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[IpeaucroBue

IlepBnie aHrAMiicKHe TIOCEA€HIW Ha Teppuropum TenepemHux CoeAWHEHHBIX
OraroB He OGBIAH CKAOHHBI K YBACYEHHAM AHMTEPATYPHOTO H XYAOXECTBEHHOIO
1opsagka. 810 GHAM NypUTaHe, AAS KOTOPHIX TeaTP IIPEACTABASAACH AbABOABCKAM
peammeM, HeGOroyroAHbBIM cOGAA3HOM, a BEPXOM MYAPOCTH M DTAAOHOM AMTEPATYP-
I0TO MAacTEPCTBA CAYKHUAH TeKCTH CBAIJeHHOro nucanusa. PeAHrHo3Hbie TPAKTATH U
JBIAM TIEpBHIMH OGpasnaMu MX AHTEPaTypHOTO TBOPHYECTBA. BoAbIIOEe BAMAHME HA
'BETCKYI0 AHTEPATYPY OKA32A0 ABIDKCHHE 32 OTJCACHHE AHTAHHCKHX KOAOHHH B
JeBepHOii AMepHKe OT BAACTH aHTAMMCKO KOPOHH. BripasuTeaamu sapoxaapuiero-
51 HaMOHAABHOTO CAMOCO3HaHMA CTaAH MpocBeTuTeAn Bengxamue DpaskAuH H
Fomac Ileitn, ®uaunn Openo u Tomac Axeddepcon. C cosgannem CoesuHEHHBIX
IItaros nocrenenHo o6perara cBoM 0co6bie HAINMOHAABHBIE KAYECTBA H AMEPHKAH-
Kasg AWTepaTypa, pa3BMBaBIIAACA B CAOXKHOM B3AMMOJACHCTBHHM C AHTEpaTypoit
Anraun. OGWHOCTE A3bika H 6OraTCTBO AHTAMMCKHX AMTCPATYPHHX TpaAHiuii
Y6oramanu aMepHKAHCKYI0 AMTepaTypy, PA3AHYHE HCTOPHYECKHX YCAOBHI U CTpeM-
\eHHe H3I0aBUTLCH HE TOABKO TIOAHTHYECKH, HO W HACOAOTHYECKM OT aHTAHHCKOro
3A22KMI€CTBA pa3jeAsino Auteparypet Auraun u CHIA.

Ocobennocra ucropuueckoro passutas CHIA, Takum 06pasom, onpejeAHAH H
ITHOCHTEABHYIO MOAOJOCTb AHTEPATYPH BTOH CTPaHH [0 CPABHEHHIO C AMTEPATypa-~
MH KPYNHEHMX 3a1aJHOCBPONEHCKUX CTPaH.

Ilepsuie 3aBoeBanna amepukanckux mHucaTeAell Ha AMTEPaTypHOM HOIPHIIE,
MTOAYIHBIIHE BCEMHMPHOE npH3Hahue, 6siAM B obAacTtu HoBearnl. HoBeana B CHIA
CAOKHMAACE KaK CBOCOGPa3sHHi HAIMOHAABHBIN JKAaHp, ONEPEAMB IO BPEMEHH -
pasBuTHA ApyrHe BHAW H POAB XYJOKECTBEHHOH IPO3BL.

PasBuTHe amMepHKAHCKOH HOBEAAHCTHKH 3aBHCEAO OT OCOGHIX YCAOBME HAIHO-
HAALHOMH KM3HH CTPAaHH, €€ TEMIIOB, KOTAA MOAOJAsA, BHEPTHYHAS, TOABKO eIle
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CKAAABIBAIOLIAACA HALUA OCBAHBAaAA ITMPOKHE NPOCTOPH KOHTHHEHTA. Maras popma
AVKTOBAaAach 3allpOCaMM  CAyLIATeAel (B NEpBYIO ouepejb) M yurareaeh. Iro
ONPEAEAHAO TECHBIE KOHTAKTH aMEDHKAHCKOH AHTEPATYPhI € Ta3eTAMH U JKYDPHAAAMM.
OHu BBICTYHAAN B POAH 3aKA3YHKOB, MIPEANOYUTAA MyGAHKOBATH KOPOTKHE PacCKa3hl,
TpeoBaBIIMe MEHbIIE MECTA U AETYE€ BOCIIPHHHUMABLIMECA YHTATEASMH.

Hoseara B Coeaunennbix Hltarax cBaAzada U ¢ 0cOBEHHOCTAMH BCEH KYABTYPBI
AMEPHKAHCKOTO HAPOAa U TIPEXJE BCETO € XapaKTePOM aMepPHKaHCKOTO ¢oAbkAaopa. B
AMepuke ne ObiAO cBoOeit «DAabl». AMepHKaHCKuilt HMaps MypoMmeu—sto He
6Gorareipb € MAAHLEH, 3AUMTHUK POJHOH 3€MAH OT BParoB, a Aecopy6, OXOTHHK,
AOLIMaH, (pepMep, TOKOPHTEAb ACBCTBCHHBIX A€COB M beckpaiinux npepuii. O Hem
COYMHAANCH PACCKA3BI-HEGHAHUDBL, CKOPEe HAMOMHHAIOIIUE AHEKAOT, YeM GRIAUHY, U B
STHX PaCcCKa3axX TOPKeCTBOBaAach nobeJa Haj CHAAMH NIPHPOAbI, B HMX HAXOAHAR
BBIXOJ BEPa B SHEPIHIO, CHABI, MOTYHIECTBO YEAOBEKA.

BpeMmsa, xorga nucaAu iiepBeie aMe pHKaHCKHe poMaHTHKH — U psunr, I1o, Totops,
MEABHAA,— HEKOTOPbIE AMEPHKAHCKHE AHTEPATYPOBEABl HA3BIBAIOT <«30AOTHIM Be-
KOM>» aMePHKaHCKOH AuTepaTypsl. C 3THM MOAOKEHHEM MOKHO, KOHEYHO, H CIOPHTh,
HO HAAO NpPHU3HATh, YTO HAMOOABLUMX YCHEXOB STH IMHCATEAH, 3d HCKAIOYEHHEM,
1oxanyi, MeABHAAQ, JOCTUTAH B HOBEAAHCTHKE.

HUx 1BOpuYecTBO Kak Ol HeceT Ha cebe nevaTrh JBYX OYECHDL PA3AMYHBIX H
IIPOTHBOPEYMBBIX TEHACHLIHH B KaHPE aMEPHKAHCKOH HOoBeAAbl. Oguu u3 Hux — Hp-
BUHT, FOTOpH, MEABUAA — CO343BaAH HOBEAAY XapAaKTEPOB, CKAOHHYIO K Pa3gyMbAM,
HPOHHU, IOMOPY, YTAYOACHHIO B ICHXOAOTHIO repoes. Jpyrue — Darap ITo-—uoseany
AeiicTBuA, Tae ¢abyara 4acTo CAYKUT camoueabo. Ho raasHuli Bogopa3gea NpoXoguT
HE CTOABKO TIO AMHHMM CTPYKTYPbi, KOMIIO3HLNH, KAHPOBHIX OCOGEHHOCTEH, CKOABKO
MO AMHHH HAECHHO-XYA0KE€CTBEHHOI.

AMEpHKaHCKaA HOBEAAHCTHKA PACKPBIAA TYOHTEABHOCTD AASL YEAOBEYECKOM AHY-
HOCTH JyXa CTAXKATEABCTBA. B Hell 0co6eHHO ABCTBEHHO CKa3aAach BPakAeGHOCTD
6ypkyasHolt AMEDHKH MCKYCCTBY, KOTOpO€ GypiKyasHble U3JAaTEAH MBITAAHCh He 6e3
ycnexa CAEAaTb CPeACTBOM MaccoBoif mpomarangbl 6ypikyassHbix Aobpogeteneif.
AydlliHe PeACTABUTEAH AUTEPATYPhl TOMELIAAN NPEBPALICHHIO €€ B JKAHP AllOAOTe-
THKH aMepPHKaHCKOro o6pa3sa KH3HH.

PomanTHyeckas HOBEAA2 yJAepikKarach B AMepHKe 4yThb Ioaske cepeguunl XIX
BEKA, KOTJa B CTPaHE HAYaAACh IPAKAAHCKaA BoliHa. B 910 Bpema B Poccun, @panuun
¥ AHTAMH yXKe HAacTYIMA PacliBeT PEAAMCTHYECKOH HIKOABL. Takoe 1o3jgHee pas3pu-
THe pomanTHyeckoil HoseAAn B CIIA cnocofcTBOBAAG BEIABACHMIO B TBOPYECTRE
HEKOTOPBIX ee mpeJcTaBuTereii — Jaxe HpBuHra, He roBopa yxe 0 MeAaBHAAG,—H
u€PT pearucrTuueckux. Oauospemento B CHIA noayuaer mupoxoe pacnpocrpanenne
TpaAMLHsA YCTHOTO PaccKasa.

Amepukanckana HoBeAAa B XIX Bexe Obira TecHBIM 06pa3oM CBA3aHA C HAPOAHBIM
TBOpuecTBOM — Bammunrron Upsuar, Darap Ilo, Haranusa I'oropH, Tepman Mea-
BHAA —BCE OHH B TOH MAM HHOM cTerneHH O6palliaAuCch K COKPOBHUINHHLE HAPOAHOM
MYADOCTH, 4€pIas M3 HEE HE TOABKO CIOKETH, HO M 00pa3sbl H H3006pa3UTeAbHbIE
cpeactea. HapogHoe TBOPYECTBO MOBAHSAO M HAa HOBEAAHCTHKY Mapka Taena,
CTOALIETO ¥ UCTOKOB aMEPHKARHCKOTO PEAAM3Ma.

Baxnoit ocobennocThio peaructindeckoii HoBearn B CIHA B konne XIX seka
6bIA0 HE TOABKO oforameHune ¢¢ POABKAOPHBIMU MOTUBAMH, HO U OTPAKCHME B HEH
rAy6okux nepemes, MpOMCXOAMBUIMX B aMepuraHckoM obmecrse. Hanusa pa6os u
patoBAaAeAblEB, pEePMEPOB H 3EMAEBAAAEABLER, HAEMHBIX paGOYHX ¥ NpEATPUHNE-
MaTeAeH TpeBpaunjarack B HALHIO MOTYIIECTBEHHBIX KOPIODALMi, TOAYHHUBIIMX
CBOEMY TOCTIOACTBY MHOTOMHAAMOHHLIE MACChl aMEPHKAHCKUX TPYKEHUKOB H pa3py-
HIMBIMHX KMANOSHH O pepMmepckoli geMokpaTuH. PeaArucTHyeckas HOBEAAZ KOHIA
XIX —nayara XX BeKa 3ameuataeAa KpyleHHe 6ypaya3HO-AEMOKPATHIECKHX HAAIO-
3uil M OOHAKMAA TpareAWio NpOCTOr0 aMEPUKAHLA, 3a4aBAECHHOIC THIAaHTCKHM
[IPECccOM MOHOMOAHH.
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PoAOHAYAABHUKOM aMEPHUKAHCKOM HOBEAANCTHKH I10 IIPaBy CYMTAIOT BaluuHrrona
Vipsunra. On 6biA, DOXanyH, TEPBbHIM AMEPUKAHCKNM [IMCATEAEM, KOTOPbH CHUCKAA
MONYASPHOCTH B Poccun, ga u He TOoABKO B Poccum. MiMs €roc npocAaBHAO
aMEPUKAHCKYIO AHTEpPATyPy BO MHOIMX crpaHax Espomsr.

s TBopdecTBa VI pBuHra XapakTepHa pOMaHTHY€CKAA MPUIIOAHATOCTS, obpame-
HUE K HAPOAHBIM AETE€HJaM — AMEPHKAHCKHM, €BPONEHCKIM, BOCTOUYHEIM,— YBACYE-
uue QAHTACTUKOH, 4YTO, OJAHAKO, HE MEWAeT €My HPOHHYECKH OTHOCHTBCA K
cO6CTBEHHBIM PAHTACTHICCKUM BhIAyMKaM. HoBeAAHCTHEKE 3aMeYaTeABHOTO MacTepa
aMEPHKAHCKOTO POMAHTH3Ma MPHCYH] CBOeoGpa3HBIHl PEaAHCTHYECKUI KOAODHT,
CBA3AHHBIH NPEXAE BCETO C ONPEAEACHHBIM PALHOHAAM3MOM, CBOHCTBEHHBIM €ro
TBOpueckoi Manepe. Ot Bammnrrona HpBuHra—ocHoBaTeAst pPOMaHTHYECKO#H
HIKOAB! HOBEAAMCTUKH — HAYT ¥ ONPEACACHHBIE PEAAMCTHYCCKUE TCHACHIIUMA,

Hepsriii c6opuuk pacckazoB Bamunrroma HMpsunra «Keura sckusos» 6biA
ony6auxoBaH B 1819 roay mog ncesaounmom Jxedpdppu Kpeiiona, 3atem nocaegosa-
am «ITomectbe Bpeiic6pugx», «Pacckassl nyTemecTBeHHUKA», «AAbramMbpa». Ha stux
KHUTAaX HOBEAA H 3IDKAETCS, B OCHOBHOM, AMTEpPATypHas cAaBa BammHrrona
Hpsunra.

C 6Goapwmoit Ab6oBbI0 Bammurron HIpBUHT pucyeT KapTHHBEI aMEpHKaHCKOH
npupojsli. HerogoBanue nucareAs BhI3BIBAE€T CTPEMACHHE K HA’KMBe, Liapsllee B
cpeJe aMEPHUKAHCKHX AeAbLOB. MaHepy M pBHUHIra-HOBEAANCTA HATAAJHO XaPaKTEPH-
3yloT pacckassl «Pun Bam Bunxab», «JpsBor u Tom Yokep», «@uaunm u3s
[MokanokeTra».

Pacckas «Punt Ban Bunkab», Bomeamnii B « KHUry 5cKkn3oB», HallOAHEH MO3THYE-
CKMMH 3apHCOBKaMH aMEPHKaHCKOH NMpPUPOAB W 6bITa aMEPMKAHCKUX KOAOHMCTOB.
O6asteren o6pa3 Puna Ban Bumkas, ceAbckoro uygaka, Ao6HUMHIA AepPeBEHCKUX
MaAbupIIek u GeccpebpeHnka, npesebperaionero Jae CBOMMH AOMAaTHUMH ACAAMH.
Ho He TOABKO B 9TOM CMBICA pacckasa. B HeMm BBIpPAKEHO M ONpPEJEACHHOE
pa3oyapoBaHHE NPOCTHX AlOJeli AMEPHUKH B MTOTAX BOMHBI 32 HE3ABUCHMOCTb. Pun
Ban BUHKAB, OYHYBHIMCH OT IMPOJOAKMTEABHOTO CHA, IOHAYaAy He Y3HAA CBOIO
poauyio AepeBHio. Ho, DpHIASAEBIUMCH, YBHAEA, 4TO OHA, IO CYWECTBY, MaAO
OTAMYAETCA OT MNPEKHEH, HECMOTPH HA TO, UTO 32 BTO BPEMA INPOU3OIIAO OYEHb
BAXKHOE COOBITHE B JKM3HM CTPaHbi— BOHHA 32 HE3aBUCHMOCTL. Maro toro, Pun Ban
BunkAp cpa3dy e NO3HAKOMMACH C HOBBIMH, OAaronpuoGpeTeHHBIMH NOPOKAMH
6ypxyasHoit gemokpaTuu. KOAOPHTHO BBINMHCAHA TIPOHMKHYTAS TOHKHM IOMODPOM
cueHa noasaeHus Puna Ban Bunkas B gepeBHe BO BpeMs NpeABHOOPHON KaMIaHKH.
Heofxoaumo o6paTnTe BHEHMaHME Ha SAEMEHT (GAHTACTHKH, TPHCYLIHME 3TOMY
pacckasy M xapakTepublii aAas Bcel «KHurm sckuszos», XoTra QaHTacTHKa u He
ABASIETCA 06A3ATEABHBIM Ka4Y€CTBOM HOBEAAMCTHKH Bamuurrona Mpsusra.

DaHTacTHYECKUM KOAOPHUTOM, O6palieHIeM K HADOAHBIM A€T€HJaM IIPOHHKHY T U
HoBeAra «/baBor u Tom Yokep» us «PacckazoB myTtemiecTBeHHUKA», rae MpBunHr
BLICMEHBAET IIOTOHIO 32 30A0TOM, CTKATEABCTBO. M pBUHTY npucyIn pe3kuii nepe6us
$AHTACTUKH PEAAMCTHYCCKHMU AETAAIMU,— CBOCOOPA3HOE NPOABACHUE POMAHTHYE-
CKO#M HPOHMH, KOTOpoe COAmKkaeT MpBuHTa ¢ pearu3MoM.

Bawmurron UpBuHr 6biA IPpEeKPACHBIM 3HATOKOM €BPOIEHCKHX AMTEPaTYP, MHOTO
nyrtemecTsosaa no Espone u nogoary sxua 8 Ucnanum u Aurann. Ero Hopearncruke
CBOMCTBEHHBI 0COGEHHO TECHbIE CBA3M C AHTAMIMCKOI AMTEDPATYPOii, B €ro TBOPYECTBE
CKa3bIBAIOTCA M BOCTOYHBIE MOTHBBI M HHTEPEC K HEMELKOH M HUCIIaHCKON AMTEpaTy-
pam. Bammurron MpBHHT cmoco6CTBOBAA paCIIMPEHHIO KPYro3opa aMepPHKAHCKOH
AUTEDPATYPHI, 0HOTaleHMIO ¢ HOBEAAMCTUKH OIBITOM €BPONEHCKHX AUTEPATYP.

Janbueliliee pa3BUTHE aMEPHKAHCKAs HOBEAAA [IOAYYHAZ B TBOPYECTBE DArapa
Mo, Harannsaa Totopra, Fepmana MeaBHAAa. B ux npoH3BeseHHAX YCHAHBAIOTCA
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MpavHple HACTPOEHMSA, OTPaRAINHE pacTyllee pa3ouaposaHde B OypiKyasHoH |
AeicrsuteabHocTH. VIM cBOHCTBEH ONpeACACHHBIH UPpPAaIlHOHANH3M, nepexoiauunii
noadac y Darapa Ilo u ocobenno y T'oTopHa B MHCTHYECKHE MOTHBBI.

3ameuyareAbubiii MacTep HOBeAAHCTHKY DArap ITo—oAHa 13 caMBbIX TParuIecKux
$uIYp B HCTOPMH aMepHKAaHCKOl AHTepaTypnl. IlucaTealo mpeTura A0AAapOBas
AEMOKPATHSA, H B CBOEI HOBEAAHCTHKE OH NBITAACA YOEXKATh OT HEe B MUP PpaHTAZUH.
CBOMM TBOpPYECTBOM OH KaK OBl CTPEMHACA OTIOPOAMTBCH OT AMEPUKAHCKOH
AEHUCTBUTEABHOCTH.

Barap ITo ocTaBuA cTOAB FAYGOKHIA CACA B PASBUTHM IMEPHKAHCKOK HOBEAARI, YTO
A06GO€e paccyKACHUE O €€ OCOBEHHOCTAX MPUXOANTCA HAYMHATD C YCTAHOBACHHBIX UM
KaHOHOB STOrO KaHpa.

Ars Darapa Ilo raaBHOe B pacckase-—BHEIIHMH 3(PPEKT, 3aHHUMATEABHOCTD.
«YMEABIl XYAOKHHK, CTPOS HOBEAAY,—Imcar Barap Ilo B pelleHsuM Ha KHUTY
Yotopua «/BaskAbl paccKaszaHHbie MCTOPUH»,—ECAM OH MOHUMAET JEAO, HE CTAHET
AOMATh TOAOBY HaJ TMPHAKHBAHHEM HI00paKaeMbix coOBITHA, HO, TIIATEABHO
06ayMaB OAMH LEHTPAABHBIH 5¢PeKT, H306peTaeT 3aTeM TaKue COOLITHA, KOMOUHHUDY-
€T TaKHe DIH30AHI, KOTOPBIE€ AYYIIE BCEFO MOTYT COACHCTBOBATH BLIABACHHIO STOTO
3apaHee 06AyMaHHOro 3ddeKTar.!

Barap o BricTynaeT 3a pacckas, KOTOPBIf YBAEKaA H pasBAeKan 6ni uuTtarersn. Ol
BBIABUIAET TE3UC O MPEJEABHOH KpPaTKOCTH Pacckasa, 9To6Bl €ro MOXHO 6biro
MPOYHTATE 33 OAMH IPHCECT.

Ha Teopmio M NpPaKkTHKy HOBEAAMCTHKH DArapa Ilo HaAOKHAH OTMEYATOK €0
MpavHbI€ B3rASAB HAa A€HCTBHTEABHOCTb, BO MHOTOM OOBSICHAEMBIE TPYAHOCTAMH, C
KOTOPbIMH OH TIOBCEJHEBHO CTarkmBancs. Darap Ilo sapaGarmiBar ceGe ma musHb,
MPOJABAA PACCKa3bl H3AATEAAM ra3er H KypHaror. [IpuMeuaTeAbHa B 5TOM OTHOLUIE-
HUH HCTOpPHA ONYOGAMKOBaHHMA IlepBoro pacckasa 9grapa ITo. Ocennio 1833 rosa
6ocronckmii skypaar «Cartepgeii BH3uTep» OOBABHA KOHKYPC Ha AYYIUHE pacckas,
noobemas 3a HEro NPeMHI0 B CTO A0AAapoB. Barap [lo mocaar B pejakumio mecrb
pacckazos. Oauu u3 BHuX, «PyKonuch, Halizennasn B 6yTeIAKe», GBIA IPU3HAH AyYHIAM
M TOTAQA e ONyOAUKOBAH B KyPHaAe. YAeHR XKIOpH OBIAH [IOPAKEHBl MACTEPCTBOM U
TAAAHTOM MOAOJOTO IHCATEAS, CBEKECTHIO H OPUTHHAABHOCTBIO CIOKETA, TOYHOCTHIO
A3bIKa. B KiopH GBIAM M3BECTHBIE IO TEM BPEMEHAM aMEPUMKAHCKHE IHCATEAH, U OHH
ITIOMOTAH ONYyGAMKOBAHHIO MHOTHX Ay4IIHX HOBeAa Drapa IMo. Ho He Bceraa aero
obcronro Tak. Ecte pacckasm, rae darap o crpemmnrcea Bo 4ro 6bl TO HM CTaro
npuBACYb K cebe YuTaTeAd, HOpoil BeChbM2 HEHUCKYHICHHOTO U HEB3BICKATEABHOTO.
Takum HOBEAAAM CBOMCTBEHHO COYETAaHHE HPPALHOHAAU3MA B GOPMAAHCTHYECKHX
YXUIIPEHUI, MHCTHKH H DPa3BACKaTEABHOCTH, Kak, Hanpumep, «Macke Kpacuoit
CMEpPTH», B OOUIEM pACCKa3y HHTEPECHOMY M OPHUTHHAABHOMY.

Barap Ilo—posoHAaYarbHMK JAETEKTHBHOI HOBeAAbl. <«YOHMHCIBO Ha yauue
Mopr», «YxpaseHHoe nmuceMo», «Taiina Mapu Poxke» yCTaHOBHAYM MHOTHE KaHOHBL
CTABIIETO 32TE€M TAKHM ITONYASPHEIM KaHpa JeTekTuBa. B Hux Jarap Ilo gemoucrpu-
pyeT 6GaecTAIee MacTePCTBO M OCTPOYMHE B AOTHYECKHX IOCTPOEHMSX, BEAYIHMX K
paciunppoBKe BECbMa 3alTyTAHHBIX U CAOXKHBIX Ha NEPBbIi B3TAAA XUTPOCIIAETEHUEH U
O6GCTOATEABCTB, HEOOHIYANHBIX ¥ TAMHCTBEHHMIX MPECTYIIACHHIL

B orauume or Barapa Ilo, Goaeanenno BOCIIPUHUMABILETO NOGEAHOE HIieCTBUE
6ypxyasHBIX HOPAAKOB N0 AMEpDMKE, SIIHTOHBI 3aMEYaTEABHOIO HOBEAAHCTA, HE
Pa3AeAABUINE €0 HENPUA3HEHHOTO OTHOIUIEHHs K TOPTauleCTBY M CTAXKATEABCTBY,
CTaAH [OCTABLIHKAMH MacCOBOTO HOBEAAMCTHYECKOTO UTHBA, 3alIOAHUBILIETO yKE B
XIX Bexke cTpaHMUBI MHOTOYHMCACHHBIX AMEPHKAHCKHMX TaK Ha3bIBAEMbIX <IOMYAAp-
HBIX» KYPHAAOB.

IMo maeiinbM H dcTeTHdYeckum nosunusM Darapy o Bo MHoroM 6bA 6Am30K
Haranusa T'oropa. B TBopuectse 'oTopHa OCyKAaeTcs IyPUTAHCKOE MOPAAHM3ATOD-

! The Works of Edgar Allan Poe. Lnd., 1899, vol. 1V, p. 216.



*BO, TOpraueckuii AyX COBpeMEHHOH eMy AMEPHKH,0T KOTOPO#i IUCATEAL CTPEMUTCA
111 B MHp MUCTHKM ¥ PpanTacTHKH. Ecam Darap [To—MacTep HHTPHUIH, TO HOBEAADE
OTOpHA MOAYHHEHB APYTOMY 3aKOHY — XOAy MBICAH aBTOpa. OHu MOTYT GBITE AaKe
ECKOABKO AMAAKTHYHBI, Kak B cOopHuKe «/BaskAbl pacckasaHHeBle Hcropuu». Ho
rOT OTMEYEHHBIH AAAETOPHYHOCTHIO CGODHHMK MpuUHEC eMy NepsBuiii ycrex. Te xe
*pThI IIPHCYLIH TOCAEAYOIIUM COOPHHMKAM PacCKa3oB: «AereHAp! crapoii ycaan6pl»,
CHerypoduka u Apyrue ABaKAbI PaCcCKa3aHHBIC UCTOPHH».

H.T. YepHpunesckuii Haspar I'OTOpHa NucaTereM BEAMKOrO TAAAHTA M OYEHb
€TKO MOAMETHA NIPH STOM OAHY U3 BaKHeiuX 4epT I'oTOpHAa— €ro cTpeMAeHue K
antactuke. «[locre Topmana,—nucar YepusinieBckuit,—He GBIAO PACCKA3YUKA C
AKOH HAKAOHHOCTBIO K ¢panTacrudeckoMy. C ¢pantacTranocThio I'oTOpHA cuacTAMBO
yueTaeTcs B HeM OGBIKHOBEHHAA NPHHAAACKHOCTD TAAAHTA, FAABHAA CHAA KOTOPOTO
>CTOMT B 60raTCTBE $PaHTAIUM: OH MPOCTOAYIIEH>.!

PoMaHTHYECKOH $aHTACTHKOH, NPUYYANUBBIM MMEPETIAETEHHEM BBIMBICAZ M CAMBIX
PO3aUYECKHX A€Tarel IIPOHUKHYTA CTOAb XapakrepHasa Aas I'oropua «Crapyxuna
<a3Kar, IOCTPOECHHAA HA GPOABKAOPHBIX MOTHBAX, KOTOPbIE OLIYINAIOTCA U B APYIHX
ro HOBEAAZX. 310 cOamxaer ero ¢ ofulell AEMOKPATHYECKOH HANPABACHHOCTHIO
sopuecTBa Hpsunra. Ocobento 6ausok Hpeunry pacckas «Ceaoi 3acTyIIHHUK» — He
SABKO OOpallleHHEM K A€reHAe M3 HCTOpPHMM AMEPHKH, HO M INATPHOTHYECKUM
agocom. Tl'oTopHy, oaHaKO, dUyKAbl PpallHOHAAM3M ¥ 10oMop HpeuHra—aa u
AHTACTHKA €0 HOCHUT, KaK 9T0 BHAHO Mo «CTapyXMHOM CKasKe», OTTEHOK MUCTHKH,
bI3pIBaBINEil y VipBuHra uponmuio.

MopaAu3aTopckie TEHACHUMH, KOTOpbie I'OTOpH BBOAMT B aMEpPHKAHCKYIO
OBEAAMCTHKY, CKa3aAHCh M B CTPYKType H B KOMIIO3NIMH MHOTHX €r0 PAcCKa3os,
ACTO IpHAABasg UM XapaKTep NPHUTYH C 3HEPTHYHO CHOPMYAHMPOBAHHBIM AHJAKTH-
eckuM (HHAAOM, a HHOIJA M OTKPOBCHHBEIM TNOy4YeHHeM. B 9ToM oOTHOmeHHM
okasareAaeH pacckas «Cebarobue, HAM 3Mea B cepalie», 3aKaHYNBAIOIHHCA THPAJOH
KYABIITOPa, OT HMEHU KOTOPOro BeAeTCs [IOBECTBOBaHHMe: «Brira AM 3Mes B
M3HYECKOM OOAHYHMH DENTHAMHM HAH OOA€3HEHHAas BIEYATAMTEABHOCTh TBOEH
PUpPOABI TOACKA3AAZ DTOT CHMBOA TBOEMY BOOGPKEHHIO, OT HTOFO MOPAAb PACCKa3a
raHOBUTCA He MeHee y6eguTeAbHOM. CTpAWIHEIN STOTU3M, IPOABUBIIMACA B TBOEM
Aydae B opMme PEBHOCTH, HE MeHee cTpalleH, e A6oi AemoH, Koraa-Aubo
POHHKABIIMH B YEAOBEYECKOE CEPALIE».

Hurepec TI'otopHa kK MOpPaABHO-3THYECKON INpoHGAEMaTHKE NPHUBOAUA €ro He
OABKO K XapaKT€PHOMY JAAH HETO OCYXAEHHIO ITyPHTAHCKOTO XaHKEeCTBA H MPaKTH-
H3Ma, KaK, HallpHMeEp, B M3BECTHOI HOBeAaAe «Moaogoii Bpayu». On ciocobcTBOBaA

6oree yrayGACHHON NCHXOAOrHYECKOH XAPaKTEPUCTHKE €ro repoee. B HoBeare
Yotixguas» ToTopH B 04HOM a63anie HepejaeT CIOKET PACCKa3a, MOYEPIHYTHIA UM U3
TapOro XXypHaAa HAU a3€Thl O CAYYae, MPOHCUIEAIIEM B AOHAOHE,— MYX YIEA OT
(EHBI, TIOCEAHMACA YEAMHEHHO HAa COCEAHEN YAHMIE M AMLIb COYCTA ABAaAUATb AE€T
€PHYACA K cebe JoMOl,—a 3aTeM CKPYIIyA€3HO aHAAH3UPYeET XapakTep YalKpHAAR,
IOTHBHI €0 MOCTYIKA, €ro NEPEKHUBAHUA, MPEABAPAA NCHXOAOTHYECKYIO HOBEAAY
‘enpu Jxeimca.

OannM u3 mepBRIX B aMepHKAHCKOI AnTepatype ToTopH ofpaTtuacs k npofaeme
CKycCTBa U OKpyxamomeil geficteuteabsocTd. B pacckase «XyA0HUK IPEKPACHOTO»
H HAapHCOBaA 3aMEYaTEAbBHOTO MAacTE€pa-4acOBUIMKA, HE HAXOASUIEro MPHU3HAHHUA Y
6niBaTeaeit. TIpOHMKHYTbIE IPAKTHLU3MOM, OHU HE [IOHHMAIOT TAAAHTA 9EAOBEKA.
i03JaHHAA MM BEAHKOAEIIHAsA WIPYLIKa paspylleHa, caoMaHa. B sTy aareropuro
OTOpH BKAaJbIBacT FOPBKHE CMBICA: IPO3a aMePHKAHCKOH KH3HM T'YOHT co3gaHue
YK Xya0xKHUKa. TakoBsl BaskHEHHIHE Y€PThl POMAaHTHYECKOH screTukn 'oTOpHa.

Mouckn pomaHTHYECKOTO TEPOs H POMAHTHYECKHX AKCECCYapoB MPHBOAUAM
OTODHA, HECMOTPA Ha €ro COYYBCTBME JAEMOKPATMYECKMM TPAaJUIMAM, K

Iy, Il'Yepumwmwenckuii. IToaH. cobp. coy., T. VII, cTp. 440.



[IPOTHBONOCTABACHHIO ITPO3AN3MaM aMepHKaHCcKoro H6sita 6oaee 6An3KOI ero pomaH-
THYECKOMY HjeaAy EBpPOIIH ¢ ee 11aMsATHHKaMM CTaPHHSI U KyAbTYpHL B 1860 roay on
CeToBan Ha «TPYAHOCTh HANNCATb POMAaH O CTPaHe, IJe HET NPU3DAKOB, HET
AHTUYHOCTH, HET TailH, HET >KUBOMHMCHON M MPAYHON HECTIPABEAAHBOCTH.» |

Beicoxo onennsas TBOpuecTBO I'0TOPHA, € 60ABIO OTBEPraBIIEro NOCATATEABCTRBO
GypKya3HOro MHPA HAa YEAOBEUECKYIO AYINY, HYKHO BHAETH W BCIO CAOKHOCTh €TO
TAAAHTA, OKPAMICHHOTO TPArHYECKUMU TOHAMU HEMPUATHA MOPAAU KAITMTAAUCTHYE-
CKOH AMepHUKH, OT KOTOPOU OH TIBITAETCA YATH B MUP PAHTACTHKH M MHCTHKH.

HeckoABKO HHBIM TI0 CBOEMY XapaKTepy OBIAO TBOPUYECTBO APYTOTO 3aMe4aTeAbHO-
ro MacTepa pOMaHTHYECKOH HOBEAAR — ['epMana MeABUAAZ, KOTOPBIH TTPOTHBOTIO-
CTaBHA B NIEPBHIX CBOMX pOMaHax GypixyasHol amepUKaHCKOH LHBUAH3ALUH AEBCT-
BEHHBIH MUP THXOOKEaHCKHX OCTPOBOB M NaTpHapXaibHbIE HPaBbl UX oburaTeneil.
B 6oree mo3JHUX IPOU3BEAEHHAX OH ocTpo obAmuaeT ycrou GypiKyasHOro Mupa.
T'AaBuble 3aBoeBaHuss MeABHAAa HaxogaTca B obractm pomana. Ho on 6mA m
3aMEYATEABHBIM MAaCTePOM HOBEAABI, M3JaB HECKOABKO HX c6opHMKOB. McKyccTBO
HoBearucra I'epman MeABHAA GAecTsIlie IPOSBUA M B KPYITHEHIIEM CBOEM DOMaHE
«Mobn /HK», KOTOPHIH BKAIOYAET B ce6s BCTaBHBIE HOBEAAB!.

Jaa TBOpueckoro nodepka I'epmara Measuara xapaxrepHa «[losects 0 «Tayn-
Xo», koTOpasa GpA2 ONYGAHKOBAHA BHAYAAE B JKYPHAAE «XaPIIEPC MBTE3NH», A 3aTeM
Bomirna B poMaH «Mobu Juk». 3iece MeABHMAA CO342eT mnopaxkaomuil csoei
MacmTabHOCTBIO poManTHYecKHil 06pa3 6opua 3a crpaBeAAuBOcTs — MaTpoca CTuA-
KHATA,— [oAbMaomero OYHT NPOTUB NPeCcTYNAeHUH U HAaCHAWH HAJ YeAOBEUECKOR
AHUYHOCTBIO.

Benmeamuit B cBer uepes mATh Aer nocae «Mobu JAuka» cOOPHHK paccKasos
«BepaHga» O3HAMEHOBAA CYMECTBEHHBIH CIBUT B HOBEAAHCTHKE HE TOABKO MeABUA-
A2, HO W BCeH pOMaHTHYECKOH mKOAnL. Japmmit HaspaHHe COOPHMKY pacckas
«Bepanga» IepeAaeT CTOAKHOBEHHE DOMAHTHYECKHX HPeJCTABACHHH O MHU3HH C
DEAAbHBIMH JKM3HCHHBIMH QakTams: obMTaAMIle TOpHEIX ¢eil NpeBpamaeTca B
AepeBeHcKyio u3fy, a cama ¢es— B YCTAAYIO CHPOTY MapuaHHy, xuByuyo ¢ 6patom,
KOTOPBIH TAKEABIM TPYAOM KOpMHT ee¢ u ceba. I'epoit pacckaza «I'pomoorBogumk»
HJAET B I'po3y B OJHHOKHH (pepMepCKHH JOMUK B ropax, 4Tobbl IIPeJAOKUTH CBOH
TPOMOOTBOJ JAsi yKpoufeHus: pasbyimesaBmielica cruxuy. OTH BechbMa 3€MHEIC
AIOJH — 33aHATAA WUTheM MapHaHHA B YEAOBEK, KOTOPBIH «CMEAO CAEAAA IIPEOJOAE-
HHE CTPAXOB CBOHM PEMECAOM»,— IIPEACTABAAIOTCA MEABHAAY HCTHHHBIMHM POMAHTH-
YECKHMU TEepPOsAMH, BEAYUTUMH HEAETKYI0 60ppOy ¢ TATOTaMM KH3HHM H AIOACKHMHU
cyesepusamu. UYyxgele AMJAKTHYECKOH Ha3HMAATEABHOCTH I'OTOPHA, STH HOBEAAH
MeasuAAa AnIIeHE! PAHTACTUYECKOrO KOAOPDHUTA, CKOPEEe OHH NAPOAUPYIOT TPAJUITH-
OHHble GAHTACTUYECKHE H MUCTHYECKHE aTPUGYTH POMAHTHYECKON HOBEAAHL.

[Mporpammuas ars MeaBuara HoBeara «BapTapbu» —ulefeBp POMAaHTHYECKOU
HOBEAAMCTHKH M BMECTE C T€M LIar B CTOPOHY OT POMAHTHYECKOHN 9CTETHKH HA NYTH K
pearusmy. B HOBeAre ZBA repos— COCTOATEABHBIH IOPMCT, BAAJEACI] KOHTOPH Ha
YOAA-CTPHT, 1 €To nHucel], €4Ba CBOJALIHIT KOHLBI ¢ KOHIaMu. B ux riporuBoniocraBae-
HHH TlepejaH AHTAarOHH3M COBPEMEHHOTO GypaKyasHOrO MHMpa, 3aMe9aTACHHBIH C
HEOGBIKHOBEHHOIH, CBOMCTBEHHOMN AHIIb POMAHTHKAM PE3KOCTBIO H KOHTPACTHOCTBIO:
onycToIeHHbH 60raTcTBOM M KOMMEDPYECKHM ycrexoM JeAel W GeaHblit mucer], He
MeAAlomMHUH IpH3HABATR HM BAACTH CBOEro paboTojaTeAd, HH BAACTH JEHET,
COXPaHUBLIMH YEAOBEYECKOE JOCTOHHCTBO H TOPAOCTH, IEPEXOAAUINE B POMAHTHYE-
CKYIO OTPEIIEHHOCTh OT )KHM3HH., DTOT pacckas MEeABHAAA, CTOAB e «aMEPHKAHCKUIA,
KaK U _YOAA-CTPUT», 110 METKOMY BBIPR)KEHMIO aMEPHUKaHCKOTOo KpuTHKa JsHopTa
Pocca,” coueraeT poManTWieckMit MadoC B OCYKJCHUHN CTAKATEALCTBA C OCTPOTOH

1 N.Hawthorne. The Marble-Fawn. Boston, 1860, p. 9.
2 Cwm. Danforth Ross. The American Short Story. Minneapolis, 1961, p. 16,



COIHMAABHOTO BHAEHUS KH3HH. CBOUM OTHOLIEHUEM xuﬁypmyaaﬂoi/i Amepuke
«BapTAbbH» Kak 661 npeaBocxumaeT «YeroBexa, koTopsiit coBpatua Tearubepr»
Mapxka Tena. .

Tepmad MeABHAA 33BEPHIHA POMAHTHYECKYIO AHHUIO B PA3BUTHH AMEPHKAHCKOH
HOBEAAUCTHKH, HayaTylo Banunrronom HpBuriroM u mpojorxennyio Barapom [lou
HaranusaoM [0TOpHOM.

O6orauteHnio HckyccTBa HOBeAAR! B CIIIA, kak yke 0TME9an0Ch, CTOCOGCTBOBANO
ee COAMIKEHME C YCTHBIM HADOJAHBIM TBOPYECTBOM, 2 0HO B Coeguuennpix lrtarax
6HICTPO TIEPECTABAAO 6HITH YCTHBIM. BeJb ®TH aHEKJAOTHI, PACCKA3BI-HEOBIAMLEI B
306 MAMH IEYATAAHUCH HA CTPAHHULIAX MHOTOYHCAEHHBIX Ta3€T H KYPHAAOB B 30-e, 40-e
u ocobenHO B0-¢ TOABL. AereHjapHnie “ 3a4aCTyl0 AHOHMMHBIE PACCKA3YHKM
AHEKAOTOB CTAHOBHAHCH 3HAYHTCABHBIMUH AHTEpatypHeiMH ¢urypamu. Ocobenno
[HOKA3aTEABHO B 3TOM OTHOIIEHHH TBOpYecTBO JeiiBn Kpokerra, KoTOpOMy HpuIIH-
CHIBAIOT MHOMKECTBO aHEKJOTOB H pacckazosB-HeGuiami. Ja u cam Jetisu Kpokerr
ABAAETCA FEpPOEM HCTOPHH, BECbMA, BIIPOYEM, JAAEKHM OT CBOELO DPEAABHOTO
npororuna. /JBe 3 HUX BKAIOYEHB! B HACTOAILMI cBOPHHK H A2I0T NPEACTABAEHHE O
xapaKkTepe dTOH HOBEAAMCTHKH.

Pacckassl-e6piannbl «Maiik Ounk nobexgaer Jdetipu Kpokerra B copeBHOBaHNH
no ctpeanbe» u «Bocxoa coamna y Hero B kapMaHne», B KOTOPHIX IIOBECTBOBRHME
eaerca oT umeHu JefiBu Kpoxerrta, AeMOHCTPHPYIOT Ty THHEPGOAHYHOCTH H
FPOTECKHOCTD, KOTOpas 6bira XapaKTepHA JAf 9THX NPOM3BEACHHI aMepPHKAHCKOTO
porbKAOpa, HassBaeMbix tall tales.

Hospili 9Tan B pasBUTHH AMEPHUKAHCKON HOBEAAMCTHUKH CBA3aH C JABHKEHHUEM
nporus pafcTBa, ¢ BAHAHHEM €TO Ha BCIO IIOAMTHYECKYIO M KYABTYPHYIO KH3HB
Coeaunnennsix IlItatoB, ocobeHHO Ha AMTEpPATypy HepHOJa rPa)KAaHCKOH BOHHEL
AKTHBHBIMH OPOTHBHHKAMH IOKHBIX PaGoBAaJeAbLeB OBIAH MHCATEAH-JEMOKDPATHI
Assua Pocc, AoKK, usBecTHR noJ mmeneM Ilerporeyma Besysuyca Hacbu, n
Apremyc Yopa. OHU ABHANUCH IIPAMBIMH HACA€JHHKAaMM TPajHLUMil aHOHHUMHBIX
PaccKazduKoOB, Kak M MHOTHE UX CIIOABMKHHMKH, BBICTYIIAA B KAU€CTBE IOMOPUCTOB.
Ilpu 8TOM OHH HE CTOABKO MYGAMKOBAAM CBOM TIPOM3BEJEHUSA, CKOABKO BBHICTYIIAAH ¢
ureHreM uX. CHIrpaB BBIAAIOUIYIOCA POAL B UCTOPHH aMEPUKAHCKON AHTEPATYPhL, OHU
NPUOAMZUAM AHTEPATYPY K HAPOAY, K AEMOKPATHIECKHM CAOAM HacereHHsA. ITosTomy
B OTAHYME OT CBOMX BEAMKAX INPEANICCTBEHHHKOB —MACTEPOB POMAHTHYECKOH
HOBEAABI— OHH 60OA€€ TPO3aNYHbL, HO 3aTO OOAEE OPraHHYECKH MCIIOAB3YIOT B CBOEM
TBOpYecTBE 0Opaski PoAbKAOpA. BmecTe ¢ TemM MHOTMM HX TIPOU3BEACHMAM CBOMH-
CTBEHHO CTPEMAEHHE CMEIIMTH YHTATEAEH BO 9TO 6B TO HH CTaro, XOTs Gbl,
Hanpusmep, npuferasg K HAPOYUTO HETPABUABHOMY HAMHCAHMIO CAOB. CBOeoSpasHbiM
[IPHEMOM UX TBOPHYECTBA GBIAO MCIIOAB3OBAHHE AUTEPATYPHBIX MACOK, IO3BOASBUIAX
YCUAHMTL KOMHYeCKHEH aPdexT pacckasoB. Tak 6Gararasmuk Apremyc Yopa 6uia
BCETO-HABCETO AUTEPATYPHOI MacKoil TaAaHTAMBOTO pacckazuuxa Yapawssa Qappapa
Bpaywa, a ero ciogsmkank — rorman Mapk Tren — auteparypHoit Mackoii Comio-
saa Kaemenca.l

Apremyc Yopa—oaun n3 nHauboAree M3BECTHHIX MaCTEPOB IOMOPHCTHHECKOTO
pacckasa. Ero Hoseaabl «MHTEPBBIO € MpPE3HAECHTOM AHHKOABHOM» H «Bararan
KOHQUCKOBAH» NPOHUKHYTH CTPACTHOH HEHABUCTBIO K pabCTBY M K I10KHBIM
paboBaageabuam. Kak u MHOrme ero ApPY3bsi W COPAaTHHKH, OH BBICTYIIHA C
ABBUTEABHBIM OGAMYMEHHEM MAAHTATOPCKOH APHCTOKPATHH, CHHCKAB MOMYASPHOCTD
Ha aeMmokparnyeckom Cesepe. Yopa He GBIA, OZHAKO, YAOBAETBOPEH IIOAHOCTBIO
HTOTaMU rPaKAaHCKOH BOWHBI M MOCA€ Pa3rpoMa I0KHBIX PaboBAaJEABbLEB [I0YYB-

! Cosercxas HMCCAEJOBATEABHMITA IPoGAEMBI KOMHYecKoTo Yy Mapka Teena u ero
cospemennnkos 3. B. Hosunxas cuntaer macky Mapka TBeHa BecbMa MHOTO3HAYHOM.
Cm. 3'B-HOBHHbKa. Mapk TreH, Horo xoMuuHa Macka. «PassHcbke AlTepaTypos-
HaBCTBO», Ne 3, Kuie, 1959, ctp. 57—66. e
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CTBOBAaA OMAacHOCTb HOBOTO, KamuTarucThdeckoro, pabersa, O6 »ToM OH cKasan
HO-CBOEMY — BECEAQ, OCTPOYMHO, MPOHHIATEABHO — B HOBeAAe «MOHOAOT mpocToro
JKYAHKA».

Aptemyc Yopas U Apyru€ aMEPUKAHCKHE PACCKASYMKU-IOMOPHCTHl IPOAGKHUAK

- MOCTHK OT YCTHOTO HAapPOJHOI'O TBOp4ecTBa K GoAbmoil AutepaType. OHH MOMOTAK
CTAHOBAGHHIO 3aMEYATCABHOIO TAAAHTa2 He TOAbKO Mapka Teena, HOBaTOpCcKmM
nepenaasubinero GoraTefmue BOZMOMHOCTH aMEPHKAHCKOTO PoABKAOpa, HO u Bper
Tapta, nepepocuiero o6AacTHUYECKHE PaMKH M CTABINEro QHIYpoil objeHaLMOHAAD-
HOTO AUTEPATYPHOro MacuItata,

Cyposan geficrBureabHocTh JarpHero 3anaja 6pira TeMON NEPBBIX AUTEPATYpP-
HbIX Tipoussejennit Bpet Tapta, u AuTeparypHas H3BeCTHOCTb BIEPBHE TIPHIIAA K
ueMy B Can-@pannucko, 8 Karugopuun. Ero cuurarr rAaBoil U co3jaTeAeM MKOABL
MECTHOTO KOAODHTa, YTO B KAaKOH-TO cTelneHH OBIAO BEPHO AAA HAEPBHIX €ro
npoussesenuit. Ero rBopuecknii nyre xak 65l OAMLETBOpSAET pacliupeHNe PaMOK
AMEPHKAHCKOH HOBEAAMCTHKE. M3 AUTepaTyphl, OXRATHBAKU[EH B OCHOBHOM BOCTOY-
Hble IITaTH, HpenMmyljecTBeHHO HOBYI0 AHIAWIO —C HEH CBA3AHO TBOPYECTBO
Bawwunrrona Mpaunra, Haranusaa Tlotopra u Ap.—aMepHKaHCKas AuTeparypa
pa3sBHBAAACH BIIHPh. DTO PA3BHTHE UIAO 33 CYET CO3JAHHA MECTHBIX AUTEPATYPHBIX
LIKOA, KOTOPEIE HOCTENEHHO, HO CYUJECTBEHHO MEHAAH OOINYIO0 KapTHHY aMepHKaH-
CKOHl ANTEPATYPHOMN KU3HHU.

Ilyre camoro Bper Tapra mpeacraBaser Aas Hac ocoBwiii untepec. Yerosek,
TIPUAEPKUBAINICA JeMOKPATHYECKMX B3TAAJA0B, CTPAcTHLIM Bpar paGoBiajeHus,
nobopHUK JemoxpaTudeckux tpagunuit, Opencuc Bper Tapt B meprsix xe cBoux
paccka’ax BBICTYIIHA II0STOM aMEPUKAHCKOH gemOkpaTtuH. OH CTpEMHACH YBHAETD
6AaropoJHbie KavecTsa HPoCcTHIX Aloged Janpmero 3anaja, aogeH, KOTOPHIX OH
XOPOWIO 3HAA, C KOTOPBHIMH CaM BMecTe KHA u paGorar. On A6GHA B BOCIEBaA
poMaHTUKY 6opbOB .Cc NPHPOAOH, ¢ TPYAHOCTAMH M TATOTaMM KU3HH. /JOCTATOYHO
BCIOMHMTL Takue ero HoBeAAw!, Kak «Cuactee Penymiero Crana», «Murracs,
«Komnanbon Tenneccu».

AutepatypubiM yunteaem bper Tapra 6bia Yapaba Juxkenc. B ero rBopyectse
AUKKEHCOBCKHE HOTH 3BYYAT ITOCTOAHHO, DTO CKA3HBACTCA U B rAYGOKOi YeAOBEdHO-
cta bper Tapra, yMeloijero, rnogobuo JHUKKEHCy, BUAETh B CaMOM, Ka3aAoch Obl,
najmeM u 1orudiieM AyXOBHO YEAOBEKE UMCThIE M GAATOPOJAHBIC YepPTH (pacckas
«Haraanauku I[Tokep-Oaera»), u B cBoeobpasnom iomope Bper Iapra.

Hnoraa Bper I'apra 11peCTaBAAIOT MOSTOM «30A0TOH AUXOPALKU», HO S3TO AAAEKO
He TaK. [THcaTeAb BHANT, CKOAL IPUBPAUHBI PACYETHI STHX MY>KECTBEHHBIX AIOACH Ha
6orarcteo. Ho eMy Joporum mpexJe BCETO CHABHBIE YEAOBEUECKHME XapaKTepsl,
KOTOPbIE€ PaCKPHIBAIOTCA B MOMEHTH HanboAee KPUTHYECKHX JKM3HEHHBIX CTOAKHO-
BeHHil.

Koneuno, B panHux pacckasax bper I'apTa MbI BHAMM YIIOEHHOCTb €0 YEAOBEKOM,
KoTOPHIi cam cee NpofuBaeT Z0POTY B XKU3HM, BEPUT B CBOW CHABI H BO3MOXHOCTH
aMepuKaHCcKoH Jemokparun. Ho yxke B 3THX pacckasax MpOABAACTCA CKENTHYECKOE
oTtHomeHne Bper Tapra k 6orarcrey. OHO elje 60Aee OUTYTHUMO CKA3aA0Ch B HOBEAAE
«Yerosek w3 CoAaHO», T4 HAPHCOBAH aMEPUKAHCKUE HYBOPMIN, PasborareBui Ha
30AOTHIX IPHHCKaX 3anaja, HEBEK A4, KOTOPbI X04eT Teneps JHKTOBATH CBOH BKYCBI
BCEM OKPYXalomUM.

Hecmorps Ha ofmme uepTHl CTHAS W BHACHMA Ku3HM Bper Tapr cumabno
OTAMYAETCA OT TPAAHWLHI aMEPHKAHCKOH POMAaHTHYECKOH WIKOABL OH pHucyer Ku3Hb
CBOMX IEPOEB OYEHDb AETAABHO, KPOIIOTAHBO BBHIIINCHIBAET BCE NNOAPOGHOCTH ¥ MEAOYH
ux 6mTa. OH MACTEPCKH NepeAReT ¥UX pedb, HHAUBHAYAAM3UPOBAHHYIO U HHUKAK HE
NIOXOXKYIO Ha PeYb POMAHTHIECKHX repoes. OHa HeCcKOABKO rpybosara u gaxe pesara
CAYX TOFAAHIHMX PEBHUTEAEH ANTEPAaTYPHOH MOAbI H3 BOCTOMHBIX IITATOB. B sisbike, B
ACTAABHOCTH OIMCAHMH, B YMEHHH BUACTh MHAABHAYAARHEIC YEAOBEYECKHE XapaKTe-
PBI CKa3bIBAIOTCA PEAAUCTHYECKHE CTOPOHK Bper Tapra. Y Takne ero HoBeAA!, Kak

10



«JeroBex H3 CoAaHO», TIPHOAMIKAIOTCH IIO CBOEMY METOAY YK€ K AHTEparype
KPHTHYECKOTO PEAAN3Ma.

Teopuectso Bper I'apTa BBICOKO IEHHAH H LEHAT Ay4YIIHE MNPEACTABUTEAH
MUPOBOH AMTEPATYDHL Yapaw3 JHKKEHC OJHUM M3 HEPBHIX BEIPA3MA CBOE BOCXHILE-
HM€ TBOPYECTBOM Bpet I'apra. B Poccun yxe B 1874 roay 6s1A1 U342HBI €T PACCKAZBL.
[MoxronnuxoM taranta Bper Tapra 6ma H.T. Hepubiuesckuii, KoTopsiit nepesea
AT CBOMX AeTeil HOBEAAY «Murrac». Uepupnmesckuii mucar: «Cuaa bper Tapra B
TOM, YTO OH IIPH BCEX CBOUX HEAOCTATKAX — YEAOBEK C OY€Hb MOTYIIECTBEHHBIM
IIPHPOAHBIM YMOM, YEAOBEK OUEHD 6AaropoAHON AYIIH M,HACKOABKO P HEAOCTATOY-
HOCTH 3aflaca CBOVX BIEYATACHURA U PasMBIIIACHUIH NOHNUMAET Bely, BuipaGoTaa cebe
ogyeHb HGAATOpOAHEE NOHATHA O BEIUaX».

Mapxk Tsen cunrar Bper I'apra ceoum yunterem. B 1871 rogy Mapk Tren nucan:
«HmenHo Bper TapT TeprieAnBO OTAEABIBAA MO CAOT, Y9HA, TPDEHHPOBAA MEHS, TIOKA
He IPEBPATHA HEYKAIOKETO yGAMIICTa ¢ €10 rpyGoii rPOTECKHOCTRIO B TIMCATEAR.

Mapka Tsena poguut ¢ Bper Faprom npexge Bcero AGOBb K NpocTOMy - .
4eAOBEKY, BEPA B €0 CHABI, TyMaHU3M, «6Aaropognbie moHaTyHs o Bewax». Kak u bper
TapT, B CBOMX PaccKa3ax OH CTPEMHUTCA MEPEAATh A3BIK IIEPCOHAKEH TAKMM, KAKAM OH
6biA, HE HCKAXKAA €r0 B YTOAy BKyCaM, JAPHBIIUM B AUTEPAaTyPHBIX CAAOHAX BocToHA.
Bumecte ¢ TeM Mapk TBen nomen gaavine Bper T'apra. BaxHol npuvngo#, koTopas
MO3BOAMAA €MY CAEAATH HOBBIH IIAT B Pa3BHTHM aMEPUKAHCKOH AUTEPaTyphl, 6BIAO U
6oree ray6okoe 3HaHHE KU3HM, GOABIIME 3ariac HabAIOACHWI M BOEYAaTACHHUEH, YeM ¥
Bper lapra.

Mapk TBeH OTHOCHTCA K TOH KOTOPTE BEAHKHX ITHCATEAEH, KOTOPHIX OTAHYAET
YHHBEPCAABHOCTh TaAaHTa. OHA NPOABAAETCA U B INMPOTE OXBAYEHHBIX MM ABACHHH
MKU3HH aMEPHKaHCKOro obmjecTsa, B 6OrarcTBe AuamnasoHa €TO AHTEPATypPHOTO
MacTEPCTBA, B PA3SHOOOGPASHH HCIIOAB3YEMHBIX MM JXAHPOB. Y XOTA HOBEAAMCTHKA,
KOHEYHO, HMKJAK HE HCYEPIIHIBACT TBOPYECKUX 3aBOeBaHHi aBTopa «I'ekanbeppu
QunHa», B PA3BHTHH AMEPUKAHCKOTO paccka3a Mapk TBeH OTKpHIBAET COBEPLIEHHO
HOBBIA BTal.

TMepsoie pacckassr Mapka TBeHa, KOTOPBHE TIPUHECAH €My M3BECTHOCTH, OBIAM
ony6auxosann B 60-x rojax npu nomomu Apremyca Yopaa u Bper Tapra. Oum
BOCHIEBAAM MY’KECTBO H HAXOAUMBOCTb MPOCTHX AIOJEi, GBIAM IPOBMKHYTH Bepoii B
HEOTPAHUYEHHBIE YEAOBEYECKHE BO3MOMKHOCTH MIPOCTOTO aMEPHKAHIA. DTH PaccKassl
OTAMYAAKCH HEOOHIYHOCTBIO A3BIKA M CTHAA, AUTEPATYPHOTO H BMECTE C TEM NTOAANHHO
HaPOAHOTO, HACHIIIEHHOTO CAOBAaMH, KOTOphle Mapk TBeH CABIIAA B pa3roBopax
CBOMX COOTEYECTBEHHWKOB, YUTAA B T23€TaxX, KOTOPHIEC OH PEJaKTHPOBAA.

Hoarunno Haposras o6pasHOCTE U THEBHAA HEHABUCTH KO BCEMY, YTO MOIHPAET
AOCTOUHCTBO Y€AOBEKa, HoMorau Mapky Teeny HapucoBaTh NpaBAHBYIO KApTHHY
AM3HM AMepukd. Mapk TBEH CTaA OCHOBOIIOAOKHHKOM CaMOOBITHBIX PeaAHCTHYE-
CKHX TPaZuUHil B aMEPHUKAHCKOH AHTEpaType —HM B POMaHe, H B HOBeAAMCTHKe. OH
OOBEAHHHA B CBOEM TBOPUYECTBE BAECTALLYIO AUTEPATYPHYIO TPAAHIHIO Bamuarrona
Upsnunra, Barapa Mo, Harauusaa Toropua, Tepmana MeaBnara ¢ Tpasunueit
YCTHOTO aMEPHKAHCKOTO TBopyecTBa. Takue pacckassl Mapka TBena, Kak «3HaAMEHH-+
Tan ckayymas Aarywka w3 Karasepacar, ocofeHHO HATAAAHO MOKa3bIBAIOT HaM
6AM30CTE €ro k MCTOKaM HAPOAHOTO TBOPYECTBA.

Hocre okomwanms rpamaanckoil BoHHEI GypHOE pa3BHTHE AMEPHKAHCKOTO
KAIMUTAAW3MA  COCOGCTBOBAAO  GRHICTPOMY — HCYE3HOBEHHIO  GYPiKYa3HO-AEMO-
KpaTHYeCKUX uAAO3ME we ToAbkOo y Mapxa TBeHa, HO M y MHOIMX ApYyTHX
XYAOKHHKOB-AEMOKPATOB. B amepHKaHCKOl AMTEpaType HPOMCXOAUT GOPMHPOBA-
HHE KPHTHYECKOTO PEAAN3MA, KPYNIHEHIUNM NPEACTABATEAEM KOTOPOTO B HOBEAAH-
CTHKe U cran Mapx Tsen. Ero Ayunive NpoM3BeA€HNS OTAHYAET BHICOKOE YYBCTBO

; H. T Yepummercrnuii. Cobp. cou., . XV, crp. 240,
D. Ferguson. Mark Twain: Man and Legend. N. Y., 1943, p. 98.




OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 3a cyAsDy ueroBeka B 6ypxyasHoit Amepuxe. Takos ero «Pacckaa
xopoieM Marpumke». [HcaTeAb He TOABKO BHICMEUBAET BOCKPECHBIE IIPOIIOBEAH, H
H C TOPEUbI0 DA3MBIIAAET O TEX «XOPOUIMX MAABYHKAX», KOTOpbIE, CTAHOBAC
B3POCABIMH, AEARIOTCA CTOANAMH AMEPUKAHCKOTO ofurecTa, BTOT Pa3pHB MEKJA
MOPaABI0 BOCKPECHOH IIKOAB — TIOK23HOH MOPaAbIO —# AMOPAABHON CYUHOCTBN
6ypikyasHoii AmepuKH TAy6oko TpeBokwA Mapka TBeHa M c4eAar ®TOTO CaMore
BECEAOI0 aMEPHKAHCKOTO HOBEAAMCTa B KOHLE KM3HU FOPBKHM CKEIITHKOM.

Mapk TBeH, BHICOKO LEHUBIIHH UCKYCCTBO IOMOPA, CYUTAA BALKHEHUIUM CBOMUM
AOATOM M IPU3BAHWEM OTCTAMBATH BHICOKHME JKM3HEHHBIE W YEAOBEYECKHE MAEAABI
«JOMopucT,— nucar Mapk TBeH B «ABTOGHOrPadHM»,—...€CAH OH XOYeT, 4TODHI erc
IIpOMBBECACHHUST KHAH BEYHO, AOAKEH W YUHTb, U IponoBejoBartb.. SI Bcergs
npornosesoBar. Bor mouemy s mpogepxancs STH TpuAnate Aer». Mapk Tren
<IIPOJEPIKAACSH> TOPA3L0 JOABIIE, €r0 KHUIM JKMBYT, @ WX ABTOP — HACTOSINMH
YYMTEAb JKH3HM-—OCTAETCH H CETOAHA YUMTEAEM PEAAHCTHYECKOH AMTEpaTyphl
s CIITA.

O paciIMpeHHH PaMOK aMEPUKAHCKOH AUTepaTypsl B koHIe XIX Bexa ropopurt u
TBOPYECTBO 3AMEYATEABHOTO HOBEAANMCTA U pacckasunKa Jxosra Usuarepa appuca.

" Ero nostuvnsie «Pacckasb gamomky PuMyca» IIpHHECAN B aMEPUKAHCKYIO AMTEPATY~
py obasHue YyZeCHOTO HETPHUTSHCKOTO (POABKACPE, CAEAAAU €ro  AOCTOSHUEM
OOIIEHAIMOHAABHOH aMEPHUKAHCKOH AHTEPATYPHL.

Icuxorornueckoffl YrAYOACHHOCTBIO OTAMYACTCS NPOHUKHYTAS Pe3Koll KpuTHy-
HOCTHI0 MO OTHOWEHHIO K 6ypxyasHoit AMepuke HOBeArncTuka Tenpu JxefiMca,
AMEPHKAHCKOTO IHCATEAA, KOTOPBIH NpoBeA GOABINYIO 4ACTh CBOEH KH3HH HE B
Awmepuxe, 2 B Eppone, cnavara Bo Opanuun, a norom B Aaramu. I'enpu Jxeiimc B
CBOEH KPHTHKE aMEPHKAHCKOrO OOIIECTBA MCXOAMA CKOpEe M3 APHCTOKPATHYECKHUX
nosunuii. Ero nyrara nposanmuHocTh GypaxyasHol A€HCTBHTEABHOCTH, ee Bpamaeh-
HOCTB HCKYCCTBY. 1 BO MHOTHMX CBOMX HOBEAAAX OH, NOZOGHO BBICOKO LIEHHUMOMY MM
Haranusay I'otopny, ofpamaercs kx npobaeMaM cyAn6bl XYA0KHUK2 B AMEPHKIZHCKOM
obmectre. B 3TOM cMBICAE TOKazaTeABHa HOBeAAa «Bpykcmur». Iepoii HoBea-
ABl— ABOPEUKHI — XYJ0KHMK CcBoero  Jera. OH IOMOTaeT CBOEMY XO3AMHY-
xoroctaky O¢dopay co3jaTh Car0OH, B KOTOPOM BCTPEYAIOTCA INPEACTABHTEAH
AOHAOHCKOTO BhIcllero cseta. Ho BoT xo3suH ymmpaer, u ABopelkuii Bpykcmur
okasnlBaeTcA He y JeA. OH He MOXKET HAfTH NPHUMEHEHUA CBOEMY MCKYCCTBY BECTH
pasropop u norubaer. Jas [xeiiMca 5TO TpeskAe BCETO TPArejus XyAOKHHKA,
norybaennoro obmecrsoM. Ho kpoMe Toro, B 5TOH HOBEAAE CKa3bBAOTCA H
ApPUCTOKPATU3M M HEAEMOKDPATHYHOCTh THCATEAS, KOTOPOro myraer npuobiieHue
ABOPELKOTO K BhICIEMY OOIIECTBY — €My KAKETCA, YTO OHO HUCIIOPTHAO ABOPELIKO-
FO— OH CTaA CAHIIKOM BBHICOKOTO O cefe MHeHUA.

B xzure, nocssamerHoi I'otopay, B 1879 rogy Teupu JmeliMc yTBEpXKAaA, 410 B
CITA — «mpocToe AeMOKPaTHYECKoe ... OBIeCTBO» — OHO HPOTHBOIOK232HO HACTO-
SIEMY HCKYCCTBY, JAAS KOTOPOTO HeO6XOJUMa «CAOKHAA COHHMAAbHAS MAlIHHA».
Kopens 3aa Jxeitmc Buaea B orcyrcreny 8 CIIA sricoxoit nusnauszanuu. O oM xKe,
uro JxefiMC HOHMMaA TIOA 9THM, A3ET NPEJCTABACHHE CAEAYIONIEe €T0 yTBEPKAEHHUE:
«MOMHO TI€PEYUCAATE TIPEAMCETH BHICOKOH IIMBUAM3ALIHY, CYIECTRYIOUIHE B APYTHX
CTPaHax ¥ OTCYTCTBYIOIIUE B CTPYKTYPE aMEPHKAHCKOTo 0611ecTsa, A0 TeX Iop, MOKa
HE HAYHEWb YAUBAATBCA, ITO Ke ocTaeTcA. Hu rocyapcTsa, B €BPOMENHCKOM CMBICAE
CAOBA, M JAEHCTBHTEABHO €4Ba AM OJHO CHELMPHYECKOE HaMOHAABHOEe uMsia. Hn
MOHapxa, HH ABOpa, HHM AHYHOH BEPHOCTH, HH APUCTOKPATHM, HM UEPKBH, HH
AYXOBEHCTBA, HH AMIAOMATHYECKOH CAYKOBI, HHU CEABCKHX [DHKCHTABMEHOB, HU
ABOPUOB, HH 3aMKOB, HU MOMECTHiL...».! JxefimMca 1yraeT u yApydaeT OTCYTCTBHE B
CIIA apucCTOKpAaTHM M CEABCKUX JKEHTABMEHOB, OH OTKPOBEHHO KOHCEPBATHBEH B

! H. James. Hawthorne. Lnd. 1897, p. 3.
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cBoell KpUTHKE aMEPHKAHCKOTO oqueCTBa H CKAOHEH CKopee NpPEYBEAHYHMBATh €T0
aemoxparuam. Kasercs, 9ro JlxelMc B 9eM-TO NIOBTOPAET CyKAEHHS T'otopxa, Ho Ha
ZeAe OH MOACMU3UPYET C HUM: BEAL €CAH JAA Toropua eBponelickae NpH3HAKN H
AHTHYHOCTb TPEOOBAAHCH B KaYeCTBE POMAHTHYECKOrO KOAODHTA, & CaMOMY eMy
ApHCTOKPATH3M 6bIA UYHKA H AyUIIME CBOM NPOMIBEACHHA OH IIOCTPOMA Ha
AMEPHKAHCKOM MAaTeEpHaAe, To Aoxetimc  ynpexaer ToTtopHa 3a ofpamenue k
aMepuxchxoﬁ TEMaTHKe.

Dcrerckue xonnennun lenpn AxeliMca o MHOTOM TIpeBapsiAn MOAEPHMCTCKEE
reqenna GOAee TMO3JHETO BPEMEHM B AMEPUKAHCKOH M aHTAMICKOH AMTepaType
(JxefiMC AOATO HUA B AHraumM, NpUHAA nepes cMepThio B 1916 rogy auraumiickoe
[OAAAHCTBO H YaCTO PACCMATPHBAETCHA B KPUTHKE M KaK aHTAMHCKHIt mucareas). Ero
npeayfexAeHuA M HCKYCCTBEHHbIE NOCTPOEHHA HEPEAKO, OAHAKO, ONPOBEpraAa
AOTMKA KHM3HM H HUCKyccTBA. CBHAETEABCTBOM TOMY SBASETCH M OAHUH H3 AyYUIHX
pacckagos Jxelmca «HacToxmee»L B KOTOPOM aBTOp IPH BCEX CBOMX CMMIIATHAX K
pasopuBLIeHics aPHCTOKPATAYECKOH Yere MOHAPXOB BHHYKACH OTAATh NPEANIOYTE-
HHe ITPOCTOAIOAMHAM — 3HATOKAM CBOETO A€Ad, TOHKO YYBCTBYIOIIUM HCKYCCTBO.

B pacckase KH3HEHHOE Ha4aro GepeT BEpX HAaA AOXKHBIM IIOCTPOEHHEM, M
JxefiMcy IPUXOANTCS NPH3HATD, YTO 6e4a MOHApXOB, NBITABIIMXCA CTATh MOAEAAMHU
AASL KAPTHHB XYAOKHHKA, KOPEHHAACh B UX OE3KUIHEHHOCTH, CAETIOTE U TAYXOTE K
MOAAMHHOMY HCKYCCTBY. Muccic Monapx 6elAa, MUINET OH, «HACTOsALIEe, HO BCETAR
04HO # TO *e». OH jJaxe HaspiBaeT MOHAPXOB «apoil MEPHH», CKBO3b KOTOPYIO
HHUYEro He yBHAMIND., A HHIGHH UTAABAHEL] H HETPaMOTHas O6HTATEABHHIZ AOHAOH-
CKOH OKPaHHBI OKa3HIBAIOTCH Kysa GOAee UyTKHMMM K NIPEKPACHOMY, AyYile NOHUMA-
JOUTMMH M 3HAIOLIMMH KH3HB, YeM MoHapxu, a nostomy u 60Aee apTuctuyneivua. Her
HYKAH CIOPUTDH C T€M, YTO HCKYCCTBO— 3TO HE HPOCTAR KOMUA JCHCTBUTEABHOCTH, &
€€ TBOPYECKOE XYAOKECTBEHHOE OCMBICAEHHE M IIepeoCMBICAeHMe. JxkeiiMC cBOMM
PACCKAa30M MMPOHAAIOCTPHPOBAA HE TOABKO 9Ty CIPABEAAHBYIO MBICAB, HO U TE3HC,
OINpPOBEPTAIOUIMII TEOPHIO «HCKYCCTBA PajH MCKyccTBa». HacTosAwee HCKyccTBO
AONKHO 6a3MpPOBATBECA Ha 3HAHMM JKH3HM, HAa JKU3HECIOCOGHBIX oblecTBenHsIx
CHAAX, 2 K HUM HUKAK HEAB3S OTHECTH Cynpyros MoHapxoB.

Ortsevan /JxeitMcy, yCMATPHUBABIEMY B apUCTOKPATHYECKHX aTpHOyTax 3aAor
ycilexa UCKYCCTBa, €70 COBPEMEHHMK, aMEPUKaHCKUE ucaTeAb YUAbaM JuH Xoyoarc
3aABHA, YTO U 6€3 «3TUX MPAYHBIX ¥ U3HOMICHHBIX YOPAHCTB» MHCATEAIO OCTAETCA BCA
4EAOBEYECKaA XKHU3HB». TeHpu Jixelimc HoBearoil «HacTosimee» HEBOABHO oATBEp-
AUA IPaBOTY XOyBAACA.

Tenpu Jsxeitvc u Yurpam Jun XOysarc B Hauare CBOETO TBOPYECKOTO ITYTH
6BIAM CBA3aHBI ¢ GOCTOHCKOH MIKOAOH TaK HA3KIBAEMON «HM3BICKAHHOMN TpaAMLIHH>
(genteel tradition), sannManmeis TOCHOACTRYIOIlEE TIOAOKEHNE Ha aBaHCIEHE aMepH-
KaHCKOH AuTeparypst B 70—80-e rr. XIX 8. IlpeacTaBuTeAn 3TOM WIKOAB BO TAABE C
Tomacom Beitau OajpudeM BO3ABUTaAH KUTAMCKYI0 CTEHY MeKAY JKHM3HBIO M
AHTEPATYpO# M 6€3KaA0CTHO OGPYHINBAAUCH HA TEX NHMCATEACH, KOTOPHIE IIBITAAKCH
croMaTh aTy cteny. Aas Oadpuda cAOBO «pearusM» ObIAO NOJ00HO PyraTeABCIBY.
HAuaruteckue rpesst BoKAEH «H3BICKAHHON TPaAHUAH», X GesobAaganble KapTHHBI
AMEPHKAHCKOH JKH3HH, KOTOPBlE€ OHH PHCOBAAH B CBOMX NPOH3BEACHHAX, HE HMEAH"
HHYEro o61Iero ¢ aMe pUKaHCKO JAeHCTBHTEABHOCTBIO. XOysAAC 1 JxeiiMC HE TOABKO
OTOIIAM OT K2HOHOB STON UIKOABI, HO Y BBHICTYIIMAM MPOTHBHUKAMH HJEAAH3ALMH
5Yp>l<ya3Hoﬁ Amepmm, paBAa, C HECKOABKO PA3AMYHBIX NTo3unmii — JxeiMc ckopee
¢ KOHCEpBATHBHEIX, a XOY9AAC, KOTOPHI# AaXe CYUUTaA cebf COUHAAHUCTOM, ¢ BoAee
AEMOKPATHYECKHX.

Croponnuk pearncruyeckoro HATIPaBAEHHA B AuTeparype, XOY9AAC OTBEpraa
AWTEPATYPY «HM3bICKAHHOM Tpaguuuu». C HUM GBIAH COAMAADHBEI U MHOTHE Apyrue
AMCPUKAHCKME DHCATEAH, B ToM uucre H Mapk TreH, 6auskumit apyr Xoysaaca.
Crasmparocs sgecs u ONPEAEACHHOE CTPEMAEHHE K YTBEPHKACHUIO CAMOCTOSATEABHO-
CTH HALMOHAABHON AWTEPATYpHl, MOMKET OBITh, HECKOABKO IPAMOAMHEHHOE U
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OAHOCTOPOHHEE, H HEKOTOPOE MpeyBeAHdeHHE XOySAACOM aMEPHKAHCKOI CrIeHH
HOCTH, COAMIKABIIEE €r0 B ONPEACACHHOH Mepe C TEOPETHKAMH aMEPHKAHCKO
UCKAIOUHTEABHOCTH.

Bacayroif Xoysaaca, crnocoGCTBOBaBIICH YCHEXAM PEAAMCTHIECKOTO HAPABAC
upna B CHIA, 6bira sHepruyHas NpoONarasja MM TBOPUYECTBA KopudeeB PyCcCKo
pearucrudeckoii mkoasi —A. H. Toacroro, ®.M. Jocroesckoro, U. C. Typrenes:
KpyNHEHIINX MACTEPOB-PEAANCTOB ADYrHX eBponeiickux Anteparyp— Paobep:
3oas, U6cena, I'aapgoca. XOYSAAC BBICTYIIHA ¥ B IIOAAEPHKKY MOAOABIX AMEPHKAH
CKUX IIHCATEACH pEAAHCTHYECKOro HampaeaeHua —lapaenaa, Kpeiina, Hoppuca
H3-3a HexeAaHus XOYSAACA MOPBATH APYKECKHE CBA3M C IIPEACTABUTEAAMU HIKOAE
«U3BICKAHHON TPaJHUMH», H3-32 OTIPEACACHHOI €T0 KOMIPOMHICCHOCTH OH 324aCTYIO 1
caM, OAHAKO, BOCHPHHHMAACA KaK IpPEACTABHTEAb «H3BICKAHHOH TpaJHUMH», I
MPOTHR HEro GBIAM HATIPABAEHDBI PUAHIIITHKH MOAOABIX MOGOPHHKOB PEAAHCTHYECKO
ro uckycctsa— Qpaunka Hoppuca, Teogopa Jpatisepa u Apyrux.

B He Menbmei, a, 10xaAyH, ¥ B GOABIIEI CTENEHM, Pa3BHTHIO PEAAHCTHYECKOE
AMTEpaTypHl TIPENATCTBOBAAO HIMPOKOE PACTIPOCTPAHEHHE OTKPOBEHHO ANOAOTETH-
9eCKHX COYHHEHMI, IpocaaBAABIIHX GypiKyasHyio AMepuky. Ee ocobeHno akTunHC
HACaKJaAH MHOTOUHCACHHBIE KYPHAABI M rasersl GyABBApHOTO TOAKA, B KOTOPBIX
BecbMa o6upHO 6piAa IPEACTaBACHA OTKPOBEHHO PACCIHTAHHAA HA KOMMEPUCCKHI
ycriex HOBEAAHCTHKA. PaccKkas mpeBpamancs B onpeeACHHBIH CTaHAAPTHBIA jKaHD
MACCOBOH Tra3seTHO-XKYPHAABHOH U KHIDKHOH GEAAETPHCTHKM CO CBOMME 0coGpIMu
YCTAHOBACHHAMM M KAHOHAMH, HPHU3BAHHBIMH 3aBAEYb CAMOTO MACCOBOTO YMTATEAS.
ViMeHHO TOTAa TOT KaHP NMOAYdYaeT M CBO€ HasdBaHHe, Npuobperaoiyec Ipapa
rpaX<AaHCTBa,— KOPOTKHI paccKas.

Baurunurron VpBUHT Ha3HBaA CBOH PACcCKa3H «3CKu3amu» (sketches), Darap ITon
Haranusa l'otopH — «ucropusamu» (tales). Tepmun «kopoTkuii pacckas» (short story)
6niA BiepBbie Haspan B 1884 rogy B asonnMuo onyGAnKoBanHo# crarbe «Dunocofus
KOPOTKOTO pacckasa» (The Philosophy of the Short Story) B $rrazernPpuitckoM KypHare
«AHIIIHHKOTTC MoTe3nH». Ee aBTopom 6bin Bpangep Mstrhioc (Brander Matthews),
BrocaeAcTBuM nipopeccop Koaymbuiickoro yuupepcarera. OH KaHOHH3HPOBAA MIOAO-
skeHusA, BricKasanupie Darapom ITo B crarse o kunre F'otopHa «/[Baxabt pacckasaH-
HBlEe HCTOPHH», H TIPHAAA HM XapakTep peuenrta AAf MacCOBOTO npoussoacTsa. O
TpefoBar OT KOPOTKOIO PACcCKa3a COOTBETCTBHA BOCKMH YCAOBHAM: OPHTUHAABHOCTH,
€AMHCTBA, CKATOCTH, OAecTaAmiero crTuAs, AeficTBHA, POPMEI, COACPKAHUA H, IO
BO3MOKHOCTH, ¢paHTaduu. CkoAb 661 GAHAALHBI HH GHAH STH KaHOHEH, CYTh AC€AA 34€Ch
B $OPMaABHON HOPMATHBHOCTH, B CTaHAAPTH3ALMH HOBEAAMCTHKH, 9TO CaMo 1o cebe
YK€ AHIIAET €€ MPEACCTH XYA0KECTBEHHOTO OTKPHITHA, CKOBHIBAA HHAMBUAYAABHOCTD
nucaters. Bmecre ¢ TeM 3TR HOPMATHBHOCTH OTKPHBAET MPOCTOP PEMECACHHBIM
NOJEAKAM — B aMEPHKAHCKWX YHMBEPCHMTETaX ¢ Hadara XX Bexa BBOAMTCA Jake
obyuyenne HCKycCTBY KOPOTKOTO pacckasa, «Kasaroch,—mmcarn B 1923 rogy amepn-
KaHCKUiH HCTOPHK AuTepatypst ®pes Astonc I191TH ¢ HeCKpBIBaeMoit HpoHHEH,— 4TO
OHO (HCKYCCTBO KOPOTKOro pacckasa— A.3.) uMeeT Bce SACMEHTH TOYHOH HAYKH C
3aKOHAMH CTOAD K€ AECIOTHYCCKMMHE M MHOTOYHCACHHBIMH, KAK H T€, YTO YIIPABASIOT
urpoit B 6pugs», 1

AarvHeiimee pa3spuTHE PEAAHCTHYECKOH HOBEANHCTHKH OBIAO CBA3IHO B 3HATH-
TEABHOH CTeNEeHH C IIPOTECTOM MPOTHB CTAHAAPTH3AUHH KOPOTKOTO PaccKas’a M €ro
HCTIOAB3OBAaHHA H3JATEAAMHM B KOMMEPYecKuX uHTepecax. OcobeHHO mMpokuil u
raybokmit xapakrep aToT mporect mpuoGpear B XX Beke B TBOpuectBe Teozopa
Apaitaepa, Mepryaa Auaepcona, dpuecra Xemunrysa. Ho nauaro storo npogecca
YTAYOACHMS PEAAMCTHYECKMX TeHACHIMH B HOBEAAMCTHMKE OTHOCHTCA K KoHuy XIX
Beka. OHO (BA3AHO HE TOABKO ¢ HOBEAAMCTHKOH Ymuabama Juna Xoysaaca,

! Fred Lewis Pattee. The Development of the American Short Story. N. Y., 1923, p. 365.



XyAOMKECTBEHHAA DPAKTUKA KOTOPOTO YCTYNACT 110 3HATUMOCTH €70 ACATEABHOCTH
KpHTHK3, HO B 60oAbIICH CTENEeHH ¢ TBOPYECTBOM TAKHX NHCATEAeH, Kak XeMaun
Fapaend, @poux Hoppuc, Crusen Kpeiin.

Xemaun Tapaesa u ®psuk Hoppuc HavaAn CBOIO AMTEPATYPHYIO AEATEABHOCTD
KaK TIPEACTABHTEAN AEMOKDATHHUECKOTO HallPABAEHHUSA, KOTOPHIM 6BLA0 HEHABUCTHO
HACTYNAEHHE MOHOTOAHI M KOPHOpALHIL. B cBOHX CTaThAX BTH IMHCATEAH PATOBAAM
3a AMTepaTypy, 6AH3KyIO K HapoaAHO# xusHu. MX TBOpuecTBY, pasBHUBaBIUEMYCH
B LIEAOM B PYCA€ PEAAHCTHYECKOM, OBIAM CBOMCTBEHHH U OIpPEJCACHHbIE YePTH Ha-
TypaAH3Ma. }

Paccka3 Xemauna I'apaenga «/Asaomka Utsn Punan» nocBAIEH CTOAKHOBEHUIO
AMEPHKAHCKHX (PEPMEPOB CO BCEMOTYIIHMH NPOMBIMIACHHBIMY KOPIOPALHSIMY — B
Auzle TOPTOBIA NMATEHTOBAHHBIMH CPEACTBAMH OT BCAYECKHX 6oresneit. Kaprusast
$epmepckoiil KHMHH CO3AAHB I‘ap/\etj,aom C MOAAMHHBIM MacTepcTBOM. l'apaenz
HaMEPEHHO OTKA3HBAETCA OT BHEINHEH 3aHMMATEABHOCTH ClokeTa. IIpuBackaTers-
HOCTB €r0 PACCKA3a B TENAOTE, C KOTOPOH OH OTHOCHTCA K CBOEMY Iepoio, o6MaHyTOMy
AOBKHM KOMMHBOSDKEPOM, B TOYHOCTH M IOMODE €I'0 NICHXOAOTHYECKOH 3apHCOBKH.

®psux Hoppuc 8 pacckase «CAeAka ¢ KOAYEHOTHM» BOCCO3ARET SNMIOAL! U3
xusau pabounx 3anasa, B 9ToM pacckase coderaerca poManTuka Bper I'apra u jomop
Mapxka Tsena. Buecre ¢ TeM OH TIPOHHKHYT rAy6okoii TpeBoroii 3a cy b6y yeroBeka.
Hoppuc nogo6H0 TapaeHAy AaKe HECKOABPKO HapOYMTO OTXOAMT OT CTaHAAPTHHIX
KAHOHOB MAaCCOBOI HOBEAAHCTHKH, NPHOAMMKAA CBOI paccKas K PUSHOAOTHIECKOMY
O4YEPKY. ’

Pacckas CtuBena Kpeitna «B mnaonke» NIPOHM3AH TpardyecKUMH HOTAMH,
XapaKTEPHHIMH ¥ AAS MHPOOHIyIeHHA 9Toro mucareas. Crnacumuecs oT kopabaexpy-
IEHUA AKOAH — PaHEeHBH KanuTaH, NOBAP, CMA3YUK M KOPPECHOHACHT — MINYT
cnaceHust OT MopA U ot 3aboroueHHoro Gepera. Tpareaus AloacH, NOTEPABUIUXCA B
Mope H MyXecTBeHHO Gopiommxcsa co cruxueii, nepejana KpeiiHoM ¢ TaraHTOM
60ABLIOrO MacTepa.

KpeiiH MOAY€pKHYTO SKOHOMEH B CBOMX H300Pa3sHTEABHBIX CPEACTBAaX, OH
OPEAEABHO CKATO CTPEMHTCS NePeAaTh BHYTPEHHHI MHP CBOMX I€pO€B OTPHIBHCTHI-
MH M €AHHCTBEHHO BO3MOMKHBIMH CAOBAMH JHAAOIA, AAKOHMYHBIM BHYTPEHHHM
MOHOAOTOM KOPPECTIOHACHTA, IPEJOCTABAAA YHTATEAIO BOCCO3AATh OCTAIOWIHECS B
TIOATEKCTE YYBCTBA U NeperkuBanus repoes. OH HACTOABKO YTAyGAeH BO BHYTPeHHMHA
MHD Fepoes, YTO AKe He Ha3hBaeT ux uMena. OHU NpeACTABAAIOTCA €My BHEITHHMH
aTpufyTaMu, OTBACKAIOLIHMH OT TAABHOTO — OT X Y€AOBEYECKOH CYIHOCTH, BHABAS-
IOmEHCA B CMEPTEABHON CXBaTKe CO CTUXHEH.

Kpeiina nyraior BoiCOKHME CAOBa, 3a€3KEHHBIE H 3aTACKAHHBIE PEMECACHHBIMH
COYMHHUTEAAMH MAaCCOBOTO KOMMEPYECKOTO YTHBA, M OH YXOJHT OT HUX B CBOK
HECKOABKO HMITDECCMOHHMCTCKYI0 MAaHEpPy IMOBECTBOBAHHSA, KOTOPYI0 TaK BBICOKO
ueHuA Bpuect XeMUHTYDH.

CBoeo6pasnoe MeCTO B WCTOPHH AMEPUKAHCKOH HOBEAMMCTHKH 3aHUMACT
Am6po3 Bupc. Yyactaux poitnst IPOTHB I0KHEIX paoBAaeAbles, B KOTopol Bupc

OpoCAaBHACA XpaﬁpOCTbIO H MYXKE€CTBOM, OH Ha4YHHAA AHTEPATYPHYIO ACATECABHOCTD !

BMecTe ¢ Bper Taprom n Mapkom Teerom B 60-e rogst 8 Kaaudopauu. Ho Bomen ou
No-HacTomneMy B AuTepatypy 8 90-x rojax cbopHukamu pacckaszos «B ryme sxusuu»
u «BO3MOXHO AU 9TO?». DcreTHuECKAE BITAAAN BHpPCa GEIAM CAOKHEIMH U BEChMa
HportusopeunBoiMH. OH OTBEPraA SCTETHYECKYIO [POrPaMMy AMEPHKAHCKHX H
€BPOEHCKIX PEarHCTOB, H BMECTE C TEM B AYYIIHX TPOM3BEJECHMAX OH MPEACTAET
NHcaTeAeM-pearnctoM. CTpacTHas HeHaBHCTh Bupca K 0GBBATEABCKOMY GAArOMOAY-
HIO0, K MUDY MenIaH, K MUY CTA’KATEABCTBA HAIAA BBIX0J B AHTACTHYECKUX U JaXKe
MHCTIMECKHX ero pacckasaX. 9T0 0co6eHHO NPOSBHAOCH B €70 PACCKa3ax o BoiiHe
(«Bcaunk » nebe», «Cayuaii Ha Mocry uepes CoBunbiil pyueii»). Ilucateas posnur ¢
Darapom Ilo NPOABAAIOIECECH TIOAYAC Y HETO YIIOCHHME YXKACHHIM M HEOOBIYHBIM B
#u3Hu. Ho npu Bcem meccummame Bupca Ayuilime ero pacckashl MPOHHKHYTHL HeE
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TOABKO TOPEYBIO Pa3ouapoBaHua B GYPiKyasHO-4EMOKPAaTHUECKHX HACAAAX, HE TO)
HEHABHUCTEIO K OOBIBAaTEABCKOMY OAaromoAyuuio, Ho H rAy6okoit 60AbIo 32 cya
IPOCTHIX AKOACH, pacTONTaHHBIX 6ypaKyasHoi Amepuxoii. H takue ero pacckassi,
«ITpocurers» u «Hacaeactso JxurcoHa», MOryT GHITE OTHECEHB K lUEAER
PEAAKCTHYECKOH HOBEAAVCTMRU.

Peaructuueckue weprTel cpoiictBeHHBl M TBopyectBy O.Tenpu. B ucro
AMEPUKAHCKON HOBEAAHCTHKY €My NPUHAZACKHUT MIOYETHOE MECTO HE TOABKO
3aMEYATEABHOMY MACTEPY OCTPodhabyAbHOM HOBEAAB, HO H KaK ITHCATEAID, C HOABI
COYYBCTBHEM OTHOCHBIIEMYCA K CBOHM IepOsSM, IIPOCTHIM HBIO-HOPKCKHM TPYXK(
kaM. OH HaYaA CBOI AHTEPATYPHYIO AECATEABHOCTh B IOMOPHCTHYECKOH ra
«PoarwHT croyu», B 1894 roay. Ilepmuie pacckasel, KOTOpbIC MPHHECAH €MY M
CTHOCTh, OH HAIIMCAA B TIOPBME, KyJa OBIA 3AKAI09EH 110 OOBMHEHHIO B Kpake A(
MOCAE TOTO, KAK B 6amc§, rae on paboraa, obHapy:maack nponaxa. C 1902 1
O.Tenpu xuser B Hoo-Hopke, aKTHBHO COTPYAHMYAET B KYPHAAAX, ITHILET YYT
He Mo pacckasy B HeJerw. B 1904 rogy emixoaur B cBeT ero kuura <Kopoa
xarycra». 3a Hell creZyloT cOOpDHHMKH pacckasoB «UeThipe MHAAHOHEA», «Cep
3anaga» M MHOTHE JApyTHe.

Horeanucruxa O.lenpu 3amMeqaTeAbH2 MACTEPCKUIM NOCTPOCHUEM CIOXKETA.
30pKO TOAMEWAET TATOTH KMIHA IPOCTHIX AMEPHKAHCKUX TPYKEHHKOB, HEBIT
6nrra npocrerx oburareaeit Hpio-Hopka, K KOTOPBIM OTHOCHTCA C HCKDEH
cummnatueii («M3 Al6BH K HCKYCCTBY»). OCTPOTY MKH3HEHHBIX KOHPAHUKTOB, 3aTPt
THX B pacckaszaX, O.leHpu 4YacTO CHUMAET HEOKUAAHHBIM [OBOPOTOM CIOMK
NPUBOAAIIMM, KAK NPaBHAO, K TPAZULIMOHHOMY CYAaCTAMBOMY KOHLY, BO MHC
CAyYasaxX HMKAK HE COOTBETCIBYIOLIEMY BCEH AOTHKE Da3sBHUTHSA XapaKTEPOB H Cy
€ro repoes.

Cuactansbie xornoBku y O.Fenpu 6pian, Kak NPU3HABAA 9TO OH CaM, PE3yA
TOM JaBA€HMA Ha Hero OypikyasHbx usaarereit, Ho ne Beeraa O.Tenpu noasas:
STOMY AABAEHHIO, O YEM HATASAHO CBHAECTEABCTBYET ero pacckas «MebaupoBan
KOMHAaTa», IPOHHKHYTHI TParHYeCKUMH TOHAMH, KOTOpBIE HE CKPaJBlBAaeT U Ci
creennniii O.Tenpu jomop. Ilpocteie Aogu rHOGHYT B AMepmuKxe, # 970 rAy6
TpeBoxuT O.T'eHpu. TakoB CMBICA STOH HOBEAAHL.

Cyarba O.TeHpu okazarack TparuyHOi — JaBAeHUE Oypxkya3HoH Ipecc
6ypayasHoro o61eCTBEHHOTO MECHMS AMIIAAC €70 BO3MOXXHOCTH NIMCATh BCIO P2
SKH3HH, KOTOPYIO OH CaM BHAEA ¥ YYBCTBOBAaA. I1pOABHB HCKAIOUHTEABHYIO H300D:
TEABHOCTb B TIOCTPOCHHM CIOXKeTa M pa3puTHM JeiictBuA, O.lenpu, koHeyHo,
HCUEPIAA BO3ZMOMKHOCTEH OCTPOCIOKETHOH HOBEAABl, HO €r0 HOBEAAMCTHYEC
TPAKTHKZ BBHIABMAZ ONTACHOCTH, KOTOPYIO HECET PEAAMCTHYECKOMY PacCKa3y MHTP
npeBpameHHas B camMouenb. M He cayyaiino amepukaHCKue HOBEAAUCTH XX B
BHICTYNABIIHE TPOTHB MCKYCCTBEHHO MOCTPOEHHBIX GaGyABl H CIOKETA, OTTAAKI
Auck or teBopuectRa O.I'eHpH, B KOTOPOM OHM BHAEAH, BIIPOYEM, HeE BCE
cnpaBeAAuBo, HauoAee TIOAHOE BOIIAOHICHHE CTaHAAPTHIOBAHHOTO aMEPUKAHCE
KOPOTKOIO paccKasa.

B pa3ssBuTEM aMEPUKAHCKOK HOBEAAMCTHKM HAIIAC OTpaKEHHE HapacTa
AE€MOKDAaTHYECKUX TEHAEHINI U BAHAHAE COUAANCTHIECKHX HAEH, KOTOPOoE 0cot
HO OCA3AEMO BBITBUAOCH ITOCA€ HCIIAHO-AMEPUKAHCKOH BoMHbI 1898 roaa, Br1apaBi
LIIHPOKOE BO3MyHIeHMEe JeMokpaTuyeckoif obmecrsennoctn CHIA. Mapk Tr
Oponx Hoppuc, Yuasam Jun XOysAAC BHICTYIHAH € OCYKACHHUEM aMEPUKAHCK
uMnepuarusma. IogpeM aHTHHMIIEPHAAHCTHYECKUX HACTPOCHHH COIYTCTBOBAA
cty paboyero u gpepMepcKoro ABMKEHMA. BLICTYNACHHS IUHPOKHX HAPOAHBIX N
TIPOTHR MOHOIMOAH CIOCOGCTBOBAAM YCIIEXaM PEAAMCTHYCCKOH AHTEPATYpHI, B
MHOTHX AMEPUKAHCKHX MIHMCcaTeAel K ueanM conuaruama. Hamboaee aprum npea
BHTEAEM COlMaAucTHYecKo AnTeparypsl CHIA Havara XX Beka 6pia Joxex AoHAC

Taranr Jxeka AoHAoHa 6biA MuOrorpaneH-—asTop «MaptuHa Hacna
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JKenesHOIl TATH»> HAYAA TBOPYECKUH ITYTh HOBEAAMCTOM, €rO NEPY IPHHAAAEHKAT
6recTAIIHE TaMPAETH H OYEPKH.

Hosearanctuxa /xexa AOHAOHAZ MPOHMKHYTAZ HEYKPOTHMON KaXJOH KU3HH,
pociesanne repos—6opua co cruxnelt — poannt Jxexa Aongona ¢ Bper Faptom.
VIMEHHO 9TH Ka4eCTBA NPUCYI# €r0 3aMEYaTEABHOMY pacckady «A60Bb K 3XU3HM»,
KOTOpHI BHICOKO oneHuA B. M. Aenun.

Jxex AOHAOH, KOHETHO, B TOpa3jo MeHbuel crenenn, yem O. Tenpu, ncoprran
AaBACHHE MACCOBBIX JKYPHAAOB, OTPHIATEABHO CKA3aBIUEECA HA JaCTH €TO HOBEAAH-
CTHKH. B mmcbMe K aMEPHKaHCKOMY nucateAld YoaJo ®psHky oH He 6e3 ropeun
NpU3HaBaA: «Ecau 651 Coegunennsie IlITatel 651AK TaK ke Z0OpHI [0 OTHOINEHHIY K
HOBEAAMCTY, Kak Bcerga 6siaa gobpa ®pannus, s 6m ¢ caMoro Havaaa cBoeif
IMCATEABCKOH Kapbephl co3jar 6Bl He OJHY JIOKMHY KOPOTKHX PacCKasoB, OYCHB
OTAMYHBIX OT T€X, KOTOPHe f yXe Hanucaar.l

Peaructuueckan Hoseara CHIA B komne XIX-—muagara XX BB. mperepneBara
CTOAKHOBEHHA C ATOAOTETHYECKOH CTaHJapPTH30BAHHOM MAacCCOBOH AHTEpATypHOM
NpOAyKLHEH, nevyaraBmieca MHOTOTRICAYHRIMY THpaxaMu. OAMH B3 BHAHBIX cobupa-
TeAeil M EHUTEAEH aMepHKaHCKOH HoBeAAR Dayapa Jdx. O’Bpaiien, npeJocTeperas
aMEpPHMKAHCKHX IHcaTeAeH OT ONacHOCTH MONAcTh B AGBYLIKY MEXaHH3HDOBAHHON U
YHHQUUMPOBAHHOH HOBEAAMCTHKH, ITHCAA, YTO TpeGOBaHHA PEJAKTOPOB MACCOBBIX
KYPHAAOB ¥ HIAATEABCTB JEAAIOT (QAKTYPy AMEPHKAHCKOTO KOPOTKOTO pacckasa
«HOYTH BCETAA MEXAHMYECKOH U cuHTeTHUeCKOH>». [IpoTHB S40BUTOR MHTPHUIH, KAK
ee meTko HasBaa [llepBya AHAEPCOH, BHICTYIAAH MACTEP2 PEANHCTHYECKOH HOBEAAH-
crukn XX BeKa BO TAABE C YHOPHBIM H HEIIPEKAOHHBIM B CBOCI NPHBEPKEHHOCTH
npaeje xu3nu Teogopom /JpatizepoM.

Ieproe CTOA€THE Pa3BMTHSA aMEPHKAHCKOTO PAaccKasa JaA0 TaKHX GAeCTsINHX
MacTepoB, kak Bammurron Wpsunr, 9grap Ilo, Harammsa Totopn, Tepman
Measuan, Bper 'apt, Mapk Treen, AM6po3 Bupe, O. lenpu, Axex Aongon. 3acayra
WX HE TOABKO B TOM, YTO OHH TOMOTAH BHIIECTOBATH OCOOLIH JKAHP AMEPUKAHCKOTO
KODOTKOTO PacCKasa, HO H B TOM, YTO C IIOMOUIBIO STOTO K2HPa OHU CYMEAH NOBEJATh
9EAOBEYECTBY O YYBCTBAX H MBICASIX, O PaJOCTAX H HEB3r04aX aMEPHKAHCKOTO HAPOAA,
O NPHTECHEHHH CaMOIl YeAOBedeCKoi NPUpPoAn Ge3AyLIHOH COUMAABHOH CHCTEMOMH
6ypxyasnoit AMepuxu. Bee 9To JeraeT 9THX 3aMEYATEABHBIX XYA0KHHKOB KAACCHKA-
MM HE TOABKO AMEPMKAHCKOH, HO H MHPOBOH HOBEAAMCTHKH.

A. H. 3acypexuii

2‘ Waldo Frank. Our America. N.Y., 1919, p. 26.
Edward J. O’Brien, Dance of the Machines. N.Y., 1929, p. 124.
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Rip Van Winkle:

A Posthumous Writing
of Diedrich Knickerbocker

By Woden,* God of Saxons,
From whence comes Wensday, that
is Wodensday.
Truth is a thing that éver I will keep
Unto thylke day in which I creep into
My sepulchre.

Cartwright.*

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson * must remember
the Kaatskill mountains.* They are a dismembered branch of the
great Appalachian family,* and are seen away to the west of the
river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over* the
surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of
weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the
magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded
by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the
weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and
print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes,
when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of
gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting
sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have
descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose
shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the
upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. Itis a
little village, of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the
DUt_ch colonists,* in the early times of the province, just about the
beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant* (may he
rest in peacel) and there were some of the houses of the original
settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks
brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts,
surmounted with weathercocks.

23



In that same village and in one of these very houses (which, to tell
the precise truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there
lived many years since, while the country was yet a province of Great
Britain,* a simple good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van
Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so
gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompa-
nied him to the siege of Fort Christina.* He inherited, however, but
little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he
was a simple good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor,
and an obedient hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the latter
circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained
him such universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be
obsequious and conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of
shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and
malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain
lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues
of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in
some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van
Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is that he was a great favorite among all the good wives
of the village, who, as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all
family squabbles; and never failed, whenever they talked those
matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on Dame
Van Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy
whenever he approached. He assisted at their sports, made their
playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles,* and told
them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went
dodging about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them
hanging on his skirts,* clambering on his back, and playing a
thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at
him throughout the neighborhood.

The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion
to all kinds of profitable labor. It could not be from the want of
assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod
as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a
murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single
nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours
together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and
down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never
refuse to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a
foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or
building stone fences; the women of the village, too, used to employ
him to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less
obliging husbands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready
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1o attend to anybody’s business but his own; but as to doing family
duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the
most pestilent* little piece of ground in the whole country;
everything about it went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of him.
His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go
astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker
in his fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of
setting in just as he had some out-door work to do; so that though his
patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre
by acre, until there was little more left than a mere patch of Indian
corn and potatoes, vet it was the worst conditioned farm in the
neighborhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to
nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness,
promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes of his father. He
was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped
in a pair of his father’s cast-off galligaskins, which he had much ado
to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad
weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of
foolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white
bread or brown whichever can be got with least thought or trouble,
and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound.* If left
to himself, he would have whistled life away* in perfect content-
ment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his
idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family.
Morning, noon, and night, her tongue was incessantly going, and
everything he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of household
eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the
kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged
his shoulders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing.
This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from his wife; so that
he was fain to draw off his forces, and take to the outside of the
house—the only side which, in truth, belongs to a hen-pecked
husband.

Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much
hen-pecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as
companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye,
as the cause of his master’s going so often astray. True it is, in all
points of spirit befitting an honorable dog, he was as courageous an
animal as ever scoured the woods—but what courage can withstand
the ever-during and all-besetting terrors of a woman’s tongue? * The
moment Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the
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ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallow.
air,* casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the
least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the door witl
yelping precipitation.

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of
matrimony rolled on; a tart temper* never mellows with age, and =
sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener with constani
use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from
home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages,
philosophers, and other idle personages of the village; which held its
sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund
portrait of his Majesty George the Third.* Here they used to sit in
the shade through a long lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly over
village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it
would have been worth any statesman’s money to have heard* the
profound discussions that sometimes took place, when by chance an
old newspaper fell into their hands from some passing traveler. How
solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick
Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned little man, who
was not to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the dictionary;
and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some
months after they had taken place.

The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas
Vedder, a patriarch of the village, and landlord of the inn, at the
door of which he took his seat from morning till night, just moving

-sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; so
that the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as accurately
as by a sundial. Itis true he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his
pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for every great man has his

" adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his

opinions. When anything that was read or related displeased him, he
was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth short,
frequent, and angry puffs, but when pleased he would inhale the

_ smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds;

and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the
fragrant vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in
token of perfect approbation.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by
his termagant wife, who would suddenly break in upon the
tranquillity of the assemblage and call the members all to naught; *
nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself
sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who
charged him outright with encouraging her husband in habits of
idleness.
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Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only
ternative, to escape from the labor of the farm and clamor of his
ife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he
ould sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share the
ntents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a
JJlow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he would say, “thy
istress leads thee a dog’s life of it; * but never mind, my lad, whilst I
ve thou shall never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf would wag
is tail, look wistfully in his master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity, I
xrily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had
nconsciously scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill
.ountains. He was after his favorite sport* of squirrel-shooting, and
te still solitudes had echoed and reechoed with the reports of his
in. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon,
1 a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that crowned the
-ow of a precipice. From an opening between the trees he could
serlook all the lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He
w at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its
lent but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or
i sail of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom,
1d at last losing itself in the blue highlands.

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild,
nely, and shagged, the bottom filled with fragments from the
1pending dliffs, and scarcely lighted by ‘the reflected rays of the
tting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was
-adually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue
tadows over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he
wuld reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought
" encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance,
dlooing, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round,
1t could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight across the
ountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned
1ain to descend, when he heard the same cry ring through the still
ening air: “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” —at the same time
olf bristled up his back, and, giving a loud growl, skulked to his
aster’s side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a
gue apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the
me direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the
cks, and bending under the weight of something he carried on his
ck. He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely and
frequented place; but supposing it to be some one of the
ighborhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it.
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On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singuiari
of the stranger’s appearance. He was a short, square-built old fello
with thick bushy hair and a grizzled beard. His dress was of tl
antique Dutch fashion-—a cloth jerkin, strapped round ti
waist—several pairs of breeches, the outer one of ample volum
decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches* at tl
knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that seemed full «
liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with tl
load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintanc
Rip complied with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving eac
other, they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of
mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then hea
long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of
deep ravine, or rather cleft, between lofty rocks, toward which the
rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant, but supposing
to be the muttering of one of those transient thunder-showers whic
often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing throug
the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatr
surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks of whic
impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caugl
glimpses of the azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During t}
whole time Rip and his companion had labored on in silence, f«
though the former marvelled greatly what could be the object «
carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain; yet there w.
something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, th
inspired awe and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presente
themselves. On a level spot in the centre was a company «
odd-looking personages playing at nine-pins. They were dressed in
quaint outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets, others jerkin
with long knives in their belts, and most of them had enormon
breeches, of similar style with that of the guide’s. Their visages, to
were peculiar; one had a large head, broad face, and small piggis
eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and w
surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock
tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was or
who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentlema:
with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, bro:
belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stocking
and high-heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group r
minded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in tl
parlor of Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, and whi
had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settl
ment.
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"What S€EMEU Paituiuially Uut vo sxaps resy i s
were evidently amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest
faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most
melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing
interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which,
whenever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains like
rumbling peals of thunder.

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly
desisted from their play, and stared at him with such fixed,
statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lacklustre countenances,
that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote together. His
companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons,
and made signs to him to wait upon the company. He obeyed with
fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and
then returned to their game.

By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even
ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage,
which he found had much of the flavor of excellent Hollands. He
was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the
draught. One taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to
the flagon so often, that at length his senses were overpowered, his
eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fellinto a
deep sleep.

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had
first seen the old man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a
bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping and twittering
among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting
the pure mountain breeze. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept
here all night.” He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep.
The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the
wild retreat among the rocks—the woe-begone party at nine-
pins—the flagon—*“Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!” thought
Rip; “what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean well-oiled
fowling-piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel
Incrusted with rust, the lock ‘falling off, and the stock worm-eaten.
He now suspected that the grave roysters of the mountain had put a
trlck' upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him
of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed
away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him, and
shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and
shout, but no dog was to be seen. '

He. determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol,
and, if he met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As
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he rose to walk he found himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in h;
usual activity. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,” though
Rip; “and if this frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism
I shall have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle.” With som
difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the gully up which h
and his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but, t
his astonishment, a mountain stream was now foaming dowi
it—leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babblin;
murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, workin;
his toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch
hazel,* and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wilc
grape-vines that twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, anc
spread a kind of network in his path.

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the
cliffs to the amphitheatre; but no traces of such opening remained
The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall, over which the
torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell into ¢
broad, deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding
forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again callec
and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing of s
flock of idle crows, sporting* high in air about a dry tree thai
overhung a sunny precipice; and who, secure in their elevation,
seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s perplexities. What
was to be done?—the morning was passing away, and Rip felt
famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and
his gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve
among the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty
firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his
steps homeward.

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none
whom he knew, which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought
himself acquainted with everyone in the country round. Their dress,
too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was accustomed.
They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and, whenever
they cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The
constant recurrence of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do
the same—when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown
a foot long!

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange
children ran at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray
beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an old
acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village was
altered; it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses
which he had never seen before, and those which had been his
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familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the
doors—strange faces at the windows—everything was strange.
His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and
the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native
village, which he had left but the day before. There stood
the Kaatskill mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a dis-
tance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always been.
Rip was sorely perplexed. “That flagon last night,” thought he, “has
addled my poor head sadly!”

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house,
which he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to
hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone
to decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors
off the hinges. A half-starved dog that looked like Wolf, was
skulking about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur snarled,
showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cur
indeed — “My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle
had always kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently
abandoned. The desolateness overcame all his connubial fears—he
called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers rang
for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village
inn—but it too was gone. A large, rickety, wooden building stood in
its place, with great gaping windows, some of them broken and
mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted,
“The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree
that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn.of yore, there was now
reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that looked like a
red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a
singular assemblage of stars and stripes—all this was strange and
incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby
face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a
peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red
coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the
hand instead of a sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked hat,
and underneath was painted in large characters, GENERAL
WASHINGTON .*

_There was, as usual, a crowd of folks about the door, but none that
Rip recollected. The very character of the people seemed changed.
There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the
accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for
the Sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair
Ong pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke instead of idle speeches;
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or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling forth the contents of an
ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking
fellow, with his pockets full of hand-bills, was haranguing ve.
hemently about rights of citizens—elections—members of Con.
gress—liberty—Bunker’s Hill *—heroes of seventy-six*—and othe
words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon* to the bewilderec
Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rust
fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and an army of women anc
children at his heels, soon attracted the attention of the taven
politicians. They crowded round him, eyeing him from head to foo
with great curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing hin
partly aside, inquired “on which side he voted?” Rip stared in vacan
stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow pulled him by the arx
and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “Whether he was Federal ¢
Democrat?” * Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the questior
when a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocke
hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right an
left with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Va
Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his kee
eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very sou
demanded in an austere tone, “What brought him to the electic
with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels, and whether |
meant to breed a riot in the village?” —“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Ri
somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor quiet man, a native of the plac
and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him!”

Here a general shout burst from the bystanders—“A tory!*
tory! a spy! a refugee! hustle him! away with him!” It was with gre
difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked hat restor
order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demand
again of the unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom
was seeking? The poor man humbly assured him that he meant
harm, but merely came there in search of some of his neighbors, w
used to keep about the tavern. ,

“Well-—who are they?—name them.”

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, “Wher
Nicholas Vedder?”

There was a silence for alittle while, when an old man replied
a thin piping voice, “Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and g¢
these eighteen years! There was a wooden tombstone in the chur
yard that used to tell all about him, but that’s rotten :
gone too.”

“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”

_“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some
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he was killed at the storming of Stony Point*—others say he was
drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony’s Nose.* I don’t know—he
never came back again.”

“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”

“He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general,* and is
now in Congress.”

Rip’s heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home
and friends, and finding himself thus alone in the world. Every
answer puzzled him too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time,
and of matters which he could not understand; war—Con-
gress—Stony Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more
friends, but cried out in despair, “Does nobody here know Rip Van
Winkle?”

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three. “Oh, to be sure! *
that’s Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he
went up the mountain: apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged.
The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted his
own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the
midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat demanded who
he was, and what was his name?

“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wits’ end; “I’'m not myself —I'm
somebody else—that's me yonder—no—that's somebody else
got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on
the mountain, and they've changed my gun, and everything’s'
changed, and I'm changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I
am!”

The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod, wink
significantly, and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There was
a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow
from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the self-
important man in the cocked hat retired with some precipitation. At
this critical moment a fresh, comely woman pressed through the
throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby
child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry.
“Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t
hurt you.” The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of
her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind.

“What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.

“Judith Gardenier.”

“And your father’s name?”

“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was hlS name, but it’s twenty years
since he went away from home with his gun, and never has been
heard of since—his dog came home without him; but whether he
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shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell,
was then but a little girl.”

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a falterir
voice,—

“Where’s your mother?”

“QOh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke
blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New-England pedlar.” *

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. Tl
honest man could contain himself no longer. He caught his daught
and her child in his arms. “I am your father!” cried he—*Your
Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now!—Does noboc
know poor Rip Van Winkle?”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from amor
the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his fa
for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it
himself! Welcome home again, old neighbor— Why, where have yc
been these twenty long years?”

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been
him but as one night. The neighbors stared when they heard it; son
were seen to wink at each other, and put their tongues in the
cheeks: and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when tl
alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corne
of his mouth, and shook his head —upon which there was a gener
shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Pet
Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was
descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of t
earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancie
inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful ever
and traditions of the neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once, a1
corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He assur:
the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor t
historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted
strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendri
Hudson,* the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind
vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half-moon; * bei:
permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and ke
a guardian eye upon the river, and the great city called by his nan
That his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dress
playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he hims
had heard. one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, li
distant peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and return
to the more important concerns of the election. Rip's daughter to
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him home to live with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and
a stout cheery farmer for her husband, whom Rip recollected for one
" of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and
heir, who was the ditto* of himself, seen leaning against the tree, he
was employed to work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary
disposition* to attend to anything else but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of
his former cronies, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear
of time;* and preferred making friends among the rising genera-
tion, with whom he soon grew into great favor.*

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age
when a man can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more
on the bench at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the
patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before the
war”. It was some time before he could get into the regular track of
gossip, or could be made to comprehend the strange events that had
taken place during his torpor. How that there had been a
revolutionary war—that the country had thrown off the yoke of Old
England—and that, instead of being a subject of His Majesty George
the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact,
was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little
impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under
which he had long groaned, and that was— petticoat government.
Happily that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of
matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased without
dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was
mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and
cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of
resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance.

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr.
Doohtt!e’s hotel. He was observed at first to vary on some points
every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to his having so
recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have
relateq, and not a man, woman, or child in the neighborhood but
knewj it by heart. Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it,
am'i insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and that this was one
point ‘on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch
nhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to
t}gls day they never hear a thunder-storm of a summer afternoon
about _the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are
at their game of nine-pins; and it is a common wish of all hen-
Pecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on

wf:lrki‘::%zgt(})lzt they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van
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- NOTE.—The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been
suggested to Mr. Knickerbocker by a little German superstition
about the Emperor Frederick der Rothbart, and the Kypphauser
mountain; the subjoined note, however, which he had appended to
the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his usual
fidelity: —

“The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many, but
nevertheless I give it my full belief, for I know the vicinity of our old
Dutch settlements to have been very subject to marvellous events and
appearances. Indeed, I have heard many stranger stories than this in
the villages along the Hudson, all of which were too well
authenticated to admit of a doubt. I have even talked with Rip Van
Winkle myself, who, when I last saw him, was a very venerable old
man, and so perfectly rational and consistent on every other poirnt,
that I think no conscientious person could refuse to take this into the
bargain; nay, I have seen a certificate on the subject, taken before a
country justice, and signed with a cross, in the justice’s own
handwriting. The story, therefore, is beyond the possibility of doubt.

D.K.”

* POSTSCRIPT..—The following are traveling notes from a
memorandum-book of Mr. Knickerbocker: —

“The Kaatsberg, or Catskill Mountains, have always been a region
full of fable. The Indians considered them the abode of spirits, who
influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds over the
landscape, and sending good or bad hunting seasons. They were
ruled by an old squaw spirit, said to be their mother. She dwelt on the
highest pack of the Catskills, and had charge of the doors of day and
night, to open and shut them at the proper hour. She hung up the
new moons in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars. In times of
drought, if properly propitiated, she would spin light summer clouds
out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off from the crest
of the mountain, flake after flake, like flakes of carded cotton, to
float in the air, until, dissolved by the heat of the sun, they would fall
in gentle showers, causing the grass to spring, the fruits to ripen, and
the corn to grow an inch an hour. If displeased, however, she would
brew up clouds black as ink, sitting in the midst of them like a
bottle-bellied spider in the midst of its web; and when these clouds
broke, woe betide the valleys!

“In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of
Manitou or Spirit, who kept about the wildest recesses of the Catskill
Mountains, and took a mischievous pleasure in wreaking all kinds of
evils and vexations upon the.red men. Sometimes he would assume
the form of a bear, a panther, or a deer, lead the bewildered hunter a
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weary chase through tangled forests a‘nd among ragged rocks, and
then spring off with aloud ho! ho! leaving him aghast on the brink of
a beetling precipice or raging torrent. '

«The favorite abode of this Manitou is still shown. Itisa great rock
or cliff on the loneliest part of the mountains, and, from the
flowering vines which clamber about it, and the wild flowers which
abound in its neighborhood, is known by the name of the Garden
Rock. Near the foot of it is a small lake, the haunt of the solitary
bittern, with watersnakes basking in the sun on the leaves of the
pond-lilies which lie on the surface. This place was held in great awe
by the Indians, insomuch that the boldest hunter who had lost his
way. penetrated to the Garden Rock, where he beheld a number of
gourds placed in the crotches of trees. One of these he seized
and made off with, but in the hurry of his retreat he letit fall among
the rocks, when a great stream gushed forth, which washed him away
and swept him down precipices, where he was dashed to pieces, and
the stream made its way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to the
present day, being the identical stream known by the name of the
Kaaters-kill.”

Philip of Pokanoket

An Indian Memoir

As monumental bronze unchanged his look;

A soul that pity touch’d, but never shook:
Train’d, from his tree-rock’d cradle to his bier,
The fierce extremes of good and ill to brook
Impassive—fearing but the shame of fear—

A stoic of the woods—a man without a tear.

] t Campbell.*

is to be regretted that those early writers who treated of the
discovery and settlement of America have not given us more
particular and candid accounts of the remarkable characters that
flourished in savage life. The scanty anecdotes which have reached
us are full of peculiarity and interest; they furnish us with nearer
%ll_mpses of human nature, and show what man is in a comparatively
Primitive state, and what he owes to civilization. There is something
of the charm of discovery in lighting upon these wild and
uflt?(plored tracts of human nature; in witnessing, as it were, the
native growth of moral sentiment; and perceiving those generous
and romantic qualities which have been artificially cultivated by

soclety, vegetating in spontaneous hardihood and rude magnifi-
tence,

&



In civilized life, where the happiness, and indeed almost the
existence, of man depends so much upon the opinion of his
fellow-men, he is constantly acting a studied part. The bold and
peculiar traits of native character ar€ refined away, or softened down
by the levelling influence of what is termed good breeding; and he
practises so many petty deceptions, and affects so many generous
sentiments, for the purposes of popularity, that it is difficult tc
distinguish his real from his artificial character. The Indian, on the
contrary, free from the restraints and refinements of polished life.
and, in a great degree, a solitary and independent being, obeys tie
impulses of his inclination or the dictates of his judgment; and thus
the attributes of his nature, being freely indulged, grow singly great
and striking. Society is like a lawn, where every roughness is
smoothed, every bramble eradicated, and where the eye is delighted
by the smiling verdure of a velvet surface; he, however, who would
study nature in its wildness and variety, must plunge into the forest.
must explore the glen, must stem the torrent, and dare the precipice.

These reflections arose on casually looking through a yolume of
early colonial history wherein are recorded, with great bitterness, the
outrages of the Indians, and their wars with the settlers of New
England.* It is painful to perceive, even from these partial
narratives, how the footsteps of civilization may be traced in the
blood of the aborigines; how easily the colonists were moved tc
hostility by the lust of conquest; how merciless and exterminating
was their warfare. The imagination shrinks at the idea, how many
intellectual beings were hunted from the earth, how many brave and
noble hearts, of nature’s sterling coinage, were broken down and
trampled in the dust!

Such was the fate of Philip of Pokanoket,* an Indian warrior,
whose name was once a terror throughout Massachusetts and
Connecticut. He was the most distinguished of a number of
contemporary sachems who reigned over the Pequods,* the
Narragansetts,* the Wampanoags,* and the other eastern tribes, at
the time of the first settlement of New England: a band of native
untaught heroes; who made the most generous struggle of which
human nature is capable; fighting to the last gasp in the cause of
their country, without a hope of victory or a thought of renown.
Worthy of an age of poetry, and fit subjects for local story and
romantic fiction, they have left scarcely any authentic traces on the
page of history, but stalk like gigantic shadows in the dim twilight of
tradition.

! While correcting the proof-sheets of this article, the author is informed that z
celebrated English poet has nearly finished an heroic poem on the story of Philip of
Pokanoket.— W. L.

38



When the Pilgrims,* as the Plymouth settlers are called by their
descendants, first took refuge on the shores of the New World, from
the religious persecutions of the Old, their situation was to the last
degree gloomy and disheartening. Few in number, and that number
rapidly perishing away through sickness and hardships; surrounded
by a howling wilderness and savage tribes; exposed to the rigors of
an almost arctic winter, and the vicissitudes of an ever-shifting
climate; their minds were filled with doleful forebodings, and
nothing preserved them from sinking into despondency but the
strong excitement of religious enthusiasm. In this forlorn situation
they were visited by Massasoit,* chief sagamore of the Wampanoags,
a powerful chief, who reigned over a great extent of country. Instead
of taking advantage of the scanty number of the strangers, and
expelling them from his territories into which they had intruded, hc
seemed at once to conceive for them a generous friendship, and
extended towards them the rites of primitive hospitality. He came
early in the spring to their settlement of New Plymouth,* attended
by a mere handful of followers; entered into a solemn league of
peace and amity; sold them a portion of the soil, and promised to
secure for them the good will of his savage allies. Whatever may be
said of Indian perfidy, it is certain that the integrity and good faith of
Massasoit have never been impeached. He continued a firm and
magnanimous friend of the white men; suffering them to extend
their possessions, and to strengthen themselves in the land; and
betraying no jealousy of their increasing power and prosperity.
Shortly before his death, he came once more to New Plymouth, with
his son Alexander, for the purpose of renewing the covenant of
peace, and of securing it to his posterity.

At this conference, he endeavored to protect the religion of his
forefathers from the encroaching zeal of the missionaries; and
stipulated that no further attempt should be made to draw off his
people from their ancient faith; but, finding the English obstinately
opposed to any such condition, he mildly relinquished the demand.
Almost the last act of his life was to bring his two sons, Alexander and
Philip (as they had been named by the English), to the residence of a
principal settler, recommending mutual kindness and confidence,
and entreating that the same love and amity which had existed
between the white men and himself might be continued afterwards
with his children. The good old sachem died in peace, and was
h?ppily gathered to his fathers before sorrow came upon his tribe;
his children remained behind to experience the ingratitude of white
men, ,

_ His eldest son, Alexander, succeeded him. He was of a quick and
!mpetuous temper,and proudly tenacious of his hereditary rights
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and dignity. The intrusive policy and dictatorial conduct of the
strangers excited his indignation: and he beheld with uneasiness
their exterminating wars with the neighboring tribes. He was
doomed soon to incur their hostility, being accused of plotting with
the Narragansetts to rise against the English and drive them from
the land. It is impossible to say whether this accusation was
warranted by facts, or was grounded on mere suspicions. It is
evident, however, by the violent and overbearing measures of the
settlers, that they had by this time begun to feel conscious of the
rapid increase of their power, and to grow harsh and inconsiderate
in their treatment of the natives. They dispatched an armed force to
seize upon Alexander and to bring him before their courts. He was
traced to his woodland haunts, and surprised at a hunting house,
where he was reposing with a band of his followers, unarmed, after
the toils of the chase. The suddenness of his arrest, and the outrage
offered to his sovereign dignity, so preyed upon the irascible feelings
of this proud savage as to throw him into a raging fever; he was
permitted to return home on condition of sending his son as a pledge
for his re-appearance; but the blow he had received was fatal, and
before he reached his home he fell a victim to the agonies of a
wounded spirit.

The successor of Alexander was Metamocet, or King Philip, as he
was called by the settlers, on account of his lofty spirit and ambitious
temper. These, together with his well-known energy and enterprise,
had rendered him an object of great jealousy and apprehension, and
he was accused of having always cherished a secret and implacable
hostility towards the whites. Such may very probably, and very
naturally, have been the case. He considered them as originally but
mere intruders into the country, who had presumed upon in-
dulgence, and were extending an influence baneful to savage life. He
saw the whole race of his countrymen melting before them from the
face of the earth; their territories slipping from their hands, and
their tribes becoming feeble, scattered, and dependent. It may be
said that the soil was originally purchased by the settlers; but who
does not know the nature of Indian purchases, in the early periods of
colonizations? The Europeans always made thrifty bargains, through
their superior adroitness in traffic; and they gained vast accessions of
territory, by easily-provoked hostilities. An uncultivated savage is
never a nice inquirer into the refinements of law, by which an injury
may be gradually and legally inflicted. Leading facts are all by which
he judges; and it was enough for Philip to know that before the
intrusionr of the Europeans his countrymen were lords of the soil,
and that now they were becoming vagabonds in the land of their
fathers.
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But whatever may have been his feelings of general hostility, and
is particular indignaton at the treatment of his brother, he
uppressed them for the present; renewed the contact with the
ettlers; and resided peaceably for many years at Pokanoket, or, as it
sas called by the English, Mount Hope, the ancient seat of dominion
f his tribe. Suspicions, however, which were at first but vague and
ndefinite, began to acquire form and substance; and he was at
angth charged with attempting to instigate the various eastern tribes
o rise at once, and, by a simultaneous effort, to throw off the yoke of
heir oppressors. It is difficult at this distant period to assign the
woper credit due to these early accusations against the Indians.
"here was a proneness* to suspicion, and an aptness to acts
f violence on the part of the whites, that gave weight and impor-
ance to every idle tale. Informers abounded where tale-bearing
ret with countenance and reward, and the sword was readily
insheathed when its success was certain and it carved out em-
ire.

The only positive evidence on record against Philip is the
ccusation of one Sausaman, a renegade Indian, whose natural
unning had been quickened by a partial education which he had
eceived among the settlers. He changed his faith and his allegiance
wo or three times with a facility that evinced the looseness of his
rinciples. He had acted for some time as Philip’s confidential
ecretary and counsellor, and had enjoyed his bounty and protec-
ion. Finding, however, that the clouds of adversity were gathering
ound his patron, he abandoned his service and went over to the
thites; and, in order to gain their favor, charged his former
enefactor with plotting against their safety. A rigorous investigation
ook place. Philip and several of his subjects submitted to be
xamined, but nothing was proved against them. The settlers,
lowever, had now gone too far to retract; they had previously
letermined that Philip was a dangerous neighbor; they had publicly
vinced their distrust, and had done enough to insure his hostility;
ccording, therefore, to the usual mode of reasoning in these cases,
us destruction had become necessary to their security. Sausaman,
he treacherous informer, was shortly after found dead in a pond,
\aving fallen a victim to the vengeance of his tribe. Three Indians,
ne of whom was a friend and counsellor of Philip, were
Pprehended and tried, and, on the testimony of one
‘€ry questionable witness, were condemned and executed as mur-
lerers.

This treatment of his subjects and ignominious punishment of his
riend outraged the pride and exasperated the passions of Philip.
Che bolt which had fallen thus at his very feet awakened him to the
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gathering storm, and he determined to trust himself no longer in th
power of the white men. The fate of his insulted and broken-hearte
brother still rankled in his mind; and he had a further warning in th
tragical story of Miantonimo, a great sachem of the Narragansett:
who, after manfully facing his accusers before a tribunal of th
colonists, exculpating himself from a charge of conspiracy, an
receiving assurances of amity, had been perfidiously dispatche
at their instigation. Philip therefore gathered his fighting me
about him, persuaded all strangers that he could to join his cause
sent the women and children to the Narragansetts for safety, an
wherever he appeared was continually surrounded by armes
warriors.

When the two parties were thus in a state of distrust and irritatior
the least spark was sufficient to set them in a flame. The Indian
having weapons in their hands, grew mischievous, and committe
various petty depredations. In one of their maraudings, a warrio
was fired upon and killed by a settler. This was the signal for ope:
hostilities; the Indians pressed to revenge the death of thei
comrade, and the alarm of war resounded through the Plymoutl
colony.

In the early chronicles of these dark and melancholy times, w
meet with many indications of the diseased state of the public ming
The gloom of religious abstraction, and the wildness of thei
situation, among trackless forests and savage tribes, had disposed th
colonists to superstitious fancies, and had filled their imagination
with the frightful chimeras of witchcraft and spectrology.* The
were much given also to a belief in omens. The troubles with Phili
and his Indians were preceded, we are told, by a variety of thos
awful warnings which forerun great and public calamities. Th
perfect form of an Indian bow appeared in the air at New Plymoutk
which was looked upon by the inhabitants as a “prodigiou
apparition”. At Hadley, Northampton, and other towns in thei
neighborhood, “was heard the report of a great piece of ordnance
-with the shaking of the earth and a considerable echo.” Others wer
alarmed on a still, sunshiny morning by the discharge of guns an
muskets; bullets seemed to whistle past them and the noise of drum
resounded in the air, seeming to pass away to the westward; other
fancied that they heard the galloping of horses over their heads; an«
certain monstrous births which took place about the time filled th
superstitious in some towns with doleful forebodings. Many of thes
portentous sights and sounds may be ascribed to natural phenome
na; to the northern lights which occur vividly in those latitudes; th
meteors which explode in the air; the casual rushing of a blas
through the top branches of the forest; the crash of falling trees o
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disrupted rocks; and to those other uncouth sopnds and echoes
which will sometimes strike the ear so strangely amidst the profound
stillness of woodland solitudes. These may have startled some
melancholy imaginations, may have been exaggerated by the love for
the marvellous, and listened to with that avidity with which we
devour whatever is fearful and mysterious. The universal currency
of these superstitious fancies, and the grave record made of them by
one of the learned men of the day,* are strongly characteristic of the
times.

The nature of the contest that ensued was such as too often
distinguishes the warfare between civilized men and savages. On the
part of the whites it was conducted with superior skill and success,
but with a wastefulness of the blood and a disregard of the natural
rights of their antagonists; on the part of the Indians it was
waged with the desperation of men fearless of death, and who had
nothing to expect from peace, but humiliation, dependence, and
decay.

The events of the war are transmitted to us by a worthy clergyman
of the time, who dwells with horror and indignation on every hostile
act of the Indians, however, justifiable, while he mentions with
applause the most sanguinary atrocities of the whites. Philip is
reviled as a murderer and a traitor, without considering that he was a
true born prince, gallantly fighting at the head of his subjects to
avenge the wrongs of his family, to retrieve the tottering power of his
line, and to deliver his native land from the oppression of usurping
strangers.

The project of a wide and simultaneous revolt, if such had really
been formed, was worthy of a capacious mind, and, had it not been
prematurely discovered, might have been overwhelming in its
consequences. The war that actually broke out was but a war of
detail, a mere succession of casual exploits and unconnected
enterprises. Still it sets forth the military genius and daring prowess
of Philip; and wherever, in the prejudiced and passionate narrations
that have been given of it, we can arrive at simple facts, we find him
dlspla}’ing a vigorous mind, a fertility in expedients, a contempt of
suffering and hardship, and an unconquerable resolution, that
¢mmand our sympathy and applause.

h.D“Ve{I from his paternal domains at Mount Hope, he threw
t}iglzelflmto the depths of those vast and t.rackless fores'ts that skirt.ed
eastett ements, and were almost impervious to anythmg but a wild
o or an Indla}n. Here he gathereq together his forces, like the
thuny accumulating its stores of mischief in the bosom of the
nder-cloud, and would suddenly emerge at a time and place least
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expected, carrying havoc and dismay into the villages. There were
now and then indications of these impending ravages that filled the
minds of the colonists with awe and apprehension. The report of 3
distant gun would perhaps be heard from the solitary woodland,
where there was known to be no white man; the cattle which had
been wandering in the woods would sometimes return home
wounded; or an Indian or two would be seen lurking about the skirts
of the forests, and suddenly disappearing, as the lightning will
sometimes be seen playing silently about the edge of the cloud that js
brewing up the tempest.

Though sometimes pursued and even surrounded by the settlers,
yet Philip as often escaped almost miraculously from their toils, and,
plunging into the wilderness, would be lost to all search or inquiry
until he again emerged at some far distant quarter, laying the
country desolate. Among his. strongholds were the great swamps or
morasses which extend in some parts of New England, composed of
loose bogs of deep black mud, perplexed with thickets, brambles,
rank weeds, the shattered and mouldering trunks of fallen trees,
overshadowed by lugubrious hemlocks. The uncertain footing and
the tangled mazes of these shaggy wilds rendered them almost
impracticable to the white man, though the Indian could thread their
labyrinths with the agility of a deer. Into one of these, the great
swamp of Pocasset Neck, was Philip once driven with a band of his
followers. The English did not dare to pursue him, fearing to
venture into these dark and frightful recesses, where they might
perish in fens and miry pits or be shot down by lurking foes. They
therefore invested the entrance to the neck, and began to build a
fort, with the thought of starving out the foe; but Philip and his
warriors wafted themselves on a raft over an arm of the sea, in the
dead of night, leaving the women and children behind; and escaped
away to the westward, kindling the flames of war among the tribes of
Massachusetts and the Nipmuck country,* and threatening the
colony of Connecticut.

In this way Philip became a theme of universal apprehension. The
mystery in which he was enveloped exaggerated his real terrors. He
was an evil that walked in darkness, whose coming none could
foresee, and against which none knew to be on the alert. The whole
country abounded with rumors and alarms. Philip seemed almost
possessed of ubiquity; for, in whatever part of the widely extended
frontier an irruption from the forest took place, Philip was said to be
its leader. Many superstitious notions also were circulated concer-
ning him. He was said to deal in necromancy, and to be attended by
an old Indian witch or prophetess, whom he consulted, and who
assisted him by her charms and incantations. This indeed was
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uently the case with Indian chiefs; either throug}} their own
credulity, or to act upon that of their foll(?wers; and t‘h.e influence of
the prophet and the drez}mer over Indian superstitions has been
fully evidenced in recent instances of savage warfare. .

At the time that Philip effectgc.i his escape from Pocasset, his
fortunes were in a desperate condition. His forces had bgen thinned
by repeated fights, and' he had lost almos.t the whple of. his resources.
In this time of adversity he found a faithful friend in Canonchet,
chief sachem of all the Narragansetts. He was the son and heir of
Miantonimo, the great sachem, who, as already mentioned, after an
honorable acquittal of the charge of conspiracy, had been privately
put to death at the perfidious instigations of the settlers. “He was the
heir,” says the old chronicler, “of all his father’s pride and insolence,
s well as of his malice towards the English;” he certainly was the heir
of his insults and injuries, and the legitimate avenger of his murder.
Though he had forborne to take an active part in this hopeless war,
yet he received Philip and his broken forces with open arms, and
gave them the most generous countenance and support. This at once
drew upon him the hostility of the English, and it was determined to
strike a signal blow, that should involve both the sachems in one
common ruin. A great force was therefore gathered together from
Massachusetts, Plymouth, and Connecticut,* and was sent into the
Narragansett country in the depth of winter, when the swamps,
being frozen and leafless, could be traversed with comparative
facility, and would no longer afford dark and impenetrable
fastnesses to the Indians.

Apprehensive of attack, Canonchet had conveyed the greater part
of his stores, together with the old, the infirm, the women and
ghildren of his tribe, to a strong fortress, where he and Philip had
likewise drawn up the flower of their forces. This fortress, deemed
by the Indians impregnable, was situated upon-a rising mound or
kind of island, of five or six acres, in the midst of a swamp; it was
constructed with a degree of judgment and skill vastly superior to
What.ls usually displayed in Indian fortification, and indicative of the
martial genius of these two chieftains.

De?mdgd by a renegado* Indian, the English penetrated, through
. ember snows, to this stronghold, and came upon the garrison by
e I:JISZ- The flght. was fierce and tumultuous. The assailants were
WGP sed 1n thelr. first attack, and several of their bravest officers
re shot down in the act of storming the fortress, sword in hand.
€ assault was renewed with greater success. A lodgment was
effected. The Indians were driven f tt ther. Th
disputed the; ' iven from one post to another. They
ot of the; r ground inch by mch,'flghtmg with the fury of despair.
€1r veterans were out to pieces; and after a long and bloody

freq
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battle, Philip and Canonchet, with a handful of surviving warriors
retreated from the fort, and took refuge in the thickets of the
surrounding forest. .

The victors set fire to the wigwams and the fort; the whole wa;s
soon in a blaze; many of the old men, the women, and the childrer,
perished in the flames. This last outrage overcame even the stoicism
of the savage. The neighboring woods resounded with the yells of
rage and despair uttered by the fugitive warriors as they beheld the
destruction of their dwellings, and heard the agonizing cries of their
wives and offspring. “The burning of the wigwams,” says z
contemporary writer,* “the shrieks and cries of the women and
children, and the yelling of the warriors, exhibited a most horrible
and affecting scene, so that it greatly moved some of the soldiers.”
The same writer cautiously adds, “They were in much doubt then
and afterwards seriously inquired, whether burning their enemies
alive could be consistent with humanity and the benevolent
principles of the gospel.”

The fate of the brave and generous Canonchet is worthy of
particular mention: the last scene of his life is one of the nobles
instances on record of Indian magnanimity.

Broken down in his power and resources by this signal defeat, yet
faithful to his ally and to the hapless cause which he had espoused,
he rejected all overtures of peace, offered on condition of betraying
Philip and his followers, and declared that “he would fight it out tc
the last man, rather than become a servant to the English.” His home
being destroyed, his country harassed and laid waste by the
incursions of the conquerors, he was obliged to wander away to the
banks of the Connecticut, where he formed a rallying point to the
whole body of western Indians, and laid waste several of the English
settlements.

Early in the spring he departed on a hazardous expedition, with
only thirty chosen men, to penetrate to Seaconck, in the vicinity of
Mount Hope, and to procure seed-corn to plant for the sustenance
of his troops. This little band of adventurers had passed safely
through the Pequod country,* and were in the centre of the
Narragansett, resting at some wigwams near Pautucket River,* when
an alarm was given of an approaching enemy. Having but seven men
by him at the time, Canonchet dispatched two of them to the top of a
neighboring hill, to bring intelligence of the foe.

Panic-struck by the appearance of a troop of English and Indians
rapidly advancing, they fled in breathless terror past their chieftain,
without stopping to inform him of the danger. Canonchet sent
another scout, who did the same. He then sent two more, one of
whom;” hurryin/g back in confusion and affright, told him that the
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whole British army was at hand. Canonchet saw there was no choice
put immediat€ flight. He attempted to escape round the hill, but was

erceived and hotly pursued by the hostile Indians and a few of the
fleetest of the English. Finding the swiftest pursuer close upon his
heels, he threw off first his blanket, then his silver-laced coat and belt
of peag,* by which his enemies knew him to be Canonchet, and
redoubled the eagerness of pursuit.

At length, in dashing through the river, his foot slipped upon a
stone, and he fell so deep as to wet his gun. This accident so struck
him with despair that, as he afterwards confessed, “his heart and his
bowels turned within him, and he became like a rotten stick, void of
strength.”

Togsuch a degree was he unnerved that, being seized by a Pequod
Indian within a short distance of the river, he made no resistance,
though a man of great vigor of body and boldness of heart. But on
being made prisoner, the whole pride of his spirit rose within him;
and from that moment we find, in the anecdotes given by his
enemies, nothing but repeated flashes of elevated and prince-like
heroism. Being questioned by one of the English who first came up
with him, and who had not attained his twenty-second year, the
proud-hearted warrior, looking with lofty contempt upon his
youthful countenance, replied, “You are a child—you cannot
understand mnatters of war—Ilet your brother or your chief
come—him will I answer.”

Though repeated offers were made to him of his life, on condition
of submitting with his nation to the English, yet he rejected them
with disdain, and refused to send any proposals of the kind to the
great body of his subjects, saying that he knew none of them would
comply. Being reproached with his breach of faith towards the
whites, his boast that he would not deliver up a Wampanoag nor
the paring of a Wampanoag’s nail, and his threat that he would burn
the English alive in their houses, he disdained to justify himself,
h?ughtily answering that others were as forward for the war as
himself, and “he desired to hear no more thereof.”

So noble and unshaken a spirit, so true a fidelity to his cause and
}l;ls friend, might have touched the feelings of the generous and the
rave; but Canonchet was an Indian; a being towards whom war had
0 courtesy, humanity no law, religion no compassion,—he was
condemned to die. The last words of his that are recorded are
Korth)’_the greatness of his soul. When sentence of death was passed
iI;O}? him, he observed “that he liked it well, for he should die before
Mo €art was soft, or he had spoken anything unworthy of himself.”
o, tnemies gave him the death of a soldier, for he was shot at
ningham, by three young sachems of his own rank.
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battle, Philip and Canonchet, with a handful of surviving warriors,
retreated from the fort, and took refuge in the thickets of the
surrounding forest. :

The victors set fire to the wigwams and the fort; the whole was
soon in a blaze; many of the old men, the women, and the children
perished in the flames. This last outrage overcame even the stoicism
of the savage. The neighboring woods resounded with the yells of
rage and despair uttered by the fugitive warriors as they beheld the
destruction of their dwellings, and heard the agonizing cries of their
wives and offspring. “The burning of the wigwams,” says a
contemporary writer,* “the shrieks and cries of the women and
children, and the yelling of the warriors, exhibited a most horrible
and affecting scene, so that it greatly moved some of the soldiers.”
The same writer cautiously adds, “They were in much doubt then,
and afterwards seriously inquired, whether burning their enemies
alive could be consistent with humanity and the benevolent
principles of the gospel.”

The fate of the brave and generous Canonchet is worthy of
particular mention: the last scene of his life is one of the noblest
instances on record of Indian magnanimity.

Broken down in his power and resources by this signal defeat, yet
faithful to his ally and to the hapless cause which he had espoused,
he rejected all overtures of peace, offered on condition of betraying
Philip and his followers, and declared that “he would fight it out to
the last man, rather than become a servant to the English.” His home
being destroyed, his country harassed and laid waste by the
incursions of the conquerors, he was obliged to wander away to the
banks of the Connecticut, where he formed a rallying point to the
whole body of western Indians, and laid waste several of the English
settlements.

Early in the spring he departed on a hazardous expedition, with
only thirty chosen men, to penetrate to Seaconck, in the vicinity of
Mount Hope, and to procure seed-corn to plant for the sustenance
of his troops. This little band of adventurers had passed safely
through the Pequod country,* and were in the centre of the
Narragansett, resting at some wigwams near Pautucket River,* when
an alarm was given of an approaching enemy. Having but seven men
by him at the time, Canonchet dispatched two of them to the top of a
neighboring hill, to bring intelligence of the foe.

Panic-struck by the appearance of a troop of English and Indians
rapidly advancing, they fled in breathless terror past their chieftain,
without stopping to inform him of the danger. Canonchet sent
another scout, who did the same. He then sent two more, one of
whom,/ hurryin/g back in confusion and affright, told him that the
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British army was at hand. Canonchet saw there was no choice
but immediate flight. He attempted to escape r(?und the hill, but was

erceived and hotly pursued by the hostile Indians and a few of th.e
fleetest of the English. Finding the swiftest pursuer close upon his
heels, he threw off first his blanket, then his silver-laced coat and belt
of peag.* by which his enemies l.mew him to be Canonchet, and
redoubled the eagerness of pursuit. _ )

At length, in dashing through the river, his foot slipped upon a
stone, and he fell so deep as to wet his gun. This accident so struck
him with despair that, as he afterwards confessed, “his heart and his
bowels turned within him, and he became like a rotten stick, void of

whOlC

strength.” ) ‘
To such a degree was he unnerved that, being seized by a Pequod

Indian within a short distance of the river, he made no resistance,
though a man of great vigor of body and boldness of heart. But on
being made prisoner, the whole pride of his spirit rose within him;
and from that moment we find, in the anecdotes given by his
enemies, nothing but repeated flashes of elevated and prince-like
heroism. Being questioned by one of the English who first came up
with him, and who had not attained his twenty-second year, the
proud-hearted warrior, looking with lofty contempt upon his
youthful countenance, replied, “You are a child—you cannot
understand matters of war—Ilet your brother or your chief
come—him will I answer.”

Though repeated offers were made to him of his life, on condition
of submitting with his nation to the English, yet he rejected them
with disdain, and refused to send any proposals of the kind to the
great body of his subjects, saying that he knew none of them would
comply. Being reproached with his breach of faith towards the
whites, his boast that he would not deliver up a Wampanoag nor
the paring of a Wampanoag’s nail, and his threat that he would burn
the English alive in their houses, he disdained to justify himself,
haughtily answering that others were as forward for the war as
himself, and “he desired to hear no more thereof.”

_So noble and unshaken a spirit, so true a fidelity to his cause and
his friend, might have touched the feelings of the generous and the
brave; but Canonchet was an Indian; a being towards whom war had
0 courtesy, humanity no law, religion no compassion,—he was
condemned to die. The last words of his that are recorded are
worthy the greatness of his soul. When sentence of death was passed
upon him, he observed “that he liked it well, for he should die before

1s heart was soft, or he had spoken anything unworthy of himself.”

t‘S €nemies gave him the death of a soldier, for he was shot at

Oningham, by three young sachems of his own rank.
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The defeat of the Narragansett fortress and the death o
~ Canonchet were fatal blows to the fortunes of King Philip. He mad:
an ineffectual attempt to raise a head of war, by stirring up the
Mohawks* to take arms; but though possessed of the native talents o
a statesman, his arts were counteracted by the superior arts of hi
enlightened enemies, and the terror of their warlike skill began t
subdue the resolution of the neighboring tribes. The unfortunat
chieftain saw himself daily stripped of power, and his ranks rapidl
thinning around him. Some were suborned by the whites; others fel
victims to hunger and fatigue, and to the frequent attacks by whicl
they were harassed. His stores were all captured; his chosen friend
were swept away from before his eyes; his uncle was shot down by hi
side; his sister was carried into captivity; and in one of his narrov
escapes he was compelled to leave his beloved wife and only son t
the mercy of the enemy. “His ruin,” says the historian, “bein;
thus gradually carried on, his misery was not prevented, bu
augmented thereby; being himself made acquainted with the sens:
and experimental feeling of the captivity of his children, loss o
friends, slaughter of his subjects, bereavement of all family relations
and being stripped of all outward comforts, before his own lif
should be taken away.”

To fill up the measure of his misfortunes, his own followers bega
to plot against his life, that by sacrificing him they might purchas
dishonorable safety. Through treachery, a number of his faithfu
adherents, the subjects of Wetamoe, an Indian princess of Pocasset, :
near kinswoman and confederate of Philip, were betrayed into th
hands of the enemy. Wetamoe was among them at the time, anc
attempted to make her escape by crossing a neighboring river; eithe
exhausted by swimming, or starved with cold and hunger, she wa
found dead and naked near the water side. But persecution ceasec
not at the grave; even death, the refuge of the wretched, where th:
wicked commonly cease from troubling, was no protection to thi
outcast female, whose great crime was affectionate fidelity to he
kinsman and her friend. Her corpse was the object of unmanly an«
dastardly vengeance; the head was severed from the body and se
upon a pole, and was thus exposed, at Taunton,* to the view of he
captive subjects. They immediately recognized the features of thei
unfortunate queen, and were so affected at this barbarous spectacl
that, we are told, they broke forth into the “most horrid ane
diabolical lamentations.”

However Philip had borne up against the complicated miserie
and misfortunes that surrounded him, the treachery of his follower
seemed to wring his heart and reduce hifn to despondency. It is saic
that “he never rejoiced afterwards, nor had success in any of hi
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designs.” The spring of hope was broken—the ardor of enterprise
was extinguished; he looked around, and all was danger and
darkness; there was no eye to pity, nor any arm that could bring
deliverance. With a scanty band of followers, who still remained true
to his desperate fortunes, the unhappy Philip wandered back to the
vicinity of Mount Hope, the ancient dwelling of his fathers. Here he
lurked about, “like a spectre, among the scenes of former power and
prosperity, now bereft of home, of family and friend.” There needs
no better picture of his destitute and piteous situation, than that
furnished by the homely pen of the chronicler, who is unwarily
enlisting the feelings of the reader in favor of the hapless warrior
whom he reviles. “Philip,” he says, “like a savage wild beast, having
been hunted by the English forces through the woods above a
hundred miles backward and forward, at last was driven to his own
den upon Mount Hope, where he retired with a few of his best
friends into a swamp, which proved but a prison to keep him fast till
the messengers of death came by divine permission to execute
vengeance upon him.”

Even in this last refuge of desperation and despair, a sullen
grandeur gathers round his memory. We picture him to ourselves
seated among his careworn followers, brooding in silence over his
blasted fortunes, and acquiring a savage sublimity from the wildness
and dreariness of his lurking place. Defeated but not dismayed,
crushed to the earth but not humiliated, he seemed to grow more
haughty beneath disaster and to experience a fierce satisfaction in
draining the last dregs of bitterness. Little minds are tamed and
subdued by misfortune; but great minds rise above it. The very idea
of submission awakened the fury of Philip, and he smote to death
one of his followers who proposed an expedient of peace. The
brother of the victim made his escape, and in revenge betrayed the
retreat of his chieftain. A body of white men and Indians were
immediately dispatched to the swamp where Philip lay crouched,
glaring with fury and despair. Before he was aware of their
approach, they had begun to surround him. In a little while he saw
five of his trustiest followers laid dead at his feet; all resistance was
vain; he rushed forth from his covert, and made a headlong attempt
to escape, but was shot through the heart by a renegado Indian of his
own nation.

Such is the scanty story of the brave but unfortunate King Philip;
persecuted while living, slandered and dishonored when dead. If,

Owever, we consider even the prejudiced anecdotes furnished us by
his enemies, we may perceive in them traces of amiable and lofty
character, sufficient to awaken sympathy for his fate and respect for

I3 memory. We find that amidst all the harassing cares and
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ferocious passions of constant warfare, he was alive to the softer
feelings of connubial love and paternal tenderness, and to the
generous sentiment of friendship. The captivity of his “beloved wife
and only son” is mentioned with exultation, as causing him poignant
misery; the death of any near friend is triumphantly recorded as a
new blow on his sensibilities; but the treachery and desertion of
many of his followers, in whose affections he had confided, is said to
have desolated his heart, and to have bereaved him of all further
comfort. He was a patriot, attached to his native soil; a prince, true to
his subjects, and indignant of their wrongs; a soldier, daring in
battle, firm in adversity, patient of fatigue, of hunger, of every
variety of bodily suffering, and ready to perish in the cause he had
espoused. Proud of heart, and with an untamable love of natural
liberty, he preferred to enjoy it among the beasts of the forests, or in
the dismal and famished recesses of swamps and morasses, rather
than bow his haughty spirit to submission, and live dependent and
despised in the ease and luxury of the settlements. With heroic
qualities and bold achievements that would have graced a civilized
warrior, and have rendered him the theme of the poet and the
historian, he lived a wanderer and a fugitive in his native land, anc
went down, like a lonely bark foundering amid darkness anc
tempest,—without a pitying eye to weep his fall, or a friendly hand tc
record his struggle.

The Devil and
Tom Walker

‘A\' few miles from Boston in Massachusetts, there is a deej
inlet, winding several miles into the interior of the country fron
Charles Bay,* and terminating in a thickly wooded swamp or morass
On one side of this inlet is a beautiful dark grove; on the opposite th
land rises abruptly from the water’s edge into a high ridge, on whicl
grow a few scattered oaks of great age and immense size. Under oni
of these gigantic trees, according to old stories, there was a grea
amount of treasure buried by Kidd the pirate.* The inlet allowed
facility to bring the money in a boat secretly and at night to the ver
foot of the hill; the elevation of the place permitted a good lookout t
be kept that no one was at hand, while the remarkable trees forme:
good landmarks by which the place might easily be found again. Th
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)Id stories add, moreover, that the devil presided at the hiding of the
noney, and took it under his guardianship; but this, it is well known,
1e always does with buried treasure, particularly when it has been
ll-gotten. Be that as it may, Kidd never returned to recover his
vealth; being shortly after seized at Boston, sent out to England, and
here hanged for a pirate.

About the year 1721, just at the time that earthquakes were
yrevalent in New England, and shook many tall sinners down upon
heir knees,* there lived near this place a meagre, miserly fellow, of
he name of Tom Walker. He had a wife as miserly as himself: they
vere so miserly that they even conspired to cheat each other.
Nhatever the woman could lay hands on, she hid away; a hen could
10t cackle but she was on the alert to secure the new-laid egg.* Her
wusband was continually prying about to detect her secret hoards,
nd many and fierce were the conflicts that took place about what
wught to have been common property. They lived in a forlorn-
ooking house that stood alone, and had an air of starvation. A few
traggling savin-trees,* emblems of sterility, grew near it; no smoke
ver curled from its chimney; no traveller stopped at its door. A
niserable horse, whose ribs were as articulate as the bars of a
ridiron,* stalked about a field, where a thin carpet of moss, scarcely
overing the ragged beds of pudding-stone, tantalized and balked his
iunger; and sometimes he would lean his hand over the fence, look
iiteously at the passer-by, and seem to petition deliverance from this
and of famine.

The house and its inmates had altogether a bad name. Tom’s wife
7as a tall termagant, fierce of temper, loud of tongue, and strong of
rm.* Her voice was often heard in wordy warfare with her husband;
nd his face sometimes showed signs that their conflicts were
ot confined to words. No one ventured, however, to interfere
etween them. The lonely wayfarer shrunk within himself at
he horrid clamor and clapper-clawing; eyed the den of discord
skance; and hurried on his way, rejoicing, if a bachelor, in his
elibacy.

One day that Tom Walker had been to a distant part of the
eighborhood, he took what he considered a short cut homeward,
arough the swamp. Like most short cuts, it was an ill-chosen route.
'he swamp was thickly grown with great gloomy pines and
emlocks, some of them ninety feet high, which made it dark at
oonday, and a retreat for all the owls of the neighborhood. It was
ull of pits and quagmires, partly covered with weeds and mosses,
'here the green surface often betrayed the traveller into a gulf of
lack, smothering mud: there were also dark and stagnant pools, the
bodes of the tadpole, the bull-frog, and the water-snake; where the
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trunks of pines and hemlocks lay half-drowned, half-rotting, looking
like alligators sleeping in the mire.

Tom had long been picking his way cautiously through this
treacherous forest; stepping from tuft to tuft of rushes and roots,
which afforded precarious footholds among deep sloughs; or pacing
carefully, like a cat, along the prostrate trunks of trees; startled now
and then by the sudden screaming of the bittern, or the quacking of
a wild duck rising on the wing from some solitary pool. At length he
arrived at a firm piece of ground, which ran out like a peninsula into
the deep bosom of the swamp. It had been one of the strongholds of
the Indians during their wars with the first colonists.* Here they had
thrown up a kind of fort, which they had looked upon as almost
impregnable, and had used as a place of refuge for their squaws and
children. Nothing remained of the old Indian fort but a few
embankments, gradually sinking to the level of the sorrounding
earth, and already overgrown in part by oaks and other forest trees,
the foliage of which formed a contrast to the dark pines and
hemlocks of the swamp.

It was late in the dusk of evening when Tom Walker reached the
old fort, and he paused there awhile to rest himself. Any one but he
would have felt unwilling to linger in this lonely, melancholy place,
for the common people had a bad opinion of it, from the stories
handed down from the time of the Indian wars; when it was asserted
that the savages held incantations here, and made sacrifices to the
evil spirit.

Tom Walker, however, was not a man to be troubled with any fears
of the kind. He reposed himself for some time on the trunk of a
fallen hemlock, listening to the boding cry of the tree-toad, and
delving with his walking-staff into a mound of black mould at his
feet. As he turned up the soil unconsciously, his staff struck against
something hard. He raked it out of the vegetable mould, and lo! a
cloven skull, with an Indian tomahawk buried deep in it, lay before
him. The rust on the weapon showed the time that had elapsed since
this death-blow had been given. It was a dreary memento of the
fierce struggle that had taken place in this last foothold of the Indian
warriors.

“Humph!” said Tom Walker, as he gave it a kick to shake the dirt
from it.

“Let that skull alone!” said a gruff voice. Tom lifted up his eyes,
and beheld a great black man seated directly opposite him, on the
stump of a tree. He was exceedingly surprised, having neither heard
nor seen any one approach; and he was still more perplexed on
observing, as well as the gathering gloom would permit, that the
stranger was neither negro nor Indian. It is true he was dressed in a
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rude, half Indian garb, and had a red belt or sash swathed round his
body; but his face was neither black nor copper-color, but swarthy
and dingy, and begrimed with soot, as if he had been accustomed to
toil among fires and forges. He had a shock of coarse black hair, that
stood out from his head in all directions; and bore an axe on his
shoulder.

He scowled for a moment at Tom with a pair of great red eyes.

“What are you doing on my grounds?” said the black man, with a
hoarse, growling voice.

“Your grounds!” said Tom with a sneer; “no more your grounds
than mine; they belong to Deacon Peabody.”

“Deacon Peabody be d——d,” said the stranger, “as I flatter
myself he will be, if he does not look more to his own sins and less to
those of his neighbors. Look yonder, and see how Deacon Peabody is
fairing.” *

Tom looked in the direction that the stranger pointed, and beheld
one of the great trees, fair and flourishing without, but rotten at the
core, and saw that it had been nearly hewn through, so that the first
high wind was likely to blow it down. On the bark of the tree was
scored the name of Deacon Peabody, an eminent man, who had
waxed wealthy by driving shrewd bargains with the Indians. He now
looked around, and found most of the tall trees marked with the
name of some great man of the colony, and all more or less scored by
the axe. The one on which he had been seated, and which had
evidently just been hewn down, bore the name of Crowninshield;
and he recollected a mighty rich man of that name, who made a
vulgar display of wealth, which it was whispered he had acquired by
buccaneering.

“He’s just ready for burning!” said the black man, with a growl of
triumph. “You see I am likely to have a good stock of firewood for
winter.”

“But what right have you,’
Peabody’s timber?”

“The right of a prior claim,” said the other. “This woodland
belonged to me long before one of your white-faced race put foot
upon the soil.”

“And pray, who are you, if I may be so bold?” * said Tom.

“Oh, I go by various names. I am the wild huntsman in some
countries; the black miner in others. In this neighborhood I am
known by the name of the black woodsman. I am he to whom the red
men consecrated this spot, and in honor of whom they now and then
roasted a white man, by way of sweet-smelling sacrifice. Since the red
men have been exterminated by you white savages, I amuse myself
by presiding at the persecutions of Quakers and Anabaptists! * I am

’

said Tom, “to cut down Deacon

3
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the great patron and prompter of slave-dealers, and the grandma
ter of the Salem witches.” * )

“The upshot of all which is, that, if I mistake not,” said Ton
sturdily, “you are he commonly called Old Scratch.”

“The same, at your service!” replied the black man, with a ha
civil nod.

Such was the opening of this interview, according to the old stor
though it has almost too familiar an air to be credited.* One woul
think that to meet with such a singular personage, in this wild, lon
ly place, would have shaken any man’s nerves; but Tom was
hard-minded * fellow, not easily daunted, and he had lived so lor
with a termagant wife, that he did not even fear the devil.

It is said that after this commencement they had a long and earne
conversation together, as Tom returned homeward. The black mz
told him of great sums of money buried by Kidd the pirate, und:
the oak-trees on the high ridge, not far from the morass. All the:
were under his command, and protected by his power, so that nor
could find them but such as propitiated his favor. These he offere
to place within Tom Walker’s reach, having conceived an especi
kindness for him; but they were to be had only on certain condition
What these conditions were may be easily surmised, though To
never disclosed them publicly. They must have been very hard, fi
he required time to think of them, and he was not a man to stick
trifles* when money was in view. When they had reached the edge
the swamp, the stranger paused. “What proof have 1 that all yc
have been telling me is true?” said Tom. “There’s my signature
said the black man, pressing his finger on Tom’s forehead. So sayin
he turned off among the thickets of the swamp, and seemed, as To
said, to go down, down, down, into the earth, until nothing but
head and shoulders could be seen, and so on, until he total
disappeared.

When Tom reached home, he found the black print of a fing
burnt, as it were, into his forehead, which nothing could obliterate

The first news his wife had to tell him was the sudden death
Absalom Crowninshield, the rich buccaneer. It was announced in ti
papers with the usual flourish, that “A great man had fallen
Israel.” *

Tom recollected the tree which his black friend had just hev
down, and which was ready for burning. “Let the freebooter roast
said Tom, “who cares!” He now felt convinced that all he had hea
and seen was no illusion.

He was not prone to let his wife into his confidence; but as this w
an uneasy secret, he willingly shared it with her. All her avarice w
awakened at the mention of hidden gold, and she urged h
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husband to comply with the black man’s terms, and secure what
would make them wealthy for life. However Tom might have felt
disposed to sell himself to the devil, he was determined not to do so
to oblige his wife; so he flatly refused, out of the mere spirit of
contradiction. Many and bitter were the quarrels they had on the
subject; but the more she talked, the more resolute was Tom not to
be damned to please her.

At length she determined to drive the bargain on her own account,
and if she succeeded, to keep all the gain to herself. Being of the
same fearless temper as her husband, she set off for the old Indian
fort toward the close of a summer’s day. She was many hours absent.
When she came back, she was reserved and sullen in her replies. She
spoke something of a black man, whom she had met about twilight
hewing at the root of a tall tree. He was sulky, however, and would
not come to terms; she was to go again with a propitiatory offering,
but what it was she forebore to say.

The next evening she set off again for the swamp, with her apron
heavily laden. Tom waited and waited for her, but in vain; midnight
came, but she did not make her appearance; morning, noon, night
returned, but still she did not come. Tom now grew uneasy for her
safety, especially as he found she had carried off in her apron the
silver teapot and spoons, and every portable article of value. Another
night elapsed; another morning came; but no wife. In a word, she
was never heard of more.

What was her real fate nobody knows, in consequence of so many
pretending to know. It is one of those facts which have become
confounded by a variety of historians. Some asserted that she lost her
way among the tangled mazes of the swamp, and sank into some pit
or slough; others, more uncharitable, hinted that she had eloped
with the household booty, and made off to some other province;
while others surmised that the tempter had decoyed her into a dis-
mal quagmire, on the top of which her hat was found lying. In
confirmation of this, it was said a great black man, with an axe on his
shoulder, was seen late that very evening coming out of the swamp,
carrying a bundle tied in a check apron, with an air of surly triumph.

The most current and probable story, however, observes that Tom
Walker grew so anxious about the fate of his wife and his property
that he set out at length to seek them both at the Indian fort. During
a long summer’s afternoon he searched about the gloomy place, but
no wife was to be seen. He called her name repeatedly, but she was
nowhere to be heard. The bittern alone responded to his voice, as he
flew screaming by; or the bull-frog croaked dolefully from a
neighboring pool. At length, it is said, just in the brown hour of
twilight, when the owls began to hoot, and the bats to flit about, his
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attention was attracted by the clamor of carrion crows hovering
about a cypress-tree. He looked up, and beheld a bundle tied in a
check apron, and hanging in the branches of the tree, with a great
vulture perched hard by, as if keeping watch upon it. He leaped with
- joy; for he recognised his wife’s apron, and supposed it to contain
the household valuables.

“Let us get hold of the property,” said he, consolingly, to himself,
“and we will endeavor to do without the woman.”

As he scrambled up the tree, the vulture spread its wide wings, and
sailed off screaming, into the deep shadows of the forest. Tom seized
the checked apron, but, woful sight! found nothing but a heart and
liver tied up in it!

Such, according to this most authentic old story, was all that was to
be found of Tom’s wife. She had probably attempted to deal with the
black man as she had been accustomed to deal with her husband; but
though a female scold is generally considered a match for the devil,
yet in this instance she appears to have had the worst of it.* She must
have died game, however; for it is said Tom noticed many prints of
cloven feet deeply stamped about the tree, and found handfuls of
hair, that looked as if they had been plucked from the coarse, black
shock of the woodman. Tom knew his wife’s prowess by experience.
He shrugged his shoulders, as he looked at the signs of a fierce
clapper-clawing. “Egad,” said he to himself, “Old Scratch must have
had a tough time of it!”

Tom consoled himself for the loss of his property, with the loss of
his wife, for he was a man of fortitude. He even felt something like
gratitude toward the black woodman, who, he considered, had done
him a kindness. He sought, therefore, to cultivate a further
acquaintance with him, but for some time without success; the old
blacklegs* played shy,* for whatever people may think, he is not
always to be had for calling for;* he knows how to play his cards
when pretty sure of his game.*

At length, it is said, when delay had whetted Tom’s eagerness to
the quick, and prepared him to agree to anything rather than not
gain the promised treasure, he met the black man one evening in his
usual woodman’s dress, with his axe on his shoulder, sauntering
along the swamp, and humming a tune. He affected to receive Tom’s
advances with great indifference, made brief replies, and went on
humming his tune.

By degrees, however, Tom brought him to business, and they
began to haggle about the terms on which the former was to have the
pirate’s treasure. There was one condition which need not be
mentioned, being generally understood in all cases where the devil
grants favors; but there were others about which, though of less
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nportance, he was inflexibly obstinate. He insisted that the money
ound through his means should be employed in his service. He
roposed, therefore, that Tom should employ it in the black traffic; *
1at is to say, that he should fit out a slave-ship. This, however, Tom
asolutely refused: he was bad enough in all conscience; but the devil
imself could not tempt him to turn slave-trader.

Finding Tom so squeamish on this point, he did not insist upon it,
ut proposed, instead, that he should turn usurer; the devil being
xtremely anxious for the increase of usurers, looking upon them as
is peculiar people.

To this no objections were made for it was just to Tom’s taste.

“You shall open a broker’s shop* in Boston next month,” said the
lack man.

“I'll do it to-morrow, if you wish,” said Tom Walker.

“You shall lend money at two per cent, a month.”

“Egad, I'll charge four!” replied Tom Walker.

“You shall extort bonds, foreclose mortgages, drive the merchants
» bankruptcy” —

“I'll drive them to the d——1,"* cried Tom Walker. '

“You are the usurer for my money!” * said blacklegs with delight.
#hen will you want the rhing?”

“This very night.”

“Done!” * said the devil.

“Done!” said Tom Walker. So they shook hands and struck a
irgain. *

A few days time saw Tom Walker seated behind his desk in a
unting-house in Boston.

His reputation for a ready-moneyed man,* who would lend money
it for a good consideration, soon spread abroad. Everybody
members the time of Governor Belcher,* when money was
rticularly scarce. It was a time of paper credit. The country had
en deluged with government bills, the famous Land Bank* had
en established; there had been a rage for speculating; the people
d run mad with schemes for new settlements; for building cities in
e wilderness; land-jobbers went about with maps of grants, and
wnships, and Eldorados, lying nobody knew where, but which
erybody was ready to purchase. In a word, the great speculating
ver which breaks out every now and then in the country, had raged

an alarming degree, and everybody was dreaming of making
dden fortunes from nothing. As usual, the fever had subsided; the
eam had gone off, and the imaginary fortunes with it; the patients
re left in doleful plight, and the whole country resounded with the
nsequent cry of “hard times.”

At this propitious :ime of public distress did Tom Walker set up as
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usurer in Boston.* His door was soon thronged by customers. The
needy and adventurous; the gambling speculator; the dreaming
land-jobber; the thriftless tradesman; the merchant with cracked
credit; in short, every one driven to raise money by desperate means
and desperate sacrifices, hurried to Tom Walker.

Thus Tom was the universal friend of the needy, and acted like a
“friend in need;” * that is to say, he always exacted good pay and
good security. In proportion to the distress of the applicant was the
hardness of his terms. He accumulated bonds and mortgages;
gradually squeezed his customers closer and closer; and sent them at
length, dry as a sponge, from his door.

In this way he made money hand over hand; * became a rich and
mighty man, and exalted his cocked hat upon ’Change.* He built
himself, as usual, a vast house, out of ostentation; but left the greater
part of it unfinished and unfurnished, out of parsimony. He even set
up a carriage in the fullness of his vainglory, though he nearly
starved the horses which drew it; and as the ungreased wheels
groaned and screeched on the axle-trees, you would have thought
you heard the souls of the poor debtors he was squeezing.

As Tom waxed old, however, he grew thoughtful. Having secured
the good things of this world, he began to feel anxious about those of
the next. He thought with regret on the bargain he had made with
his black friend, and set his wits to work to cheat him out of the
conditions. He became, therefore, all of a sudden, a violent
churchgoer. He prayed lJoudly and strenuously, as if heaven were to
be taken by force of lungs. Indeed, one might always tell when he
had sinned most during the week, by the clamor of his Sunday
devotion. The quiet Christians who had been modestly and
steadfastly traveling Zionward, were struck with self-reproach ar
seeing themselves so suddenly outstripped in their career by thi
new-made convert.* Tom was as rigid in religious as in money
matters; he was a stern supervisor and censurer of his neighbors, anc
seemed to think every sin entered up to their account became :
credit on his own side of the page. He even talked of the expedienc
of reviving the persecution of Quakers and Anabaptists. In a word
Tom’s zeal became as notorious as his riches.

Still, in spite of all this strenuous attention to forms, Tom had
lurking dread that the devil, after all, would have his due. That h
might not be taken unawares, therefore, it is said he always carried
small Bible in his coat-pocket. He had also a great folio Bible on h:
counting-house desk, and would frequently be found reading
when people called on business; on such occasions he would lay h
green spectacles in the book, to mark the place, while he turne
round to drive some usurious bargain.
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Some say that l'om grew a little crackbrained in nis 0ia aays, ana
that, fancying his end approaching, he had his horse new shod,
saddled and bridled, and buried with his feet uppermost; because he
supposed that at the last day the world would be turned upside-
down; in which case he should find his horse standing ready for
mounting, and he was determined at the worst to give his old friend
a run for it. This, however, is probably a mere old wives’s fable. If he
really did take such a precaution, it was totally superfluous; at least so
says the authentic old legend; which closes his story in the following
manner.

One hot summer afternoon in the dogdays, just as a terrible black
thunder-gust * was coming up, Tom sat in his counting-house, in his
white linen cap and India silk morning-gown. He was on the point of
foreclosing a mortgage, by which he would complete the ruin of an
unlucky land-speculator for whom he had professed the great-
est friendship. The poor land-jobber begged him to grant a few
months’ indulgence. Tom had grown testy and irritated, and refused
another day.

“My family will be ruined, and brought upon the parish,” * said
the land-jobber.

“Charity begins at home,”* replied Tom; “I must take care of
myself in these hard times.”

“You have made so much money out of me,” said the speculator.

Tom lost his patience and his piety. “The devil take me,” said he,
“if 1 have made a farthing!”

Just then there were three loud knocks at the street door. He
stepped out to see who was there. A black man was holding a black
horse, which neighed and stamped with impatience.

“Tom, you’re come for,”* said the black fellow, gruffly. Tom
shrank back, but too late. He had left his little Bible at the bottom of
his coat-pocket, and his big Bible on the desk buried under the
mortgage he was about to foreclose: never was sinner taken more
unawares. The black man whisked him like a child into the saddle,
gave the horse the lash, and away he galloped, with Tom on his back,
in the midst of the thunder-storm. The clerks stuck their pens
behind their ears, and stared after him from the windows. Away
went Tom Walker, dashing down the streets; his white cap bobbing
up and down; his morning-gown fluttering in the wind, and his steed
striking fire out of the pavement at every bound. When the clerks
turned to look for the black man, he had disappeared.

Tom Walker never returned to foreclose the mortgage. A
countryman, who lived on the border of the swamp, reported that in
the height of the thunder-gust he had heard a great clattering of
hoofs and a howling along the road, and running to the window
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“caught sight of a figure, such as I have described, on a horse that
galloped like mad across the fields, over the hills, and down into the
black hemlock swamp towards the old Indian fort; and that shortly
after a thunderbolt falling in that direction seemed to set the whole
forest in a blaze.

The good people of Boston shook their heads and shrugged their
shoulders, but had been so much accustomed to witches and goblins,
and tricks of the devil, in all kinds of shapes, from the first settlement
of the colony, that they were not so much horror-struck as might
have been expected. Trustees were appointed to take charge of
Tom’s effects. There was nothing, however, to administer upon.* On
searching his coffers, all his bonds and mortgages were found

" reduced to cinders. In place of gold and silver, his iron chest was

filled with chips and shavings; two skeletons lay in his stable instead

of his half-starved horses, and the very next day his great house took
fire and was burnt to the ground.

Such was the end of Tom Walker and his ill-gotten wealth. Let all
griping money-brokers lay this story to heart.* The truth of it is not
to be doubted. The very hole under the oak-trees, whence he dug
Kidd’s money, is to be seen to this day; and the neighboring swamp
and old Indian fort are often haunted in stormy nights by a figure on
horseback, in morning-gown and white cap, which is doubtless the
. troubled spirit of the usurer. In fact, the story has resolved itself into
a proverb,* and is the origin of that popular saying, so prevalent
through New England, of “The Devil and Tom Walker.”



MS Found
in a Bottle

(The Baltimore Saturday
Visiter, October 19, 1833.)

Qui n’a plus qu’'un moment a vivre
Na plus rien 4 dissimuler.

Quinault Atys.*

Of my country and of my family I have little to say. Ill usage and
length of years have driven me from the one, and estranged me from
the other. Hereditary wealth afforded me an education of no
common order, and a contemplative turn of mind enabled me to
methodize the stores which early study very diligently garnered
up.—Beyond all things, the study of the German moralists * gave me
great delight; not from any ill-advised admiration of their eloquent
madness, but from the ease with which my habits of rigid thought
enabled me to detect their falsities. 1 have often been reproached
with the aridity of my genius; a deficiency of imagination has been
Imputed to me as a crime; and the Pyrrhonism of my opinions* has
at all times rendered me notorious. Indeed, a strong relish for
physical philosophy* has, I fear, tinctured my mind with a very
common error of this age—I mean the habit of referring
Occurrences, even the least susceptible of such reference, to the
Principles of that science. Upon the whole, no person could be less
hablg than myself to be led away from the severe precincts of truth by
the ignes fatui of superstition.* I have thought proper to premise
thus mych, lest the incredible tale T have to tell should be considered
rather' the raving of a crude imagination, than the positive
“Xperience of a mind to which the reveries of fancy have been a dead
Citer and a nullity.

After many years spent in foreign travel, I sailed in the year 18—,
tom the port of Batavia,* in the rich and populous island of Java, on
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a voyage to the Archipelago of the Sundaislands.* I went as
passenger—having no other inducement than a kind of nervous
restlessness which haunted me as a fiend.

Our vessel was a beautiful ship of about four hundred tons,
copper-fastened, and built at Bombay of Malabar teak.* She* was
freighted with cotton-wool and oil, from the Lachadive islands.* We
had also on board coir, jaggeree, ghee, cocoa-nuts, and a few cases of
opium. The stowage was clumsily done, and the vessel consequently
crank.

We got under way with a mere breath of wind, and for many days
stood along the eastern coast of Java, without any other incident to
beguile the monotony of our course than the occasional meeting with
some of the small crabs of the Archipelago to which we were bound.

One evening, leaning over the taffrail, I observed a very singular,
isolated cloud, to the N. W. It was remarkable, as well for its color, as
from its being the first we had seen since our departure from
Batavia. I watched it attentively until sunset, when it spread all at
once to the eastward and westward, girding in the horizon with a
narrow strip of vapor, and looking like a long line of low beach. My
notice was soon afterwards attracted by the dusky-red appearance of
the moon, and the peculiar character of the sea. The latter was
undergoing a rapid change, and the water seemed more than usually
transparent. Although I could distinctly see the bottom, yet, heaving
the lead, I found the ship in fifteen fathoms. The air now became
intolerably hot, and was loaded with spiral exhalations similar to
those arising from heated iron. As night came on, every breath of
wind died away, and a more entire calm it is impossible to conceive.
The flame of a candle burned upon the poop without the least
perceptible motion, and a long hair, held between the finger and
thumb, hung without the possibility of detecting a vibration.
However, as the captain said he could perceive no indication of
danger, and as we were drifting in bodily to shore, he ordered the
sails to be furled, and the anchor let go. No watch was set, and the
crew, consisting principally of Malays, stretched themselves deliber-
ately upon deck. I went below—not without a full presentiment of
evil. Indeed, every appearance warranted me in apprehending a
Simoon. I told the captain my fears; but he paid no attention to what
I said, and left me without deigning to give a reply. My uneasiness,
however, prevented me from sleeping, and about midnight I went
upon deck.—As I placed my foot upon the upper step of the
companion-ladder, I was startled by a loud, humming noise, like that
occasioned by the rapid revolution of a mill-wheel, and before I
could ascertain its meaning, I found the ship quivering to its centre.
In the next instant, a wilderness of foam hurled us upon our

62



-

beam-ends, and, rushing over us fore and aft, swept the entire
decks from stem to stern.

The extreme fury of the blast proved, in a great measure, the
salvation of the ship. Although completely water-logged, vet, as her
masts had gone by the board, she rose, after a minute, heavily from
the sea, and, staggering awhile beneath the immense pressure of the
tempest, finally righted.

By what miracle I escaped destruction, it is impossible to say.
Stunned by the shock of the water, I found myself, upon recovery,
jammed in between the sternpost and rudder. With great difficulty I
gained my feet, and looking dizzily around, was, at first, struck with
the idea of our being among breakers; so terrific, beyond the wildest
imagination, was the whirlpool of mountainous and foaming ocean
within which we were engulfed. After a while, I heard the voice of an
old Swede, who had shipped with us at the moment of our leaving
port. I hallooed to him with all my strength, and presently he came
reeling aft. We soon discovered that we were the sole survivors of the
accident. All on deck, with the exception of ourselves, had been
swept overboard;—the captain and mates must have perished as
they slept, for the cabins were deluged with water. Without
assistance, we could expect to do little for the security of the ship,
and our exertions were at first paralysed by the momentary
expectation of going down. Our cable had, of course, parted like
pack-thread, at the first breath of the hurricane, or we should have
been instantaneously overwhelmed. We scudded with frightful
velocity before the sea, and the water made clear breaches over us.
The frame-work of our stern was shattered excessively, and, in
almost every respect, we had received considerable injury; but to our
extreme joy we found the pumps unchoked,* and that we had made
no great shifting of our ballast. The main fury of the blast had
already blown over, and we apprehended little danger from the
violence of the wind; but we looked forward to its total cessation with
dismay; well believing, that, in our shattered condition, we should
inevitably perish in the tremendous swell which would ensue. But
this very just apprehension seemed by no means likely to be soon
verified. For five entire days and nights—during which our only
subsistence was a small quantity of jaggeree, procured with great
difficulty from the forecastle—the hulk flew at a rate defying
computation, before rapidly succeeding flaws of wind, which,
without equalling the first violence of the Simoon, were still more
terrific than any tempest I had before encountered. Our course for
the first four days was, with trifling variations, S. E. and by S.; and we
must have run down the coast of New Holland.*—On the fifth day
the cold became extreme, although the wind had hauled round a
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point more to the northward.—The sun arose wius a sin, yenuw
lustre, and clambered a very few degrees above the horizon—emj.
. ting no decisive light.—There were no clouds apparent, yet the wing

was upon the increase, and blew with a fitful and unsteady fury,
About noon, as nearly as we could guess, our attention was again
arrested by the appearance of the sun. It gave out no light, properly
so called, but a dull and sullen glow without reflection, as if all its ray:
were polarized. Just before sinking within the turgid sea, its centra
fires suddenly went out, as if hurriedly extinguished by som,
unaccountable power. It was a dim, silver-like rim, alone, as it rushe,
down the unfathomable ocean.

We waited in vain for the arrival of the sixth day—that day to m
has not arrived —to the Swede, never did arrive. Thenceforward w
were enshrouded in pitchy darkness, so that we could not have see
an object at twenty paces from the ship. Eternal night continued ¢
envelop us, all unrelieved by the phosphoric sea-brilliancy to whic
we had been accustomed in the tropics. We observed too, tha
although the tempest continued to rage with unabated violenc
there was no longer to be discovered the usual appearance of surf, ¢
foam, which had hitherto attended us. All around were horror, ar
thick gloom, and a black sweltering desert of ebony.— Superstitio
terror crept by degrees into the spirit of the old Swede, and my ov
soul was wrapped up in silent wonder. We neglected all care of tl
ship, as worse than useless, and securing ourselves, as well
possible, to the stump of the mizen-mast, looked out bitterly into t
world of ocean. We had no means of calculating time, nor could
form any guess of our situation. We were, however, well aware
having made farther to the southward than any previous navigato
and felt great amazement at not meeting with the usual impedime
of ice. In the meantime every moment threatened to be ¢
last—every mountainous billow hurried to overwhelm us. The sv
surpassed anything I had imagined possible, and that we were -
instantly buried is a miracle. My companion spoke of the lightnes:
our cargo, and reminded me of the excellent qualities of our st
but I could not help feeling the utter hopelessness of hope itself, :

prepared myself gloomily for that death which I thought notk
could defer beyond an hour, as, with every knot of way the ¢
made, the swelling of the black stupendous seas became m
dismally appalling. At times we gasped for breath at an eleva
beyond the albatross*—at times became dizzy with the velocit
our descent into some watery hell, where the air grew stagnant,
no sound disturbed the slumbers of the kraken.*

We were at the bottom of one of these abysses, when a g
scream from my companion broke fearfully upon the night. “
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;;);ke, 1 became aware of a dull, sullen glare of red light which
streamed down the sides of the vast chasm where we lay, and threw a
fitful brilliancy upon our deck. Casting my eyes upwards, I beheld a
spectacle which froze the current of my blood. At a terrific height
directly above us, and upon the very verge of the precipitous
descent, hovered a gigantic ship of, perhaps, four thousand tons.
Although upreared upon the summit of a wave* more than a
hundred times her own altitude, her apparent size still exceeded that
of any ship of the line or East Indiaman * in existence. Her huge hull
was of a deep dingy black, unrelieved by any of the customary
carvings of a ship. A single row of brass cannon protruded from her
open ports, and dashed from their polished surfaces the fires of
innumerable battle-lanterns, which swung to and fro about her
rigging. But what mainly inspired us with horror and astonishment,
was that she bore up under a press of sail in the very teeth of that
supernatural sea, and of that ungovernable hurricane. When we first
descovered her, her bows were alone to be seen, as she rose slowly
from the dim and horrible gulf beyond her. For a moment of intense
terror she paused upon the giddy pinnacle, as if in contemplation of
her own sublimity, then trembled and tottered, and—came down.

At this instant, I know not what sudden self-possession came over
my spirit. Staggering as far aft as I could, I awaited fearlessly the ruin
that was to overwhelm. Our own vessel was at length ceasing from
her struggles,* and sinking with her head to the sea. The shock of
the descending mass struck her, consequently, in that portion of her
frame which was already under water, and the inevitable result was
to hurl me, with irresistible violence, upon the rigging of the
stranger.*

As 1 fell, the ship hove in stays, and went about; and to the
confusion ensuing 1 attributed my escape from the notice of the
crew. With litde difficulty I made my way unperceived to the main
hatchway, which was partially open, and soon found an opportunity
of secreting myself in the hold. Why I did so I can hardly tell. An
indefinite sense of awe, which at first sight of the navigators of the
ship had taken hold of my mind, was perhaps the principle of my
Concealment. I was unwilling to trust myself with a race of people
who had offered, to the cursory glance I had taken, so many points
of vague novelty, doubt, and apprehension. I therefore thought
Proper to contrive a hiding-place in the hold. This I did by removing
a4 small portion of the shifting-boards, in such a manner as to afford
Me a convenient retreat between the huge timbers of the ship.

I had scarcely completed my work, when a footstep in the hold
forced me to make use of it. A man passed by my place of
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concealment with a feeble and unsteady gait. I could not see his face,
but had an opportunity of observing his general appearance. There
was about it an evidence of great age and infirmity. His kneeg
tottered beneath a load of vears, and his entire frame quivered
under the burthen. He muttered to himself, in a low broken tone,
some words of a language which I couid not understand, and groped
in a corner among a pile of singular-looking instruments, and
decayed charts of navigation. His manner was a wild mixture of the
peevishness of second childhood, and the solemn dignity of a God,
He at length went on deck, and I saw him no more.

*

A feeling, for which I have no name, has taken possession of my
soul—a sensation which will admit of no analysis, to which the
lessons of by-gone time are inadequate, and for which I fear futurity
itself will offer me no key. To a mind constituted like my own, the
latter consideration is an evil. I shall never—1 know that I shall
never —be satisfied with regard to the nature of my conceptions. Yet
it is not wonderful that these conceptions are indefinite, since they
have their origin in sources so utterly novel. A new sense—a new
entity is added to my soul.

It is long since I first trod the deck of this terrible ship, and the
rays of my destiny are, I think, gathering to a focus. Incomprehensi
ble men! Wrapped up in meditations of a kind which I cannot divine
they pass me by unnoticed. Concealment is utter folly on my part, fo
the people will not see. It was but just now that I passed directl
before the eyes of the mate—it was no long while ago that I venture
into the captain’s own private cabin, and took thence the materia
with which I write, and have written. I shall from time to tim
continue this journal. It is true that I may not find an opportunity ¢
transmitting it to the world, but I will not fail to make the endeavo
At the last moment I will enclose the MS. in a bottle, and cast it withi
the sea.

*
An incident has occurred which has given me new room fi
meditation. Are such things the operation of ungoverned Chance:

had ventured upon deck and thrown myself down, witho
attracting any notice, among a pile of ratlin-stuff and old sails, in t!
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her terrific course due south, with every rag of canvas packed upor
her, from her trucks to her lower studding-sail booms, and rolling
every moment her top-gallant yard-arms into the most appalling hel
of water which it can enter into the mind of man to imagine. I have
just left the deck, where I find it impossible to maintain a footing
although the crew seem to experience little inconvenience. It appear:
to me miracle of miracles that our enormous bulk is not swallowec
up at once and forever. We are surely doomed to hover continually
upon the brink of Eternity, without taking a final plunge into the
abyss. From billows a thousand times more stupendous than any |
have ever seen, we glide away with the facility of the arrowy sea-gull
and the colossal waters rear their heads above us like demons of the
deep, but like demons confined to simple threats and forbidden tc
destroy. I am led to attribute these frequent escapes to the only
natural cause which can account for such effect.—I must suppose
the ship to be within the influence of some strong current, o
-impetuous under-tow. .

I have seen the captain face to face, and in his own cabin—but, as |
expected, he paid me no attention. Although in his appearance there
is, to a casual observer, nothing which might bespeak him more o1
less than man—still a feeling of irrepressible reverence and awe
mingled with the sensation of wonder with which I regarded him. Ir
stature he is nearly my own height; that is, about five feet eigh
inches. He is of a well-knit and compact frame of body, neithe
robust nor remarkably otherwise. But it is the singularity of the
expression which reigns upon the face—it is the intense, the
wonderful, the thrilling evidence of old age, so utter, so extreme
which excites within my spirit a sense—a sentiment ineffable. Hi:
forehead, although little wrinkled, seems to bear upon it the stamg
of a myriad of years.—His gray hairs are records of the past, and hi
grayer eyes are Sybils of the future. The cabin floor was thickly
strewn with strange, iron-clasped folios, and mouldering instru
ments of science, and obsolete long-forgotten charts. His head wa:
bowed down upon his hands, and he pored, with a fiery unquiet eye
over a paper which I took to be a commission, and which, at al
events, bore the signature of a monarch. He muttered to himself, a:
did the first seaman whom I saw in the hold, some low peevist
syllables of a foreign tongue, and although the speaker was close a
my elbow, his voice seemed to reach my ears from the distance of-:
mile.

The ship and all'in it are imbued with the spirit of Eld. The crew
glide to and fro like the ghosts of buried genturies; their eyes have ar
eager and uneasy meaning; and when their fingers fall athwart mj
path in the wild glare of the battle-lanterns, I feel as I have never fel
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before, although I have been all my life a dealer in antiquities, and
have imbibed the shadows of fallen columns at Balbec, and Tadmor,
and Persepolis,* until my very soul has become a ruin.

When I look around me I feel ashamed of my former
apprehensions. If I trembled at the blast which has hitherto attended
us, shall I not stand aghast at a warring of wind and ocean, to convey
any idea of which the words tornado and Simoon are trivial and
ineffective? All in the immediate vicinity of the ship is the blackness
of eternal night, and a chaos of foamless water; but, about a league
on either side of us, may be seen, indistinctly and at intervals,
stupendous ramparts of ice, towerlng away into the desolate sky, and
looking like the walls of the universe.

As I imagined, the ship proves to be in a current; if that
ippellation can properly be given to a tide which, howling and
ihrieking by the white ice, thunders on to the southward with a
relocity like the headlong dashing of a cataract.

To conceive the horror of my sensations is, I presume, utterly
mpossible; yet a curiosity to penetrate the mysteries of these awful
‘egions, predominates even over my despair, and will reconcile me to
he most hideous aspect of death. It is evident that we are hurrying
mnwards to some exciting knowledge-—some never-to-be-imparted
ecret, whose attainment is destruction. Perhaps this current leads us
o the southern pole itself. It must be confessed that a supposition
pparently so wild has every probability in its favor.

The crew pace the deck with unquiet and tremulous step; but
here is upon their countenances an expression more of the
agerness of hope than of the apathy of despair.

In the meantime the wind is still in our poop, and, as we carry a
rowd of canvas, the ship is at times lifted bodily from out the
:a—Oh, horror upon horror! the ice opens suddenly to the right,
ad to the left, and we are whirling dizzily, in immense concentric

rcles, round and round the borders of a gigantic amphitheatre, the
immit of whose walls is lost in the darkness and the distance. But
ttle time will be left me to ponder upon my destiny—the circles
ipidly grow small—we are plunging madly within the grasp of the
hirlpool—and amid a roaring, and bellowing, and thundering of
‘ean and of tempest, the ship is quivering, oh God! and—going
own,

Note.— The “MS Found in a Bottle,” was originally published in 1831
833), and it was not until many years afterwards that I became acquainted
ith the maps of Mercator,* in which the ocean is represented as rushing, by
Ur mouths, into the (northern) Polar Gulf, to be absorbed into the bowels of
¢ earth; the Pole itself being represented by a black rock, towering to a
odigious height. (E.A.P.) -
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The Murders in
the Rue Morgue

(Graham’s Magazine,
April, 1841.)

What song the Syrens sang, or whar name Achilles
assumed when he hid himself among women, although
puzzling questions are not beyond ail conjecture.

Sir Thomas Browne Urn-Burial. *

¢

. ’][‘ he mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in
themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We appreciate them only
in their effects. We know of them, among other things, that they are
always to their possessor, when inordinately possessed, a source of
the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical
ability, delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so
glories the analyst in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives
pleasure from even the most trivial occupations bringing his talents
into play.* He is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, of hieroglyphics;
exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears
to the ordinary apprehension preternatural. His results, brought
about by the very soul and essence of method, have, in truth, the
whole air of intuition. The faculty of re-solution is possibly much
invigorated by mathematical study, and especially by that highest
branch of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde
operations,* has been called, as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to
calculate is not in itself to analyse. A chess-player, for example, does
the one without effort at the other. It follows that the game of chess,
in its effects upon mental character, is greatly misunderstood. I am
not now writing a treatise, but simply prefacing a somewhat peculiar
narrative by observations very much at random; I will, therefore,
take occasion to assert that the higher powers of the reflective
intellect are more decidedly and more usefully tasked by the
unostentatious game of draughts than by all the elaborate frivolity of
chess. In this latter, where the pieces have different and bizarre
motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex is
mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is profound. The attention is
here called powerfully into play.* If it flag for an instant, an
oversight is committed, resulting in injury or defeat. The possible
moves being not only manifold but involute, the chances of such
oversights are multiplied; and in nine cases out of ten it is the more
concentrative rather than the more acute player who conquers. In
draughts, on the contrary, where the moves are unique and have but
little variation, the probabilities of inadvertence are diminished, and
the mere attention being left comparatively unemployed, what
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men. To be less abstract—Let us suppose a game of draughts
ere the pieces are reduced to four kings,* and where, of course,
oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here the victory can
decided (the players being at all equal) only by some recherché*
vement, the result of some strong exertion of the intellect.
yrived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into the
it of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not
requently sees thus, at a glance, the sole methods (sometimes
eed absurdly simple ones) by which he may seduce into error or
Ty into miscalculation.

Vhist has long been noted for its influence upon what is termed
calculating power; and men of the highest order of intellect have
n known to take an apparently unaccountable delight in it, while
1ewing chess as frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a
ilar nature so greatly tasking the faculty of analysis. The best
ss-player in Christendom may be little more than the best player-
:hess; but proficiency in whist implies capacity for success in all
se more important undertakings where mind struggles with
id. When [ say proficiency, I mean that perfection in the game
ch includes a comprehension of all the sources whence legitimate
antage may be derived. These are not only manifold but
ltiform, and lie frequently among recesses of thought altogether
ccessible to the ordinary understanding. To observe attentively is
-emember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative chess-player
do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle * (themselves based
m the mere mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and
ierally comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and to
ceed by “the book,” * are points commonly regarded as the sum
it of good playing.* But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere
> that the skill of the analyst is evinced. He makes, in silence, a
t of observations and inferences. So, perhaps, do his companions;
| the difference in the extent of the information obtained, lies not
much in the validity of the inference as in the quality of the
ervation. The necessary knowledge is that of what to observe. Our
yer confines himself not at all;* nor, because the game is the
ect, does he reject deductions from things external to the game.
examines the countenance of his partner, comparing it carefully
h that of each of his opponents. He considers the mode of
orting the cards in each hand; often counting trump by trump,
' honor * by honor, through the glances bestowed by their holders
m each. He notes every variation of face as the play progresses,
hering a fund of thought from the differences in the expression
‘ertainty, of surprise, of triumph, or chagrin. From the manner of
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the air with which it is thrown upon the table. A casual or inadvertent
word; the accidental dropping or turning of a card, with the
accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment;
the counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement;
embarrassment, hesitation, eagerness or trepidation—all afford, to
his apparently intuitive perception, indications of the true state
of affairs. The first two or three rounds having been played,*
he is in full possession of the contents of each hand, and thence
forward puts down his cards with as absolute a precision of purpose
as if the rest of the party had turned outward the faces of their
own.

The analytical power should not be confounded with simple
ingenuity; for while the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the
ingenious man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The
constructive or combining power, by which ingenuity is usually
manifested, and to which the phrenologists* (I believe erroneously)
have assigned a separate organ, supposing it a primitive faculty, has
been so frequently seen in those whose intellect bordered otherwise
upon idiocy, as to have attracted general observation among writers
on morals. Between ingenuity and the analytic ability there exists a
difference far greater, indeed, than that between the fancy and the
imagination, but of a character very strictly analogous. It will be
found, in fact, that the ingenious are always fanciful, and the trul
imaginative never otherwise than analytic.

The narrative which follows will appear to the reader somewha
in the light of a commentary upon the propositions just ad
vanced.

Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer o
18—, I there became acquainted with a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin
This young gentleman was of an excellent—indeed of an illustriou
family, but, by a variety of untoward events, had been reduced t
such poverty that the energy of his character succumbed beneath it
and he ceased to bestir himself in the world,* or to care for th
retrieval of his fortunes. By courtesy of his creditors, there sti
remained in his possession a small remnant of his patrimony; anc
upon the income arising from this, he managed, by means of
‘rigorous economy, to procure the necessaries of life, withot
troubling himself about its superfluities. Books, indeed, were his sol
luxuries, and in Paris these are easily obtained.

Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Ru
Montmartre,* where the accident of our both being in search of th
same very rare and very remarkable volume brought us into close
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t candor which a Frenchman indulges whenever mere self is the
'me. I was astonished, too, at the vast extent of his reading; and,
wve all, I felt my soul enkindled within me by the wild fervor, and
-vivid freshness of his imagination. Seeking in Paris the objects I
n sought, I felt that the society of such a man would be to me a
asure beyond price; and this feeling I frankly confided to him. It
s at length arranged that we should live together during my stay in
+ city; and as my worldly circumstances were somewhat less
barrassed than his own, I was permitted to be at the expense of
iting, and furnishing in a style which suited the rather fantastic
om of our common temper, a time-eaten and grotesque mansion,
g deserted through superstitions into which we did not inquire,
1 tottering to its fall in a retired and desolate portion of the
ibourg St. Germain.* '
{ad the routine of our life at this place been known to the world,
should have been regarded as madmen—although, perhaps, as
dmen of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was perfect. We
nitted no visitors. Indeed the locality of our retirement had been
efully kept a secret from my own former associates; and it had
'n many years since Dupin had ceased to know or be known in
is. We existed within ourselves alone.
t was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to
enamored of the Night for her own sake; and into this bizarrerie,
into all his others, I quietly fell;* giving myself up to his wild
ims with a perfect abandon. The sable divinity would not herself
ell with us always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At the
t dawn of the morning we closed all the massy shutters of our old
Iding; lighted a couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw
only the ghastliest and feeblest of rays. By the aid of these we
n busied our souls in dreams—reading, writing, or conversing,
il warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then
sallied forth into the streets, arm in arm, continuing the topics of
day, or roaming far and wide until a late hour, seeking, amid the
1 lights and shadows of the populous city, that infinity of mental
itement which quiet observation can afford.
it such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although
m his rich ideality * I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar
lytic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in
exercise—if not exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to
fess the pleasure thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low
«ckling laugh, that most men, in respect to himself, wore windows
heir bosoms, and was wont to follow up such assertions by direct
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anner at these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were
«cant in expression; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a
eble which would have sounded petulantly but for the deliberate-
:ss and entire distinctness of the enunciation. Observing him in
iese moods, 1 often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of
ie Bi-Part Soul,* and amused myself with the fancy of a double
upin—the creative and the resolvent.*
Let it not be supposed, from what I have just said, that I am
etailing any mystery, or penning any romance. What I have
escribed in the Frenchman, was merely the result of an excited, or
erhaps of a diseased intelligence. But of the character of his
»marks at the periods in question an example will best convey the
lea. ’

We were strolling one night down a long dirty street, in the vicinity
f the Palais Royal.* Being both, apparently, occupied with thought,
weither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen minutes at least. All at
mce Dupin broke forth with these words:—

“He is a very little fellow, that’s true, and would do better for the
Thédtre des Variétés.”*

“There can be no doubt of that,” I replied unwittingly, and not at
irst observing (so much had I been absorbed in reflection) the
:xtraordinary manner in which the speaker had chimed in with my
neditations. In an instant afterward I recollected myself, and my
istonishment was profound.

“Dupin,” said I, gravely, “this is beyond my comprehension. I do
10t hesitate to say that I am amazed, and can scarcely credit my
senses. How was it possible you should know I was thinking of ——?”
Here I paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really knew
>f whom I thought.

——"“of Chantilly,” said he, “why do you pause? You were
remarking to yourself that his diminutive figure unfitted him for
tragedy.”

This was precisely what had formed the subject of my reflections.
Chantilly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming
stage-mad, had attempted the réle of Xerxes, in Crébillon’s tragedy *
so called, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his pains.

“Tell me, for Heaven’s sake,” I exclaimed, “the method —if
method there is—by which you have been enabled to fathom my
soul in this matter.” In fact 1 was even more startled than I would
have been willing to express.

“It was the fruiterer,” replied my friend, “who brought you to the
conclusion that the mender of soles was not of sufficient height for
Xerxes et id genus omne.” * ‘
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soever.”

“The man who ran up against you as we entered the street—it
may have been fifteen minutes ago.”

I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon his
head a large basket of apples, had nearly thrown me down, by
accident, as we passed from the Rue C into the thoroughfare
where we stood; but what this had to do with Chantilly I could not
possibly understand.

There was not a particle of charlatanerie* about Dupin. “I will
explain,” he said, “and that you may comprehend all clearly, we will
first retrace the course of your meditations, from the moment in
which I spoke to you until that of the rencontre with the fruiterer
in question. The larger links of the chain run thus—Chantilly,
Orion, Dr. Nichols,* Epicurus,* Stereotomy,* the street stone, the
fruiterer.” ’

There are few persons who have not, at some period of their lives,
amused themselves in retracing the steps by which particular
conclusions of their own minds have been attained. The occupation
is often full of interest; and he who attempts it for the first time is
astonished by the apparently illimitable distance and incoherence
between the starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been
my amazement when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just
spoken, and when I could not help acknowledging that he had
spoken the truth. He continued:

“We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just before
leaving the Rue C . This was the last subject we discussed. As we
crossed into this street, a fruiterer, with a large basket upon his head,
brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of paving-stones
ollected at a spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You
stepped upon one of the loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained
your ankle, appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned
0 look at the pile, and then proceeded in silence. I was not
Jarticularly attentive to what you did; but observation has become
vith me, of late, a species of necessity.

“You kept your eyes upon the ground —glancing, with a petulant
:xpression, at the holes and ruts in the pavement, (so that I saw you
vere still thinking of the stones,) until we reached the little alley
alled Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of experiment, with
he overlapping and riveted blocks.* Here your countenance
irightened ups~and, perceiving your lips move, I could not doubt
hat you murmured the word ‘stereotomy,’ a term very affectedly
Pplied to this species of pavement. I knew that you could not say to
ourself ‘stereotomy’ without being brought to think of atomies,*
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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,* 1 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 ‘ Musée,’ * the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to
the cobbler’s change of name upon assuming the buskin,* quoted a
Latin line about which we have often conversed. I mean the line

Perdidit antiqguum litera prima sonum.*

I had told you that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written

~Urion; and, from certain pungencies connected with this explana-
tion, I was aware that you could not have forgotten it. It was clear,

" therefore, that you would not fail to combine the two ideas of Orion
and Chantilly. That you did combine them I saw by the character of
the smile which passed over your lips. You thought of the poor
cobbler’s immolation. So far, you had been stooping in your gait; but
now I saw you draw yourself up to your full height. I was then sure
that you reflected upon'the diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this
point I interrupted your meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was
a very litle fellow—that Chantilly—he would do better at the
Théatre des Varietés.”

Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition of the
Gazette des Tribunaux,* when the following paragraphs arrested our
attention.

“EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS.—This morning, about three
o’clock, the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were aroused from
sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently, from the
fourth story of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be in the sole
occupancy of one Madame L’Espanaye, and her daughter,
Mademoiselle Camille I’Espanaye. After some delay, occasioned by a
fruitless attempt to procure admission in the usual manner, the
gateway was broken in with a crowbar, and eight or ten of the
neighbors entered, accompanied by two gendarmes. By this time the
cries had ceased; but, as the party rushed up the first flight of stairs
two or more rough voices, in angry contention, were distinguished
and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house. As the
second landing was reached, these sounds, also, had ceased, anc
everything remained perfectly quiet. The party spread themselves
and hurried from room to room. Upon arriving at a large bacl
chamber in the fourth story, (the door of which, being found locked
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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 removed, and thrown into
the middle of the floor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood.
On the hearth were two or three long and thick tresses of grey
human hair, also dabbled in blood, and seeming to have been pulled
out by the roots. Upon the floor were found four Napoleons,* an
earring of topaz, three large silver spoons, three smaller of métal
d’Alger,* and two bags, containing nearly four thousand francs in
gold. The drawers of a bureau, which stood in one corner, were open,
and had been, apparently, rifled, although many articles still
remained in them. A small iron safe was discovered under the bed
(not under the bedstead). It was open, with the key still in the door. It
had no contents beyond a few old letters, and other papers of little
consequence.

“Of Madame L’Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an unusual
quantity of soot being observed in the fire-place, a search was made
in the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) the corpse of the daughter,
head downward, was dragged therefrom; it having been thus forced
up the narrow aperture for a considerable distance. The body was
juite 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,
apon the throat, dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails,
1s if the deceased had been throttled to death.

“After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house,
without farther discovery, the party made its way into a small paved
rard in the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of the old lady,
with her throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt to raise her, the
read fell off. The body, as well as the head, was fearfully
nutilated —the former so much so as scarcely to retain any
semblance of humanity.

“To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the
ilightest clew.”

The next day’s paper had these additional particulars.

“The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. Many individuals have been
*xamined in relation to this most extraordinary and frightful affair,”
The word ‘affaire’ has not yet, in France, the levity of import which
t conveys with us,*] “but nothing whatever has transpired to

hrow light upon it. We give below all the material testimony
licited.
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“ Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both the
deceased for three years, having washed for them during that
period. The old lady and her daughter seemed on good terms—very
affectionate towards each other. They were excellent pay.* Could
not speak in regard to their mode or means of living. Believed that
Madame L. told fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money

. put by. Never met any persons in the house when she called for the
clothes or took them home. Was sure that they had no servant in
employ. There appeared to be no furniture in any part of the
building except in the fourth story.

“ Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the habit
of selling small quantities of tobacco and snuff to Madame
L’Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood,
and has always resided there. The deceased and her daughter had
occupied the house in which the corpses were found, for more than
six years. It was formerly occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the
upper rooms to various persons. The house was the property of
Madame L. She became dissatisfied with the abuse of the premises by
her tenant, and moved into them herself, refusing to let any portion.
The old lady was childish. Witness had seen the daughter some five
or six times during the six years. The two lived an exceedingly
retired life—were reputed to have money. Had heard it said among
the neighbors that Madame L. told fortunes—did not believe it. Had
never seen any person enter the door except the old lady and her
daughter, a porter once or twice, and a physician some eight or ten
times.

“Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same effect
No one was spoken of as frequenting the house. It was not knowr
whether there were any living connexions of Madam L. and he
daughter. The shutters of the front windows were seldom opened
Those in the rear were always closed, with the exception of the large
back room, fourth story. The house was a good house—not very old.

“Isidore Musét, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the house
about three o’clock in the morning, and found some twenty or thirty
persons at the gateway, endeavoring to gain admittance. Forced i
open, at length, with a bayonet—not with a crowbar. Had but littl
difficulty in getting it open, on account of its being a double o:
folding gate, and bolted neither at bottom nor top. The shrieks wer
continued until the gate was forced—and then suddenly ceased
They seemed to be screams of some person (or persons) in grea
agony—were loud and drawn out,* not short and quick. Witness lec
the way up stairs. Upon reaching the first landing, heard two voice
in loud and angry contention—the one a gruff voice, the other mucl
shriller—a very strange voice. Could distinguish some words of th
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rmer, which was that of a Frenchman. Was positive that it was not a
»man’s voice. Could distinguish the words ‘sacré’* and ‘diable.*
a1e shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be sure whether it
1s the voice of a man or of a woman. Could not make out what was
id, but believed the language to be Spanish. The state of the room
«d of the bodies was described by this witness as we described them
sterday.

“Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silversmith, deposes that
: was one of the party who first entered the house. Corroborates
e testimony of Musét in general. As soon as they forced an
trance, they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, which
llected very fast, notwithstanding the lateness of the hour. The
rill voice, the witness thinks, was that of an Italian. Was certain it
ts not French. Could not be sure that it was a man’s voice. It might
ve been a woman’s. Was not acquainted with the Italian language.
uld not distinguish the words, but was convinced by the intonation
at the speaker was an Italian. Knew Madame L. and her daughter.
ad conversed with both frequently. Was sure that the shrill voice
1s not that of either of the deceased.

“—— Odenheimer, restaurateur.* This witness volunteered his
itimony. Not speaking French, was examined through an inter-
eter. Is a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at the time
the shrieks. They lasted for several minutes—probably ten. They
're long and loud—very awful and distressing. Was one of those
10 entered the building. Corroborated the previous evidence in
ery respect but one. Was sure that the shrill voice was that of a
in—of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish the words uttered.
1ey were loud and quick—unequal—spoken apparently in fear as
1l as in anger. The voice was harsh—not so much shrill as harsh.
»uld not call it a shrill voice. The gruff voice said repeatedly ‘sacré’,
able and once ‘mon Dieu.’*

* Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue
loraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L’Espanaye had some
operty. Had opened an account with his banking house in the
ring of the year (eight years previously). Made frequent
posits in small sums. Had checked for nothing until the third day
fore her death, when she took out in person the sum of 4,000
incs. This sum was paid in gold, and a clerk sent home with the
mey.

“Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day
question, about noon, he accompanied Madame L’Espanaye to her
iidence with the 4,000 francs, put up in two bags. Upon the door
ing opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared and took from his hands
e of the bags, while the old lady relieved him of the other. He then
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bowed and departed. Did not see any person in the street at the tin
It is a by-street—very lonely.

“William Bird, tailor, deposes that he was one of the party w
entered the house. Is an Englishman. Has lived in Paris two yea
Was one of the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices
contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could ma
out several words, but cannot now remember all. Heard distinc
‘sacré’, and ‘mon Dieu.” There was a sound at the moment as if
several persons struggling—a scraping and scuffling sound. T
shrill voice was very loud—louder than the gruff one. Is sure tha
was not the voice of an Englishman. Appeared to be that of
German. Might have been a woman’s voice. Does not understa;
German.

“Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed tt
the door of the chamber in which was found the body
Mademoiselle L. was locked on the inside when the party reached
Every thing was perfectly silent—no groans or noises of any kir
Upon forcing the door no person was seen. The windows, both
the back and front room, were down and firmly fastened frc
within. A door between the two rooms was closed, but not locke
The door leading from the front room into the passage was locke
- with the key on the inside. A small room in the front of the house,
the fourth story, at the head of the passage, was open, the door bei
ajar. This room was crowded with old beds, boxes, and so for:
These were carefully removed and searched. There was not an in
of any portion of the house which was not carefully searched. Swee
were sent up and down the chimneys. The house was a four stc
one, with garrets (mansardes). A trap-door on the roof was nail
- down very securely—did not appear to have been opened for yea
The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contenti
and the breaking open of the room door, was variously stated by t
witnesses. Some made it as short as three minutes—some as long
five. The door was opened with difficulty.

“Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the R
" Morgue. Is a native of Spain. Was one of the party who entered t
house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and was apprehensi
of the consequences of agitation.* Heard the voices in contentic
The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish wl
was said. The shrill voice was that of an Englishman—is sure of th
Does not understand the English language, but judges by t
intonation.

“Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among t
first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in question. The gn
voice was that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several words. T
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speaker appeared to be expostulating. Could not make out the words
of the shrill voice. Spoke quick and unevenly. Thinks it the voice of a
Russian. Corroborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never
conversed with a native of Russia.

“Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all
the rooms on the fourth story were too narrow to admit the passage
of a human being. By ‘sweeps’ were meant cylindrical sweeping-
brushes, such as are employed by those who clean chimneys. These
brushes were passed up and down every flue in the house. There is
no back passage by which any one could have descended while the
party proceeded up stairs. The body of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye
was so firmly wedged in the chimney that it could not be got down
until four or five of the party united their strength.

“Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the
bodies about day-break. They were both then lying on the sacking *
of the bedstead in the chamber where Mademoiselle L. was found.
The corpse of the young lady was much bruised and excoriated. The
fact that it had been thrust up the chimney would sufficiently
account for these appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There
were several deep scratches just below the chin, together with a series
of livid spots which were evidently the impression of fingers. The
face was fearfully discolored, and the eye-balls protruded. The
tongue had been partially bitten through. A large bruise was
discovered upon the pit of the stomach, produced, apparently, by
the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M. Dumas, Mademoiselle
L’Espanaye had been throttled to death by some person or persons
unknown. The corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated. All the
bones of the right leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left
tibia much splintered, as well as all the ribs of the left side. Whole
body dreadfully bruised and discolored. It was not possible to say
how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad
bar of iron—a chair—any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would
have produced such results, if wielded by the hands of a very
powerful man. No woman could have inflicted the blows with any
weapon. The head of the deceased, when seen by witness, was
entirely separated from the body, and was also greatly shattered.
The throat had evidently been cut with some very sharp instru-
ment— probably with a razor.

“Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the
bodies. Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas.

“Nothing farther of importance was eclicited, although several
other persons were examined. A murder so mysterious, and so
perplexing in all its particulars, was never before committed in
Paris—if indeed a murder has been committed at all. The police are
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ntirely at fault*—an unusual occurrence in affairs of this nature.
Chere is not, however, the shadow of a clew apparent.”

The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest
xcitement still continued in the Quartier St. Roch—that the
sremises in question had been carefully researched, and fresh
xaminations of witnesses instituted, but all to no purpose. A
vostscript, however, mentioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been
rrested and imprisoned-—although nothing appeared to criminate
iim, beyond the facts already detailed.

Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this
affair—at least so I judged from his manner, for he made no
comments. It was only after the announcement that Le Bon had been
imprisoned, that he asked me my opinion respecting the murders.

I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an
insoluble mystery. I saw no means by which it would be possible to
trace the murderer.

“We must not judge of the means,” said Dupin, “by this shell of an
examination.* The Parisian police, so much extolled for acumen, are
cunning, but no more. There is no method in their proceedings,
beyond the method of the moment. They make a vast parade of
measures; but, not infrequently, these are so ill adapted to the
objects proposed, as to put us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain’s calling
for his robe-de-chambre—pour mieux entendre la musique.* The results
attained by them are not unfrequently surprising, but, for the most
part, are brought about by simple diligence and activity. When these
qualities are unavailing, their schemes fail. Vidocq,* for example,
was a good guesser, and a persevering man. But, without educated
thought, he erred continually by the very intensity of his investiga-
tions. He impaired his vision by holding the object too close. He
might see, perhaps, one or two points with unusual clearness, but in
so doing he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a whole. Thus
there is such a thing as being too profound.* Truth is not alwaysin a
well. In fact, as regards the more important knowledge, I do believe
that she,* is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys where
we seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops where she is found.
The modes and sources of this kind of error are well typified in the
contemplation of the heavenly bodies. To look at a star by
glances—to view it in a side-long way, by turning toward it the
exterior portions of the retina (more susceptible of feeble impres-
sions of light that the interior), is to behold the star distinctly —is to
have the best appreciation of its lustre—a lustre which grows dim
just in proportion as we turn our vision fully upon it. A greater
number of rays actually fall upon the eye in the latter case, but, in the
former, there is the more refined capacity for comprehension. By
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due profundity we perplex and enfeeble thought; and it is
ssible to make even Venus herself vanish * from the firmament by
crutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.
‘As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations for
rselves, before we make up an opinion respecting them. An
quiry will afford us amusement,” [I thought this an odd term, so
plied, but said nothing] “and, besides, Le Bon once rendered me a
vice for which I am not ungrateful. We will go and see the
amises with our own eyes. I know G , the Prefect of Police, and
il have no difficulty in obtaining the necessary permission.”
I'he permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the
e Morgue. This is one of those miserable thoroughfares which
ervene between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St. Roch. It was
= in the afternoon when we reached it; as this quarter is at a great
tance from that in which we resided. The house was readily
ind; for there were still many persons gazing up at the closed
atters, with an objectless curiosity, from the opposite site of the
y. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with a gateway, on one side of
ich was a glazed watch-box, with a sliding panel in the window,
licating a loge de concierge* Before going in we walked up the
eet, turned down an alley, and then, again turning, passed in the
ir of the building—Dupin, meanwhile, examining the whole
ighborhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of attention
* which I could see no possible object.
Retracing our steps, we came again to the front of the dwelling,
1g, and, having shown our credentials, were admitted by the
ents in charge. We went up stairs—into the chamber where the
dy of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye had been found, and where both
: deceased still lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been
‘fered to exist.* I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the
1zette des Tribunaux. Dupin, scrutinized every thing—not excepting
: bodies of the victims. We then went into the other rooms, and
o the yard; a gendarme accompanying us throughout. The
amination occupied us until dark, when we took our departure.
t our way home my companion stopped in for a moment at the
1ice of one of the daily papers.
-have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and that Je
ménageais: * —for this phrase there is no English equivalent. It was
humor, now, to decline all conversation on the subject of
* murder, until about noon the next day. He then asked me, sud-
fll}{, if I had observed any thing peculiar at the scene of the
ocity.
Chere was something in his manner of emphasizing the word
sculiar,” which caused me to shudder, without knowing why.
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“No, nothing peculiar,” 1 said; “nothing more, at least, than we

ith saw stated in the paper.”

“The Gazette,” he replied, “has not entered, I fear, into the

wssual horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this

int.* It appears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, for

e very reason which should cause it to be regarded as easy of

lution—1 mean for the outré* character of its features. The police

e confounded by the seeming absence of motive—not for the

urder itself —but for the atrocity of the murder. They are puzzled,

o, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the voices heard in

ntention, with the facts that no one was discovered up stairs but the

sassinated Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and that there were no
«.eans of egress without the notice of the party ascending. The wild
disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head downward, u
the chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady;
these considerations, with those just mentioned, and others which |
need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting
completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government agents.
They have fallen into the gross but common error of confounding
the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the
plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search
for the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should
not be so much asked ‘what has occurred,” as ‘what has occurred
that has never occurred before.” In fact, the facility with which
I shall arrive, or have arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in
the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the
police.”

I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.

“I am now awaiting,” continued he, looking toward the door of
our apartment—“l am now awaiting a person who, although
perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have been in
some measure implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst portion
of the crimes committed, it is probable that he is innocent. I hope
that I am right in this supposition; for upon it I build my expectation
of reading the entire riddle. I look for the man here—in this
room—every moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but the
probability is that he will. Should he come, it will be necessary to
detain him. Here are pistols; and we both know how to use them
when occasion demands their use.”

I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing what 1
heard, while Dupin went on, very much as if in a soliloquy. I have
already spoken of his abstract manner at such times. His discourse
was addressed to myself; but his voice, although by no means loud,
had that intonation which is commonly employed in speaking to
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some one at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression,
regarded only 'the wall. '

“That the voices heard in contention,” he said, “by the party upon
e stairs, were not the voices of the women themselves, was fully
proved by the evidence. This relieves us of all doubt upon the
juestion whether the old lady could have first destroyed the
jaughter, and afterward have committed suicide. I speak of this
point chiefly for the sake of method; for the strength of Madame
[’Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to the task of thrusting
her daughter’s corpse up the chimney as it was found; and the
nature of the wounds upon her own person entirely preclude the
idea of self-destruction. Murder, then, has been committed by some
third party; and the voices of this third party were those heard in
rontention. Let me now advert—not to the whole testimony
respecting these voices—but to what was peculiar in that testimony.
Did you observe anything peculiar about it?”

I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the
gruff voice to be that of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement
in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed it, the harsh
voice.

“That was the evidence itself,” said Dupin, “but it was not the
peculiarity of the evidence. You have observed nothing distinctive.
Yet there was something to be observed. The witnesses, as you
remark, agreed about the gruff voice; they were here unanimous.
But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity is—not that they
disagreed —but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a
Hollander, and a Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one
spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is sure that it was not the voice
of one of his own countrymen. Each likens it—not to the voice of an
individual of any nation with whose language he is conversant—but
the converse. The Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard,
and ‘might have distinguished some words had he been acquainted with
the Spanish” The Dutchman maintains it to have been that of a
Fr.enchman; but we find it stated that ‘not understanding French this
witness was examined through an interpreter” The Englishman thinks it
the voice of a German, and ‘does not understand German’ The
Spaniard ‘is sure’ that it was that of an Englishman, but ‘judges by the
Intonation’ altogether, ‘as he has no knowledge of the English. The
Ital'lan believes it the voice of a Russian, but ‘has never conversed with a
Native of Russia’ A second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the
flrSt,.and is positive that the voice was that of an Italian; but, not being
tognisant of that tongue, is, like the Spaniard, ‘convinced by the
Intonation.” Now, how strangely unusual must that voice have really

¢en, about which such testimony as this could have been elic-
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disagreed —but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a
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spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is sure that it was not the voice
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the converse. The Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard,
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witness was examined through an interpreter.” The Englishman thinks it
the voice of a German, and ‘does not understand German’ The
Spaniard ‘is sure’ that it was that of an Englishman, but ‘judges by the
Intonation’ altogether, ‘as he has no knowledge of the English’ The
Ital_ian believes it the voice of a Russian, but ‘has never conversed with a
Native of Russia’ A second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the
first, and is positive that the voice was that of an Italian; but, not being
cognisant of that tongue, is, like the Spaniard, ‘convinced by the
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€en, about which such testimony as this could have been elic-
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“No, nothing peculiar,” 1 said; “nothing more, at least, than we
both saw stated in the paper.”

“The Gazette,” he replied, “has not entered, I fear, into the
unusual horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this
print.* It appears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, foy
the very reason which should cause it to be regarded as easy of
solution—1I mean for the outré* character of its features. The police
are confounded by the seeming absence of motive—not for the
murder itself —but for the atrocity of the murder. They are puzzled,
too, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the voices heard in
contention, with the facts that no one was discovered up stairs but the
assassinated Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and that there were nq
means of egress without the notice of the party ascending. The wild
disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head downward, up
the chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady;
these considerations, with those just mentioned, and others which I
need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting
completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government agents.
They have fallen into the gross but common error of confounding
the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the
plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search
for the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should
not be so much asked ‘what has occurred,’ as ‘what has occurred
that has never occurred before.” In fact, the facility with which
I shall arrive, or have arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in
the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the
police.”

I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.

“I am now awaiting,” continued he, looking toward the door of
our apartment—“l am now awaiting a person who, although
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of reading the entire riddle. I look for the man here—in this
room—every moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but the
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some one at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression,
regarded only 'the wall. '
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point chiefly for the sake of method; for the strength of Madame
L Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to the task of thrusting
her daughter’s corpse up the chimney as it was found; and the
nature of the wounds upon her own person entirely preclude the
idea of self-destruction. Murder, then, has been committed by some
third party; and the voices of this third party were those heard in
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in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed it, the harsh
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remark, agreed about the gruff voice; they were here unanimous.
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Hollander, and a Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one
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ited!—in whose tones, even, denizens of the five great divisions of
Europe could recognize nothing familiar! You will say that it might
have been the voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither Asiatics
nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying the inference, I
will now merely call your attention to three points. The voice is
termed by one witness ‘harsh rather than shrill.’ It is represented by
two others to have been ‘quick and unequal’ No words—no sounds
resembling words—were by any witness mentioned as distin-
guishable.

“I know not,” continued Dupin, “what impression I may have
made, so far, upon your own understanding; but I do not hesitate to
say that legitimate deductions even from this portion of the
testimony—the portion respecting the gruff and shrill voices—are
in themselves sufficient to engender a suspicion which should give
direction to all farther progress in the investigation of the mystery. I
said ‘legitimate deductions;” but my meaning is not thus fully
expressed. I designed to imply that the deductions are the sole
proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably from them as the
single result. What the suspicion is, however, I will not say just yet. I
merely wish you to bear in mind that, with myself,* it was sufficiently
forcible to give a definite form—a certain tendency—to my
inquiries in the chamber.

" “Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber. What
shall we first seek here? The means of egress employed by the
murderers. It is not too much to say that neither of us believe in
preeternatural events. Madame and Mademoiselle L’Espanaye were
not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed were material, and
escaped materially. Then how? Fortunately, there is but one mode of
reasoning upon the point, and that mode must lead us to a definite
decision.—Let us examine, each by each, the possible means of
egress. It is clear that the assassins were in the room where
Mademoiselle L’Espanaye was found, or at least in the room
adjoining, when the party ascended the stairs. It is then only from
these two apartments that we have to seek issues. The police have
laid bare the floors, the ceilings, and the masonry of the walls, in
every direction. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance.
But, not trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own. There were,
then, no secret issues. Both doors leading from the rooms into the
passage were securely locked, with the keys inside. Let us turn to the
chimneys. These, although of ordinary width for some eight or ten
feet above the hearths, will not admit, throughout their extent, the
body of a large cat. The impossibility of egress, by means already
stated, being thus absolute, we are reduced to the windows. Through
those of the front room no one could have escaped without notice
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fromd.. . . _ ________rers musthave passed, then,
through those of the back room. Now, brought to this conclusion in
so unequivocal a manner as we are, it is not our part, as reasoners, to
reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left for us to
prove that these apparent ‘impossibilities’ are, in reality, not such.

“There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is
unobstructed by furniture, and is wholly visible. The lower portion
of the other is hidden from view by the head of the unwieldy
bedstead which is thrust close up against it. The former was found
securely fastened from within. It resisted the utmost force of those
who endeavored to raise it. A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in
its frame to the left, and a very stout nail was found fitted therein,
nearly to the head. Upon examining the other window, a similar nail
was seen similarly fitted in it; and a vigorous attempt to raise this
sash, failed also. The police were now entirely satisfied that egress
had not been in these directions. And, therefore, it was thought a
matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and open the
windows.

“My own examination was somewhat more particular, and was so
for the reason I have just given—because here it was. I knew, that all
apparent impossibilities must be proved to be not such in reality.

“I proceeded to think thus—ad posteriori.* The murderers did
escape from one of these windows. This being so, they could not
have re-fastened the sashes from the inside, as they were found
fastened; —the consideration which put a stop, through its obvious-
ness, to the scrutiny of the police in this quarter. Yet the sashes were
fastened. They must, then, have the power of fastening themselves.
There was no escape from this conclusion. I stepped to the
unobstructed casement, withdrew the nail with some difficulty and
attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all my efforts, as I had
anticipated. A concealed spring must, I now knew, exist; and this
corroboration of my idea convinnced me that my premises, at least,
were correct, however mysterious still appeared the circumstances
attending the nails. A careful search soon brought to light the hidden
spring. I pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forebore to
upraise the sash.

“I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person
passing out through this window might have reclosed it, and the
spring would have caught—but the nail could not have been
replaced. The conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the field
of my investigations. The assassins must have escaped through the
other window. Supposing, then, the springs upon each sash to
be the same, as was probable, there must be found a difference
between the nails, or at least between the modes of their fixture.
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Getting upon the sacking of the bedstead, I looked over the
head-board minutely at the second casement. Passing my hand down
behind the board, I readily discovered and pressed the spring, which

“was, as I had supposed, identical in character with its neighbor. I now
looked at the nail. It was as stout as the other, and apparently fitted
in the same manner—driven in nearly up to the head.

“You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you must
have misunderstood the nature of the inductions. To use a sporting
phrase, I had not been once ‘at fault.’* The scent had never for an
instant been lost. There was no flaw in any link of the chain. T had
traced the secret to its ultimate result,—and that result was the nail It
had, I say, in every respect, the appearance of its fellow in the other
window; but this fact was an absolute nullity (conclusive as it might
seem to be) when compared with the consideration that here, at this
point, terminated the clew. “There must be something wrong,’ I said,
‘about the nail.’ I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter of an
inch of the shank, came off in my fingers. The rest of the shank was
in the gimlet-hole, where it had been broken off. The fracture was an
old one (for its edges were incrusted with rust), and had apparently
been accomplished by the blow of a hammer, which had partially
imbedded, in the top of the bottom sash, the head portion of the nail.
I now carefully replaced this head portion in the indentation whence
I had taken it, and the resemblance to a perfect nail was
complete—the fissure was invisible. Pressing the spring, I gently
raised the sash for a few inches; the head went up with it, remaining
firm in its bed. I closed the window, and the semblance of the whole
nail was again perfect.

“The riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped
through the window which looked upon the bed. Dropping of its
own accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely closed), it had
become fastened by the spring; and it was the retention of this spring
which had been mistaken by the police for that of the nail,—farther
inquiry being thus considered unnecessary.

“The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point
I had been satisfied in my walk with you around the building. About
five feet and a half from the casement in question there runs a
lightning-rod. From this rod it would have been impossible for any
one to reach the window itself, to say nothing of entering it. I
observed, however, that the shutters of the fourth story were of the
peculiar kind called by Parisian carpenters ferrades—a kind rarely
employed at the present day, but frequently seen upon very old
mansions at Lyons* and Bordeaux.* They are in the form of an
ordinary door, (a single, not a folding door) except that the upper
half is latticed or worked in open trellis—thus affording an excellent

’
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hold 1ur il sranus. s wiC proscut upLaLICE these shutters are fully
three feet and a half broad. When we saw them from the rear of the
house, they were both about half open—that is to say, they stood off
at right angles from the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as
myself, examined the back of the tenement; but, if so, in looking at
these ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must have done),
they did not perceive this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed
to take it into due consideration. In fact, having once satisfied
themselves that no egress could have been made in this quarter, they
would naturally bestow here a very cursory examination. It was clear
to me, however, that the shutter belonging to the window at the head
of the bed, would, if swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two
feet of the lightning-rod. It was also evident that, by exertion of a
very unusual degree of activity and courage, an entrance into the
window, from the rod, might have been thus effected.—By reaching
to the distance of two feet and a half (we now suppose the shutter
open to its whole extent) a robber might have taken a firm grasp
upon the trelliswork. Letting go, then, his hold upon the rod, placing
his feet securely against the wall, and springing boldly from it, he
might have swung the shutter so as to close it, and, if we imagine the
window open at the time, might even have swung himself into the
room.

“I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a very
unusual degree of activity as requisite to success in so hazardous and
so difficult a feat. It is my design to show you, first, that the thing
might possibly have been accomplished: —but, secondly and chiefly, 1
wish to impress upon your understanding the very extraordinary—the
almost preeternatural character of that agility which could have
accomplished it.

“You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that ‘to
make out my case,’* I should rather undervalue, than insist upon a
full estimation of the activity required in this matter. This may be the
practice in law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is
only the truth. My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in
Juxtaposition that very unusual activity of which I have just spoken,
with that very peculiar shrill (or harsh) and unequal voice, about whose
nationality no two persons could be found to agree, and in whose
utterance no syllabification could be detected.”

At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the
Meaning of Dupin flitted over my mind. I seemed to be upon the
verge of comprehension, without power to comprehend —as men, at
Umes, find themselves upon the brink of remembrance, without

€ing able, in the end, to remember. My friend went on with his
Iscourse.
{
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“You will see,” he said, “that I have shifted the question from the
mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my design to suggest that
both were effected in the same manner, at the same point. Let ys
now revert to the interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances
here. The drawers of the bureau, it is said, had been rifled, although
many articles of apparel still remained within them. The conclusion
here is absurd. It is a mere guess—a very silly one—and no more.
How are we to know that the articles found in the drawers were not
all these drawers had originally contained? Madame L’Espanaye and
her daughter lived an exceedingly retired life—saw no compa-
ny—seldom went out—had little use for numerous changes of
habiliment. Those found were at least of as good quality as any likely
to be possessed by these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why did he
not take the best—why did he not take all? In a word, why did he
abandon four thousand francs in gold to encumber himself with a
. bundle of linen? The gold was abandoned. Nearly the whole sum
mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker, was discovered, in
- bags, upon the floor. I wish you, therefore, to discard from your
thoughts the blundering idea of motive, engendered in the brains of
the police by that portion of the evidence which speaks of money
delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten times as

. remarkable as this (the delivery of the money, and murder

committed within three days upon the party receiving it), happen to
all of us every hour of our lives, without attracting even momentary
" notice. Coincidences, in general, are great stumbling-blocks in the
way of that class of thinkers who have been educated to know
- nothing of the theory of probabilities—that theory to which the most
glorious objects of human research are indebted for the most
glorious of illustration. In the present instance, had the gold been
gone, the fact of its delivery three days before would have 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 we are to suppose gold the motive of this outrage, we 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 peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that
startling absence of motive in a murder so singularly atrocious as
this—Ilet us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled
to death by manual strength, and thrust up a chimney, head
downward. Ordinary assassins employ no such 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, you will admit that

~ there was something excessively outré—something altogether irrecon-
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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!

“Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor
most marvellous.* On the hearth were thick tresses—very thick
tresses—of grey human hair. These had been torn out by the roots.
You are aware of the great force necessary in tearing thus from the
head even twenty or thirty hairs together. You saw the locks in
question as well as myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted
with fragments of the flesh of the scalp-—sure token of the
prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting perhaps half
a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the old lady was not merely
cut, but the head absolutely severed from the body: the instrument
was a mere razor. I wish you also to look at the brutal ferocity of these
deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame L’Espanaye I do not
speak. Monsieur Dumas, and his worthy coadjutor Monsieur
Etienne, have pronounced that they were inflicted by some obtuse
instrument; and so far these gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse
instrument was clearly the stone pavement in the yard, upon which
the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon the bed.
This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped the police for
the same reason that the breadth of the shutters escaped them —be-
cause, by the affair of the nails, their perceptions had been
hermetically sealed against the possibility of the windows having ever
been opened at all. : ,

“If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly reflected
upon the odd disorder of the chamber, we have gone so far as to
combine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength superhuman, a
ferocity brutal, a butchery without motive, a grotesquerie* in horror
absolutely alien from humanity, and a voice foreign in tone to the
ears of men of many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible
syllabification. What result, then, has ensued? What impression have
I made upon your fancy?”

I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question. “A
madman,” 1 said, “has done this deed—some raving maniac,
escaped from a neighboring Maison de Santé.” *

“In some respects,” he replied, “your idea is not irrelevant. But
the voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are never
found to tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the stairs.
Madmen are of some nation, and their language, however incohe-
Tent in its words, has always the coherence of syllabification. Besides,
the hair of a madman is not such as I now hold in my hand. I
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disentangled this little tuft from the rigidly clutched fingers of
- Madame L’Espanaye. Tell me what you can make of it.”

“Dupin!” 1 said, completely unnerved; ‘“this hair is most
-unusual—this is no human hair.*

“I have not asserted that it is,” said he; “but, before we decide this
point, I wish you to glance at the little sketch I have here traced upon
this paper. It is a facsimile drawing of what has been described in one
portion of the testimony as ‘dark bruises, and deep indentations of
finger nails,” upon the throat of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and in
another (by Messrs. Dumas and Etienne) as a ‘series of livid spots,
evidently the impression of fingers.’

“You will perceive,” continued my friend, spreading out the paper

“upon the table before us, “that this drawing gives the idea of a firm
and fixed hold. There is no slipping apparent. Each finger has
retained —possibly until the death of the victim —the fearful grasp
by which it originally imbedded itself. Attempt, now, to place all your
fingers, at the same time, in the respective impressions as you see
them.”

I made the attempt in vain. :

“We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial,” he said. “The
paper is spread out upon a plane surface; but the human throat is
cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the circumference of which is
about that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try the
experiment again.”

I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before.

“This,” I said, “is the mark of no human hand.”

“Read now,” replied Dupin, “this passage from Cuvier.” *

It was a minute anatomical and generally descriptive account of
the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the East Indian Islands.* The
gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the wild
ferocity, and the imitative propensities of these mammalia are
sufficiently well known to all. I understood the full horrors of the
murder at once.

“The description of the digits,” said I, as I made an end of
reading, “is in exact accordance with this 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
frightful mystery. Besides, there were two voices heard in contention,
and one of them was unquestionably the voice of a Frenchman.”

“True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost
unanimously, by the evidence, to this voice,—the expression, ‘mon
Dieu! This, under the circumstances, has been justly characterized
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by one of the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner,) as an expression
of remonstrance or expostulation. Upon these two words, therefore,
1 have mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A
Frenchman was cognisant of the murder. It is possible—indeed it is
far more than probable —that he was innocent of all participation in
the bloody transactions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may
have escaped from him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but,
under the agitating circumstances which ensued, he could never
have recaptured it. It is still at large. I will not pursue these
guesses——for I have no right to call them more—since the shades of
reflection upon which they are based are scarcely of sufficient depth
to be appreciable by my own intellect, and since I could not pretend
to make them intelligible to the understanding of another. We will
call them guesses then, and speak of them as such. If the Frenchman
in question is indeed, as I suppose, innocent of this atrocity, this
advertisement, which I left last night, upon our return home, at the
office of Le Monde, (a paper devoted to the shipping interest, and
much sought by sailors,) will bring him to our residence.”

He handed me a paper, and I read thus:

CAUGHT—1In the Bois de Boulogne,* early in the morning of
the inst;* (the morning of the murder,) a very large Ourang-
Outang of the Bornese species. The owner, (who is ascertained to be a sailor,
belonging to a Maltese vessel,) may have the animal again, upon identifying
it satisfactorily, and paying a few charges arising from its capture and
keeping. Call at No. , Rue , Faubourg St. Germain—au troi-
sieme.*

“How was it possible,” I asked, “that you should know the man to
be a sailor, and belonging to a Maltese vessel?”

“I do not know it,” said Dupin. “I am not sureof 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 could not
have belonged to either of the deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong
In my induction from this ribbon, that the Frenchman was a sailor
belonging to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no harm in saying
what I did in the advertisement. If I am in error, he will merely
suppose that I have been misled by some circumstance into which he
will not take the trouble to inquire. But if I am right, a great point is
g{lined. Cognisant although innocent of the murder, the Frenchman
will naturally hesitate about replying to the advertisement—about
demanding the Ourang-Outang. He will reason thus:—‘I am
Innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang is of great value—to one in
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imstances a fortune of itself —why should I lose it throug
rchensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It w;
1 the Bois de Boulogne —at a vast distance from the scene (
chery. How can it ever be suspected that a brute beast shou’
ne the deed? The police are at fault-—they have failed
the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal,
e impossible to prove me cognisant of the murder, or
2 me in guilt on account of that cognisance. Above all, I 4
“he advertiser designates me as the possessor of the beast,
ure to what limit his knowledge may extend. Should I avo:
" a property of so great value, which it is known that
I will render the animal, at least, liable to suspicion. It is ni
ly to attract attention either to myself or to the beast. I w
the advertisement, get the Ourang-Outang, and keep it clo:
1is matter has blown over.””
s moment we heard a step upon the stairs.
ready,” said Dupin, “with your pistols, but neither use the
>w them until at a signal from myself.”
front door of the house had been left open, and the visitc
tered, without ringing, and advanced several steps upon tt
e. Now, however, he seemed to hesitate. Presently we hear
scending. Dupin was moving quickly to the door, when w
eard him coming up. He did not turn back a second time, bt
I up with decision and rapped at the door of our chamber
ae in,” said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone.
an entered. He was a sailor, evidently—a tall, stout, an
ar-looking person, with a certain dare-devil expression «
aance, not altogether unprepossessing. His face, great
nt, was more than half hidden by whisker and mustachio.* H
th him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be otherwi
>d. He bowed awkwardly, and bade us “good evening,” i
accents, which, although somewhat Neufchatelish,* were st
ntly indicative of a Parisian origin.
down, my friend,” said Dupin. “I suppose you have calle
he Ourang-Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy you tt
ion of him; a remarkably fine, and no doubt a very valuab
How old do you suppose him to be?”
sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved ¢
itolerable burden, and then replied, in an assured tone:
we no way of telling—but he can’t be more than four or fi
Id. Have you got him here?”
no; we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He is at
table in the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get him in tl
g. Of course you are prepared to identify the property?”



“To be sure I am, sir.”

“I shall be sorry to part with him,” said Dupin.

“I] don’t mean that you should be at all this trouble for nothing,
sir,” said the man. “Couldn’t expect it. Am very willing to pay a
reward for the finding of the animal—that is to say, any thing in
reason.” *

“Well,” replied my friend, “that is all very fair, to be sure. Let me
think! —what should I have? Oh! I will teil you. My reward shall be
this. You shall give me all the information in your power about these
murders in the Rue Morgue.”

Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly. Just
as quietly, too, he walked toward the door, locked it, and put the key
in his pocket. He then drew a pistol from his bosom and placed it,
without the least flurry, upon the table.

The sailor’s face flushed up as if he were struggling with
suffoeation. He started to his feet and grasped his. cudgel; but the -
next moment he fell back into his seat, trembling violently, and with
the countenance of death itself. He spoke not a word. I pitied him
from the bottom of my heart.

“My friend,” said Dupin, in a kind tone, “you are alarming
yourself unnecessarily——you are indeed. We mean you no harm
whatever. 1 pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a
Frenchman, that we intend you no injury. I perfectly well know that
you are innocent of the atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It will not do,
however, to deny that you are in some measure implicated in them.
From what I have already said, you must know that I have had means
of information about this matter—means of which you could never
have dreamed. Now the thing stands thus. You have done nothing
which you could have avoided—nothing, certainly, which renders
you culpable. You were not even guilty of robbery, when you might
have robbed with impunity. You have nothing to conceal. You have
no reason for concealment. On the other hand, you are bound by
every principle of honor to confess all you know. An innocent man is
now imprisoned, charged with that crime of which you can point out
the perpetrator.”

The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great measure,
while Dupin uttered these words; but his original boldness of bearing
was all gone.

“So help me God,” said he, after a brief pause, “I will tell you all 1
know about this affair; —but I do not expect you to believe one half I
say—1 would be a fool indeed if I did. Still, I am innocent, and I will
make a clean breast if I die for it.”

What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a voyage
to the Indian Archipelago. A party, of which he formed one, landed

’
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-at Borneo,* and passed into the interior on an excursion of pleasure.
Himself and a companion had captured the Ourang-Outang. This
companion dying, the animal fell into his own exclusive possession,
After great trouble, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his

~ captive during the home voyage, he at length succeeded in lodging it

safely at his own residence in Paris, where, not to attract toward

" himself the unpleasant curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully

secluded, until such time as it should recover from a wound in the

foot, received from a splinter on board ship. His ultimate design was
to sell it.

Returning home from some sailors’ frolic on the night, or rather in
the morning of the murder, he found the beast occupying his own
bed-room, into which it had broken from a closet adjoining, where it
had been, as was thought, securely confined. Razor in hand, and
fully lathered, it was sitting before a looking-glass, attempting the
operation of shaving, in which it had no doubt previously watched its
master through the key-hole of the closet. Terrified at the sight of so
dangerous a weapon in the possession of an animal so ferocious, and
so well able to use it, the man, for some moments, was at a loss what
to do. He had been accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even
in its fiercest moods, by the use of a whip, and to this he now
resorted. Upon sight of it, the Ourang-Outang sprang at once
through the door of the chamber, down the stairs, and thence,
through a window, unfortunately open, into the street.

The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in hand,
occasionally stopping to look back and gesticulate at its pursuer, until
the latter had nearly come up with it. It then again made off. In this
manner the chase continued for a long time. The streets were
profoundly quiet, as it was nearly three o’clock in the morning. In
passing down an alley in the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fugitive’s
attention was arrested by a light gleaming from the open window of
Madame L’Espanaye’s chamber, in the fourth story of her house.
Rushing to the building, it perceived the lightning-rod, clambered
up with inconceivable agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown
fully back against the wall, and, by its means, swung itself directly
upon the headboard of the bed. The whole feat did not occupy a
minute. The shutter was kicked open again by the Ourang-Outang
_ as it entered the room.

' The sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed. He

" had strong hopes of now recapturing the brute, as it could scarcely
escape from the trap into which it had ventured, except by the rod.
where it might be intercepted as it came down. On the other hand,
there was much cause for anxiety as to what it might do in the house.
This latter reflection urged the man still to follow the fugitive. A
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lightning-rod is ascended without difficulty, especially by a sailor;
but, when he had arrived as high as the window, which lay far to his
left, his career was stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to
reach over so as to obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At
this glimpse he nearly fell from his hold through excess of horror.
Now it was that those hideous shrieks arose upon the night, which
had startled from slumber the inmates of the Rue Morgue. Madame
L’Espanaye and her daughter, habited in their night clothes, had
apparently been arranging some papers in the iron chest already
mentioned, which had been wheeled into the middle of the room. It
was open, and its contents lay beside it on the floor. The victims must
have been sitting with their backs toward the window; and, from the
time elapsing between the ingress of the beast and the screams, it
seems probable that it was not immediately perceived. The
flapping-to of the shutter* would naturally have been attributed to
the wind.

As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Madame
L’Espanaye by the hair, (which was loose, as she had been combing
it,) and was flourishing the razor about her face, in imitation of the
motions of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and motionless; she
had swooned. The screams and struggles of the old lady (during
which the hair was torn from her head) had the effect of changing
the probably pacific purposes of the Ourang-Outang into those of
wrath. With one determined sweep of its muscular arm it nearly
severed her head from her body. The sight of blood inflamed its
anger into phrenzy.* Gnashing its teeth, and flashing fire from its
eyes, it flew upon the body of the girl, and imbedded its fearful
alons in her- throat, retaining its grasp until she expired. Its
wandering and wild glances fell at this moment upon the head of the
sed, over which the face of its master, rigid with horror, was just
liscernible. The fury of the beast, who no doubt bore still in mind
he dreaded whip, was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of
1aving deserved punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its
loody deeds, and skipped about the chamber in an agony of
1ervous agitation; throwing down and breaking the furniture as it
noved, and dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it
ieized first the corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney,
1s it was found; then that of the old lady, which it immediately
wrled through the window headlong.

As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated burden, the
ailor shrank aghast to the rod, and, rather gliding than clambering
lown it, hurried at once home-—dreading the consequences of the
watchery,.and gladly abandoning, in his terror, all solicitude about
he fate of the Ourang-Outang. The words heard by the party upon
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the staircase were the Frenchman’s exclamations of horror and
affright, commingled with fiendish jabberings of the brute.

I have scarcely anything to add. The Ourang-Outang must have
escaped from the chamber, by the rod, just before the breaking of
the door. It must have closed the window as it passed through it. It
was subsequently caught by the owner himself, who obtained for ita
very large sum at the Jardin des Plantes.* Le Bon was instantly
released, upon our narration of the circumstances (with some
comments from Dupin) at the bureau of the Prefect of Police. This
functionary, however, well disposed to my friend, could not
altogether conceal his chagrin at the turn which affairs had taken,
and was fain to indulge in a sarcasm or two, about the propriety of
every person minding his own business.

“Let them talk,” said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary to
reply. “Let him discourse; it will ease his conscience. I am satisfied
with having defeated him in his own castle. Nevertheless, that he
failed in the solution of this mystery, is by no means that matter for
wonder which he supposes it; for, in truth, our friend the Prefect is
somewhat too cunning to be profound. In his wisdom is no stamen.*
It is all head and no body, like the pictures of the Goddess
Laverna,*—or, at best, all head and shoulders, like a codfish. But he
is a good creature after all. I like him especially for one master stroke
of cant, by which he has attained his reputation for ingenuity. I mean
the way he has ‘de nier ce qui est, et d’expliquer ce qui n'est pas.” *

The Masque of
the Red Death

(Graham’s Magazine,
May, 1842.)

“JJ[:‘he “Red Death” had long devastated the country. No
pestilence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood was its Avatar
and its seal—the redness and the horror of blood.* There were
sharp pains, and sudden dizziness, and then profuse bleeding at the
pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the body and
especially upon the face of the victim, were the pest ban which shut
him out from the aid and from the sympathy of his fellow-men. And
the whole seizure, progress and termination of the disease, were the
incidents of half an hour.

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious.
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When his dominions were half depopulated,_ he summoned to his

resence a thousand hale and lighthearted friends from among the
knights and dames (?f his court, and with the;e retired to thp deep
seclusion of one of his castellatec} abbeys.* Tl}ls was an extensive and
magnificent structure, the creation of' the prince’s own eccentric yet
august taste. A strong and lofty wall girdled it in. This wall had gates
of iron. The courtiers, having entered, brought furnaces and massy
hammers and welded the bolts. They resolved to leave means neither
of ingress or egress to the sudden impulses of despair or of frenzy
from within. The abbey was amply provisioned. With such
precautions the courtiers might bid defiance* to contagion. The
external world could take care of itself. In the meantime it was folly
to grieve, or to think. The prince had provided all the appliances of

leasure.* There were buffoons, there were improvisatori, there
were ballet-dancers, there were musicians, there was Beauty, there
was wine. All these and security were within. Without was the “Red
Death.”

1t was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his seclusion,
and while the pestilence raged most furiously abroad, that the Prince
Prospero entertained his thousand friends at a masked ball of the
most unusual magnificence.

It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let me tell of
the rooms in which it was held. There were seven—an imperial suite. .
In many palaces, however, such suites form a long and straight vista,
while the folding doors slide back nearly to the walls on either hand,
so that the view of the whole extent is scarcely impeded. Here the
case was very different; as might have been expected from the duke’s
love of the bizarre. The apartments were so irregularly disposed. that
the vision embraced but little more than one at a time. There was a
sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel
effect. To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, a tall and
narrow Gothic window* looked out upon a closed corridor which
pursued the windings of the suite. These windows were of stained
glass whose color varied in accordance with the prevailing hue of the
decorat'ions of the chamber into which it opened. That at the eastern
extremity was hung, for example, in blue—and vividly blue were its
windows. The second chamber was purple in its ornaments and
tapestries, and here the. panes were purple. The third was green
thmu_ghout, and so were the casements. The fourth was furnished
and lighted with orange-—the fifth with white —the sixth with violet.
tahzstsfrventh apartment was clg;ely shrouded in black 'yelv.et
her;v r;ei dthat hung all over the ceiling and down the walls, fall‘mg in
cha Yb Olds upon a carpet of the same mgterlal and hue. But in this

fuber only, the color of the windows failed to correspond with the
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decorations. The panes here were scarlet—a deep blood color. Now
in no one of the seven apartments was there any lamp or
candelabrum, amid the profusion of golden ornaments that lay
scattered to and fro or depended from the roof. There was no light
of any kind emanating from lamp or candle within the suite of
chambers. But in the corridors that followed the suite, there stood,
opposite to each window, a heavy tripod, bearing a brazier of fire
that projected its rays through the tinted glass and so glaringly
illumined the room. And thus were produced a multitude of gaudy
and fantastic appearances. But in the western or black chamber the
effect of the fire-light that streamed upon the dark hangings
through the blood-tinted panes, was ghastly in the extreme, and
produced so wild a look upon the countenances of those who
entered, that there were few of the company bold enough to set foot
within its precincts at all. ‘

It was in this apartments, also, that there stood against the western
wall, a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum swung to and fro with a
dulj, heavy, monotonous clang; and when the minute-hand made the
circuit of the face, and the hour was to be stricken, there came from
the brazen lungs of the clock a sound which was clear and loud and
deep and exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar a2 note and
emphasis that, at each lapse of an hour, the musicians of the
orchestra were constrained to pause, momentarily, in their perfor-
mance, to hearken to the sound; and thus the waltzers perforce
ceased their evolutions;* and there was a brief disconcert of the
whole gay company; and, while the chimes of the clock yet rang, it
was observed that the giddiest* grew pale, and the more aged and
sedate passed their hands over their brows as if in confused reverie
or meditation. But when the echoes had fully ceased, a light laughter
at once pervaded the assembly; the musicians looked at each other
and smiled as if at their own nervousness and folly, and made
whispering vows, each to the other, that the next chiming of the clock
should produce in them no similar emotion; and then, after the lapse
of sixty minutes (which embrace three thousand and six hundred
seconds of the Time that flies), there came yet another chiming of
the clock, and then were the same disconcert and tremulousness and
meditation as before.

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and magnificent revel.
The tastes of the duke were peculiar. He had a fine eye for colors
and effects. He disregarded the decora of mere fashion. His plans
were bold and fiery, and his conceptions glowed with barbaric lustre.
There are some who would have thought him mad. His followers felt
that he was not. It was necessary to hear and see and touch him to be
sure that he was not.
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He had directed, in great part, the mgveable embellish.ments of »
the seven chambers, upon occasion of this great féte; and it was his
own guiding taste which had given character to'the masqueraders.
Be sure they were grotesque. There were much glare anfl glitter agd

iquancy and phantasm*—much of what has been since seen in
}I){ernani.* There were arabesque figures with unsuited limbs and
appointments'* There were delirious fancies such as the madman
fashions. There was much of the beautiful, much of the wanton, -
much of the bizarre, something of the terrible, and not a little of that
which might have excited disgust. To and fro in the seven chambers
there stalked, in fact, a multitude of dreams. And these—the
dreams—writhed in and about, taking hue from the rooms, and
causing the wild music of the orchestra to seem as the echo of their
steps. And, anon, there strikes the ebony clock which stands in the
hall of the velvet. And then, for a moment, all is still, and all is silent
save the voice of the clock. The dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand.
But the echoes of the chime die away—they have endured but an
instant—and a light, half-subdued laughter floats after them as they
depart. And now again the music swells, and the dreams live, and
writhe to and fro more merrily than ever, taking hue from the
many-tinted windows through which stream the rays from the
tripods. But to the chamber which lies most westwardly of the seven,
there are now none of the maskers who venture; for the night is
waning away; and there flows a ruddier light through the
blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the sable drapery appals;
and to him whose foot falls upon the sable carpet, there comes from
the near clock of ebony a muffled peal more solemnly emphatic than
any which reaches their ears who indulge in the more remote gaieties
of the other apartments. ’

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them
beat feverishly the heart of life. And the revel went whirlingly on,
until at length there commenced the sounding of midnight upon the
clock. And then the music ceased, as I have told; and the evolutions
of the waltzers were quieted; and there was an uneasy cessation of all
things as before. But now there were twelve strokes to be sounded by
the bell of the clock; and thus it happened, perhaps, that more of
thought crept, with more of time, into the meditations of the
thoughtful among those who revelled. And thus, too, it happened,
perhaps, that before the last echoes of the last chime had utterly sunk
Into silence, there were many individuals in the crowd who had
fOl{nd leisure to become aware of the presence of a masked figure
which had arrested the attention of no single individual before. And
the rumor of this new presence having spread itself whisperingly
around, there arose at length from the whole company a buzz, or
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murmur, expressive of disapprobation and surprise—then, fina
of terror, of horror, and of disgust.

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may well
supposed that no ordinary appearance could have excited s
sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the night was nea
unlimited; but the figure in question had out-Heroded Herod,* a
gone beyond the bounds of even the prince’s indefinite decoru
There are chords in the hearts of the most reckless which cannot
touched without emotion. Even with the utterly lost, to whom !
and death are equally jests, there are matters of which no jest can
made. The whole company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel t.
in the costume and bearing of the stranger neither wit nor propri
existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from head
foot in the habiliments of the grave. The mask which concealed
visage was made so nearly to resemble the countenance of a stiffer
corps that the closest scrutiny must have had difficulty in detect
the cheat. And yet all this might have been endured, if not approv
by the mad revellers around. But the mummer had gone so far
assume the type of the Red Death. His vesture was dabbled
blood—and his broad brow, with all the features of the face, 1
besprinkled with the scarlet horror.

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral im:
(which with a slow and solemn movement, as if more fully to sust:
its réle, stalked to and fro among the waltzers) he was seen to
convulsed, in the first moment with a strong shudder either of ten
or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened with rage.

“Who dares?” he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who stc
near him— *“who dares insult us with this blasphemous mocke:
Seize him and unmask him—that we may know whom we have
hang at sunrise, from the battlements!”

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Pri
Prospero as he uttered these words. They rang throughout the sev
rooms loudly and clearly—for the prince was a bold and robust m:
and the music had become hushed at the waving of his hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group
pale courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke, there was a slig
-rushing movement of this group in the direction of the intrud
who at the moment was also near at hand, and now, with deliber:
and stately step, made closer approach to the speaker. But fron
certain nameless awe with which the mad assumptions of 1
mummer had inspired the whole party, there were found none w
put forth hand to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed withi
yard of the prince’s person; and, while the vast assembly, as if w
one impulse, shrank from the centres of the rooms to the walls,
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made his way uninterruptedly, but with the same solemn and
measured step which had distinguished him from the first, through
the blue chamber to the purple—through the purple to the

reen—through the green to the orange—through this again to the
white—and even thence to the violet, ere a decided movement had
been made to arrest him. It was then, however, that the Prince
Prospero, maddening with rage and the shame of his own
momentary cowardice, rushed hurriedly through the six chambers,
while none followed him on account of a deadly terror that had
seized upon all* He bore aloft a drawn dagger, and had
approached, in rapid impetuosity, to within three or four feet of the
retreating figure, when the latter, having attained the extremity of
the velvet apartment, turned suddenly and confronted his pursuer.
There was a sharp cry—and the dagger dropped gleaming upon the
sable carpet, upon which, instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death
the Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the wild courage of despair,
a throng of the revellers at once threw themselves into the black
apartment, and, seizing the mummer, whose tall figure stood erect
and motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped in
unutterable horror at finding the grave-cerements and corpse-like
mask which they handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted by
any tangible form.

And now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death. He
had come like a thief in the night. And one by one dropped the
revellers in the blood-bedewed halls of their revel, and died each in
the desparing posture of his fall. And the life of the ebony clock went
out with that of the last of the gay. And the flames of the tripods
expired. And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable
dominion over all.

The Purloined Letter
(The Gift, 1845.)

'A\' t Paris, just after dark one gusty evening in the autumn of
18— I was enjoying the twofold luxury of meditation and a
li“iflerSChaurI}, in company with my friend C. Auguste Dupin, in his
F eb back hbrary, or book-closet, au troisiéme, No. 33, Rue Dunét,

@ubourg St. Germain.* For one hour at least we had maintained a

Nil sapientiz odiosius acumine nimio.

Seneca.*
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profound silence; while each, to any casual observer, might have
seemed intently and exclusively occupied with the curling eddies of
smoke that oppressed the atmosphere of the chamber. For myself,
however, I was mentally discussing certain topics which had formed
matter for conversation between us at an earlier period of the
evening; I mean the affair of the Rue Morgue,* and the mystery
attending the murder of Marie Rogét.* I looked upon it, therefore,
as something of a coincidence, when the door of our apartment was
thrown open and admitted our old acquaintance, Monsieur G., the
Prefect of the Parisian police.

We gave him a hearty welcome; for there was nearly half as much
of the entertaining as of the contemptible about the man, and we had
not seen him for several years. We had been sitting in the dark, and
Dupin now arose for the purpose of lighting a lamp, but sat down
again, without doing so, upon G.s saying that he had called to
consult us, or rather to ask the opinion of my friend, about some
official business which had occasioned a great deal of trouble.

“If it is any point requiring reflection,” observed Dupin, as he
forbore to enkindle the wick, “we shall examine it to better purpose
in the dark.”

“That is another of your odd notions,” said the Prefect, who had a
fashion of calling every thing “odd” that was beyond his comprehen-
sion, and thus lived amid an absolute legion of “oddities.”

“Very true,” said Dupin, as he supplied his visitor with a pipe, and
rolled towards him a comfortable chair.

“And what is the difficulty now?” I asked. “Nothing more in the
assassination way, I hope?”

“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
sufficiently well ourselves; but then I thought Dupin would like to
. hear the details of it, because it is so excessively odd.”

“Simple and odd,” said Dupin.

“Why, yes; and not exactly that, either. The fact is, we have all
been a good deal puzzled because the affair is so simple, and yet
baffles us altogether

“Perhaps it is the very simplicity of the thing which puts you at
fault,” said my friend.

“What nonsense you do talk!” replied the Prefect, laughing
heartily.

“Perhaps the mystery is a little too plain,” said Dupin.

“Oh, good heavens! who ever heard of such an idea?”

“A little too self-evident.”

“Ha! ha! hal—ha! ha! ha!—ho! ho! ho!”—roared our visitor,

1

profoundly amused, “oh, Dupin, will be the death of me* yet!

’
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«And what, after all, is the matter on hand?” 1 asked.

“Why, 1 will tell yoq,” replied the Prefect‘, as h.e gave a !ong,
steady, and contemplative puff, and settled himself in his chair. “I
will tell you in a few words; bgt, before I begin, let me caution you
that this is an affair demanding Fhe greatest secrecy, aqd that I
should most probably lose the position I now hold, were it known
that I confided it to any one.”

“Pproceed,” said 1.

“Or not,” said Dupin.

«Well, then; I have received personal information, from a very
high quarter, that.a certain document of the last ir'np(.)r_tance, has
been purloined from the royal apartments. The md1v1dua} whp
purloined it is known; Fhls beyond a dqubt; he was seen to take it. It is
known, also, that it still remains in his possession.”

“How is this known?” asked Dupin.

“It is clearly inferred,” replied the Prefect, “from the nature of
the document, and from the non-appearance of certain results which
would at once arise from its passing out of the robber’s posses-
sion; —that is to-say, from his employing it as he must design in the
end to employ it.”

“Be 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,” said Dupin.

“No? Well; the disclosure of the document to a third person, who
shall be nameless, would bring in question the honor of a personage
of most exalted station; and this fact gives the holder of the
document an ascendancy over the illustrious personage whose honor
and peace are so jeopardised.”

“But this ascendancy,” I interposed, “would depend upon the
robber’s knowledge of the loser’s knowledge of the robber. Who
would dare—"

“The thief,” said G., “is the Minister D , who dares all things,
those unbecoming as well as those becoming a man. The method of
the theft was not less ingenious than bold. The document in
question—a letter, to be frank—had been received by the personage
rObb‘Gd While alone in the royal boudoir. During its perusal she was
suddenly Interrupted by the entrance of the other exalted personage
arnociﬂvwhom especially it was h_er‘ wish to conceal it. After a hurried
e ain endc:avour to thrust it in a drawer, she was forced to place
U’ppellj-xey? as it was, upon a table. The address, however, was
notice Zstt’ a.nd', the contents thus ur%e{(posed, the lett'er escaped

. this juncture enters the Minister D——. His lynx eye




immediately perceives the paper, recognises the handwriting of tl
address, observes the confusion of the personage addressed, ar
fathoms her secret. After some business transactions, hurric
through in his ordinary manner, he produces a letter somewh
similar to the one in question, opens it, pretends to read it, and the
places it in close juxtaposition to the other. Again he converses, f
some fifteen minutes, upon the public affairs. At length, in takir
leave, he takes also from the table the letter to which he had no clait
Its rightful owner saw, but, of course, dared not call attention to tl
act, in the presence of the third personage who stood at her elbo
The minister decamped; leaving his own letter—one of 1
importance—upon the table.” '

“Here, then,” said Dupin to me, “you have precisely what y¢
demand to make the ascendancy complete—the robber’s knowled;
of the loser’s knowledge of the robber.”

“Yes,” replied the Prefect; “and the power thus attained has, fi
some months past, been wielded,* for political purposes, to a ve
dangerous extent. The personage robbed is more thorough
convinced, every day, of the necessity of reclaiming her letter. B
this, of course, cannot be done openly. In fine, driven to despair, sl
has committed the matter to me.”

“Than whom,” said Dupin, amid a perfect whirlwind of smok
“no more sagacious agent could, I suppose, be desired,* or eve
imagined.”

“You flatter me,” replied the Prefect; “but it is possible that son
such opinion may have been entertained.”

“It is clear,” said I, “as you observe, that the letter is still
possession of the minister; since it is this possession, and not ar
employment of the letter, which bestows the power. With tl
employment the power departs.”

“True,” said G.; “and upon this conviction I proceeded. My fir
care was to make thorough search of the minister’s hotel;* and he;
my chief embarrassment lay in the necessity of searching witho
his knowledge. Beyond all things, I have been warned of tl
danger which would result from giving him reason to suspect ot
design.”

“But,” said I, “you are quite au fait* in these investigations. Tt
Parisian police have done this thing often before.”

“O yes; and for this reason I did not despair. The habits of tt
minister gave me, too, a great advantage. He is frequently abser
from home all night. His servants are by no means numerous. The
sleep at a distance from their master’s apartment, and, being chief
Neapolitans, are readily made drunk. I have keys, as you know, wit
which I can open any chamber or cabinet in Paris. For three montl
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¢ has not passed, du.ring the greater part of whAich I have not

been engaged, personally,.m ransacking the D Hot?l. My honor

;s interested, and, to mention a great secret, the reward is enormous.

So 1 did not abandon the search until I had become fully satisfied

that the thief is a more astute man than myself. I‘fanc.y that I have

investigated every nook and corner of the premises in which it is
ossible that the paper can be concealed.”

«But is it not possible,” I suggested, “that although the letter may
be in possession of the minister, as it unquestionably is, he may have
concealed it elsewhere than upon his own premises?”

“This is barely possible,” said Dupin. “The present peculiar
condition of affairs at court, and especially of those intrigues in
which D—— is known to be involved, would render the instant
availability of the document—its susceptibility of being produced at
a moment’s notice*—a point of nearly equal importance with its
possession.” ) ]

“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 this trouble,” said Dupin.
“D——, I presume, is not altogether a fool, and, if not, must have
anticipated these waylayings, as a matter of course.”

“Not altogether a fool,” said G., “but then he’s a poet, which I take
to be only one remove from a fool.”

“True,” said Dupin, after a long and thoughtful whiff from his
meerschaum, “although I have been guilty of certain doggerel
myself.” ’

“Suppose you detail,” said I, “the particulars of your search.”

“Why the fact is, we took our time, and we searched every where. I
have had long experience in these affairs. I took the entire building,
room by room; devoting the nights of a whole week to each. We
€xamined, first, the furniture of each apartment. We opened
€very possible drawer; and I presume you know that, to a properly
tram?d police agent, such a thing as a secret drawer is impossible. Any
rnfan 15 a dolt who permits a ‘secret’ drawer to escape him in a search
gulihls kind. The thing is so plain. There is a certain amount of

—of space—to be accounted for in every cabinet. Then we have
?}szurat-e rules. The fiftieth part of a line could not escape us. After
Cabinets we took the chairs. The cushions we probed with the fine

a nigh
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. 'long needles you have seen me employ. From the tables we removeg
the tops.”

“Why so?”

“Sometimes the top of a table, or other sxmllarly arranged piece of
furniture, is removed by the person wishing to conceal an article;
then the lag is excavated, the article deposited within the cavity, and
the top replaced. The bottoms. and tops of bed-posts are employed
in the same way.”

“But could not the cavity be detected by sounding?” I asked.

“By no means, if, when the article is deposited, 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 possible 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 be
inserted into the rung of a chair, for example. You did not take to
pieces all the chairs?”

“Certainly 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 microscope.*
Had there been any traces of recent disturbance we should not have
failed to detect it instantly. ‘A single grain of gimlet-dust,* for
example, would have been as obvious as an apple. Any disorder in
the glueing—any unusual gaping in the joints—would have sufficed
to insure detection.”

“I presume you looked to the mirrors, between the boards and the
plates and you probed the beds and the bedclothes, as well as the
curtains and carpets.

“That of course; and when we had absolutely completed every
particle of the furniture in this way, then we examined the house
itself. We divided its entire surface into compartments, which
we numbered, so that none might be missed; then we scrutinised
each individual square inch throughout the premises, including
the two houses immediately adjoining, with the microscope, as
before.”

“The two houses adjoining!” I exclaimed; “you must have had a
great deal of trouble.”

“We had; but the reward offered is prodigious.”

“You include the grounds about the houses?”

“All the grounds are paved with brick. They gave us comparatively
little trouble. We examined the moss between the bricks, and found
it undisturbed.”
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's papers, of course, and into the books

«You looked among D

" the library?”
«Certainly; we opened every package and parcel; we not only

sened every book, but we turned over every leaf_ in each Volume, ,
5t contenting ourselves with a mere shake, according to tl}e fashion
" some of our police officers. We also measured the thickness of
rery book-cover, with thg most accurate admeasgrement,* and
yplied to each the most jealous* scrutiny of thc? microscope. Had
1y of the bindings been recently meddled with, it would have been
terly impossible that the fact should have escaped observation.
sme five or six volumes, just from the hands of the binder, we
refully probed, longitudinally,* with the needles.”

“You explored the floors beneath the carpets?”

“Beyond doubt. We removed every carpet, and examined the
yards with the microscope.”

“And the paper on the walls?”

“Yes.”

“You looked into the cellars?”

“We did.”

“Then,” I said, “you have been making a miscalculation, and the
tter is not upon the premises, as you suppose.”

“I fear you are right there,” said the Prefect. “And now, Dupin,
hat would you advise me to do?”

“To make a thorough re-search of the premises.”

““I'hat is absolutely needless,” replied G. “I am not more sure that
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
urse, an accurate description of the letter?” ‘

“Oh yes!”—And here the Prefect, producing a memorandum-
2ok, proceeded to read aloud a minute account of the internal and
specially of the external appearance of the missing document. Soon
‘ter finishing the perusal of this description, he took his departure,
lore entirely depressed in spirits than I had ever known the good
entleman before.

In about a month afterwards he paid us-another visit, and found
S occupied very nearly as before. He took a pipe and a chair and
1tered into some ordinary conversation. At length I said,—

Well, but G., what of the purloined letter? I presume you have at

St made up your mind that there is no such thing as overreaching
‘€ Minister?”

. COI}found him, say I-—yes; I made the re-examination, however,
' JUpin suggested —but it was all labor lost, as I knew it would be.”
“HOW much was the reward offered, did you say?” asked Dupin.

Why, a very great deal—a veryliberal reward—1I don’t like to say
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" 'ong needles you have seen me employ. From the tables we remove
the tops.”
“Why so?” .
“Sometimes the top of a table, or other similarly arranged piece

Urniture, is removed by the person wishing to conceal an articl,
then the lag is excavated, the article deposited within the cavity, an
the top replaced. The bottoms. and tops of bed-posts are employe
In the same way.” :

“But could not the cavity be detected by sounding?” I asked.

“By no means, if, when the article is deposited, a sufficier
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®fore.”
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“You include the grounds about the houses?”
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Mtle (rouble. We examined the moss between the bricks, and foun«
"' undisturbed.”
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Of“tgzrtlain]y; we opened every package and parcel; we not only

opened every book, but we turned over every leafl in each volurpe, ,
not contenting ourselves w‘1th a mere shake, according to tl}e fashion
of some of our police officers. We also measured the thickness of
every book-cover, with th}? most accurate admeasgrement,* and
applied to each the most jealous* scrutiny of [h? microscope. Had
any of the bindings been recently meddied with, it would have bfzen
utterly impossible that the fact should have escaped observation.

Some five or six volumes, just from the hands of the binder, we

carefully probed, longitudinally,* with the needles.”

“You explored the floors beneath the carpets?”

“Beyond doubt. We removed -every carpet, and examined the
boards with the microscope.”

“And the paper on the walls?”

“Yes.”

“You looked into the cellars?”

“We did.”

“Then,” I said, “you have been making a miscalculation, and the
letter is not upon the premises, as you suppose.”

“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 premises.”

“I'hat 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 document. 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 afterwards 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,—
last\rl\rﬁ]}i’ but G., what‘ of the purloin'ed letter? I presume you haV(.a at

ade up your mind that there is no such thing as overreaching
the Ministers”

s D(iOr}found him, say I—‘yes; I made the re-examinat_ion, however,
Upin suggested —but it was all labor lost, as I knew it would be.”
“HOW much was the reward offered, did you say?” asked Dupin.

Why, a very great deal—a veryliberal reward—1I don’t like to say
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how much, precisely; but one thing I will say, that I wouldn’t ming
giving my individual check for fifty thousand francs to any one whq
could 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, however, I could do no more than ]
have done.” ‘

“Why, yes,” said Dupin, drawlingly, between the whiffs of his
meerschaum, “I really—think, G., you have not exerted your-
self—to the utmost in this matter. You might—do a little more, |
think, eh?”

“How?—in what 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 individual.

““We will suppose,’ said the miser, ‘that his symptoms are such and
such, now, doctor, what would you have directed him to take?

“‘Take!’ said Abernethy, ‘why, take advice, to be sure.””

“But,” said the Prefect, a little discomposed, “I am perfectly willing
to take advice, and to pay for it. I would really give fifty thousand
francs to any one who would aid me in the matter.”

“In that case,” replied Dupin, opening a drawer, and producing -
check-book, “you may as well fill me up a check for the amous
mentioned. When you have signed it, I will hand you the letter.’

I was astounded. The Prefect appeared absolutely thunde:

stricken. For some minutes he remained speechless and motionles
looking incredulously at my friend with open mouth, and eyes th:
seemed starting from their sockets; then, apparently recoverin
.himself in some measure, he seized a pen, and after several pause
and vacant stares, finally filled up and signed a check for fift
thousand francs, and handed it across the table to Dupin. The latte
examined it carefully and deposited it in his pocket-book; then
unlocking an escritoire, took thence a letter and gave it to the Prefect
This functionary grasped it in a perfect agony of joy, opened it witl
a trembling hand, cast a rapid glance at its contents, and then
scrambling and struggling to the door, rushed at length unceremonti
ously from the room and from the house, without having uttered ¢
syllable since Dupin had requested him to fill up the check.

When he had gone, my friend entered into some explanations.
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«The Parisian police_,” he §aid, “are ?xceedingly able in their way.
They are perseveripg, ingenious, cunning, apd thoroughly versed in
the knowledge which their duties seem chiefly to demand. Thus,
when G. detailed to us his mode (_)f searching the premises at the
Hotel D , 1 felt entire confldepce in his having 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 absolute perfection. Had the letter
been deposited within the range of their search, these fellows would,
beyond a question, have found it.”

I merely laughed —but he seemed quite serious in all that he said.

“The measures, then,” he continued, “were good in their kind,
and well executed; their defect lay in their being inapplicable to the
case, and to the man. A certain set of highly ingenious resources are,
with 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 universal
admiration. This game is simple, and is played with marbles. One
player holds in his hand a number of these toys, and demands of
another whether that number is even or odd. If the guess is right, the
guesser 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
guessing; and this lay in mere observation and admeasurement of
the astuteness of his opponents. For example, an arrant simpleton is
his opponent, and, holding up his closed hand, asks, ‘are they even
or odd?’ Our schoolboy replies, ‘odd,’ and loses; but upon the second
trial he wins, for he then says himself, ‘the simpleton had them 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
odd;’—he guesses odd, and wins. Now, with 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 himself upon the first impulse, a simple variation from
€ven to odd, as did the first simpleton; but then a second thought will
suggest that this is too simple a variation, and finally he will decide
upon putting it even as before. I will therefore guess even;’—he
guesses even, and wins. Now this mode of reasoning in the
schoolboy, whom his fellows termed- ‘lucky,’—what, in its last
analysis, is jt>” :
Wit}ft 18 merel)f,” I said, “an identification of the reasoner’s intellect

that of his opponent.”




“Itis,” said Dupin; “and, upon inquiring of the boy by what mean;
he effected the thorough identification in which his success consisted
I received answer as follows: “When 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 with the expression of his, and
then wait to see what thoughts or sentiments arise in my mind or
heart, as if to match or correspond with the expression.” This
response of the schoolboy lies at the bottom of all the spurious
profundity which has been attributed to Rochefoucauld,* to La
Bougive, to Machiavelli,* and to Campanella.” *

“And the identification,” I said, “of the reasoner’s intellect with
that of his opponent, depends, if I understand you aright, upon the
accuracy with which the opponent’s intellect is admeasured.”

“For its practical value it depends upon this,” replied Dupin; “and
the Prefect and his cohort fail so frequently, first, by default of this
identification, and, secondly, by ill-admeasurement, or rather
through non-admeasurement, of the intellect with which they are
engaged. They consider only their own ideas of ingenuity; and, in
searching for anything hidden, advert only to the modes in which
they would have hidden it. They are right in this much—that their
own ingenuity is a faithful representative of that of the mass; but
when the cunning of the individual felon is diverse in character from
their own, the felon foils them, of course. This always happens when
it is above their own, and very usually when it is below. They have no
variation of principle in their investigations; at best, when urged by
some unusual emergency-—by some extraordinary reward—they
extend or exaggerate their old modes of practice, without touching
their principles. What, for example, in this case of D , has been
done to vary the principle of action? What is all this boring, and
probing, and sounding, and scrutinizing with the microscope, and
dividing the surface of the building into registered square
inches—what is it all but an exaggeration of the application of the one
principle or set of principles of search, which are based upon the one
set of notions regarding human ingenuity, to which the Prefect, in
the long routine of his duty, has been accustomed? Do you not see he
has taken it for granted that allmen proceed to conceal a letter,—not
exactly in a gimlet-hole bored in a chair-leg—but, at least, in some
out-of-the-way hole or corner suggested by the same tenor of
thought which would urge a man to secrete a letter in a gimlet-hole
bored in a chair-leg? And do you not see also, that such recherchés*
nooks for concealment are adapted only for ordinary occasions, and
would be adopted only by ordinary intellects, for, in all cases of
concealment, a disposal of the article concealed—a disposal of it in

»
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his recherché manner,—is, in the very first instance, presumable and
sresumed; and thus its discovery depends not at all upon the
«cumen, but altogether upon the mere care, patience, and determi-
,ation of the seekers; and where the case is of importance—or, what
.mounts to the same thing in the policial eyes, when the reward is of
nagnitude,—the qualities in question have never been known to fail.
vou will now understand what I meant in suggesting that, had the
surloined letter been hidden any where within the limits of the
»refect’s examination—in other words, had the principle of its
-oncealment been comprehended within the principles of the
srefect—its discovery would have been a matter altogether beyond
juestion. This functionary, however, has been thoroughly mystified;
ind the remote source of his defeat lies in the supposition that the
Minister is a fool, because he has acquired renown as a poet. All fools
we poets; this the Prefect feels; and he is merely guilty of a
won distributio medii* in thence inferring that all poets are fools.”

“But is this really the poet?” I asked. “There are two brothers, I
wnow; and both have attained reputation in letters. The Minister I
selieve has written learnedly on the Differential Calculus. He is a
nathematician, and no poet.”

“You are mistaken; I know him well; he is both. As poet and
nathematician, he would reason well; as mere mathematician, he
:ould not have reasoned at all, and thus would have been at the
nercy of the Prefect.”

“You surprise me,” I said, “by these opinions, which have been
-ontradicted by the voice of the world. You do not mean to set at
1aught the well-digested idea of centuries. The mathematical reason
aas long been regarded as the reason par excellence.”

“‘Il 'y a a parier,” replied Dupin, quoting from Chamfort, “‘que
toute idée publique, toute convention regue, est une sottise, car elle a convenu
wu plus grand nombre.”* The mathematicians, I grant you, have done
heirbestto promulgate the popular error to which you allude, and
which is none the less an error for its promulgation as truth. With an
rt worthy a better cause, for example, they have insinuated the term
analysis’ into application to algebra. The French are the originators
of this particular deception; but if a term is of any importance—if
words derive any value from applicability—then ‘analysis’ conveys
algebra’ about as much as, in Latin, ‘ambitus * implies ‘ambition,’
religio’* ‘religion,’ or ‘homines honesti,’* a set of honorable men.”

“You have a quarrel on hand, I see,” said I, “with some of the
ilgebraists of Paris; but proceed.” ,

“I dispute the availability, and thus the value, of that reason which
S cultivated in any especial form other than the abstractly logical. 1
lispute, in particular, the reason educed by mathematical study. The
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mathematics are the science of form and quantity; mathematical
reasoning is merely logic applied to observation upon form and
quantity. The great error lies in supposing that even the truths of
what is called pure algebra, are abstract of general truth. And this
error is so egregious that I am confounded at the universality with
which it has been received. Mathematical axioms are not axioms of
. general truth. What is true of relation—of form and quantity—is
often grossly false in regard to morals, for example. In this latter
science it is very usually untrue that the aggregated parts are equal to
the whole. In chemistry also the axiom fails. In the consideration of
motive it fails; for two motives, each of a given value, have not,
necessarily, a value when united, equal to the sum of their values
apart. There are numerous other mathematical truths which are
only truths within the limits of relation. But the mathematician
argues, from his finite truths, through habit, as if they were of an
absolutely 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 believed, yet we forget ourselves continually, and make
inferences from them as existing realities.” With the algebraists,
however, who are Pagans themselves, the ‘Pagan fables’ arebelieved,
and the inferences are made, not so much through lapse of memory,
as through an unaccountable addling of the brains. In short, I never
yet encountered the mere mathematician who could be trusted out
of equal roots, or one who did not clandestinely hold it as a point of
his faith that x?+ px was absolutely and unconditionally equal to ¢. Say
to one of these gentlemen, by way of experiment,* if you please, that
you believe occasions may occur where x?+ px is not altogether equal
to ¢, and, having made him understand what you mean, get out of his
reach as speedily as convenient, for, beyond doubt, he will
endeavour to knock you down.

“I meant to say,” continued Dupin, while I merely laughed at hIS
last observations, “that if the Minister had been no more than a
mathematician, the Prefect would have been under no necessity of
giving me this check. I knew him, however, as both mathematician
and poet, and my measures were adapted to this capacity, with
reference to the circumstances by which he was surrounded. I knew
him as a courtier, too, and as a bold intriguant. Such a man, 1
considered, could not fail to be aware of the ordinary policial modes
of action. He could not have failed to anticipate—and events have
proved. that he did not fail to anticipate—the waylaying to which he
was subjected. He must have foreseen, I reflected, the secret
investigations of his premises. His frequent absences from home at
night, which were hailed by the Prefect as certain aids to his success, I
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regarded only as ruses, to afford opportunity for th‘orough sear‘c}} to
the police, and thus the sooner to impress them with the conviction
to which G., in fact, did finally arrive—the conviction that the
letter was not upon the premises. I felt, also, that the whole train of
thought, which I was at some pains in detailing to you just now,
concerning the invariable principle of political action in searches for
articles concealed —1 felt that this whole train of thought would
necessarily pass through the mind of the Minister. It' would
imperatively lead him to despise all the ordinary nooks of conceal-
ment. He could not, I reflected, be so weak as not to see that the most
intricate and remote recess of his hotel would be as open as his
commonest closets to the eyes, to the probes, to the gimlets, and to
the microscopes of the Prefect. I saw, in fine, that he would be
driven, as a matter of course, to simplicity, if not deliberately induced
to it as a matter of choice. You will remember, perhaps, how
desperately the Prefect laughed when I suggested, upon our first
interview, that it was just possible this mystery troubled him so much
on account of its being so very self-evident.”

“Yes,” said I, “I remember his merriment well. I really thought he
would have fallen into convulsions.”

“The material world,” continued Dupin, “abounds with very strict
analogies to the immaterial; and thus some color of truth has been
given to the rhetorical dogma, that metaphor or simile, may be made
to strengthen an argument, as well as to embellish a description. The
principle of the vis inertie,* for example, seems to be identical in.
physics and metaphysics. It is not more true in the former, that a
large body is with more difficulty set in motion than a smaller one,
and that its subsequent momentum is commensurate with this
difficulty, than it is, in the latter, that intellects of the vaster capacity,
while more forcible, more constant, and more eventful in their
movements than those of inferior trade, are yet the less readily
moved, and more embarrassed and full of hesitation in the first few
steps of their progress. Again: have you ever noticed which of the
street signs, over the shop doors, are the most attractive of
attention?”

“I have never given the matter a thought,” I said.

“There is a game of puzzles,” he resumed, “which is played upon
a map. One party playing requires another to find a given
word—the name of town, river, state or empire—any word, in
short, upon the motley and perplexed surface of the chart. A novice
in the game generally seems to embarrass his opponents by giving
them the most minutely lettered names; but the adept selects such
words as stretch, in large characters, from one end of the chart to the
other. These, like the over-largely lettered signs and placards of the
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street, escape observation by dint of being excessively obvious; and
here the physical oversight is precisely analogous with the moral
inapprehension by which the intellect suffers to pass unnoticed those
considerations which are too obtrusively and too palpably self-
evident. But this is a point, it appears, somewhat above or beneath
the understanding of the Prefect. He never once thought it probable,
or possible, that the Minister had deposited the letter immediately
beneath the nose of the whole world, by way of best preventing any
portion of that world from perceiving it.

“But the more I reflected upon the daring, dashing, and
discriminating ingenuity of D ; upon the fact that the document
must always have been at hand, if he intended to use it to good
purpose; and upon the decisive evidence, obtained by the Prefect,
that it was not hidden within the limits of that dignitary’s ordinary
search—the more satisfied I became that, to conceal this letter, the
Minister had resorted to the comprehensive and sagacious expedient
of not attempting to conceal it at all.

“Full of these ideas, I prepared myself with a pair of green
" spectacles, and called one fine morning, quite by accident, at the
Ministerial hotel. I found D at home, yawning, lounging, and
dawdling, as usual, and pretending to be in the last extremity of
ennui. He is, perhaps, the most really energetic human being now
alive—but that is only when nobody sees him.

“To be even with him, I complained of my weak eyes, and
lamented the necessity of the spectacles, under cover of which I
cautiously and thoroughly surveyed the apartment, while seemingly
intent only upon the conversation of my host.

“I paid special attention to a large writing-table near which he sat,
and upon which lay confusedly, some miscellaneous letters and other
papers, with one or two musical instruments and a few books. Here,
however, after a long and very deliberate scrutiny, I saw nothing to
excite particular suspicion.

“At length my eyes, in going the circuit of the room, fell upon a
trumpery filagree card-rack of pasteboard, that hung dangling by a
dirty blue ribbon, from a little brass knob just beneath the middie of
the mantel-piece. In this rack, which had three or four compart-
ments, were five or six visiting cards and a solitary letter. This last
was much soiled and crumped. It was torn nearly in two, across the
middle—as if a design, in the first instance, to tear it entirely up as
worthless, had been altered, or stayed, in the second. It had a large
black seal, bearing the D cipher very conspicuously, and was
addressed, in a diminutive female hand, to D the minister,
himself. It was thrust carelessly, and even, as it seemed, contempt-
uously, into one of the upper divisions of the rack.
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“«No sooner had I glanced at this letter, than I concluded it to be
that of which I was in search. To be sure, it was, to all appearance,
radically different from the one of which the Prefect had read us so
minute a description. Here the seal was large and black, with the
D cipher; there it was small and red, with the ducal arms of the
§—— 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 alone formed a point of
correspondence. But, then, the radicalness of these differences, which
was excessive; the dirt; the soiled and torn condition of the paper, so
inconsistent with the true methodical habits of D , and so
suggestive of a design to delude the beholder into an.idea gf the
worthlessness of the document; these things, together with the
hyperobtrusive situation of this document,* full in the view of every
visitor, and thus exactly in accordance with the conclusions to which I
had previously arrived; these things, I say, were strongly corrobora-
tive 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 discussion with the Minister, on a topic which I knew
well had never failed to interest and excite him, I kept my attention
really riveted upon the letter. In this examination, I committed to
memory its external appearance and arrangement in the rack; and
also fell, at length, upon a discovery which set at rest whatever trivial
doubt I might have entertained. In scrutinizing the edges of the
paper, I observed them to be more chafed 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 reversed direction, in the same creases or edges which
had formed the original fold. This discovery was sufficient. It was
clear to me that the letter had been turned, as a glove, inside out,
re-directed, and re-sealed. I bade the Minister good morning, and
took my departure at once, leaving a gold snuff-box upon the table.

“The next morning I called for the snuff-box, when we resumed,
quit¢ eagerly, the conversation of the preceding day. While thus
engaged, however, a loud report, as if of a pistol, was heard
immediately beneath the windows of the hotel, and was succeeded by
a series of fearful screams, and the shoutings of a mob. D——
rushed to a casement, threw it open, and looked out. In the
meantime, I stepped to the card-rack, took the letter, put it in my
pocket, and replaced it by a fac-simile* (so far as regards externals),
which I had carefully prepared at my lodgings, imitating the D
cipher, very readily, by means of a seal formed of bread.

“The disturbance in the street had been occasioned by the frantic
behavior of a man with a musket. He had fired it among a crowd of
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. women and children. It proved, however, to have been without ball,
and the fellow was suffered to go his way* as a lunatic or a drunkard,
When he had gone, D came from the window, whither I had
followed him immediately upon securing the object in view. Soon
afterwards 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
fac-simile? Would it not have been better, at the first visit, to have
seized it openly, and departed?”

“D ,” replied Dupin, “is a desperate man, and a man of nerve,
His hotel, too, is not without attendants devoted to his interests. Had
I made the wild attempt you suggest, I might never have left the
Ministerial presence alive. The good people of Paris might have
heard of me no more. But I had an object apart from these
considerations. You know my political prepossessions. In this matter,
I act as a partisan of the lady concerned. For eighteen months the
Minister has had her in his power. She has now him in hers; since,
being unaware that the letter is not in his possession, he will proceed
with his exactions as if it was. Thus will 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 about the
facilis descensus Averni;* but in all kinds of climbing, as Catalani* said
of singing, it is far more easy to get up than to come down. In the
present instance I have no sympathy—at least no pity— for him who
descends. He is that monstrum horrendum,* an unprincipled man of
genius. I confess, however, that I should like very well to 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 any thing 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
me an evil turn, which I told him, quite good-humoredly, that I
should remember. So, as I knew he would feel some curiosity in
regard to the identity of the person who had outwitted him, I
thought it a pity not to give him a clue. He is well acquainted with my
MS., and I just copied into the middle of the blank sheet the words—

Un dessein si funeste,
S’il n'est digne d’Atrée, est digne de Thyeste.

They are to be found in Crébillon’s Atrée.” *



ﬁ awthorne

An Old Woman's Tale

]En the house where 1 was born, there used to be an old woman
crouching all day long over the kitchen fire, with her elbows on her
knees and her feet in the ashes. Once in a while she took a turn at the
spit,* and she never lacked a coarse gray stocking in her lap, the foot
about half finished; it tapered away with her own waning life, and
she knit the toe-stitch on the day of her death. She made it her
serious business and sole amusement to tell me stories at any time
from morning till night, in a mumbling, toothless voice, as I sat on a
log of wood, grasping her check-apron* in both my hands. Her
personal memory included the better part of a hundred years, and
she had strangely jumbled her own experience and observation with
thpse of many old people who died in her young days; so that she
might have been taken for a contemporary of Queen Elizabeth,* or
of John Rogers in the Primer.* There are a thousand of her
traditions lurking in the corners and by-places of my mind, some
more marvellous than what is to follow, some less so, and a few not
maryellous in the least, all of which I should like to repeat, if I were
as happy as she in having a listener. But I am humble enough to own,
that I do not deserve a listener half so well as that old toothless
Woman, whose narratives possessed an excellence attributable
neither to herself, nor to any single individual. Her groundplots,*
;eldom within the widest scope of probability, were filled up with

omely and natural incidents, the gradual accretions of a long course
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of years, and fiction hid its grotesque extravagance in this garb of
truth, like the Devil (an appropriate simile, for the old woman
supplies it) disguising himself, clove-foot and all, in mortal attire.
These tales generally referred to her birthplace, a village in the valley
of the Connecticut,* the aspect of which she impressed with great
vividness on my fancy. The houses in that tract of country, long a
wild and dangerous frontier, were rendered defensible by a strength
of architecture that has preserved many of them till our own times,
and I cannot describe the sort of pleasure with which, two summers
since, I rode through the little town in question, while one object
after another rose familiarly to my eye, like successive portions of a
dream becoming realized. Among other things equally probable, she
was wont to assert that all the inhabitants of this village (at certain
intervals, but whether of twenty-five or fifty years, or a whole
century, remained a disputable point) were subject to a simultaneous
slumber, continuing one hour’s space. When that mysterious time
arrived, the parson snored over his half-written sermon, though it
were Saturday night and no provision made for the morrow—the
mother’s eyelids closed as she bent over her infant, and no childish
cry awakened —the watcher at the bed of mortal sickness slumbered
upon the death-pillow—and the dying man anticipated his sleep of
ages by one as deep and dreamless. To speak emphatically, there was
a soporific influence throughout the village, stronger than if every
mother’s son and daughter were reading a dull story; notwith-
standing which the old woman professed to hold* the substance of
the ensuing account from one of those principally concerned in it.
One moonlight summer evening, a young man and a girl sat down
together in the open air. They were distant relatives, sprung from a
stock once wealthy, but of late years so poverty-stricken, that David
had not a penny to pay the marriage fee, if Esther should consent to
wed. The seat they had chosen was in an open grove of elm and
walnut-trees, at a right angle of the road; a spring of diamond water
just bubbled into the moonlight beside them, and then whimpered
away through the bushes and long grass, in search of a neighboring
mill-stream. The nearest house (situate within twenty yards of them,
and the residence of their great-grandfather in his lifetime) was a
venerable old edifice, crowned with many high and narrow peaks, all
overrun* by innumerable creeping plants, which hung curling about
the roof like a nice young wig on an elderly gentleman’s head.
Opposite to this establishment was a tavern, with a well and
horse-trough before it, and a low green bank running along the left
side of the door. Thence, the road went onward, curving scarce
perceptibly, through the village, divided in the midst by a narrow
lane of verdure, and bounded on each side by a grassy strip of twice
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its own breadth. The houses had generally an odd look. Here, the
moonlight tried to get a glimpse of one, a rough old heap of
ponderous timber, which, ashamed of its dilapidated aspect, was
hiding behind a great thick tree; the lower story of the next had sunk
almost under ground, as if the poor little house were a-weary of the
world, and retiring into the seclusion of its own cellar; farther on
stood one of the few recent structures, thrusting its painted face
conspicuously into the street, with an evident idea that it was the
fairest thing there. About midway in the village was a grist-mill,
partly concealed by the descent of the ground towards the stream
which turned its wheel. At the southern extremity, just so far distant
that the window-panes dazzled into each other, rose the meeting-
house, a dingy old barnlike building, with an enormously dispropor-
tioned steeple sticking up straight into heaven, as high as the Tower
of Babel,* and the cause of nearly as much confusion in its day. This
steeple, it must be understood, was an afterthought, and its addition
to the main edifice, when the latter had already begun to decay, had
excited a vehement quarrel, and almost a schism in the church, some
fifty years before. Here the road wound down a hill, and was seen no
more, the remotest object in view being the graveyard gate, beyond
the meeting-house. The youthful pair sat hand in hand beneath the
trees, and for several moments they had not spoken, because the
breeze was hushed, the brook scarce tinkled, the leaves had ceased
their rustling, and everything lay motionless and silent as if Nature
were composing herself to slumber.

“What a beautiful night it is, Esther!” remarked David, somewhat
drowsily.

“Very beautiful,” answered the girl, in the same tone.

“But how stilll” continued David. ‘

“Ah, too still!” said Esther, with a faint shudder, like a modest leaf
when the wind kisses it.

Perhaps they fell asleep together, and, united as their spirits were
by close and tender sympathies, the same strange dream might have
wrapped them in its shadowy arms. But they conceived,* at the time,
that they still remained wakeful by the spring of bubbling water,
looking down through the village, and all along the moon-lighted
road, and at the queer old houses and at the trees, which thrust their
great twisted branches almost into the windows. There was only a
sort of mistiness over their minds like the smoky air of an early
autumn night. At length, without any vivid astonishment, they
became conscious that a great many people were either entering the
village or already in the street, but whether they came from the
meeting-house or from a little beyond it, or where the devil they
came from, was more than could be determined. Certainly a crowd
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- of people seemed to be there, men, women, and children, all of
whom were yawning and rubbing their eyes, stretching their limbs,
and staggering from side to side of the road, as if but partially
- awakened from a sound slumber. Sometimes they stood stockstill,
- with their hands over their brows to shade their sight from the
moonbeams. As they drew near, most of their countenances
- appeared familiar to Esther and David, possessing the peculiar

- features of families in the village, and that general air and aspect by

+ which a person would recognize his own townsmen in the remotest

s .ends of the earth. But though the whole multitude might have been
« taken, in the mass, for neighbors and acquaintances, there was not a
single individual whose exact likeness they had ever before seen. It
“-was a noticeable circumstance, also, that the newest fashioned

& garment on the backs of these people might have been worn by the

great-grandparents of the existing generation. There was one figure
# behind all the rest, and not yet near enough to be perfectly
. distinguished.

“Where on earth, David, do all these odd people come from?” said
». Esther, with a lazy inclination to laugh.

“Nowhere on earth,* Esther,” replied David, unknowing why he
said so.

As they spoke, the strangers showed some symptoms of disquiet-
ude, and looked towards the fountain for an instant, but immediate-
ly appeared to assume their own trains of thought and precious
purposes.* They now separated to different parts of the village, with
a readiness that implied intimate local knowledge, and it may be
worthy of remark, that, though they were evidently loquacious
among themselves, neither their footsteps nor their voices reached
the ears of the beholders. Wherever there was a venerable old house,
of fifty years’ standing and upwards, surrounded by its’ elm or
walnut-trees, with its dark and weather-beaten barn, its well, its
orchard and stone-walls, all ancient and all in good repair around it,
there a little group of these people assembled. Such parties were
mostly composed of an aged man and woman, with the younger
members of a family; their faces were full of joy, so deep that it
assumed the shade of melancholy; they pointed to each other the
minutest objects about the homesteads, things in their hearts, and
were now comparing them with the originals. But where hollow
places by the wayside, grass-grown, and uneven, with unsightly
chimneys rising ruinous in the midst, gave indications of a fallen
dwelling and of hearths long cold, there did a few of the strangers sit
them down on the mouldering beams, and on the yellow moss that
had over spread the door-stone. The men folded their arms, sad and
speechless; the women wrung their hands with a more vivid
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expression of grief; and the little children tottered to their knees,
shrinking away from the open grave of domestic love. And wherever
a recent edifice reared its white and flashy front on the foundation of
an old one, there a gray-haired man might be seen to shake his staff
in anger at it, while his aged dame and their offspring appeared to
join in their maledictions, forming a fearful picture in the ghostly
moonlight. While these scenes were passing, the one figure in the
rear of all the rest was descending the hollow towards the mill, and
the eyes of David and Esther were drawn thence to a pair with whom
they could fully sympathize. It was a youth in a sailor’s dress and a
pale slender maiden, who met each other with a sweet embrace in the
middle of the street.

“How long it must be since they parted,” observed David.

“Fifty years at least,” said Esther.

They continued to gaze with wondering calmness and quiet
interest, as the dream (if such it were) unrolled its quaint and motley
semblance before them, and their notice was now attracted by several
little knots of people apparently engaged in conversation. Of these
one of the earliest collected and most characteristic was near the
tavern, the persons who composed it being seated on the low green
bank along the left side of the door: A conspicuous figure here was a
fine corpulent old fellow in his shirt-sleeves and flame-colored
breeches, and with a stained white apron over his paunch, beneath
which he held his hands, and wherewith at times he wiped his ruddy
face. The stately decrepitude of one of his companions, the scar of an
Indian tomahawk on his crown, and especially his worn buff-coat,*
were appropriate marks of a veteran belonging to an old Provincial
garrison,* now deaf to the roll-call.* Another showed his rough face
under a tarry hat and wore a pair of wide trousers, like an ancient
mariner who had tossed away his youth upon the sea, and was
returned, hoary and weather-beaten, to his inland home. There was
also a thin young man, carelessly dressed, who ever and anon cast a
sad look towards the pale maiden above mentioned. With these
there sat a hunter, and one or two others, and they were soon joined
by a miller, who came upward from the dusty mill, his coat as white
as if besprinkled with powdered starlight. All these (by the aid of
jests, which might indeed be old, but had not been recently repeated)
waxed very merry, and it was rather strange, that just as their sides
shook with the heartiest laughter, they appeared greatly like a group
of shadows flickering in the moonshine. Four personages, very
different from these, stood in front of the large house with its
periwig of creeping plants. One was a littde elderly figure,
distinguished by the gold on his three-cornered hat and skyblue coat,
and by the seal of arms annexed to his great gold watch-chain; his air
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and aspect befitted a Justice of Peace and County Major, and all
earth’s pride and pomposity were squeezed into this small gentleman
of five feet high. The next in importance was a.grave person of sixty
or seventy years, whose black suit and band sufficienty indicated his
character, and the polished baldness of whose head was worthy of a
famous preacher in the village, half a century before, who had made
wigs a subject of pulpit denunciation. The two other figures, both
clad in dark gray, showed the sobriety of Deacons; one was
ridiculously tall and thin, like a man of ordinary bulk infinitely
produced,* as the mathematicians say; while the brevity and
thickness of his colleague seemed a compression of the same man.
These four talked with great earnestness, and their gestures
intimated that they had revived the ancient dispute about the
meeting-house steeple. The grave person in black spoke with
composed solemnity, as if he were addressing a Synod;* the short
deacon grunted out occasional sentences, as brief as himself; his tall
brother drew the long thread of his argument through the whole
discussion, and (reasoning from analogy) his voice must indubitably
have been small and squaking. But the little old man in gold-lace was
evidently scorched by his own red-hot eloquence; he bounced from
one to another, shook his cane at the steeple, at the two deacons, and
almost in the parson’s face, stamping with his foot fiercely enough to
break a hole through the very earth; though, indeed, it could not
exactly be said that the green grass bent beneath him. The figure,
noticed as coming behind all the rest, had now surmounted the
ascent from the mill, and proved to be an elderly lady with
something in her hand.

“Why does she walk so slow?” asked David.

“Don’t you see she is lame?” said Esther.

This gentlewoman, whose infirmity had kept her so far in the rear
of the crowd, now came hobbling on, glided unobserved by the
polemic group,* and paused on the left brink of the fountain, within
a few feet of the two spectators. She was a magnificent old dame, as
ever mortal eye beheld. Her spangled shoes and gold-clocked
stockings* shone gloriously within the spacious circle of a red
hoop-petticoat,* which swelled to the very point of explosion, and
was bedecked all over with embroidery a little tarnished. Above the
petticoat, and parting in front so as to display it to the best
advantage, was a figured blue damask gown.* A wide and stiff ruff
encircled her neck, a cap of the finest muslin, though rather dingy,
covered her head, and her nose was bestridden by a pair of
gold-bowed spectacles* with enormous glasses. But the old lady’s
face was pinched, sharp, and sallow, wearing a niggardly and
avaricious expression, and forming an odd contrast to the splendor
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of her attire, as did likewise the implement which she held in her
hand. It was a sort of iron shovel (by housewives termed a “slice”),
such as is used in clearing the oven, and with this, selecting a spot
between a walnut-tree and the fountain, the good dame made an
earnest attempt to dig. The tender sods, however, possessed a
strange impenetrability. They resisted her efforts like a quarry of
living granite, and, losing her breath, she cast down the shovel and
seemed to bemoan herself most piteously, gnashing her teeth (what
few she had) and wringing her thin yellow hands. Then, apparently
with new hope, she resumed her toil, which still had the same
result—a circumstance the less surprising to David and Esther,
because at times they would catch the moonlight shining through the
old woman, and dancing in the fountain beyond. The little man in .
gold-lace now happened to see her, and made his approach on
tiptoe.
p“How hard this elderly lady works!” remarked David.

“Go and help her, David,” said Esther, compassionately.

As their drowsy voices spoke, both the old woman and the
pompous little figure behind her lifted their eyes, and for a moment
they regarded the youth and damsel with something like kindness
and affection; which, however, were dim and uncertain, and passed
away almost immediately. The old woman again betook herself to the
shovel, but was startled by a hand suddenly laid upon her shoulder;
she turned round in great trepidation, and beheld the dignitary in
the blue coat; then followed an embrace of such closeness as would
indicate no remoter connection than matrimony between these two
decorous persons. The gentleman next pointed to the shovel,
appearing to inquire the purpose of his lady’s occupation; while she
as evidently parried his interrogatories, maintaining a demure and
sanctified visage as every good woman ought, in similar cases.
Howbeit, she could not forbear looking askew, behind her spectacles,
towards the spot of stubborn turf. All the while, their figures had a
strangeness in them, and it seemed as if some cunning jeweller had
made their golden ornaments of the yellowest of the setting
sunbeams, and that the blue of their garments was brought from the
dark sky near the moon, and that the gentleman’s silk waistcoat was
the bright side of a fiery cloud, and the lady’s scarlet petticoat a
remnant of the blush of morning-—and that they both were two
unrealities of colored air. But now there was a sudden movement
throughout the multitude. The Squire drew forth a watch as large as
the dial on the famous steeple, looked at the warning hands and got
him gone, nor could his lady tarry; the party at the tavern door took
to their heels, headed by the fat man in the flaming breeches; the tall
deacon stalked away immediately, and the short deacon waddled
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after, making four steps to the yard;* the mothers called their
children about them and set forth, with a gentle and sad glance
behind. Like cloudy fantasies that hurry by a viewless impulse from
the sky, they all were fled, and the wind rose up ant followed them
with a strange moaning down the lonely street. Now whither these
people went is more than may be told; only David and Esther seemed
to see the shadowy splendor of the ancient dame, as she lingered in
the moonshine at the graveyard gate, gazing backward to the
fountain.

“O, Esther! I have had such a dream!” cried David, starting up,
and rubbing his eyes.

“And I such another!” answered Esther, gaping till her pretty red
lips formed a circle.

“About an old woman with gold-bowed spectacles,’
David.

“And a scarlet hoop-petticoat,” added Esther. They now stared in
each other’s eyes, with great astonishment and some little fear. After
a thoughtful moment or two, David drew a long breath and stood
upright.

“If 1 live till tomorrow morning,” said he, “I'l