw you draw yoursel f up to your full 

height. I was then sure th:it you reflected 

upon the diminutive fi g ure of Chantilly. At 

this point I interrupted your meditations to 

rema rk that as, in fact, he was a very little 

fellow-that Chantilly-he would do better at 

the Theatre des Varietes ." 

ot long after this, we were looking over a n 

evening edi tion of the Gazette des Tribunau:r: 

when the following paragraphs a rrested our 

attention . 
.. EXTR .-\ORDI ARY Mu RD ER s.-T his 

morning. about three o'clock, the inhabitants of 

the Quanier St. Roch were aro used from sleep 

by a succession of terrifi c shrieks, issuin.,;, ap­

parently. frnm the fourth story of a house in 

the Rue \1orgue, known to be in the sole occu­

pancy of one Madame L'Espanaye, and her 

daughter, Mademoiselle Camille L'Espanaye. 

After some delay, occasioned by a fruitl ess at­

tempt to procure admission in the usual ma nner, 

the gateway was broken in with a crov,bar, and 

eight or ten of the neighbors entered, accompa­

nied by two g endarmes. By this time the cries 

had cea. ed; but, as the party rushed up the first 

Hight of stairs, two or more rough \'Oices, in angry 

contention, were di . tinguisheci, and seemed to 

proceed from the upper part of the house. As 

the econd landino- was reached, these sounds, 

al o, had ceased and e\ erything remained per­

fectly quiet. The party pread them elves and 

hurried from room to room. Upon arriving at a 
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large back chamber in the fourth story (the door 
of which being found locked, with the key inside, 
was forced open), a spectacle presented itself 
which struck every one present not less with 
horror than with astonishment. 

"The apartment was in the wildest disorder 
-the furniture broken and thrown about in all 
directions. There was only one bedstead; and 
from this the bed had been moved, and throvvn 
in the middle of the floor. On a chair lay a 
razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth 
were two or three long and thick tre ses of gray 
human hair also dabbled in blood, and seeming 
to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the 
floor were found four L apoleons, an earring of 
topaz, three large silver spoons, three smaller of 
metal d'Alg-er, and two bags, containing nearly 
four thousand francs in go ld. The drawers of a 
bureau, which stood in one corner, were open, 
and had been, apparently, rifl ed, although many 
articles still remained in them. A small iron 
safe was discovered under the bul (not under 
the bedstead) . It was open, with the key ·still 
in the door. It had no content beyond a few 
old letters, and other paper· of little conse­
quence. 

"Of Madame L'Espanaye no traces were 
here seen; but a n unusual quantity of soot 
being observed in the fireplace, a search was 
made in the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) 
the corp e of the daughter, head down\\ ard, 
was dragged therefrom; it having been thus 
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forced up the narrow aperture for a considerable 
distance. The body vvas quite warm. Upon 
examining it, many excoriations were perceived, 
no doubt occasioned by the violence with which 
it had been thrust up and disengaged. Upon the 
face were many severe scratches, and, upon the 
throat, dark ind entations of finger nails, as if the 
deceased had been throttled to death. 

"After a thorough investigation of every por­
tion of the house without further discovery, the 
pa rty made its \Yay into a small paved yard in 
the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of 

' the old lady, with her throat so entirely cut that, 
t:1pon an attempt to raise her, the head fell off. 
The body, as well as the head, was fearfully 
mutilated-the former so much so as ~carcely 
to retain any semblance of humanity. 

"To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, 
we believe, the slightest clew." 

The next day's paper had these additional 
particulars. 

" The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. Many 
individuals have been examined in relation to 
this most extraordinary and frig htful affair "­
[The word "ajf aire " has not yet, in France, 
that levity of import which it conveys with us] 
-" but nothing whatever has transpired to 
throw light upon it. V./e give below all the 
material testimony elicited . 

"Paulz"ne Dubourg, laundress, deposes that 
she has known both the deceased for three 
years, having washed for them during that 
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period. The old lady a nd her daughte r seemed 
on gooo te rms-very a ffecti ona te to ,ra rd each 
other. They we re exce llent pay. Co ul d not 

speak in regard to their 
mod e or means of li ving. 
Beli eved th at Mada me 
L. told fo rtunes for a 
li ving . \ Vas reputed 
to have money pu t by. 
Neve r met any pe rsons 
in the house when she 
called fo r the clothes or 
took them home. v-,r as 
sure that they had no -
se rvant 111 employ. 
There ap peared to be 
no furn iture in any part 
of the bu ild ing except 
in the fou rth story. 

" Pierre Moreau, to ­
bacconist, deposes th at 
he has been in the habit 
of selling small quanti­
ties of tobacco and snuff 
to Madame L'Espanaye 
for nearly four years. 
Vv as born in the neigh-

r 

B E LI EV E D T H AT ~1ADA~1E L . TO L D 
FORTUN E S FOR A LI V I N G . 

borh ood, and has a lways resided there. T he 
deceased and her daughter had occ upied the 
house in which the co rpses were found, for 
more tha n six years. I t was formerl y occupied 
by a je,, eler, who under-let t he upper rooms to 
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various persons. The house was the property 
of Madame L. She became dissatis fi ed with 
the abuse of the premises by her tenant, and 
moved into them herself, refusing to let any 
portion. The old lady was childish. Witness 
had seen the daugh ter some fi ve or six times 
during the six years. The two lived an ex­
ceedingly retired life- were reputed to have 
money. Had heard it said among the neighbors 
that Madame L. told fortunes-did not believe 
it. H ad never seen any person enter the door 
except the old lady and her daug hte r, a porter 
once or twice, and a physician so me eight or ten 
times. 

" Many other persons, neighbors, gave evi­
dence to the same effect. No one was spoke n 
of as frequenting the house. It was not known 
whether th ere \Ve re any li ving connec tions of 
Madame L. and her daughter. The shutters of 
the front windo ws were seldom opened. Those 
in the rear we re a lvvays closed, with the excep­
tion of the large back roo m, fo urth story. The 
house was ·a good house - not ve ry old. 

" I sidore Jvfuset, gendarme, deposes that he 
was called to the house about three o 'clock in 
the morning, and fo und some twe nty or thirty 
persons at the gate way, endeavoring to gain 
admittance . Forced it open, at length, with a 
bayo net- not with a cro wba r. Had but litt le 
di ffic ulty in gett ing it open, on account of its 
being a double or fo lding gate, and bolted 
neither at bottom nor top. The shrieks we re 
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continued until the gate was forced-and then 
suddenly ceased . They seemed to be screams 
of some person (or persons) in gre&.t agony­
were loud and drawn out, not· short and quick. 
\¥itness led the way upstairs. Upon reaching 
the first landing, heard two voices in loud and 
angry contention-the one a gruff voice. The 
other much shrill er-a very strange voice. 
Could distinguish some vrnrds of th e former, 
which was that of a Frenchman. Was posit ive 
that it was not a woman's voice. Could dis­
tinguish the words ' sacre' and 'dia!.Jlt:.' 

The shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could 
not be sure whether it was the voice of a man 
or of a woman. Could not make out wh at was 
said, but believed the language to be Spanish . 
The state of the room and of the bod ies was 
described by this witness as we desc ribed them 
yesterday. 

"Henri Duval. a neighbor, and by trade a 
silver-smith, deposes that he was one of the 
party who first entered the house. Corrobo­
rates the testimony of Muset in general. As 
oon a they forced an entrance, they reclosed 

the door, to keep out the crowd, which collected 
, ery fast, notwith tanding the latene ·s of the 
hour. The . hrill voice, this witness thinks, was 
that of an Italian. W a certain it was not 
French. Could not be sure that it wa a man's 
voice. It might have been a woman' . \Vas 
not acquainted with the Italian languaae. 
Could not di tinguish the word , but \\ a. con~ 
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vinced by the intonation that the speaker vvas 

an Italian. Knew Madame L. and her daughter. 

Had cor1versed with both frequently. Was sure 

that the shrill voice was not that of either of the 

deceased . 
" --- Odenheimer, restaurateur. This 

witness volunteered his testimony. ot speak­

ing French, was examined through an interpre­

ter. Is a native of Amsterdam. vVas passing 

the house at the time of the shrieks. They 

lasted fo r several minutes- probably ten . They 

were long and loud-very awful and di tre sing. 

Was one of those who entered the building. 

Corroborated the previous evidence in every 

respect but one. vVas sure that the shrill, oice 

was that of a man-of a Frenchman. Could 

not distinguish the words uttered . They 

were loud and quick-unequal-spoken appar­

ently in fear as well as in anger. The voice 

was harsh-not so much shrill as harsh. Cou)d 

not call it a shrill voice. The gruff voice said 

repeatedly . 'sacre,' 'diable,' and once 'mon 

Dim.' 
"Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mig­

naud et Fils, Rue Deloraine. Is the elder 

Mignaud. Madame L'Espanaye had some prop­

erty. Had opened an account with his bank­

ing house in the spring of the year --(eight 

years previously). Made frequent deposits in 

small sums. Had checked for nothing until the 

third ·day before her death, when she took out 

in person the sum of 4,000 francs . This sum 
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was paid in gold, and a clerk sent home with the 
money. 

" Adolphe L e Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, 
deposes that on the day in ques tion, about noon, 

TOO K FROM HIS HA DS ONE OF THE BAGS. 

he accompanied Madame L'Espanaye to her 
residence with the 4,000 francs, put up in two 
bags. Upon the door being opened, Mad­
emoiselle L. appeared and took from his hands 
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one of the bags, while the old lady relieved him 

of the other. H e then bowed and departed. 

Did not see a ny person in the street a t the time. 

It is a bye-street- very lonely. 

" Willilz m B ird, ta ilor, deposes tha t be was 

one of the pa rty who entered the house. Is a n 

Eng li shma n. H as lived in Pa ris two years. 

\ Vas one of the first to asce nd the stairs . 

H eard the voices in sonte nt ion. The g ruff 

voice \\"aS !ha t of a Frenchma n. Could make 

out seve ra l words, but cannot now re member 

all. H ea rd di s tinctly 'sacre,' and '11w 1t D ieu.' 

There . was a sound a t the moment as if of 

severa l persons struggling-a sc raping a nd 

scuffling- sound. The shri 11 voice was very 

loud - loude r tha n th e gn1ff one. Is sure that 

it was not the voice of a n Eng lish ma n. 

Appeared to be tha t of a Ge rm a n. Might have 

bee n a woma n's voice . D oes not understa nd 

G erma n. 
" F our of the a bove-na med witnesse , being 

recalled, depo~ed tha t the cl no r of the cha mber 

in w hich was found th e body of Ma demoise ll e 

L. \Yas locked on the ins ide when the party 

reached it. E ve rything \ras pe rfect ly silent­

no groan or noise· of a ny ki nd . Upo n forc ing 

the d oor no pe rson vvas seen . T he windo \\' ·, 

both of th e back a nd fro nt roo m, were do \\'n 

and fi rmly fa te ned from within. A door 

betwee n the two rooms was clo. ed , but not 

locked . The doo r lead ing from the fron t roo m 

into the pa. sage was locked 'vVi th the key on the 
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inside. A small room in the fr on t o f the house, 

on the fou rth sto ry, a t the head o f the passage , 
was open, the doo r being a ja r. T hi s roo m was 
crowded with old beds , boxes, a ncl so for th. 
These were carefull y removed a nd sea rched . 
There was not a n inch of a ny porti on o f th e 
house v, hich was not carefully sea rched . 
Sweeps were se nt u p and dO\rn t he chimneys . 
T he house v.ras a fo ur story one, \Yith ga rrets 
(m ansardes). A tra p-door on th e roo f vYas 
na iled do,'v· n v~ry securely - d id not a ppea r to 
have bee n opened fo r yea rs . The t im e e la psing 
bet \\·een the hea ring o f the voices in contenti o n 
and the b reakirw open of t he room door, \Yas 
variously sta ted by th e witnesses. Some made 
it as short as t hree min utes-some as long as 
h\'e. Th e door was opened ,,·ith diffi culty. 

" A lfonso Cardo, u nd ertaker,' de poses that 
he resid es in the Rue Morg ue. ls a nat ive o f 
Spain . \\ as one of the pa rty \\'ho e ntered the 
house. Diel not proceed up -sta irs. l s nerrn us , 
a nd was a pprehensi,·e o f the co n equences o f 
agi ta tion . H eard the voices in co nte nti on. 
The g ruff voice was tha t o f a Frenchm a n. 
Could not d isting uish w ha t was sa id . T he 
shrill voice \Ya th at o f a n Engl ishma n- is sure 
of thi s. D oe· not understa nd the Eng lish la n­
g uage, but judges by the intonat ion. 

" Alber t o llfontani, co nfect ioner, depo es 
tha t he was arnoncr the first to a. cend the 
stai rs. H eard the voices in quest ion . T he 

•-ruff voice wa that o f a F ren hma n. Dist in -
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g uished several words . The speaker appeared 

to be expostulating . Could not make out the 

words of the shrill voice. Spoke quick a nd 

unevenly. Thinks it the voice of a Russian. 

Corroborate the general testimony. J a n 

Ita lian . Never conversed v. ith a nati ve of 

Russia . 
"Several witnesses, recalled, here testifi ed 

that the ch imneys of a ll the rooms on the 

fourth story were too narrow to ad mi t the pas­

sage of a human being . By ' sweeps ' were 

meant cylindrical sv,·eeping-bru hes, uch as 

are employed by those vvho clean chimneys. 

These bru. hes were passed up and do,:\-· n every 

flue in the house. There is no back passage by 

which any one could have descended while the 

party proceeded up s ta irs . The body of Mad­

emoisell e L'Espanaye was so firm ly wedged in 

the chimney that it could not be got down un­

ti l four or five of the party united their strength. 

"Paul D umas, phys ician, deposes that he 

was ca lled to view the bodies about daybreak. 

They "' ere both then lying on the sacking of 

the bedstead in the cha mber where Mademoi­

selle L. ,;vas found. The corpse of the young 

lady was much bruised a nd excori ated. The 

fact that it had been thru st up the chimney 

would suffi cientl y account for these appear­

ances. The th roat was g reat ly cha fed. There 

\Yer e several deep sc ratche ju t below the chin, 

together with a series of livid spots which were 

evidently the impres ion of fin o-ers. T he face 
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was fearfully discolored, and the eye-ba11s p ro­

t ruded . The tongue had been partia11y bitten 

through . A large bruise was discovered upon 

the pit of the stomach, produced, apparently by 

the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M. 

Dumas, Mademoiselle L'Espanaye had been 

throttl ed to dea th by some person or persons 

unkno,vn. The corpse of the mother was hor­

ribly mutilated. All the bones of the right leg 

and arm · were more or less shattered . The 

left tibia much splintered, as ,;veil as all the ribs 

of the left side. ·whole body dreadfully bruised 

and discolored. It was not possible to say how 

the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club 

of wood, or a broad bar of iron-a chair-any 

large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would have 

produced such results, if wielded by the hands 

of a very powerful man. o woman could 

have inflicted the blows with any· weapon. 

The head of the deceased, when seen by wit­

ness, was entirely separated from the body, and 

was also greatly battered. T he throat had 

ev idently been cut with some very sharp instru­

ment-probably ,;vith a razor. 
" Alexander Etienne, surgeon, was called 

with M. Du mas to view the bodies. Corrobor­

ated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Du­

mas. 
" oth ing farther of importance was elicited, 

although several other persons were examined. 

A murder so my teriou , and so perplexing in a ll 

it particular , was never before committed in 
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Paris-if ind eed a murder has bee n committed 

a t a ll. The police a re entirely a t fault-an un­

usual occurrence in affairs of this nature. 

There is not, however, the shado w of a clew 

a pparent." 

The evening edition of the paper sta ted that 

the o-reatest excitement still continued in the 

Qu artier St. Roch-that the premises in question 

. had been carefully re-searched, a nd fresh exami­

na tions of witnesses instituted, but all to no pur­

pose. A postscript, howeve r, mentioned that 

Adolphe Le Bon had been arrested and im­

prisoned-:-althoug h nothi ng appeared to crimi­

nate him, beyond the facts already deta il ed. 

Dupin seemed s ing ula rl y interested in the 

prog res of this a ffa ir-at least so I judged from 

hi s ma nn er, for he made no comments. lt \Yas 

only after the a nnouncement that Le Bon had 

been imprisoned , that he a ·ked me my opinion 

respecting the murders. 

I could merely ao-ree with all Pa ris in con­

sidering them an inso lu ble m) stery. I sa w no 

means by v,d1ich it would be pos. ible to trace 

the murd erer. 
"We must not judge of the means," said 

Dupin, " by thi shell of an examina tion. The 

Pa ri s ian police, so much extoll ed for acu men , 

a re cunning , but no more. There is no method 

in their proceed ings, beyond the method of the 

moment. T hey make a vas t parade of mea -

ures ; but not unf reque ntl y, these a re so ill 

adapted to the objects proposed , a to put us 
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in mind of Mo nsieur J ourdain's calling for hi s 

robe-de-chambre-p our mieux entendre la 

muszque. The results a tt a ined by them are 

not frequentl y s urprising , but, for the most pa rt 

are brought about by simple d ilige nce a nd ac­

tivity. When these q ual it ies are unavailing , 

their schemes fa il. V idocq, for exam?le, w::i.s a 

good g uesser, a nd a persevering man. But, \\' ith­

out educated thoug ht, he erred continua ll y by 

the ve ry intensi ty of his invest igations. H e im­

paired hi s vision by holdi ng the object too clo;e . 

H e migh t see, perhaps, one or two poi nts with 

unusua l clearness, but in so doing he, necessa­

ril y, lost s ight of the matter as a w hole . Thus 

there is such a th ing as being too profound. 

Truth is not a lways in a well. In fact, as re­

gards the more important knowledge, I do be­

lieve that she is invariably super ti cial. The 

depth lies in the valleys where we seek her, and 

not upon the mountain tops where she is fo und. 

T he modes a nd sources of this ki nd o f error a re 

well typ ified in the co ntem plation o f the heav­

enly bodie . To look at a star by g lances-to 

vie\\ it in a side long way, by turni ng toward it 
the exter ior portions of the 1-et ina (more us­

ceptible of feeble impression of light than the 

interior), i • to behold the tar d istinct ly-is to 

have the best appreciation of it lu, tre-a IL: st re 

which grows dim just in proportion as we turn 

our \ i ·ion fully upon it. A g reate r number o f 

rays actually fall upon the eye in the latte r ca e, 

but in the former there is the more refined a-
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pacity for comprehension. By undue prof un­

dity we perplex and enfeeble thought ; and it is 

possible to make even Venus herse lf vanish from 

the firm ament by a scrutiny too sustained, too 

concentrated, or too direct. 

" As for these murders, let us enter into some 

exam inations for ourselves, before we make up 

a n opinion respecting them. And inquiry will 

a fford us amusement "-[ I thought t his ;m odd 

term, so applied, but said nothing ]- " and, be­

sides, Le Bon once rendered me a service fo r 

which I am not ung ratefu l. vVe will go and 

see the premises wi.th our own eyes. I know 

G--, the Prefect of Police, and shall have no 

diffi cul ty in obtaining the necessary permiss ion." 

The permission v.ras obtain ed, and we pro­

ceeded at once to the Rue Morg ue. This is one 

of those miserable thoroughfares which inter­

vene betvvee n the Rue Richeli eu and the Rue 

St. R och. I t was la te in the afternoon when 

we reached it ; as this quarter is at a g reat dis­

tance frorn that in which we resided. The 

house ,vas readily found ; for there were still 

many persons gazing up at the closed shutters, 

v-,ith an objectless curios ity, from the oppo­

site side of the way. It was an ord inary Paris­

ian house, with a gateway, on one side of wh ich 

,vas a glazed watch-box, with a sliding panel in 

the window, indicating a loge de concier/( t , Be­

fore go ing in we walked up the street, turned 

down an alley, and then, again turn ing , passed 

in the rear of the building- Dupin, meanwh ile, 
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examining the whole neighborhood, as well 

as the house, with a minuteness of attention 

for which I could see no possible object. 

Retracing our steps, we came again to the 

front of the dwelling, rang. and, having shovm 

our credentials, ,:vere admitted by the agents 

in charge. We went up-stairs-into the cham­

ber in which the body of Mademoiselle L'Espan­

aye had been found, and where both the de­

ceased still lay. The disorders of the room 

had, as usual, been suffered to exist. I saw 

nothing beyond what had been stated in the 

Gazette des Tribunaux. Dupin scrutinized 

everything-not excepting the bodies of the vic­

tims. v\ e then went into the other rooms, 

and into the yard ; a gendanne accompany­

ing us throuo-hout. The examination occupied 

us until dark. when we took our departure . 

On our way home my companion stepped in 

for a moment at the office of one of the daily 

papers. 
I have said that the whims of my friend v•:ere 

manifold , and that J e less menagais-for this 

phrase there is no English equivalent. It was 

his humor, now, to decline all conversation on 

the subject of the murder, until about noon the 

next day. H e then asked me, suddenly, if I had 

ob erved anything p eculiar at the scene of the 

atrocity. 
There was something in his manner of em­

pha izing the ,vord • peculiar," which caused 

me to shudder, \Yithout knowing why. " o, 
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nothing p eculiar," I said ; "nothing more, 
at least, than we both saw stated in the pape r." 

"The Gazette," he replied, "has not entered, 
I fear, in to the unusual horror of the thing. 
But d ismiss the idle op inions of this print. It 
appea rs to me th at thi s mystery is considered 
insoluble, for the very rea on which should 
cause it to be regarded as easy of solution-I 
ni ean for th e outre character of its features. 
The poli ce are confounded by the see ming 
abse nce of motive-not for the murde r itse lf-­
but for the atroci ty of the murder. They are 
puzzled, too, by the seem ing im po sibility of 
reconciling th e voices heard in contention, \\·ith 
the fac ts that no one \Yas discovered up stai rs 
but the assass ina ted Mademoiselle L'Espanaye, 
and tha t th ere were no means of egres without 
the not i '. e of the party asce nding . The wild 
diso rder of th e room: the corpse thrust, with 
the head downward, up the chimney ; the 
fright ful mutilat ion o f the body of the old lady ; 
these cons iderations, with those just mentioned, 
and others which I need not mention, have 
sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting com­
pletely a t fault the boasted acumen, of the 
gove rnm ent agents. They have fa ll en in to the 
gro but common error of confoundin o- the 
unusual \\·ith the abst ruse. But it is by these 
deviation · from the plane of the ordinary, that 
reason feels its way, if at all. in its earch for the 
true. In in ve tio-at ions such as \:•:e arc now 
pursuin o-, it should not be o mu h a ked 'what 
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has occurred,' as • ·w hat has occurred that has 
never occurred before.' In fact, the facil ity with 
which 1 shall arrive, or have a rrived, at the 

H ERE ARE PISTO L S ; AN D W E 130TH K NO W H O W T O USE TH E M . 

solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio o f 
its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the 
police ." 

I sta red at the speaker in mute astonishment. 
"I am now a waiting," continued he, looking 
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toward the door of our apartment--" I am now 
awaiting a person who, although perhaps not 
the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have 
been in some measu re imp licated in their perpe­
tration. Of the worst . portion of the crimes 
committed, it is probable that be is innocent. 
I hope that I am right in this supposition; fo r 
upon it I build my expectation of reading the 
entire riddle. I look for the man here-in this 
room-every momen t. I t i true that he may 
not arri , e ; but the probability is that he will. 
Should he come, it vYill be necessary to detain 
him. H ere are pistols ; and we both know how 
to use them when occasion demands their use ." 

I took the pistols, scarcely kno\\"ing what I 
did, or beli eving what I heard, while Dupin 
went on, very much as if in a oliloquy. I have 
already spoken of h is abstract manner at such 
times. His discourse was addressed to mysel f; 
but his voice, although by no means loud, had 
that intonation which is commonly employed in 
speaking to some one at a great distance. His 
eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the 
wall. 

"That the voices heard m contention," he 
said, "by the party upon the stairs, were not 
the voices of the women themse lves, was fully 
proved by the evidence. This reli eves us of all 
doubt upon the question whether the old lady 
could have tirst de troyed the dau o-hter, and 
aftern a rd have committed suicide. I speak of 
this point chieAy for the sake of method ; for 



Ube Murt,ers in tbe 1Rue Morgue. 265 

the strength of Madame L'Espanaye would 

have been utterly unequal to the task of thrust­

ing her daughter's corpse up the chimney as it 

,vas found; and the nature of the wounds upon 

her own person entirely preclude the id ea of 

self-destruction. Murder, then, has been com­

mitted by some third party; and the voices of 

this third party were those heard in contention. 

Let me now advert-not to the whole testimony 

respecting these voices-but to vvhat was 

peculiar in that testimony. Did you observe 

anything peculiar about it?" 
I remarked that, wh ile all the witnesses 

agreed in sup posing the gruff voice to be that 

of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement 

in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual 

termed it, the harsh voice. 
"That was the evidence itself," said Dupin, 

"but it ,,vas not the peculiarity of the evidence. 

You have observed nothing distinctive. Yet 

there was something to be observed . The ,vit­

ne ses, as you remark, agreed about the gruff 

voice; they were here unanimou . But in 

regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity is- not 

that they disagreed-but that, while an Italian, 

an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a 

Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one 

spoke of it as that of a f oreigner. Each is 

sure that it ,, a not the voice of one of his O\Yn 

countrymen. Each likens it--not to the voice 

of an indi, idual of any nation \\ ith whose lan­

guage he i conversant-but the converse. The 

• 
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Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spani,~rcl, 

and 'might have distinguished some words 

had he been acquainted wzllt the SjJ,l11ts!t.' 

The Dutchman maintains it to have been that 

of a Frenchman ; but we find it stated that, 

'not 1tnderstanding French t!tzs witness was 

examined throiwh an interpreter.' The Eng­

lishman thinks it the voice of a German, and 

'does not imderstand German.' The Spaniard 

'is sure' th at it was that o f an Engli hman, but 

'judges by the intona tion' altogether, 'as he 
has 110 knowler([;e of the Eng-fzslt.' The Italian 

believes it the , oice of a Rus ian, but 'has 

ne11er conversed with a native of R_ussia.' 

A second Frenchman differs, moreover, ,vith 

the first, am! i • positive tha t the voice was that 

of an Ita lian; but, not being cognizant of !Ital 

tongue, is, like the Spaniard, 'convinced by the 

intonation.' ow, how strangely unu ual must 

that voice have really been, about which such 

testimony as this could ha,·e been elicited !-in 

whose tones, even, denizens of the five great 

cl i,·isions of Europe could recognize nothing 

familiar ! You will say that it might have been 

the voice of an As iatic- of an African. either 

Asiatics nor fri cans abound in Pari ; but, 

v .. ·ithout d enying the inference, I will now 

merely call your attention to three points. The 

voice i termed by one witne ' har h rather 

than shrill.' It is repre ented by two others 

to have been 'quick and unetJ7tal.' o \\ ords 
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-no sounds resembling words-were by any 
witness mentioned as distinguishable. 

"1 know not," continued Dupin," what impres­
sion I may have made, so far, upon your own 
understanding; but I do not hesitate to say th at 
legitimate deductions even from this portion of 
tb e testimony--the portion respecting the gruff 
a nd shrill voices- are in themselves suffi cient to 
engender a suspicion which should give direction 
to all furth er prog ress in the investigation of 
the mystery. I said ' legitimate deductions · 
but my mean ing is not tbus fully expressed. 1 
designed to impl y that the deductions c1re tbe 
sole proper ones, and tha t tbe suspicion arises 
z'nevitably from th em as the single result. 
\ Vbat the suspicion is, however, I vvill not say 
just yet. I merely wish you to bear in mind 
that, with myself, it was sufficient ly forcible to 
g ive a definite form-a certain tendcncy--to my 
inquiries in the chamber. 

"Let us nov,.· tra nsport ourselves, in fancy, 
to this chamber. What shall we first seek 
here? The means of egress employed by the 
murd erers. I t is not too much to say tbat neithe!· 
of u believe in preternatural events. Madame 
and Mademoiselle L'Espanaye were not de­
- troyed by spirits . Tbe doers of tbe deed we re 
material and escaped materially. Then how? 
Fortunately there is but one mode of reason ing 
upon the point, and that mode must lead us to 
a definite decision. Let us examine, each by 
each, the po ible means of egres . It is clear 
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that the assassins were in the room where 

Mademoiselle L'Espanaye was found, or at 

least in the room adjoining , when the party as­

cended the stairs. It is then only from these 

two apartments that we have to seek issues. 

The police have laid bare the floors, the ceil­

ings, and the masonry of the wall s, in every di .­

rection. No secret issues could have escaped 

their vig ila nce. But, not trusting to their eyes, 

I examined wi th my own. There were, then, 

no secret issues. Both doors _ leading from the 

rooms info the passage were securely locked, 

with the keys inside. Let us turn to the chim­

neys. Th ese, a lthoug h of ord inary width for 

some eight or ten feet above the hearths, will 

not admit, throug hout their ex tent, the body of 

a la ro·e cat. The impossibility of egress, by 

means already sta ted , being thus absolute, we 

are reduced to the windows. Through those of 

the front room no one could have escaped with­

out notice from the cro wd in the street. The 

murderers must have passed, then, through 

those of the back room. o,v, broug ht to this 

conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we 

are, it is not our part, as reasoners, to reject it 

on account of apparent impossibilities. It is 

only left for us to prove that these apparent 

' imposs ibilities' are, in reali ty, not such. 

" There are two win dows in the cha mber. 

One of them is unob tructed by furni ture, and 

is wholl y \ is ible . The lovver portion of the 

other is hidden fro1n view by the head of the 
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un wieldy bedstead which is thrust close up 
against it. The former was found securely 
fastened from within. It resisted the utm ost 
force of those who endeavored to raise it. A 
large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame 
to the left, and a very stout nail was fo und fi t­
ted therein, nearl y to the head. Upon examin­
ing the other window, a sim ilar nail was seen 
similarly fitted in it ; and a vigorous attempt to 
raise this sash fail ed also. The poli ce v;ere 
now entirely satisfi ed that egress had not bee n 
in these directions. A nd, therefore, it was 
thought a matte r of supererogation to withdraw 
the nail and open the wind ows. 

' '. My ovm examination v,~as somewhat more 
particular, and was so fo r the reason l have 
just given- because here it was, _I knew, that a ll 
apparent im possibi lities m ust be proved to be 
not such in reality . 

" I proceeded to th ink thus-a posteriori. 
The murderers dz'd escape from one of these 
windows. This being so, they co uld not have 
re-fas tened the sashes from the inside, as they 
were fo un d fastened; the consideration which 
put a stop, through its obviousness, to the sc ru­
.tiny of the police in this quarter. Yet the 
sashes were fastened . They m ust, then, ha, e 
the power of fastening themselves. T here vvas 
no e cape from this conclusion. I stepped to the 
unobstructed casement, withd rew the nai l with 
ome difficulty, and a ttempted to raise the sash. 

I t resisted all my efforts, as I had ant icipated. 
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A concealed spring must, I now knew, ex ist : 

and this corro bora tion of my id ea convinced me 

IT RESI STED A LL MY E F FORT S. 

tha t my premise , at least, we re co rrect, how-• 

ever myste rious st ill a ppea red the circu msta nces 

a ttending the na ils . ca reful sea rch soon 

broug ht to lig ht the hidde n spring . I pressed 
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it, and, satisfied with the discovery, for bore to 

upraise the sash . 
" I now replaced the nail and regarded it at­

tentively. A person passing out through this 

window might have reclosed it, and the spri ng 

would have caught-but the na il could not 

ha,·e been replaced . The conclusion was plain, 

and again narrowed in the fi eld of my investi­

gations. Th e assassins must have escaped 

throug h th e other vvindow. Supposing. then, 

the springs upon each sash to be the same, as 

was probable, th ere must be found a difference 

between th e na il s, or at least betv,reen th e modes 

of their fixture . Getting upon the sacking of 

the bedstead, I looked ove r the head-board 

minutely at th e second casement. Passing my 
h,rnd_ down behind the board. I readi ly dis­

covered and pressed the sp ring~ \Yhich was, as I 

had supposed, identi ca l in character with its 

neighbor. I now looked at the na il. It was 

stout as the other, and appa rentl y titted in the 

san1e manner- driven in nearly up to th e head. 

"You \\ ill say th at 1 was puzzled ; but, if you 

think so, you must ha,·e misunderstood the 

nature of the ind uctions . To use a sporting 

ph ra e, I had not been once 'at faul t.' The 

scent had ne, er for an instant been lost. There 

,vas no Raw in any link of the chain. I had 

traced th e secret to its ultimate resuit-and 

that result wa the nail. It had, I Sa) , in every 

respect, the appearance o f its fellow in the 

other \\'ind o,Y; but this fact was an absolute 
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nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) vvhen 
compared with the coi1sideration that here, at 
this point, terminated the clew. 'There must 
be something wrong,' I said, ' abou t the nai l.' 
I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter 
of an inch of the shank, came off in my fingers. 
The rest of the shank was in the gimlet-hole, 
where it had been broken off. The fracture 
was an old one (for its edges were incrusted 
with ru t), and had apparently been accom­
plished by ·the blow of a hammer, which had 

partially embedded, in the top of the bottom 
sash, the head portion of the nail. I now care­
fully replaced this head portion in the indenta­
tion whence I had taken it , and the resemblance 

to a perfect nail was complete-the fi sure was 
invisible. Pressing the spring, I gently raised 
the sash for a fevv inches; the head went up 
with it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the 
windov., and the semblance of the whole nail 
was again perfect. 

"The riddle, so far, was now unriddled. 
The assassin had escaped through the window 
\\'hich looked upon the bed. Dropping of its 
own accord upoi: his exit (or perhaps purposely 
closed), it had become fastened by the spring; 
and it was the retent ion of this spring which 
had been mistaken by the police for that of the 
nail--furq1er inquiry being thus considered un­
necessary. 

"The next question is that of the mode of 
descent. pon thi point I had been sati fied 
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in my walk with you around the building. 
About five feet and a half from the casement in 
question there runs a lightning-rod. From 
this rod it would have been impossible for any 
one to reach the v.rindow itself, to say nothing 
of entering it. I observed, however, that the 
shutters of the fourth story \\'ere of the peculiar 
kind called by Parisian carpenters jerrades-a 
kind rarely employed at the present day, but 
frequently seen upon very old mansions at 
Lyons and Bordeaux. They are in the form of 
an ordinary door (a single, not a folding door), 
except that the lower half is latticed or worked 
in open trellis-thus affording an excellent hold 
for the bands. In the present instance these 
shutters a:re fully three feet and a half broad. 
\ Vhen we saw them from the rear of the hou se, 
they were both about half open--:c-that is to say, 
they stood off at right angles from t~e wall. 1t_ 
is probable that the police. as well as myself, ex­
amined the back of the tenement; but, if so, in 
looking at these jerrades in the line of their 
breadth (as they must have done), they did not 
perceive this g reat breadth itself, or, at all 
events, failed to take it into due consideration. 
In fact, having once sat isfied themselves that no 
egress could have. been made in this quarter, 
they would naturally bestow here a very cursory 
examination. It was clear to me, however, th at 
the shutter belonging to_ the \Yindow at the head 
of the bed, would, if swuncr full y back to the 
wall, reach to within two feet of the lightning-
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rod. It was al so evident th a t, by exertion of a 

very unus ua l degree of activity and courage, an 

entra nce into the window, from the rod , might 

ha ,·e bee n thus effected. By reachin o- to the 

dis tance o f tvvo feet and a half (we now uppose 

the shutter open to its whole extent) a robber 

111i g ht have taken a firm grasp upon th e tre llis­

work. Letting go, then, his hold upon th e rod, 

placin o- his feet securely against the wa ll, and 

sp ringing boldly from it, he might have swung 

the shutter so as to close it , and, if we imagine 

the wind ow open at th e time, mig ht eve n have 

s v,:ung· him ·elf into th e roo m. 

"I wish you to bear especially in mind that I 

have s poken o f a ?1cry unusua l degree of act i,·­

ity ;;is req uisi te to succr. s in so haza rd ous a nd 

so difficult a feat. It is my design to show you 

first, that th e thin g mi o·ht pos ibly have been 

accomplished :- but, secondly and chz"ejly, I 

wish to impress upon your und ers ta nding the 

very exlrnorrlinmy - th e almost preternatural 

character of that ao-ility which cou ld have ac­

compli he<l it. 

"You \Yill say. no doubt, us ing th e la ng uao-e 

of the la w, that • to make o ut my ca. e, ' I should 

ra th e r uncl e rTa lu e. th a n in s ist upo n a full e ti­

mation o f th e activity required in this matter. 

This m ay be th e practice in la,,·, but it is not 

th e u age o f rea on, My ultimate object is 

only the trnth. My immed iate purpose is to 

lead you to I lace in juxtaposition, th a t 71t'J'_Y 1111-

usurrl acti ,·ity o f w hich I ha,·e ju ·t spoken, \\"ith 
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tha t very p eculiar sh rill (or harsh) and unequal 
voice, about \Yh ose na tion a lity no two persons 
could be found to agree, and in ,,·hose utter­
ance no syllab iti cation could be detected." 

At these vvords a vague and ha lf-form ed con­
cep tion of the meaning of Du pin Hitted over my 
miud . I seemed to be upon the ,·e_rge of com­
prehension, ,Yithout power to co mprehend - as 
men, at tim es, find themselves upon the brink 
of remembrance, without being a bl e, in the end , 
to relll ember. My fri end we nt on vv ith his di s­

course. 
"You will see," he sa id, "that I ha ,·e sh ifted 

the que tion from the mode of eg ress to that of 
ingress . It was my design to con,·ey the idea 
that both were effected in the same manner, at 
the same point. Let us now revert to the in­
terior of the room . Let us sur vey the appear­
ances here . The drawe rs of the bureau, it is 
said, had been rifl ed, although many ar ticles of 
appare l still remained within them. The co n­
cl usion here is absurd . I t is a mere g uess-a 
\'ery silly one-and no mo re. How are we to 
know th <lt the a rticles found in the d ra wers 
were not all th e e dra\\'ers had originally co n­
tained? 1adame L 'Espanaye and her daug hter 
li,·ed an exceed ing ly retired life-saw no com ­
pany- eldom went out-had little use for 
numerous changes of habilim ent. Th ose found 
,,·ere at le;:ist o f as good quality as any likely to 
be posses. ed by these ladies . If a thi ef had 
taken any, why did he not take the be. t- why 



did he not take all? In a word, why did he 
abandon four thousand francs in gold to encum­
ber himself with a bundle of linen? The gold 
was abandoned. Nearly the whole sum men­
tioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker, was 
discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I ,.,vish you, 
therefore, to discard from your thoughts the 
blundering idea of motive, engendered in the 
brains of the police by that portion of the evi­
dence ,vhich speaks of money delivered at the 
door of the house. Coincidences ten times as 
remarkable as this (the delivery of the money, 
and murder committed within three days upon 
the party receiving it), happen to all of us every 
hour of our lives, without attracting even mo­
mentary notice. Coincidences, in general, are 
g reat stumbling-blocks in the way of that class 
of thinkers who have been educated to know 
nothing of the theory of probabilities-that 
theory to which the ·most glorious of illustra­
tion. In the present instance, had the gold 
been gon_e, the fact of its delivery three days 
before would have formed something more than 
a coincidence. It would have been corrobora­
tive of this idea of motive. But, under the real 
circumstances of the case, if v,,e are to suppose 
gold the motive of this outrage, ,ve must also 
imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot 
as to have abandoned his gold and his motive 
together. 

"Keeping now steadily in mind the points to 
which I have drawn your attention-that 
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peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that 
startling absence of motive in a murder so sin­
gularly atrocious as this-let us g lance at the 
butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to 
death by manual strength, and thrust up a 
chimney, head downward. Ordinary assassins 
employ no such modes of murder as this . Least 

of all do they thus dispose of the murdered. In 
the manner of thrusting the corpse up the 
chimney, yoli will admit that there was some­
thing excessively outre-someth ing altogether 
irreconcilable with our common notions of 
human action, even when we suppose the actors 
the most depraved of men. Think, too, how 
great must have been that strength which could 
have thrust the body up such an aperture so 
forcibly that the united vigor of several persons 
was found barely sufficient to drag it down I 

"Turn, now, to other indications of the em­
ployment of a vigor most marvelous. On the 
hearth vvere thick tresses----:very thick tresses­
of gray human hair. These had been torn out 
by the roots. You are aware of the great force 
necessary in tearing thus from the head even 
twenty or thirty hairs together. You saw the 
locks in question as ,veil as myself. Their 
roots (a hideous sight !) were clotted with frag­
ments of the fl esh of the scalp-sure token of 
the prodigious power which had been exerted in 
uprooting perhaps half a million of hairs at a 
time. The throat of the . old lady was not 
merely cut, but the head ab olutely severed from 
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t he body ; the instrument vvas a mere razor. I 

wish you also to look at the brutal ferocity of 

these deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of 

Madame L'Espanaye I do not speak . Monsieur 

Dumas, and his worthy coadjuto r Monsieur 

Etienne, have pronounced that they were inAicted 

by some obtuse instrument; and so far these 

gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse instru-

l:PON WHI C H TH E VICT I~I 1-1 .-\D FALLEN. 

ment \~ a s clearly the stone p:w ement in the 

yard . upon which the victim had fa ll e n from th e 

w indow which looked in upon the bed . Thi . 

idea, hov\·ever s imple it may now see m. escaped 

the poli ce for the same rea on th c1 t the bread th 

of the shutter e caped them- becau e, by the 

affa ir of the nails , th eir perception had bee n 

hermeti cally sealed aga inst the poss ibility of the 

win do ws having ever been ope ned a t a ll. 
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• If now, in addition to a ll these things, you 
have properly reflected upon the odJ disorder 
of the chamber, we have gone so far as to com­
bine the ideas of an agility astounding, a 
strength superhuman, a ferocity brutal, a butch­
ery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror 
a bso lutely alien from humanity, and a vo ice 
foreig n in tone to the ears of men of ma ny 

nati ons, and devo id of al l dist inct or intellig ible 
sy llabi fi cation. What result, then, has ensued? 
\,\l hat irnpressi_on have l made upon your 
fa ncy?•· 

l felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin askeJ 

me the question. "A madman," l said, "has 
clone this deed -some ra ,·ing ma niac, escaped 
from a neighbor ing ll,1az'son de sante." 

" In some respects," he repl ied," your idea is 
not irreleva nt. Uut the voices of madme '1, 

even in their wildest p :1roxvsms, a re never found 
to ta ll y wi th that peculia r voice heard upon the 
st~1i rs . Madmen are of some nation, and thei r 
J;rn~·uag-e. howeve r incohe ren t in its words, h ,1,._ 
a l\\'ays the coherence o f syllabification. Be ­
sid es. th e hair of a madma n is not such as I 
now hold in my hand . I d isentangled this littl e 
tuft from the rig-idly clutched fing-ers o f Madame 
L'Espanaye . T ell me \Vhat you can make of 
it." 

"Dupin ! " I said, completely unnerved ; 
"this hai r is most unusual-this is no hum.an 
hair. " 

" I have not asserted that it is," said he; 
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"but, before we decide this point, I wish you to 

glance at the little sketch I have here traced 

upon this paper. It is a fac-sz'mile drawing of 

what has been described in one portion of the 

testimony as 'dark bruises, and deep indenta­

tions of finger nails,' upon the throat of Made­

moiselle L'Espanaye, and in another (by 

Messrs. Dumas and Etienne), as a 'series of 

livid spots, evidently the impression of fingers.' 

"You will perceive," continued my friend, 

spreading out the paper upon the table before 

us, "that this drawing gives the idea of a firm 

and fixed hold. There is no s!zppi1~[{ apparent. 

Each finger has retained--possibly until the 

death of the victim-the fearful grasp by which 

it originally imbedded itself. Attempt, now, to 

place all your fingers, at the same time, in the 

respective impressions as you see them." 

I made the attempt in vain. 
"We are possibly not giving this matter a 

fair trial,'' he said. " The paper is spread out 

upon a plane surface ; but the human throat is 

cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the ci r­

cumference of which is about that of the throat. 

Wrap the drawing around it, and try the experi­

ment again." 
I did so ; but the difficulty was even more 

obvious than before. "This," I said, "is the 

mark of no human hand." 
"Read no\.v," replied Dupin, "this pas age 

from Cuvier." 
It was a minute anatomical and generally 
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descriptive account of the large fulvous ourang­

outang of the East Indian Islands. The gigantic 

stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the 

wild ferocity, and the imitative propensities of 

these mammalia are sufficiently well known to 

all. I understood the full horrors of the murder 

at once. 
" The description of the digits," said I, as I 

made an end of reading, " is in exact accordance 

with the drawing. I see that no animal but an 

ourang-outang, of the species here mentioned, 

could have impressed the indentations as you 

have traced them. This tuft of tawny hair, too, 

is identical in character with that of the beast of 

Cuvier. But I cannot possibly comprehend the 

particulars of this fright£ ul mystery. Besides, 

there were two voices heard in contention, and 

one of them was unquestionably the voice of a 

Frenchman." 
"True; and you will remember an expression 

attributed almost unanimously, by the evidence, 

to this voice.-the expression, ' mon Diett I' 

This, under the circumstances, has been justly 

characterized by one of the witnesses (Montani, 

the confectioner), as an expression of remon­

strance or expostulation. Upon these two 

words, therefore, I have mainly built my hopes 

of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman 

was cognizant of the murder. It is possible­

indeed it is far more than probable-- that he 

was innocent of all participation in the bloody 

tran action which took place. The ourang-
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outang may have esr,aped from him . He may 

have traced it to the chamber; but unde r the 
agitating circu111stances which e n, ued, he could 

neve r have recaptured it. It. is till at large. I 
will not pursue these guesses-for I have no 

right to call them mo re-sin ce the shade of 
reAection upon which they a re based are scarcely 

of sufficient d epth to be appreciable by my own 

intellect, and ince I could not pretend to make 

th e 111 intelligible to the understanding o f another. 

\V e \\·ill call the m guesses the n, and speak o f 
th em as uch. If the Fre nchman in qu est io n is 

indeed , a I suppose, inn oce nt of thi • atroc ity, 
thi ad ,·ertise n1 e nt, which I left last ni )·ht, upon 

our r turn home, at Lb e office o f 'Le Mone.l e ' 
(a pa per devoted to the hippin cr inte re · t, anJ 

much ought by sai lors), will bring him to ou r 
res iden ce ." 

H e handed me a paper, a nd I read thus : 

Caught- In tite Boz's de B o11!1~0-11e. early t it 

lite 111ornina- of lite --ins!. (the mornirw o f th e 
murd er), a v,,ry large, ta1 ny 011rang-011lmt.1{ 
o/ llte Bornese s/1ec1,:s. Tlte o~emer (wlto zs 
asurlained lo be a sail.Jr, be/01(t;i1~!( to a 
Maltese vessel) , may ltavc lltc animal <~r;ain, 
upon idenlifyi,w i i satzifaclorily, a11rl paying 
a / ew citar[;es arising /rom its capture and 
keepi1w. G zll at 1\ o. -- Rue--, Fa11bo1trg 
SI. Germain, ll1t t rtJLszeme . 

"How was it poss ible," I asked, "that you 



trbe .Murt>ers in tbe 1Rue .Morgue. 283 

should know the man to be a sailor, and belong­
ing to a Maltese vessel? " 

" I do not know it," said Dupin. " I am not 
sure of it. Here however, is a small piece of 
ribbon, which from its form, and from its greasy 
appearance, has evidently been used in tying 
the hair in one of those long queues of which 
sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one 
which few besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar 
to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at the 
foot of the lightning-rod. It cou ld not have 
belonged to ei ther of the deceased. Now if, 
a fter all, I am \vrong in my induction from this 
ribbon, tha t the Frenchman was a sailor belong­
ing to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no 

harm in saying what l did in th e advertisement. 
lf l am in error, he \,viii merely suppose that I 
ha,·e been misled by some circflmstance into 
,,·hich he will no: take the trouble to inquire. 

But if I a m ri ~ht, a g-reat point is g-ained. 
Cognizant althou~h innocent of the murd er, the 
Frenchman will naturally hesitate about reply­
ing- to the advertisement-about demanding- the 
ourang--outang, H e will reason thus :--' I am 
innocent ; l am poor ; my ou rang--outa ng is of 
g-reat value-to one in my circumstances a for­
tune of itse lf- vvhy should l l0se it through idle 
apprehensions of dang-er? H ere it is, within 
my grasp. It was found in the Bois de 
Boulogne-at a , ast distance from the scene of 
that butchery. How can it ever be suspected 
that a brute beast should have done the deed? 
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The police are at fault-they have failed to pro­

cure the slightest clew. Should they even trace 

the animal, it would be impossible to prO\ e me 

cog nizant of the murder, or to implicate me in 

guilt on account of that cognizance. Above 

all, I am known. The adve rtise r desio-nates /:) 

me as the possessor of the beast. I am not 

sure to \\ hat limit his knowledge may extend. 

Should I avoid claiming a property of so great 

value, which it is known that I po ses , l \\·ill 

render the animal, a t least, liable to usp icion. 

lt is not my policy to attract attention either 

to myself or to the beast. I will . a nswer 

the advertisement, get th e oura ng-outang, 

and keep it close until this matte r has blown 

over.'" 
At this moment we heard a step on the 

stair . 
'' Be ready," a id Dupin, ",vith you r pistols, 

but neither u e them nor show them until at a 

signal from myself." 
The front door of the house had been left 

open, and the vi itor had en tered, without ring­

ing , and adva nc d several st ps upon the stair­

case. ow, however, he seeme I to hesitate . 

Presently we heard him descending. Dupin 

was moving quickly to the door, \\ hen we agai n 

heard him coming up. H e did not turn back a 

second time, but stepped up ·with decision, and 

rapped at the door of our chamber. 

"Come in," said Du pin . in a chee rful and 

hea rty tone. 
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A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently 
-a tall, stout, and mus­
cular-looking person, with 
a certain dare-devi l ex­
pression of countenance, 
not altogethe r unpre­
possessing. His face, 
g reatly sunburnt, was 
more than hal f hidden by 
whisker and mustachio. 
He had with him a huge 
oaken cudgel, but ap­
peared to be otherwise 
unarmed. He bowed 
awkwardly, and bade us 
"good evening," in French 
accents, which, altho ugh 
somewhat eufchatel ish, 
were still sufficiently in­
dicative of a Parisian 
origin. 

"Sit down, my friend," 
said Dupin. "I suppose 
you have called about the 
ourang-outang. U p on 
my word, I almost envy 
you the po session of 
him ; a remarkably fine, 
and no doubt a very 
valuable animal. How 
ol_d do you - suppose him 
to be ? " H E w A s A s A1Lo R, EvmENTLY. 
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The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of 

a man relieved of some intolerable burden, and 

then replied, in an assured tone : 

" I have no way of telling-but he can't be 

more than four or five years old . Have you got 

him here?" 
" Oh no; ,ve had no conve niences for keeping 

him here . H e i • at a livery stable in the Rue 

Dubourg, just by. You can get him in the 

morning. Of cou rse yo u are prepa red to iden­

tify th e property ?" 

"To be sure I a m, sir." 

"I shall be sorry to part with him," said 

Dupin . 
"I don't mean that you should be at a ll this 

trouble for nothing, . ir,'' said the ma n. 

"Couldn 't ex pect it. Am very willing to pay a 

reward for the finding of the an imal- that is to 

say, a nything in reaso n." 
"Well, " rep lied my fri end," that is all ,·e ry 

fa ir, to be ure. Let me think !- \\"h at hould I 

have? ·Oh! I will te ll you. iVTy reward hall 

be thi . You shall gi ,·e me al l the information 

in your po\\·e r abo ut these murder · in the Ru e 

Morgue." 
Dupin said the last word in a very low tone, 

a nd very quietly. Ju t as quiet!), too, he 

walked toward the door, locked it and put the 

key in his pocket. H e then drew a pistol from 

his bo om, and placed it without the least flurry 

upon the table. 
The ailor's face flu hed up as if he were 



TRE~I B LI NG \' ! O L E 'TLV, ANO WITH THE OU .TENANCE OF DEATH I T E L F . 



I 
I , 

288 Ube Murt)ers in tbe lRue Morgue. 

struggling with suffocation. He started to his 

feet and grasped his cudgel ; but the next mo­

ment he fell back into his seat, trembling vio­

lently, and with the countenance of death itsel f. 

H e spoke not a word . I pitied him from the 

bottom of my heart. 
"My fri end," said Dupin, in· a kind tone, 

"you are a la rming yourself unn ecessarily-you 

are indeed. Vv e mean you no harm whatever. 

I pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a 

Frenchman, that we intend you no injury. I 

perfectly well know that you are innocent of the 

atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It will not do, 

howeve r, to deny that you a re in some m~asu re 

implicated in them. From what I have already 

said, you must know that I have had means of 

information about this matte r-- means of v,:hich 

you could never have dreamed. ow the thing 

stands thus. You have done nothing which you 

could have avoided-nothing, certainly, which 

renders you culpable. You are not even guilty 

of robbery, when you might have robbed with 

impunity. You ha,·e nothing to conceal. You 

have no reason for concealment. On the other 

hand, you are bound by every principle of honor 

to confess a ll you know. An innocent man is 

n~)\V imprisoned, charged with that crime of 

which you can point out the perpetrator." 

The sailor had recovered his presence of 

mind, in a great measure, while Dupin uttered 

these words ; but his original boldness of bear­

ing was all gone. 



'ttlJe LI~utl)ers in tJJe 1Rue .Morgue. 289 

"So help me God," he said, after a brief pause, 
"I wz'll tell you all I know about this affair; ­
but I do not expect you to beli eve one half I say 

H AD CA PTURED T H E OURA G· OUTANG . 

-I would be a fool indeed if I did . Still I am 
innocent, and I \Y ill make a clean breast if I die 
for it." 
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What he stated vvas, in substance, this. He 

had lately made a voyage to the Indian Arcl1i­

pelago. A party uf which he formed one, 

landed at Borneo, and passed into the interior 

on an excursion of pleasure. Him elf and a 

companion had captured the ourang outang. 

This companion dying, the animal fell into his 

own exclusive possession . After gre;i.t trouble, 

occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his cap­

tive during the home voyage, he at leno-r!J suc­

ceeded in lodging it safely at his own resid ence 

in Paris, where, not to attract toward himself 

the unpleasant curiosity of hi neighbors, he kept 

it carefully ecluded, until such time as it should 

recover from a wound in the foot, rece ived from a 

splinter on board ship. His ultimate d esign 

was to sell it. 

Returning horne from some sailor's frolic on 

the night, or rather in the mornin o· of the mur­

der, he found the beast occupying his o,, n bed­

room, into which it had broken from a closet 

adjoining. wh ere it had been, as was thou o-ht, se­

curely confined. Razor in hand, and fully lath­

ered, it v,·a • sitting before a looking-glass, at­

tempting the operation of skl\ ing, in which it 

had no doubt previou ly watched its ma ter 

throug h the key-hole o f the closet. T errified at 

the sight of so dangerous a weapon in the po · es­

sion of an animal o fero cious, ancl so wel l able 

to use it, the man, for some moments, wa nt a 

loss what to do. H e had been accu . tomed, 

however, to quiet the creature, even in it · fi erc-
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est moods, by the use of a whip, and to this he 
now resorted. Upon sight of it, tbe ourang­
outang sprang at once through the door of the 
chamber, down the stairs, and thence, through 
a window, unfortunately open, into the street. 

The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, 
razor st ill in hand, occasionally stopping to look 
back and gesticulate at its pursuer, until the 
latter had nearly come up to it. It then again 
made off. In this manner the chase continued 
for a long time. The st reets were profoundly 
quiet, as it was nea rly three o'clock in the morn-
111 0-, In pa-.; sing down an alley in the rear of the 
Rue l\'lorgue, the fu g itive's attention was ar, 
1 ested by a light gleaming from the open \\·indow 
of Madame L'Espanaye's chamber, in Lhe fourth 
story of her house. Rushing to the building , it 
perceived the li '.)"htning-rod, cla mbered up with 
inconceivable agility, g ras ped the shutter, which 
was thrown full y back against the wall, and, by 
its means, s,rnn o- him elf directly upon the 
headboard of the bed. The whole feat did not 
occupy a minute . The shutter was kicked open 
agai n by the ourang-outang as it entered the 
room. 

The ai lor, in the meantime, was both re­
joiced and perplexed. H e had stro ng hopes of 
now recapturing the brute, as it could scarcely 
escape from the trap in to which it had ventured. 
except by the red, where it rnig-ht be intercepted 
a~ it a rne down . n th e other hand, there 
wa much cau e for anxiety as to what it migh t 

,, 
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do in the house. The latter reflection urged the 

man still to·follovv the fugitive. A lightning-rod 

is ascended without difficulty, especially by a 

sailor; but, when he had arrived as high as the 

window, which lay far to his left, his career was 

stopped ; the most that he could accomplish was 

to reach over so as to obtain a glimpse of the in­

terior of the room. At this glimpse he nearly fell 

from his hold through excess of horror. Now it 

\vas that those hideous shr ieks arose upon the 

night, which had startled from slumber the in­

mates of the Rue Morgue. Madame L'Espanaye 

and her daughter, habited in their night clothes, 

had apparently been occupied in arranging some 

papers in the iron chest already mentioned, 

\\"hich had been wheeled into the middle of the 

room. It was open, and its contents lay beside 

it on the floor . The victims must have been sit­

ting with their backs toward the window ; and, 

from the time elapsing between the ingress of the 

beast and the screams, it seems probable that it 

was not immediately perceived. The flapping-to 

of the shutter would naturally have been attrib­

uted to the wind. 
As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal 

had seized Madame L'Espanaye by the hair 

(which was loose, as she had been combing it), 

and \\"as flourishing the razor about her face, 

in imitation of the motions of a barber. The 

daughter lay prostrate and motionless ; she had 

swooned. The screams and struggles of the 

old lady (during which the hair was torn from her 
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head) bad th e effect of changing the probably pa­

cific purposes of the ourang-outang into those of 

wrath. 'With one determined sweep of its 

muscular arm it nearly seve red her head froni 

her body. The sight of bl ood inflamed its an ­

ger into fre nzy. Gnashing its teeth, and flash ­

ing fire from its eyes, it flew upon the body of 

the girl, and imbedded its fearful talons in 

her throat, reta ining its grasp until she ex­

pired . lr s wand ering a nd wild glances fell at 

this morn ent upo 11 the head of the bed, over 

which the face of its mas ter, rigid with horror, 

vvas just discernible . The fury of the beas t, who 

no doubt bore till in mind the dreaded ,,·hip. ,,·as 

inst,rntl y co1werted into fear. Com,c iou • o f hav­

ing deser\"ed punish ment, it seemed desirous of 

concealing its bloody deeds, and skipped about 

the chamber in a n agony of nervous agitation ; 

t hrowing dom1 and breaking the furn it ure as it 

moved, dra()'gin6• the bed from the bedstead . 

I n conclusion, it seized first th e corpse of the 

da ugh ter, .and thrust it up the chimney, as it 

was found; then that of the old lady, which it 

immediately hurled throu g h the ,,·indow head ­

lon o-. 
As the ape approached the oasement with it 

mut ilated burd e n, the sa il or s hrank agha t to 

the rod , and, rather g liding tha n clambering 

down it, hurri ed at once home- dreading the 

consequences o f the butchery, and g ladly a ban­

doning, in hi terror. all solicitud e about the 

fate of the oura ng -ou tano-. The word hea rd 

,, 
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by the party 
Frenchm an's 

upon the sta ircase ,,,e re the 
exclamat ions of horro r a nd 

AS THE APE APPROACHED THE CASEMENT. 

affri aht co mrn in °·led with the fi endi h jabber­
ings of the b rute. 

I have sca rce ly anything to add . T he ou-
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rang-outang must have escaped from the cham­

ber, by the rod, just before the breaking of the 

door. It must have closed the window as it 

passed throug h it. It was subsequently caught 

by the owner himsel f, who obta ined for it a 

very la rge sum at the Jar din dej· J /antes. Le 

Bon \\"as instan tly released , upon our narration 

of t he circumsta nces (with some comments 

from Du pin a t the bureau of the Pre fec t of 

Police . This fun ctionary, howeYer ,veil dis­

po ed to rn y fri end, could not a ltogether con­

ceal his chagrin at the turn which affai rs had 

taken, a nd \\·as fai n to in<lul o-e in a sarca m or 

two, abo ut the propriety of every person mind- . 

ing his own business. 

"Let him talk," said Dupin, who had not 

thoug ht it neces a ry to reply. "Let him di s­

course ; it will ease his conscience. I am sat­

isfied with hav ing defeated him in his own 

castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in the sol u­

tion of this my tery, is by no means that matte r 

for wonder which he suppo es it ; for, in truth, 

our fri end the Prefect is somewhat too cunning 

to be profound. In his wi dom is no stamen. 
It is a ll head and no body, like the pictu re of 

the Goddess Laverna,-or, at be t, all head and 

shoulders, like a codfish. But he i a P-Ood 

creature after a ll. I like him e pecially for one 

ma ter- troke o f cant, by which he has at tai ned 

his reputation for ingenuity. I mean the way he 
ha de 11ier ce qui es/, et d'exjJliquer ce qui n 'cst 

pas." * 
Rousseau- ouvelle H eloi e. 



Nil sapienti::e odiosius acumine n imio. 
SENECA. 

AT Paris, just after dark one gusty evening 
in the autumn of 18- , I ,vas enjoying the two­
fold luxury of med itation and a meerschaum, 
in company with my fri end C. Auguste Dupin, 
in his little back library, or book-closet, au troi­
sz'eme, No. 33, Rue Dzmot, Faubourg St. Ger­
main. For one hour at least we had maintained 
a profound silence ; while each, to any ca ual 
ob erver, might have seemed intently and exclu­
sively occupied \\'ith the curling edd ies of smoke 
that oppres ed the atmosphere of the chamber. 
For myself, ho" eve r, I wa mentally di scussing 
certain topics which had formed matter for con-
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AOl\llTTEO OUR OLD ACQl A INTA NCE , THE PREFECT OF THE 
PAlll. IAN PO I.I CE. 

versat ion between us at ;:i.n e;:i.rl icr period of the 
even ing ; I mea n the affair of the Ru e i\lorgue, 
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and the mystery attend ing the murder o f Marie 
Roget. I looked upon it, therefore, as some­
thing of a coincidence, when the door of our 
apartment vvas thrown open and admitted our 
old acquaintance Monsieur G--, the Prefect of 
the Paris ian police. 

\/Ile o-ave him a hearty welcome ; for there 
was nearly half as much of the entertaining as 
of the con te rnptibl e about the man, and we had 
not seen hi_m for several years. We had been 
sitting in the dark, and Du pin now arose for the 
purpose o f lighting a lamp, but sat down again, 
with out doing so, upon G--'s saying that he 
had called to consult us, or rathe r to ask the 
opinion o( my friend, about some official busi­
ness which had occasion ed a great deal of 
trouble. 

"lf it is any poi nt requiring re fl ect ion," ob­
served Dupin, as he forbore to enkindl e the 
wick," we shall exami ne it to better purpose in 
the dark ." 

"Thi· i another of yo ur odd notions," said 
the Prefect, who had a fashion of ca lling eve ry­
thin o- "odd" that was beyond his co111prehen­
ion , and thus lived amid a n absolute legion of 

"oddities." 
" ery true," said Dupin, a he supplied his 

visitor \Yith a pipe, a nd rolled toward him a 
comfortable chair. 

" nd what is the difficulty now?" I a ked. 
" othing more in the as assination way I 
hope?" 
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" Oh no; nothing of that nature. The fact 

is, the business is very simple indeed, and I 

make no doubt that we can manage it s uffi ­

ciently well ourse lves ; but then I thought Dupin 

would like to hear the deta ils of it, because it is 

so excess ive ly odd." 
" Simple a nd odd ," said Dupin. 

"Why, yes ; a nd not exactl y that, either. 

T he fac t is, we ha , e a ll been a good dea l puz­

zled because the affair z's so s imple, a nd yet 

ba ffl es us a ltogether." 
"Perh aps it is the very s im pli cit y o f the thing 

,vhich puts ) ou at fault, " sa id rn y fri e 11u . 

"What nonsense yo u do ta lk !" replied the 

P refect, la ughing heartil y. 

" Pe rhaps the mystery is a little too pla in," 

said Dupin. 
" Oh, good heavens ! who ever heard of such 

an idea ? " 
"A little too self-evident." 

" H a ! ha ! ha !- ha ! ha ! ha !- ho ! ho ! ho ! " 

roared · our visitor, p ro found ly a mused, "oh, 

Du pin, you \\ ill be the death of me yet!" 

"And ,,vhat a fter all , z's the matteron hand? " 

1 asked. 
" vVhy, I will tell you," replied the Prefect, as 

he gave a long , steady, a nd contemplati ve puff, 

a nd settled himself in his chair. " I wi ll tell 

yo u in a few wo rds ; b ut , before I begin, let me 

caution you that thi is an a ffa ir demand ing the 

g reate t secrecy, a nd tha t I should most proba-

.. 
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bly lose the posit ion I now hold, vvere it known 

that I confided it to any one." 

"Proceed," said I. 

"Or not," said Du pin. 

" ·well, then ; I ha, e received personal in­

form ation, from a very high quarter, that acer­

tai n document of the las t importance has bee n 

purloined from the roya l apartments. The in­

dividual who purloined it is knovvn; this beyond 

a t.!oubt; he \\·as seen to take it. It is known, 

a l ·o, that it s till remai n: in his possession ." 

"How is thi • known? ·· asket.! Dupin. 

" It is clearly infem~d." replied tile Prefect, 

·• from the nature of the document . a nt.I from 

the non-appearance o f certain resu lts " ·liicli 

\\·ou ld at once ari e from it 1x1ssi11:-;· out o f the 

robber's possession ;- that is to say. frorn hi · 

e mploy ing it a · he must design in the end to 

e mploy it." 
•· l3e a little more explicit," I said. 

"Well, I may venture so far as to say that 

the paper gives its holder a certain power in a 

certain quarter where such power is immensely 

valuable . '.' The Prefect was fond of the cant 

of diplomacy. 
"Still I do not quite understand," . aid Dupin. 

" o? Well; the disclo ure of the document 

to a third person, who hall be narneles . . \\·ould 

brino- in quest :on the honor of a personage of 

most exalte<l station; and this fact gives the 

holders of tlw document an ascendancy over 
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the illustrious personage whose honor and peace 

are so jeopardized." 

"But this ascendancy,·· I interposed, " woukl 

depend upon th e robber's1 knowledge of t he 

loser's knowledge of the robber. Who would 
dare--. " 

"The thi ef," said G- -, "is the Ministe r 

D-- , who dares all things, those unbecoming 

as we ll as those becoming a ma n. The 1nethod 

o f the the ft was not less inge nious tha n bold. 

Th e document in question-a letter, to be 

frank- had been rece ived by the personage 

robbed while alone in the rural boudoir. Dur­

ing it perusal she ,ms s udde nly interrupted by 

the entrance of the other exa lted personage, 

from whom espec ia ll y it was he r \\·i.:; h to con­

ceai it. A fter a hurri ed and va in e 11deavo r to 

thru st it in a drawer, he \Ya· forced to place it, 

open as it was , upon a table. The . add re ·s, 

howe,·e r, \Yas upperm ost , and, the contents thus 

un exposed, th e letter escaped noti ce . At thi s 

juncture enters the lV!inister D--. His lynx 

eye immed iately perce~ves the paper, recognizes 

the handwriting o f the add ress, obse rves th e 

con fu sion o f the per ·o nage add ressed, a nd 

fathoms her secret. After some business trans­

actions, hurried throu o- h in his ord ina ry manner, 

he produces a letter omewhat similar to the 

one in qu estion, opens it, pretend to read it, 

and then place it in close juxtapo ition to the 

other. gai n he converses for . ome liftcen 

minutes upon the public affairs . At length, in 
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DURING ITS PERUSAL SHE WAS SUDDENLY I NTERRUPTED, 
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taking leave, he takes also from the table the 

letter to which he had no claim. Its rightful 

owner saw, but, of course, dared not call atten­

tion to the act, in the presence of the third per­

sonage, who stood at her elbow. The minister 

decamped, leaving his own letter-one of no 

importance-upon the table." 
" Here, then," said Dupin to me, "you have 

precisely what you demand to make the as­

cendancy complete-the robber's knowledge of 

the loser's knowledge of the robber." 
"Yes," replied the Prefect; "and the power 

thus attained has for some months past, been 

wielded, for political purposes, to a very dan­

gerous extent. The personage robbed is more 

thoroughly convinced, every day, of the neces­

sity of reclaiming her letter. But this, of 

course, cannot be done openly. In fine, driven 

to despair, she has committed the matter to 

me." 
"Than whom," said Dupin, amid a perfect 

whi rl\, ind of smoke, "no more sagacious agent 
cou ld, I . uppose, be desired or even imagined." 

" You flatter me,'' replied the Prefect ; "but 

it is possible that some such opinion may have 

been entertained ." 
"It is clear," said I, "as you observe, that 

the letter is still in possession of the minister; 

since it is this posses ion, and not any em­

ployment of the letter, which bestov. s the power. 

With the employment the power departs." 
"True," said G--; "and upon this con vie-
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ti o n I proceeded . i\ Iy firs t ca re was to ma ke 

th o rough sea rch o f the ministe r 's hote l; a nd 

he re m y chi ef emba rrass ment lay in th e neces­

sity o f sea rching \Yith o ut hi s kn owl edge. Be­

yo nd all things, I have been wa rn ed o f th e 

da n.~·e r which ,,·otdd result from o-i,·ing him 

reason to s uspect o ur de ig n." 

"13ut, •• said I, " yo u a re quite au j ail in 

these inves tigati ons . The Pa ri s ia n police have 

done thi s th ing o ften before ." 

"0 yes; a nd for thi s reason I di d not d e­

sp·ur. Th e ha bi ts o f the mini ·ter g:1ve me, too. 

a o-rca t a d vantage . H e is fr que nt ly a bsent 

fro m ho n1 e al l nig ht. H is serva n ts a re by no 

mean: numero us They s leep at a d istance 

lrnm th eir m as te r 's a pa rtment, an J , be ing 

chi e fl y Neapo lita ns , a re readily made d runk . 

have keys , as yo u know, \\'i th which I c.J.n ope n 

an y c l1a rnbe1' o r cabinet in Pa ris. For three 

m ont hs a nig h t has not pas ·ed. d ur ing t lie 

g reate r p:1rt of ,,·hi ch I have not bee n cn.~·aged , 

pe rso na ll y, in ra nsackino· the D-- H ote l. i\I y 

ho nor is i11terested , and , to m .., ntio n a great se ­

cre t, the rewa r I i enorm ous . So 1 d id not 

ab·mdo n th e search un til I had become fully 

sa tis li ed tha t th e re i a more a tute ma n tha n 

myse lf. I fan cy th a t I have inves ti ated eve ry 

nook a nd co rner o f t he pre mises in which it is 

possible that the pa per can be concealed." 

" But is it not poss ible," I ugo-ested, '' that 

a lthoug h th e lette r may be in possession o f the 

minister, as it unq uestionably i. , he may ha ,·e 
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concea led it e lse \\·he re tha n upon h is own 
premises?,. 

" This is ba rely poss ib le,' ' said Du pin . " Th e 
prese nt pecu lia r cond it ion of a ffa irs a t court, 

a nd especia lly of those intrig ues in which 0 - -

111, H .\S BEl, N T WI ;; E \\',\ \' I. A ID. 

i. known to be involved , would re nd er the in-
tant availability of the document--it su cepti­

bility of being prouuced at a moment's notice 
-a point o f nearly equal importance with its 
po e. i n." 
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"Its susceptibility of being produced?" said I. 

"That is to say, of being destroyed," said 

Dupin. 
" True," I observed ; "the paper is clearly 

then upon the premises. As for its being upon 

the person of the minister, we may consider 

that as out of the question." 
'· Entirely," said the Prefect. " He has been 

twice waylaid, as if by footpads, and his person 

rigorously searched under my own inspection." 

"You might have spared yourself the 

trouble,'' said Dupin. "D--, I presume, is 

not altogether a fool, and, if not, must haYe an­

ticipated these waylayings, as a matter of 
course." 

"Not altogether a fool," said G--; "but 

then he's a poet, v,·hich I take to be only one 

remove from a fool." 
" True," said Dupin, after a long and thought­

ful whiff from his meerschaum, "although I 

have been guilty of certain doggerel myself." 
" Suppose you detail," said I, " the particu­

lars of your search." 
"Why, the fact is, we took our time, and we 

searched everywhere. I have had long expe­
rience in these affairs. I took the entire build­

ing, room by room ; devoting the nights of a 
whole week to each. We examined, first, the 

furniture of each apartment. We opened· 

every possible dravver; and I presume you 

know that, to a properly trained police agent, 

such a thing as a secret drawer is impossible. 
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Any man is a dolt who permits a ' secret ' 

drawer to escape him in a search of this kind. 

The thing is so plain. There is a certain 

amount of bulk-of space-to be accounted for 

in every cabinet. Then we have accurate 

rules. The ,fiftieth part of a line could not es­

cape us. After the cabinets we took the chairs. 

The cushions we probed with the fine long 

needles you have seen me employ. From the 

tables we removed the tops.:• 
" vVhy so ? " 
" Sometimes the top of a table, or other 

similarly arranged piece of furniture, is removed 

by the person ,;vishing to conceal an article; 

then the leg is excavated, the article deposited 

within the cavity, and the top replaced. The 

bottoms and tops of bed-posts are employed in 

the same w:,w." 
" But could not the cavity be detected by 

sounding?" I asked. 
"By no means, if, when the article is <le­

posited, a sufficient wadding of cotton be placed 

around it. Besides, in our case we were obliged 

to proceed without noise." 
" But you could not have removed-you 

could not have taken to pieces all articles of 
furniture in which it would have been possibl~ 

to make a deposit in the manner you mention. 

A letter may be compressed into a thin spiral 
roll, not differing much in shape or bulk from a 

large knitting-needle, and in this form it might 
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be inserted into the rung of a chair, for example . 

You did not take to .pieces all the chairs?" 

"Certa inly not; but we did better-we 

examined the rungs of every chair in the hotel, 

and indeed. the jointings of every description of 

furniture, by the aid of a most powerful micro­

scope. Had there been any traces of recent dis­

turba nce \\"e should not have fa il ed to detect it 

ins tantly . A ·sin o le grain of gimlet-dust, for 

exampl e. would have been as ob,·ious as an 

appl e. An y di sorde r in the g·luino·-any unusual 

g a ping in the joints- would have ufficed to in­

sure detection ." 

"I presume you looked to th e mirrors, 

bet,,·ee n t:1 e bo::i.rds a nd th e pla tes. and you 

probed tl lf' heels ;ind th e bed-cloth es, a . we ll as 

th e curt ,.ins ;incl carpets." 

"That. of ·ourse ; and wh en \\"e had ;1bso­

l11te ly co lllpkted every artic le of th e f urnitmc i11 

this ,,·ay. th en we examined til e h(lusc itse lf. 

\\' e divid ed its e ntire . urface into compartments. 

,,·hic h we 1~umberecl. so that none mig ht be 

missed; th en \Ye sc ru tini zed each individual 

square inch through out th e prerni ·es, including 

th e two house · immediately adjoinin o-, with tht~ 

mic ro cope. as be fore.· · 

" The t\\"O hou e adjoining ! " I exclaimed ; 

" yo u must ha ve had a great deal o f troubl e. ·• 

" \ \ e had ; but th e re \\"a rcl o ff reel is pro­

dig ious." 

· "You 111 lucl 
ho uses ? " 

th e g r o1111ds a bout th e 
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" All the grounds are paved \'\Tith brick. They 

gave us comparatively little trouble . 'vVe 

examined the moss betwee n the bricks, and 

found it undisturbed ." 
"You looked among D--'s papers, of 

course, and into the bouks of the library?" 

"Certainly; we opened every package and 

. parcel; we not only opened e,,e ry book, but we 

turned over every leaf in each volume, not con­

tenting ourseh-es v,1ith a mere shake, according 

to the fa hion of some of our po lice officers. 

'vVe also measured the thickness of ew·ry bouk­

cover, v,ith the most accurate ad111ea~·ure111cnt, 

and applied to each the most jea lous scrutiny 

of the microscope . Had any of the bindings 

been rece ntly meddl ed with, it wo uld ha\'c bee n 

utterly impossihle that the fact should ha,·e 

e ·caped observation. S0111e ti,·e or six volumes, 

just from the hands of the binder, ,,·e carefully 

probed, loncritudinal ly, with the need les." 

" You explored the fl oo rs beneath the car­

pets ? " 
"Beyond doubt. \ \ e remo, ed eve ry ca rpet, 

and examined the boards \\'ith the micro­

scope." 
nd the paper on the walls ? " 

"Yes." 
"You looked into the cellar ? " 

"\ e did ." 
" Then," I aid, " you ha ,·e been makinr,. a 

miscalculation, and the le tter is not upon the 

premise , a you suppo e." 
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" I fear you are right there," said the Prefect. 
" And now, Dupin, what would you advise me 
to do?" 

" To make a thorough re-search of the prem-. ,. 
1ses. 

"That is absolutely needless," replied G--. 
" I am not more sure that I breathe than I am 
that the letter is not at the Hotel." 

" I have no better advice to give you," said 
Dupin. "You have, of course, an accurate 
description of the letter? " 

"Oh yes."-And here the Prefect, producing 
a memorandum-book, proceeded to read aloud 
a minute account of the internal, and especially 
of the external appearance of the missing docu­
ment. Soon after finishing the perusal of this 
description, he took his departure, more entirely 
depressed in spirits than I had ever known the 
good gentleman before. 

In about a month afterward he paid us 
another visit, and found us occupied very nearly 
as before . . He took a pipe and a chair and 
entered into some ordinary conversation. At 
length I said : 

" vVell, but G--, what of the purloined 
letter? I presume you have at last made up 
your mind that there is no such thing as over­
reaching the Minister? " 

"Confound him, say I-yes; I made the re­
examination, however, as Dupin suggested­
but it was all labor lost, as I knew it would 
be." 
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" How much was the reward offered, did you 

say ? " asked Dupin. 
" Why, a very great deal-a very liberal 

reward-I don't like to say how much precisely; 

but one thing I will say, that I wouldn't mind 

g1v111g my individual check for tifty thousand 
francs to any one who would obtain me that 

letter. The fact is, it -is becoming of more and 
more importance every day; and the reward has 

been lately doubled. If it were trebled, ho,v­

ever, I could do no more than I have done." 
"Why, yes," said Dupin, drawlingly, between 

the whiffs of his meerschaum, " I really-think, 

G--, you have not exerted yourself-to the 

utmost in this matter. You might-do a little 

more, I think, eh ? " 
"How ?-in vvhat way?" 
" Why (puff, puff) you might (puff, puff) 

employ counsel in the matter, eh (puff, puff, 

puff) ? Do you remember the story they tell of 
Abernethy?" 

" No; hang Abernethy!" 
"To be sure! hang him and welcome. But, 

once upon a time, a certain rich miser conceived 

the design of spunging upon this Abernethy for 
a medical opinion. Getting; up, for this purpose, 
an ordinary conversation in a private company, 
he insinuated his case to the physician, as that 
of an imaginary individua l. 

"' We will suppose,' said the miser, 'that his 
symptoms are such and such ; now, doctor, what 
v .. ·ould you have directed him to take?' 
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" • T ake ! ' said Abernethy, why, take advice, 

to be su re.'" 

"But," said the Prefect, a little discomposed, 

" I am perfectly willing to take auvice, an<l to 

T II E PREFECT Al'l'E/\llEU AllSOLUTELY THUNDER- TlllCKEN. 

I ay for it. I woul I really gi ,·e lift) thou and 

franc to any on who \You Id aid me in the 

matter.'' 

"In that ca. e," r plied Dupin, openino- a 

drawer, and producing a ·h ck-b ok, "you may 

as well fill me up r1 heck fo r the amount men-
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tioned. \:Vhen you have signed it, I will hand 
you the letter." 

I vvas astounded. The Prefect appeared 
absolutely thunder-stricken. For some minutes 
he rem ained speechless and motionless, looking 
incredulously at my friend \7'1ith open mouth. 
and eyes that seemed starting from their 
sockets; then, apparently recovering himself in 
some measure, he seized a pen, and after several 
pauses and vacant stares, finally filled up and 
signed a check for fifty thousand francs, and 
hand ed it across the table to Dupin . The latter 
examined it carefully and deposi ted it in his 
pocket-book; then, unlocking an escritoire, took 
thence a letter and gave it to the Prefect. This 
fun ctionary grasped it in a perfect agony of joy, 
opened it with a trembling hand, cast a rapid 
glance at it contents, and then, scrambling and 
strugglino- to the door, rushed at length un­
ceremoniously from the room and from the 
house, without having uttered a syl lable since 
Dupin had requested him to fill up the check. 

When he had gone, my fri end entered into 
some explanations. 

"The Parisian police," he said, "are exceed­
ingly able in their way. They are persevering, 
ingenious, cunning, and thoroughly versed in 
the knowledge which their duties seem chiefly 
to demand. Thus, ,, hen G-- detailed to us 
his mode of searching the premi e of the Hotel 
D--, I f cit entire confidence 111 his having 
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made a satisfactory investigation-so far as his 
labors extended." 

" So far as his labors extended ? " said I. 
"Yes," said Dupin. "The measures adopted 

were not only the best of their kind, but carried 
out to ab olute perfection. Had the letter been 
deposited within the range of their search, these 
fellows \\ ould, beyond a question, have found 
it." 

I merely laughed-but he seemed quite 
serious in al l that he said. 

"The measures, then," he continued, "were 
good in their kind, and well executed; their 
defect lay in their being inapplica ble to the 
case, and to the man. A certain set of highly 
ingenious resources are, vvith the Prefect, a sort 
of Procrustean bed, to which he, forcibly adapts 
his designs. But he perpetually errs by being 
too deep or too shallow, for the matter in hand; 
and many a schoolboy is a better reasoner than 
he. I knew one about eight years of age , 
whose success at guessing in the game of • even 
and odd ' attracted universa l admiration. This 
game is simple, and is played v:ith marbles. 
One player holds in his hand a number of these 
toys, and demands of another whether that 
number is eve n or odd. If the guess is right, 
the g·ue ser wins one ; if wrong, he loses one. 
The boy to whom I allude won all the marbles 

. of the school. Of course he had some principle 
of o-uessing; and this la) in mere obsenation 
and adrneasqr~ment of the astuteness of his 

., 
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opponents. For example, an arrant simpleton 

is his opponent, and, holding up his closed hand 

asks, ' Are they even or ode.I ? ' Our schoolboy 

replies, • Odd,' and loses ; but upon the second 

trial he \\·ins, for be then says to himself, 'The 

simpleton had the!n even upon the first trial, 

and his amount of cunning is just sufficient to 

make him have them odd upon the second; I 

will therefore guess oJJ; '-he guesses odd, and 

wins. ow, v,ith a simpleton a degree above 

the first he would have reasoned thus : ' This 

fellow finds that in the first instance I guessed 

odd, and in the second he will propose to him­

self, upon the first impulse, a simple variation 

from e, en to odd, as did the first simpleton ; but 

then a second though t will suggest that this is 

too simple a variation, and finally he wil l decide 

upon putting it even as before.- I will therefore 

guess even ; ' he guesses even, and ,vins. Now 

this mode of reasoning in the schoolboy, whom 

his fellows term 'lucky,' what, in its last 

analysis, is it ? " • 

"It is merely," I said, " an identification of the 

r easoner's intellect with that of his opponent." 
"It is," s:iicl Dupin ; " and, upon inquiring of 

the boy by what means he effected the tlwrough 

identification in which his success consisted, I 

received ansv,·er as follows : '\i\Then I wish to 

find out how wise, or how stupid, or how good or 

how wicked is any one, or what are his thoughts 

at the moment, I fashion the expression of my 

face, as accurately as possible, in accordance 
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·with the expression of his, and then wait to 

see what thoughts or sentiments a ri se in my 

mind or heart, as if to ma tch or correspond 

with the expression.' This respon ·e of the 

schoolboy li es at the bottom of all the spu­

rious profundity which has bee n attributed to 

Rochefoucauld, to La Bougive, to Machiavelli, 
and to Campanella." 

" And the identification,·• I said," o f the 

reasoner's inte ll ect with that of his opponent, 

depends, if I und erstand you aright, upon the 

accuracy with which the opponent's intel lect is 
admea ·ured ." 

"For its pract ical value it depends upon this," 
replied Dupin; "and the Prefect and his cohort 

fail so frequen tly, first, by default of this iden­

tification, a nd secondly, by ill admeasu reme nt, 

or rather throug h non-ad measurement, of the in­

te ll ect with wh ich they are eno-aged . They co n -

sider only their own ideas of inge nuity ; a nd , in 

searching for anythi ng hidden, advert only to 

the modes in which they would have hidden it. 
They a re i·io-ht in this much-- that their own 

ingenuity is a faithful rep resentative of that of 

the 1llass; but ,vhe n the cunn ing of the indi­

vidua l felon is diverse in character from their 
own, the felon foi ls them, of cours . This 

always happens ,~· hen it is above their own, and 

very usual ly when it is below. They have no 

variation of principle in their investigation ; a t 
best, when urged by some unusua l emergency­

by some extraordinary reward - they extend or 

., 
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exaggerate their old modes of practice, \'-·ithout 

touching their principles. What, for example, 

in this case of D---, has been done to Yary 

the principle of action ? What is all this 

boring, and probing, and sounding, and scruti­

nizing ,vith the microscope, and dividing the 

s urface of the building into registered square 

inches-what is it a ll but an exaggeration of the 
application of the one principle or set of prin­

ciples of search, which are based upon the one 

set of notions regarding human ingenuity, to 

which th e Prefect, in the long routine of his 

dut y, has been accustomed? Do you not see 

he has taken it for g ranted that all men proceed 

to conceal a letter- not exactly in a gimlet -hole 

bored in a chair leg-but, a t least, in some out­

of-the-way hole or corner _suggested by the 
same tenor of thought \,vh ich would urge a man 

to secrete a letter in a g imlet-hole bored in a 

cha ir- leg? And do you not see also, that such 

recher che nooks for concealment are adapted 

only for ord in ary occasions a nd wo uld be 

adopted only by ord inary intellects ; for, in a ll 

cases of concealment, a disposal of the a rticle 

concealed- a disposal of it in this reclierche 
manner, i , in the very first instance, presum­

able and presumed ; and thus its d iscovery de­

pends, not at all upon the acumen, but altogether 

upon the mere ca re, patience, and determinat ion 

of the eekers ; and where the case is o f im­

port;.ince-or, what amounts to the same thing 

in pol icial eyes, when the rewa rd is of magni-
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t ude-the qualit ies in quest ion have nruer been 
kno\.,·n to fail. You will now understand what 

I m eant in suggesting that, had the purloined 
let ter been hidde n an) where within the limits of 
the Prefect's examination-in other \\ ords, had 
the principle of its concealment been compre­
hended within the principles of the Prefect-its 
discove ry \Yould ha,·e been a matter altogether 
be)·ond qu estion. This funct ionary, howeve r, 

has. been thorough ly myst ifi ed ; and the remote 
source_ of his de feat lies in the supposition that 
the Minister is a fool , because he has acquired 
renown as a poet. All fools are poet ; this the 
Pre fect_/. ds ; and he is merely guilty of a non 
distribulio medii in thence inferring that all · 
poet • are fools.·· 

"Dut is this rea lly the poet ? " I asked. 
"Th ere are two brothers, I know ; and bo th 
have att:-iin t d re putation in letters. The Mi n­
i<;te r . I be li eve , has written learn edly on the 
Di ffe rentia l Calculus. He is a mathematician, 
and no poet." 

" "\ ou are mi ta ken ; I know him well ; he is 
both . A poe t and mathematicia n he would 
reason well ; as mere mathematician he could 
not have reasoned :-it all, and thus \\"Ould have . 
bee n at th e mercy of the Pre fect." 

"You urprisc me," 1 said," by these opinion ,. 
\\·hich have bee n con tradic ted by the voi c<:i of; 
the wor'd. "\ ou do not mean to Sij~ at: 
n:-iu n- ht the \\·ell-d igested idea of centuries., The: 
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mathematical reason has long been regarded as 

the reason par excellence." 
"'Il ya a parier, '" replied Du pin, quoting 

from Chamfort, " ' que toute idee publz'que, 

toute convention rer;ue, est une sottise, car elle 

a convenu au plus grand nombre.' The math­

ematicians, I grant you, have done their best to 

promulgate the popular error to which you 

allude, and which is none the less an error for 

its promulgation as truth. With an art worthy 

a bette r cause for example, they have insinuated 

the term ' analysis ' into application to algebra. 

The French are the originators of this practical 

deception ; but if a term is of any importance­

if words derive any value from applicability­

then ' analysis' conveys, in algebra, about as 

much as, in Latin,' ambitus' implies ' ambition,' 

'relzg-io/ 'religion,' or' hom,ines lt01iesti,' a set 

of ' honorable men.' " 
"You have a quarrel on hand, I see," said I, 

" \\ ith some of the algebraists of Paris ; but 

proceed.'' 
"I dispute the availabi lity, and thus the value 

of that rea on which is cultivated in any espe­

cial form other than the abstract ly logical. I 

dispute, in particular, the reason educed by 

mathematical study. The mathematics are the 

science of form and quantity ; mathematical 
reasoning is merely loo·ic applied to observation 

upon form . and quantity. The great error 

lies in upposing that even the truths ot what is 

called pure algebra, are abstract or general 
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t ru ths. And th is error is so egregious that I 
am confounded at the universality with which it 
has been received . Mathematical axioms are 
not axiom of general truth . \Vhat is true of 
reltltion-of form and quantity-is often 
grossly fa! e in regard to moral<., for example. 
In this latter science it is very usually untrue 
that the ao·gregated parts are equal to the 
whole . In chemistry, also the axiom fails . In 
the consideration of motive it fails ; for two mo­
t ives, each of a given value, have not, neces­
sarily, a value when united, equal to the sum of 
their values apart. There are numerous other 
mathematical truths which are only truths 
v,·ithin the limits of relation. But the mathe­
matician argues, from his finite truths, through 
habit, as if they were of an ab olutely general 
applicability- as the world indeed imagines them 
to be. Bryant, in his very learned' Mythology,' 
mentions an analogous source of error, when he 
says that 'although the Pagan fables are not be­
lieved, yet we forget ourselves continually, and 
make inferences from them as exi ·tin rr realities.' 
With the algebraists, however, who are Pagans 
them elves, the ' Pagan fables' are believed, 
and the inferences are made, not so much 
through lap e of memory, as throu h an unac­
countable addling of the brains. ln hort I 
never yet encountered the mere ma thematician 
who could be trusted out of equa l roots, or one 
"ho did not clandestinely hold it as a point of 
hi faith that x 2+px wa absolutely and un con-

., 
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ditionally equal to q. Say to one of these gen­

tl emen, by way of experiment, if you please, 

that you believe occasions may occur where 

x '.!+px is not altogether equal to q, and, having 

made h im understand what you-mean, get out 
o[ his reach as speedily as convenient, for, be­

yond doubt, he will endeavor to knock yo u 

down . 
"I mean to say," continued Dupin, while I 

merely laughed at his last observat ions, "that if 

the Minister had been no more than a mathe­

matician, the Pre fect would have been under no 

necess ity of giving me this check. I knew him, 

however, as both mathematician and poet, and 

my measures were adapted to his capacity, 

\\"ith ref,uence to the ci rcumstances by which he 

,vas surrrounded . I knew him as a courtier, too 

and as a bold intr~iuant. Such a man, I con­

sidered, could not fail to be avvare of the ord i­

nary policial modes of action. He could not 

have failed to anticipate-and events have 

proved that he did not fail to anticipate-the 

\\"aylayin ()"s to which he was subjected . He 

mu t have foreseen , I reflected, the secret in ­

ve tigations of hi premises. His frequent ab-

ences from home at night, which were hai led 
by the Prefect as certain aids to his success, 

I regarded on ly a ruses, to afford opportun ity 

for thorough search to the police, and thus the 
ooner to impres them wi th the conviction to 

which G- - , in fact, did finally arrive- the con• 

\'iction that the letter wa not upon the prem-
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1ses . I felt, also, that the whole train of 

thought, '.vh ich I was a t some pains in detailing 

to you just now, concerning the invariable prin­

ciple of policial act ion in searches for articles 

concealed-I felt that this whole train of 

thought would necessarily pass throug h tli e 

mind of the Minister. It \\ ould impera tively 

lead him to despise a ll the ordinary nooks of 

concealment. H e could not, I reflected, be so 

weak as not to see tha t the most intricate and 

remote rece·,s of his hote l would be as open as 

his common est close ts to the eyes. to the probes, 

to the g im lets, and to the microscopes of the 

Prefect. I saw, in tine, that he would be 

driven, as a matter of cou rs_e, to simp!idty, if 

not deliberately induced to it as a matte r of 

choice. You wi ll remember, perhaps, how 

desperately the Prefect laughed when I sug­

gested, upon ou r first interviev., that it was 

just possible this mystery trou bled him so mu ch 

on account of its being so v ery se lf-evident." 

"Yes,'·' said I, "I remember his merriment 

well. I rea ll y though t he \.vould have fallen into 

convu lsions." 
" The material world ," continued Dupin, 

"abounds with very st rict analogies to the imma­

terial ; a nd thus some color of truth has been 

g iven to the rhetorical dogma, that metaphor, 

or s imile, may be made to strengthen an a rgu­

ment, a well as to embellish a description. 

The principle of the 71t"s inerlice, for example, 

s eems to be id enti cal in physics and metaphys-

., 



ttbe 1Purloinet, '.lLetter. J:! 5 

ics. It is not more true in the for ine r, that a 

large body is wi th more difficulty set in motion 

than si. smaller one and tha t its subsequent mo­

mentum is commensuratewith thi s difficulty, than 

it is, in the la tter, · that intell ects of the vaster 

capacity, while more forcible, more constant, 

and more eventful in their movements than th ose 

of inferior g rade, a re yet the less read il y moved, 

a nd more embarrassed and full of hes ita ti on in 

the first few steps of their progress. Again : 

have yo u e,·er noticed which of the street s ig ns 

over the shop doors, a re the most a ttrac ti ve of 
attention?" 

" I have ne,·er g i\ en the matter a thought," 

I said . 
" There is a game of puzzles, '' he resumed, 

"which is played upon a map. One party pl ;-: y­

ing requires another to find a g iven word - the 

name of town, ri,·er, state, or empi re- any word, 

in short, upon the motley and perplexed surf ace 

of the chart. A no,·i ce in the game generally 

seeks to embarrass his opponents by g iving 
them the most minutely lettered names; but 

the adept selects such ,rnrds as stretch, in la rge 

characters, from one end of the cha rt to the 

other. These, like the oYer-la rge ly lettered signs 

and placards of the stree t, escape observat ion 

by dint of being excessively obvious ; and here 

the physical o,·e rsight is precise ly a nalogous with 

the moral inapprehen ion by wh ich the intellect 

suffer · to pa s unnoti ced those considerations 

which are too obtru si,·ely a nd too palpably self-
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evident. But this is a point, it appears, some­

what above or beneath the und ersta nding of the 

Prefect. He never once thought it probable, or 

possible, that the Minister had depos ited the letter 

im mediately beneath the nose of the whole 

world, by \VJ.Y of best preventing any portion of 

that world from perceiving it. 

" But th e more I reflected upon the daring. 
dashing, and discriminat ing ingenuity of 0--; 

upon the fac t that the document must a lways 

have been at hand, if he intended to use it to 

o-ood purpose; and upon the decisive evidence 

obtained by the Prefect, that it was not hidde n 

within the limits of tha t dio-nitary's ord ina ry 
sea rch- the more sat isfied I became that, to 

conceal this letter, the Mini ·ter bad reso rt ed to 

the comp rehensive and sagacious expedient of 

not concea ling it a t a ll. 
'' Full of these ideas, I prepared myself vvith 

a pa ir of green spectacles, and cal led one fine 
morning, quite by accident, at the Ministe ri a l 

hotel. I found D-- at home, yaw ning, lou ng­

ing , and dawdling, as usual, and pretending· to 

be in the last ex tremity of ennui. He is, per­

haps, the mo t reall y energetic human being 

now a live-but that is only whe n nobody sees 

him. 
"To be eve n with htm, I compla ined of my 

weak eyes, and lamented the necessity of the 

spectacles, under co, er o f which I cautiously 

and thoroughly surveyed the whole apartmf nt, 



ttbe ll)urlotnet) '.JLetter. 32 7 

while seemingly intent only upon the conversa­

tion o f my host. 
" I paid especial attention to a large 

writing-table near which he sat, and 
upon which lay confusedly, some mis­
cellaneous letters and other papers, 

with one or two musical instruments I 
and a · fev,1 books. Here, how- ' 
ever, after a long and very de­
liberate scru­
tin y, I saw 
nothing to 
excite 
particular 
suspicion. 

"At 
l ength 
my eyes, 
in going 
the circuit 
of the 
room, fell 
upon a 
trumpery filigree 
card-r a ck o f 
pa teboard, that 
hung dangling 
by a dirty blue A LARGE WRITING-TABLE. 

'\ 

ribbon, from a little brass knob just beneath 
the middle of the mantle-piece. In this rack, 
which had three or four compart1i1ents, were 
fi, e or ix vi iting cards and a solitary letter. 

\ 
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This last was tnuch soiled and crumpled. It 

\Vas torn t1~arly in two across the middle-as 

H a d~sigt1, in the first ir-.stance, to tear it entirely 

up ~s Worth less, had been altered, or sta) ed, in 

the second . It had a large black sea l, bearing 

!the D-- cipher very conspicuously, and was 

addressed, in a diminutive female hand, to 

D--, the Minister himself. It was thrust care­

lessly and even, as it seemed, contemptuously, 

into one of the uppermost divisions of the rack . 

" o sooner had I glanced at this letter, than 

I concluded it to be that of which I was in 

search. To be sure, it ,,vas to all appearance, 

rad ically different from the one of which the 

Prefect had read us so minute a description, 

Here the se<tl was large and black, with the 

D-- cipher ; there it was smal l and red, with 

the ducal arms of the S-- family. Here, the 

address, to the Minister, was diminutive and 

feminine; there, the superscription, to a certain 

royal personage, was markedly bold and decided; 

the size a.Ione formed a point of correspondence. 

But, then, the radicalness of these differences, 

wh ich was excessive ; the dirt; the soil ed and 

torn condition of the paper, so inconsi tent with 

the true methodical habits of D--, and so sug­

gestive of a design to delude the beholder into 

an idea of the worthlessness of the document; 

these things, together- with the hyper-obtrusive 

situation of this document, full in the view of 

every ·visitor, and thus exactly in accordance 

with the conclusions to ·which I had previously 

., 
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arrived ; these things, I say, were strongly cor­

roborative of suspicion, in one who came with 

the intention to suspect. 
" I protracted my visit as long as possible, 

and while I maintained a most animated di scus­

sion with the Minister, upon a topic which I 

knew well had never failed to interest and ex­

cite him, I kept my attention really riveted upon 

the letter. In this examination, I committed to 

memory its external appearance and arrange­

ment in the rack; and also fell, at length, upon a 

discovery which set at rest whatever tri vial doubt 

I might have entertained. In scrutinizing the 

edges of the paper, I observed them to_ be more 

clwfed than seemed necessary. They presented 
the broken appearance which is manifested 

when a stiff paper, having been once folded and 

pressed with a folder, is refolded in a reve rsed 

direction, in th~ same creases or edges which 
had formed the original fold. This discovery 

was sufficient. It vvas clear to me that the let ter 
had been turned, as a glove, inside out, re-di­

rected, and re-sealed. I bade the Minister 
good-morning, and took my departure at once, 
leaving a gold snuff-box upon the table. 

·• T he next morning I called for the snuff-box, 
when we resumed, quite eagerl y, the conversa­

tion of the precedi ng day. ·while thus en­
gaged, however, a loud report, as if of a pistol, 
\\ as heard immediately beneath the windows of 

the hotel, and was succeeded by a series of 
fearful screams, and the shoutin s of a_ terri_fieq 
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THREW IT OPE N, AN D LOO KED OUT, 

mob. D-- rushed to 
a casement, threw it 
open, and looke<l out. 
In the meantime, I 
stepped to the card­
rack, took the letter, put 
it in my pocket, and re­
placed it by afac-simile 
(so far as regards exter­
nals) which I had care­
full y prepared a t my 
lodgings-imitating the 
D-- cipher, very 
read il y by means of a 
seal for med of bread. 

" The disturbance in 
the street had been oc -
casioned by the frantic 
behavior of a man with 
a musket. H e had fi red 
it among a crowd of 
women and ch ildren. 
It proved, however, to 
have been without ba ll, 
and the fell ow was suf­
fered to go his way as 
a lunatic or a drunk­
ard. \Vhen he had 
gone, D-- came from 
the window, whither I 
had followed him imme­
diately upon securing 

.. 
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the object in view. Soon afterward I bade him 
farewell. The pretended lunatic was a man in 
my own pay. 

" But what purpose had you," I asked, "in 
replacing the letter by a Jae-simile .'2 \Vou Id It 
not have been better, at the first visic, w have 
seized it open ly, and departed? " 

"D--," replied Dupin, "is a desperate 
man, and a man of nerve. His hotel, too, is not 
without attendants devoted to his interest. Had 
I made the wild attempt you suggest, I might 
never ha, e left the Ministerial presence alive. 
The good people of Paris might ha, e heard of 
me no more. But I had an object apart from 
the e considerations. You know my political 
prepos essions. In this matter I act as a par-
fr,an of the lady concerned . For eighteen . 
months the 1inister has had he1" in his power. 
She has now him in hers-since, being unav,1are 
that the letter is not in his possession, he will 
proceed with his exactions as if it ,Yas. Thus 
"ill he inevitably commit himself, at once, to 
his political destruction . His downfall, too, 
will not be more precipitate than awkward. It 
is all very well to talk abou t the Jaczhs des­
census Averni ; but in all kinds of climbing, as 
Catalani said of singing, it is far more easy to 
get uµ than to come down . In the present in-

tance I h,n-e no sympathy-at lea t no pity­
for hun who de cend . He is that monstrum 
horrendum, an unprincipled man of genius. I 
confe , howe,·er, that I should like very well to 
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know the precise character of his thoughts, 

when, being defied by her whom the Prefect 

terms 'a certain personage,' he is reduced to 

opening the letter which I left for him in the 

card-rack.'' 
" How? did you put anything particular in 

• ;> " It. 
"Why-it did not seem altogether right to 

leave the interior blank-that would have been 

insulting. D--, at Vienna once, did rne an 

evil turn, v, hich I told him, quite good-hu­

moredly, that I should remember. So, as l knew 

he would feel some curiosity in regard to the 

identity of the person who had outwitt ed him, 

I thought it a pity not to give him a clue. He 

is well acquainted with my MS., and l just 

copied into the miJdle of the blank sheet the 

words-

"
1-Un dessein si fune te, 

S'il n'est digne d' Atree, est dign c d ig ne de Thyeste.' 

They are to be found in Crebillon's 'Atree.'" 



FOR the most wild, yet most homely narrative 
which I am about to pen, I neither expect' nor 
solicit belief. Mad indeed v:ould- I be to expect 

it in a case where my ve ry senses reject their own 
evidence. Yet, mad am I not and very surely 

do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to­
day I would unburden my soul. My immed iate 
purpose is to place before the world, pla inly, 
succinctly, and without comment, a series of 

mere household events. In their consequences 

these e, ents have terrified-have torlured--have 
destroyed me. Yet I ·will not attempt to ex­

pound them. To me they have presented little 
but H orror-to many they will seem le s terrible 
than barroques. Hereafter. perhaps, some in­
tell ect may be found which will reduce my 

phantasm to the common-place-some intellect 

111ore calm, more logical, and fqr li;ss exc1tab\~ 

' -
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than my ovvn, which ,vill perceive in the circum­

stances I detail with a,Ye, nothing more than 

an ordinary succession of very natural causes 

and effects. 

From my infancy I was noted for the docility 

and humanity of my disposition. My tender­

ness of heart \\·as even so conspicuous as to 

make me the jest of my companions. I was 

especi2lly fond of animals, and \Yas indu lged by 

m y parents with a g reat variety of pets . v\ ith 

th ese I spent most of my time, and ne,·er was 

so happy as when feeding and caressing them. 

This peculiarity of characte r g rew \\'ith my 

growth, and in my manhood, I derived from it 

one of my principal sourc:es o f pleasure. To 

those who h;we che ri shed an affection for a 

faithful and sagacious clog I need hardly be at 

the trouble of explaining the nature or the in­

tensity of the grat ifi cation thus derivable. There 

is somethiug in the unselfish and self-sacrificing 

love of a brute, ,~·hich goes directly to the heart 

of him who has had frequent occc1sion to test 

the paltry friendship and gossamer fid elity of 

mere Man. 
I married early, and \\'as -happy to find in my 

v.;ife a dispo ition not uncongenial \\·ith my 

own . Observing my partiality for domestic pet 

she lost no opportunity of procuring tho e of 

the most agreeabl e kind. \\ e had birds, gold­

fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a. 

cat. 
This latter was a remarkably large and beau-
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tif ul animal, entir'ely black, and sagacious to an 

astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelli ­

gence, my v.·ife, who at heart was not a little 

tinctured \Yith superstition, made frequent allu­

sion to the ancient popular notion, which re­

garded all black cats as witches in disguise. 

ot that she was ever serious upon this 

point-and I mention the matter at all for no 

better reason than that it happened, just now, 
to be remembered. 

Pluto- this ·was the cat's name-vvas my 

farnrite pet and playmate. I alone fed him, 

and he attended me ,,·herever I went about the 

house . It was even ,,·ith difficulty that I could 

prevent him from following me through the 
streets. 

Our fri endship las ted, in this manner, for sev­

eral years, during which my general temper­

ament and character-through the instrumen­

tality of the Fiend Intemperance- had (I blush 

to confess it) experienced a radical alteration 

for the worse . I gre·w, day by day, more 

moody, more irritable, more regardless of the 

feel ings of others . I suffered myself to use 

intemperate language to my ,yife. At length, I 

even offered her personal violence. Iy pets, of 

cour e, \\'ere made to feel the change in my 

disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used 

them. For Pluto, ho,Yeve r, I till retained suf­

fi cient regard to restrain me from malt reating 

him, as I made no scruple o f maltreating the 

rabbits, the monkey, or e,·en the dorr, when by 
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accident, or through affection, they came in my 

way. But my disease grew upon me-for what 

disease is like Alcohol ! -and at length even 

Pluto, who was now becoming old, and conse­

quently some\Yhat pee vish-even Pluto began 

to experience the effects of my ill temper. 

One night, -~turning home, much intoxicated, 

from one of my haunts about town, I fancied 

that the cat avoided my presence. I seized 

him : when, in his fright at my violence, he in­

flicted a slight wound upon my hand with his 

teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed 

me. I knew myse lf no longer. My original 

soul seemed , at once, to take its flight from my 

body; and a more than fi endish malevolence, 

g in-nurtured, thrilled e \·e ry fibre of my frame. 

I took from my waistcoat-pocket a penknife, 

opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, 

and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the 

socket ! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I 

pen the damnable atrocity. 

V. hen reason returned \\'ith the morning­

·when I had slept off the fum es of the nig ht's 

debauch -• ! experienced a sentiment hal f of 

horror, half o f remorse, for the crime of which I 

had been guilty; but it wa ·, at best, a feeble 

and equi\'ocal feeling, and the soul remained un­

touched. I again plunged into excess, and soon 

drowned in \Yine all memory of the deed. 

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered . 

The ocket of the lost eye presented, it is true, 

a fri g htful appearance, but he no longer ap-
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peared to suffer any pain. He went about the 

house as usual, and as might be expected, ti ed in 

extreme terror at my approach. I had so much 

of my old heart left, as to be at first grie\·ed by 

this evident dislike on the part of a creature which 

had once so loved me. But this feeling soon gave 

place to irritation. And then came, as if to my 

final and irrevocable ove rthrow, the spirit of 

PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit philosophy takes 

no account. Yet I am not mure sure that my soul 

li ves, than I am that perverse ness is one of the 

primitive impulses of the human heart-one of 

the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, 

\Yhi ch g ives direction to the character of Man. 

Who has not, a hundred times, found him se lf 

comm itting a vile or a silly action, for no other 

reason than because he knows he shou Id 110/ ? 

H ave vve not a perpetual inclination, in teeth of 

our best judgment, to violate that which i • 

Law , merely because we understand it to be 

such ? This spirit of perverseness , I say, came 

to my final overthrow. It was this unfathom­

able longing of the soul to vex z'tselj- to offer 

violence to its own nature- to do wrono- for the 

wro no- 's sake only- that urged me to conrinue 

and finally to consummate the injury I had in­

flicted upon the unoffending brute. One morn­

ing. in cool blood, I slipped a noose abou t its 

neck and hung it to the limb of a tree ;- hung it 

with the tea rs streaming from my eyes, and 

with the bitterest remor e at n,y hea rt ;- hung it 

because I knew that it had lo ved me, a nd because 
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I felt it had given me no reason of offense ;- -hung 

it because I knew that in so doing I \\'as com­

mitting a sin-a deadly sin tha t would so jeopar­

dize my immortal soul as to place it-if such a 

thing were possible-even beyond the reach of 

the infinite mercy of the Most Merci[ ul and 

Most T errible God . 
On the night of the day on which thi s cruel 

deed was done, I was aroused from sleep by 

the cry of tire . The curtains of m y be c.l were 

in fl a mes. The whole house was blazing. It 

wa \\ ith great difficulty tha t my \\ ife, a se rv­

an t, a nd myself, made our escape from the 

con tlagra ti on. The destruction was complete. 

Iy enti re worldly \Yealth was swarlowed up, 

and l res igned myself thence forw a rd to de­

spair. 
1 am above the weakness of-seeki ng to estab­

lish a sequence of cause and effect, between the 

d i a ter and the atrocity. But I a m detailing a 

chain o f fact -and \\'ish not to leave e,·en a 
po sible link imperfect. On the day succeedi ng 

the tire, I ,·i ·ited the ruins. The wa lls, with one 

exception, had fallen in. T his exception \\'as 

found in a compartment wall, not very thick, 

\Yhich . tood about the middle o f the hou ·e, '!nd 

ao·ai n t \Yhich had rested the head of my bed . 

T he plastering had here, in great measure, re-

i ·ted the action of the tire-a fact which [ 

attributed to it having been_ recently spread . 

bout thi . \\'all a dense cro\\'d were collected, 

and many per ·on seemed to be exam-
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ining a particular portion of it with very mt-

11ute and eager attention. The words" strange!" 

"singular ! " and other similar expressions, ex­

cited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as 

if graven in bas r elief upon the white surface, 

the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression 

was given \\'ith an accuracy truly marvelous. 

There vvas a rope about the animal's neck. 

When I first beheld this apparition-for I 

could scarcely regard it as less-my wonder 

and my terror were extreme. I3ut at length re­

flection came to my aid . The cat, I remem­

bered, had been hung in a gard en adjacent to 

the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden 

had been immediately tilled by the crowd 

- by some one of whom the animal must have 

been cut from the tree an<l throvvn, throug·h an 

open window, into my chamber. This had 

probably been done with the view of arousing 

me from sleep. The falling of other walls had 

compressed the victim of my cruelty into the 

substance "of the freshly spread plaster: the 

lime of which, with the flames and the ammo­

nia from · the carcass, had then accomplished 

the portraiture as I saw it. 
Although I thus readily accounted to my 

reason, if not altogether to my conscience, 

for the startling fact just detailed, it did not 

the less fail to make a deep impression 

upon my fancy. For months I could not 

~id myself of the phantasm of the cat ; and 

during this period, there came back into my 
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spirit a ha lf-sentime nt that seemed, but was 
not, remorse . I went so far as to regret the 
loss of the anima l, an d to look aboul me, 
amo ng the vil e haunts which I now habitually 
freque nted, for another pe t of the same species, 
a nd of somewhat similar appearance, \Yith 
whic h to supply its place. 

One night a s I sa t, ha lf stupefied, in a 
de n of more tha n infa my, my attention was 
s udde nl y dra wn to so111 e blac k object, reposing 
upon the head of one of th e i111111 e 11 se hog s­
heads of gin, or rum, \\'hi ch constituted th e 
chi ef furniture of the apartme nt. I had been 
looking s teadil y a t the top of thi s hogshead fo r 
some minutes, a nd wha t now caused me sur­
prise was th e fact tha t I had not soo 11 e r pe r­
ce ived the objec t the reupo n. I appro:-ichecl it, 
and to uched it with my ha nd . It ,,·as a black 
cat- a very la rge one-full y a · large a s Pluto, 
and close ly rese mbling him in eve ry res pec t but 
one. Pluto had not a white hai r upon a ny por­
tion of his bod y ; but this ca t had a Ltr o-e , 
althoug h inde finit e splotc h of whi te , covering 
nea rly th e whole regio n o f th e brea ·t. 

Upon m y to uchin ~ him, he imm edia te ly 
arose, purred lo udl y, rubbed aga inst my ha nd, 
a nd a ppeared d elig h ted wi th m y notice . This, 
th en, was th e ve ry crea ture of which I was in 
search. I a t o nce offe red to purchase it of the 
landlord ; but thi s pe rson made no cla im to it­
kn ew nothi ng of it-had ne,·e r see n· it before. 

I cont inu ed my ca resses, a nd \\·hen I prepa red 

" 
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to go home, the animal evinced a disposition to 
accompany me. I permitted it to do so, occa­
sionall y s tooping and patting it as I proceeded. 
When it reached the house it domesticated it­
self at once, and became immediately a great 
favorit e with my wife. 

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it 
arising within me. This was just the reverse 
of what I had anticipated ; but- I know not 
how or why it vvas- its evident fondn ess for 
myself rather disg usted a nd annoyed. By slow 
degrees, the~e fee lings of disgust and a nnoy­
a nce rose into the bitterness of hatred. I 
avoided the creature ; a certain sense of sha me, 
and the remembrance .9f my form er deed of 
cruelty, preventing me from physicall y abusing 
it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or other­
wise violently ill use it; but g radually--very 
g radua lly- I ca me to look upon it with unut­
tera ble loathing , and to fl ee silently from its 
odious presence, as from the breath of a pesti­
lence. 

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the 
beas t, was the di scovery, on the morning a ft er I 
broug ht it borne, th a t, li ke P luto, it a lso had 
been deprived of one ol its eyes. This circum­
sta nce, however, only endeared it to my v,1ife, 
who, as I have a lready sa id , possessed, in a high 
degree, that humanity of fee li ng which had once 
been my disting uishing trait, a nd the source of 
my simplest a nd purest pleasu res . 

With my ave rsion to this cat, however, its 
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partiality for myself seemed to increase. It 

followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which 

it would be difficult to make the reader compre­

hend . Whenever I sat it would crouch beneath 

my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering 

me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to 

walk it would get between my feet and thus 

nearly throw me dO\,vn, or, fastening its long 

and sharp cla ,Ys in my dress, clamber, in this 

manner, to my breast. At such times, although 

I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet 

withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of 

my former crime, but chiefly-let me confess it 

at once-by absolute dread of the beast. 

This dread was not exactly a dread of 

physical evil-and yet I should be at a loss how 

otherwise to deline it. I a m almost ashamed 

to own--yes, even in this fefon's cell, I am 

almost as hamed to own -- that the terror and 

horror with which the an imal inspired me, had 

been heightened by one of the merest chimeras 

it ,vould be possible to conceive. My wife :,ad 

called my attention, more than once, to the 

character of the mark of white hair of ,;vhich I 

have spoken, and which constituted the so le 

visible difference between the strange beast and 

the one I had destroyed. The reader will 

remember that this mar l<, althouo-h large, had 

been ori o-inally very indefinite ; but, by slow 

degrees-degrees Hearly imperceptible, and 

which for a long time my Reason struggled to 

reject as fanciful-it had, at length, assumed q 
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rigo rous di s tinctness of outline. It was now 

th e representation of an object that I shudder 

to na me-and for this, a bove all, I loathed, and 

dreaded, a nd would have rid myse lf of t he 

monster had I dared- it was now, I say, the 

image o f a hideous- of a g has tl y thing-of the 

G A LLOW !- oh , mournful and terrible eng ine 

of H orror a nd of Crime-of Agony a nd of 
D eath! 

And now was I ind eed w retched beyond the 

·wretchedness o f mere Hum a nity. And a brute 

beast - whose fe ll ow I had contemptu ous ly 

destroyed - a brute beast to work out fo r me­

for me a ma n, fashi oned in the image of the 

Hig h God -so much of in sufferable \me ! A las ! 

neith er by day nor by nig ht kn ew I the bless ing 

o f R est a ny more ! During t he fa rmer the 

creature le ft me no moment a lone ; a nd , in the 

la tter, I sta rted, hourl y, from drea ms of unutter­

a bl e fear, to find the hot breath of the thing 

upon my face, a nrl its vast \Yeig ht- an incarn a te 

ig ht- Mare th a t I had no po \Yer to shake off­

incumbent e te rn a lly upon m y heart l 

Beneath the pressure of torments s uch as 

these , th e feeble remna nt of the crood wi thi n me 

succu mbed . Evil thoug hts beca me my so le in­

t ima tes- the da rk es t and most e\·il of th oug hts . 

T he moodiness of my us ua l tempe r increa~ed 

to ha tred of all things a nd of a ll ma nkind ; 

whil e, from the sudden, frequ ent, a nd ungGve r­

nable outburs ts o f a fury to wh ic h 1 now 

blindly aba1JC.loned myself, my un compla ining 
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wife, alas ! was the most usual and the 111ost 

patie nt of suffe rers . 

FROM OREA~IS OF UKUTTERABLE FEAR. 

One day she accompanied me, upon some 

household errand, into the cellar of th~ old 
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building which our poverty compelled us to in­
habit. The cat followed me down the steep 
stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, 
exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, 
and, forgetting in my \\Tatb the childish dread 
which had hitherto stayed my hand, l aimed a 
blo\v at the animal which, of course, would have 
proved instantly fatal had it descended as I 
wished. But this blow was arrested by the 
hand of my wi fe. Goaded, by the interference, 
into a rage more than demoniaca l, I withdrew 
my arrn f rorn her grasp and buried the axe in 
her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, ·without 

a groan. 
This hideous murder accomplished, I set my­

self forthwith, and ·with e ntire deliberat ion, to 
the tas k of concealing the body. I kn ew tha t I 
could not remove it from the house, e iLh er by 
day or by night, \\·ithout th e ri:,;k of being 
observed by the neig hbors. Many projects 
entered my mind. At one peri od I thought of 
cut ting the corpse into minute fragments, and 
destroy ing them by tire. At another, I reso lved 
to dig a grave for it in the fl oo r of the ce ll a r. 
Again, I de li berated about casting it in the well 
in the yard- about packing it in a box, as if 
merchandise, \Yith the usua l arrangement . ;rnd 
so getting a porter to take it from the house. 
Finally I hit upon what I considered a fa r 
be tter exped ient tha n either of th ese . I 
determined to wall it up in the cel la r- as the 
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monks of the middle ages are recorded to haYe 
walled up th e ir victims. 

For a purpose such as this the cellar was 
well adapted. Its walls were loosely con­
structed , and had lately been plastered through­
out vvith a rough plas ter, which the dampness 
of the atmosphere had prevented from harden­
ing . Moreover, in one of the walls was a pro­
jection, caused by a fals e chimney, or fire-place, 
that had been filled up, and made to resemble 
the rest of the cellar. I made no doubt that I 
could readily displace tli e bricks at this point, 
insert the corpse, a nd wa ll the whole up as be­
fore, so that no eye could dete'ct anything sus­

picious. 
And in this calculation I was not deceived . 

By means of a crov,,·-bar I easily dislodged 
the bricks, and having ca refull y depos ited th e 
body against the inner wall, I propped it in tha t 
posit ion, whil e with littl e trouble I re-laid the 
whole st ructure as it orig in a ll y stood . Having 
procured .mortar, sand and hair, with eYery pos­
sible precau tion, I prepared a plaster which 
could not be distinguished from the old, and 
with thi s I very carefully went ove r the new 
brickwork. vVhen I had finished, I fe lt sati s­
fi ed th at. a ll was rig ht. Th e wall did not pre­
sent the s lightest appearance of having been 
disturbed . Th e rubbi sh on the fl oor was picked 
up with the minutest care. I looked aro und 
triumphant ly, and said to m yself- " H ere at 
least then my labor has not been in vain.'' 
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My next step \Vas to look for the beast which 
had been the cause of so much v,,retchedness; 

for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to 

death . H ad I been able to meet with it at the 

moment, th ere could have been no doubt of its 

fate ; but it appeared that the crafty animal had 
been alarmed at the violence of my previous 

anger, and forbore to present itself in my pres­

en t mood. l t is impossible to describe, or to 
imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief 

which the absence of the detested creature oc­

casioned in my bosom . It did not make its ap­
pearance during the night-and thus for one 

night at least since its introduction into the 

house, I soundly and tranquilly slept ; aye, slept 
even with the burden of murder upon my soul! 

The second and the third dar passed, and still 
my tormentor came not. Once again I breathed 
as a freeman. The monster, in terror, had fled 
the premises forever! I shou ld behold it no 

more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt 
of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some 
few inquiries had been made, but these had been 

readily answered. Even a search had been in­
stituted-but of course nothing was to be dis­

covered . I looked upon my future felicity as 
secured . 

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a 
party of the police came over unexpectedly into 
the house, and proceeded again to make rigo r­
ous inve tigation of the premises. Secure, 
howe, er, in the inscrutability of my place of 
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conc_ealment, I felt no embarrassment whateve r: 
The office rs bade m e accompany them in their 
search. They left no -nook or corner unex­
plored. At leng th, for the third or fourth time, 
they descended into th e cel la r. I quivered not 
in a musc le . My heart beat calmly as th a t of 
0 11 e \\'h o s lumbers in innoce nce. I walked th e 
ce llar from end to end. I folded m y arms upon 
m y bosom, a nd roamed easily to a nd fro. Th e 
police were thorough I y satis fi ed a nd prepared 
to depart. The glee o f my heart was too st rong 
to be restra ined . I burned to say, if but o ne 
word, by way of triumph , and to rende r doubly 
sure th e ir ass ura nce o f my g uiltl essness. 

"Gentlemen," I said at- lasL as the party 

asce nd ed the steps, " I delig ht to have a llayed 
yo ur s usp1c1ons. I w is h you a l_l hea lth , a nd a 
littl e more courtesy. By th e bye, ge ntl emen, this 
:_ this is a very well constructed ho 11 se ." [ In th e 
r ab id desire to say something easil y. I sca rce ly 
knew what I utte red at a ll. ] " I may say a n e.r­
ce!lenlly well constructed house. These \\'al ls-­
are you go in g ge ntl eme n ?- - these walls a re sol­
idly put together;" and here, th ro ug h the mere 
phrenzy of bravado, I rapped heavi ly, with a cane 
\\'hi ~h I held in my ha nd , upon tha t \·e ry portion 
o f the brick \YO rk behind vYhich s tood th e corpse 
o f the wife of m y bosom. 

But may God shield a nd deliver m e fro m the 
fangs o f the Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the 
re ve rberatio n o f my blows sunk into si lence, 
than I w;is a n!'m·e red by a voice fro m within t l.e 

\ 
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I 
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tomb ! by a cry a t first muffled a nd broken, like 

the sobbing of a child, a nd then quickly swelling 

into a long, loud a nd continuous sc"ream, utterly 

a nomalous a nd inhuma n- a howl - a wailing 

shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such_ 

as mig ht have a risen only out of hell, conjoin tly 

from the throa ts of the damned in their agony 

and nf the demons tha t exult in the da mnation. 

Of my own thoug hts it is folly to speak. 

Swooning, I stagge red to the opposite wall. 

For one in stant the pa rty upon the sta irs re­

mained motionless, through extremity of terror 

and of avve . In the next, a dozen stout arms 

were toiling a t the wall. It fell bodily. The 

corpse, a lready g reatly decayed and clotted with 

go re, s tood e rect before the eyes of the specta­

tors. U pon it s head, with red extended mouth 

and _ solita.ry eye of ti re . sat the hideous beast 

whose cra ft had sed uced me in to murder, a nd 

whose informing vo ice had consig ned me to the 

ha ng man. l had wall e<l the monster up within 

the tomb! 
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