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DEDICATION

TO DAVID WILKIE, ESQ., R.A.

My dear Sir—You may remember that, in the course

of the rambles we once took together about some of the old

cities of Spain, particularly Toledo and Seville, we frequently

remarked the mixture of the Saracenic with the Gothic, re-

maining from the time of the Moors, and were more than

once struck with incidents and scenes in the streets that

brought to mind passages in the "Arabian Nights." You

then urged me to write something illustrative of these pecu-

liarities; "something in the Haroun Alraschid style,*' that

should have a dash of that Arabian spice which pervades

everything in Spain. I call this to mind to show you that

you are, in some degree, responsible for the present work;

in which I have given a few "Arabesque'* sketches and

tales, taken from the Hfe, or founded on local traditions,

and mostly struck off during a residence in one of the most

legendary and Morisco-Spanish places of the Peninsula.

I inscribe this work to you, as a memorial of the pleasant

scenes we have vntnessed together in that land of adventure,

and as a testimony of an esteem for your worth which can

only be exceeded by admiration of your talents.

Your friend and fellow-traveler,

The Author.
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THE ALHAMBRA

THE JOURNEY

In the spring of 1829, the author of this work, whom
curiosity had brought into Spain, made a rambling expedi-

tion from Seville to Granada, in company with a friend, a

member of the Russian embassy at Madrid. Accident had
thrown us together from distant regions of the globe, and

a similarity of taste led us to wander together among the

romantic mountains of Andalusia. Should these pages

meet his eye, wherever thrown by the duties of his sta-

tion, whether mingling in the pageantry of courts or medi-

tating on the truer glories of nature, may they recall the

scenes of our adventurous companionship, and with them
the remembrance of one in whom neither time nor distance

will obliterate the recollection of his gentleness and worth.

And here, before setting forth, let me indulge in a few

previous remarks on Spanish scenery and Spanish traveling.

Many are apt to picture Spain in their imaginations as a soft

southern region decked out with all the luxuriant charms of

voluptuous Italy. On the contrary, though there are excep-

tions in some of the maritime provinces, yet, for the greater

part, it is a stern, melancholy country, with rugged moun-
tains and long, naked, sweeping plains, destitute of trees,

and invariably silent and lonesome, partaking of the savage

and solitary character of Africa. "What adds to this silence

and loneliness is the absence of singing birds, a natural con-

sequence of the want of groves and hedges. The vulture

and the oagle are seen wheeling about the mountain cliffs

and soaring over the plains, and groups of shy bustards stalk

about the heaths, but the myriads of smaller birds, which

(9)
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animate the whole face of other countries, are met with in

but few provinces of Spain, and in them chiefly among the

orchards and gardens which surround the habitations of man.
In the exterior provinces, the traveler occasionally trav-

erses great tracts cultivated with grain as far as the eye can

reach, waving at times with veruiure, at other times naked
and sunburned ; but he looks round in vain for the hand that

has tilled the soil : at length he perceives some village perched

on a steep hill, or rugged crag, with mouldering battlements

and ruined watch-tower; a stronghold, in old times, against

civil war or Moorish inroad ; for the custom among the peas-

antry of congregating together for mutual protection is still

kept up in most parts of Spain, in consequence of the maraud-
ing of roving freebooters.

But though a great part of Spain is deficient in the gar-

niture of groves and forests, and the softer charms of orna-

mental cultivation, yet its scenery has something of a high

and lofty character to compensate the want. It partakes

something of the attributes of its people, and I think that I

better understand the proud, hardy, frugal and abstemious

Spaniard, his manly defiance of hardships, and contempt of

effeminate indulgences, since I have seen the country he

inhabits.

There is something, too, in the sternly simple features of

the Spanish landscape that impresses on the soul a feeling

of sublimity. The immense plains of the Castiles and La
Mancha, extending as far as the eye can reach, derive an

interest from their very nakedness and immensity, and have
something of the solemn grandeur of the ocean. In ranging

over these boundless wastes, the eye catches sight, here and
there, of a straggling herd of cattle attended by a lonely

herdsman, motionless as a statue, with his long slender pike

tapering up like a lance into the air ; or beholds a long train

of mules slowly moving along the waste like a train of camels

in the desert, or a single herdsman, armed with blunderbuss

and stiletto, and prowling over the plain. Thus, the coun-

try, the habits, the very looks of the people, have something
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of the Arabian character. The general insecurity of the

country is evinced in the universal use of weapons. The
herdsman in the field, the shepherd in the plain, has his

musket and his knife. The wealthy villager rarely ventures

to the market-town without his trabucho, and perhaps a

servant on foot with a blunderbuss on his shoulder ; and the

most petty journey is undertaken with the preparations of a

warlike enterprise.

The dangers of the road produce, also, a mode of travel-

ing resembling, on a diminutive scale, the caravans of the

East. The arrieros or carriers congregate in troops, and

set off in large and well-armed trains on appointed days,

while individual travelers swell their nimiber and contribute

to their strength. In this primitive way is the commerce of

the country carried on. The muleteer is the general medium
of traffic, and the legitimate wanderer of the land, traversing

the Peninsula from the Pyrenees ar d the Asturias, to the

Alpuxarras, the Serrania de Ronda, and even to the gates of

Gibraltar. He lives frugally and hardily ; his alforjas (or

saddle-bags), of coarse cloth, hold his scanty stock of pro-

visions; a leathern bottle, hanging at his saddle-bow, con-

tains wine or water for a supply across barren mountains

and thirsty plains ; a mule cloth spread upon the ground is

his bed at night, and his pack-saddle is his pillow. His low

but clear-limbed and sinewy form betokens strength; his

complexion is dark and sunburned; his eye resolute, but

quiet in its expression, except when kindled by sudden emo-
tion; his demeanor is frank, manly, and courteous, and he

never passes you without a grave salutation—"Dios guarda
austedl"—*'Vay usted con Dios caballero!"—"God guard
you!"—"God be with you, cavalier!"

As these men have often their whole fortune at stake

upon the burden of their mules, they have their weapons
at hand, slung to their saddles, and ready to be snatched

down for desperate defense. But their united numbers ren-

der them secure against petty bands of marauders, and the

solitary bandalero, armed to the teeth, and mounted on his
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Andalusian steed, hovers about them, like a pirate about a

merchant convoy, without daring to make an assault.

The Spanish muleteer has an inexhaustible stock of songs

and ballads, with which to beguile his incessant wayfaring.

The airs are rude and simple, consisting of but few inflex-

ions. These he chants forth with a loud voice, and long

drawling cadence, seated sidewise on his mule, who seems

to listen with infinite gravity, and to keep time with his

paces, to the tune. The couplets thus chanted are often old

traditional romances about the Moors ; or some legend of a

saint; or some love ditty; or, what is still more frequent,

some ballad about a bold contrabandista, or hardy banda-

lero; for the smuggler and the robber are poetical heroes

among the common people of Spain. Often the song of the

muleteer is composed at the instant, and relates to some local

scene or some incident of the journey. This talent of sing-

ing and improvising is frequent in Spain, and is said to have
been inherited from the Moors. There is something wildly

pleasing in listening to these ditties among the rude and
lonely scenes they illustrate, accompanied as they are by
the occasional jingle of the mule-bell.

It has a most picturesque effect, also, to meet a train of

muleteers in some mountain pass. First you hear the bells

of the leading mules, breaking with their simple melody the

stillness of the airy height; or, perhaps, the voice of the

muleteer admonishing some tardy or wandering animal, or

chanting, at the full stretch of his lungs, some traditionary

ballad. At length you see the mules slowly winding along

the cragged defile, sometimes descending precipitous cliffs,

so as to present themselves in full relief against the sky,

sometimes toiling up the deep arid chasms below you. As
they approach, you descry their gay decorations of worsted

tufts, tassels, and saddle-cloths; while, as they pass by, the

ever-ready trabucho, slung behind their packs and saddles,

gives a hint of the insecurity of the road.

The ancient kingdom of Granada, into which we are about

to penetrate, is one of the most mountainous regions of Spain.
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Vast sierras or chains of mountains, destitute of shrub or

tree, and mottled with variegated marbles and granites, ele-

vate their sunburned summits against a deep blue sky, yet in

their rugged bosoms lie engulfed the most verdant and fer-

tile valley, where the desert and the garden strive for mas-

tery, and the very rock, as it were, compelled to yield the

fig, the orange, and the citron, and to blossom with the

myrtle and the rose.

In the wild passes of these mountains, the sight of walled

towns and villages built like eagles* nests among the cliffs,

and surroimded by Moorish battlements, or of ruined watch-

towers perched on lofty peaks, carry the mind back to the

chivalrous days of Christian and Moslem warfare, and to

the romantic struggle for the conquest of Granada. In

traversing their lofty sierras, the traveler is often obliged

to ahght and lead his horse up and down the steep and jagged

ascents and descents, resembling the broken steps of a stair-

case. Sometimes the road winds along dizzy precipices,

without parapet to guard him from the gulfs below, and
then will plimge down steep and dark and dangerous dechvi-

ties. Sometimes it struggles through rugged barrancos, or

ravines, worn by water torrents, the obscure paths of the

contrabandista; while ever and anon, the ominous cross, the

memento of robbery and murder, erected on a mound of

stones at some lonely part of the road, admonishes the trav-

eler that he is among the haunts of banditti
;
perhaps, at that

very moment, under the eye of some lurking bandalero.

Sometimes, in winding through the narrow valleys, he is

startled by a hoarse bellowing, and beholds above him, on
some green fold of the mountain side, a herd of fierce An-
dalusian bulls, destined for the combat of the arena. There
is something awful in the contemplation of these terrific ani-

mals, clothed with tremendous strength, and ranging their

native pastures, in untamed wildness : strangers almost to

the face of man. They know no one but the solitary herds-

man who attends upon them, and even he at times dares not

venture to approach them. The low bellowings of these
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bulls, and their menacing aspect as they look down from
their rocky height, give additional wildness to the savage

scenery around.

I have been betrayed unconsciously into a longer disquisi-

tion than I had intended on the several features of Spanish

traveling ; but there is a romance about all the recollections

of the Peninsula that is dear to the imagination.

It was on the first of May that my companion and myself

set forth from Seville, on our route to Granada. We had
made all due preparations for the nature of our journey,

which lay through mountainous regions where the roads are

little better than mere mula paths, and too frequently beset

by robbers. The most valuable part of our luggage had
been forwarded by the arrieros ; we retained merely clothing

and necessaries for the journey, and money for the expenses

of the road, with a sufficient surplus of the latter to satisfy

the expectations of robbers, should we be assailed, and to

save ourselves from the rough treatment that awaits the too

wary and empty-handed traveler. A couple of stout hired

steeds were provided for ourselves, and a third for our scanty

luggage and for the conveyance of a sturdy Biscayan lad of

about twenty years of age, who was to guide us through the

perplexed mazes of the mountain roads, to take care of our

horses, to act occasionally as our valet, and at all times as

our guard ; for he had a formidable trabucho, or carbine, to

defend us from rateros, or solitary footpads, about which
weapon he made much vainglorious boast, though, to the

discredit of his generalship, I must say that it generally

hung unloaded behind his saddle. He was, however, a
faithful, cheery, kind-hearted creature, as full of saws and
proverbs as that miracle of squires, the renowned Sancho

himself, whose name we bestowed upon him; and, like a

true Spaniard, though treated by us with companionable

familiarity, he never for a moment in hi^ utmost hilarity

outstripped the bounds of respectful decorum.

Thus equipped and attended, we set out on our journey

with a genuine disposition to be pleased : with such a disposi-
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tion, what a country is Spain for a traveler, where the most
miserable inn is as full of adventure as an enchanted castle,

and every meal is in itself an achievement! Let others

repine at the lack of turnpike roads and sumptuous hotels,

and all the elaborate comforts of a country cultivated into

tameness and common-place, but give me the rude moun-
tain scramble, the roving haphazard wayfaring, the frank,

hospitable, though half-wild manners, that give such a true

game flavor to romantic Spain

!

Our first evening's entertainment had a relish of the kind.

"We arrived after sunset at a little town among the hills, after

a fatiguing journey over a wide houseless plain, where we
had been repeatedly drenched with showers. In the inn

were quartered a party of Miguelistas, who were patroling

the country in pursuit of robbers. The appearance of for-

eigners like ourselves was unusual in this remote town.

Mine host with two or three old gossiping comrades in brown
cloaks studied our passports in a comer of the posada, while

an alguazil took notes by the dim Hght of a lamp. The
passports were in foreign languages and perplexed them, but

our Squire Sancho assisted them in their studies, and magni-

fied our importance with the grandiloquence of a Spaniard.

In the meantime the magnificent distribution of a few cigars

had won the hearts of all around us. In a Httle while the

whole community seemed put in agitation to make us wel-

come. The corregidor himself waited upon us, and a great

rush-bottomed armed-chair was ostentatiously bolstered into

our room by our landlady, for the accommodation of that

important personage. The conmiander of the patrol took

supper with us: a surly, talking, laughing, swaggering

Andaluz, who had made a campaign in South America, and
recounted his exploits in love and war with much pomp of

praise and vehemence of gesticulation and mysterious rolling

of the eye. He told us he had a list of all the robbers in the

country, and meant to ferret out every mother's son of them;

he offered us at the same time some of his soldiers as an

escort. "One is enough to protect you, signors; the robbers
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know me, and know my men ; the sight of one is enough to

spread terror through a whole sierra." We thanked him for

his offer, but assured him, in his own strain, that with the

protection of our redoubtable Squire Sancho we were not

afraid of all the ladrones of Andalusia.

While we were supping with our Andalusian friend, we
heard the notes of a guitar and the click of castanets, and
presently a chorus of voices, singing a popular air. In fact,

mine host had gathered together the amateur singers and
musicians and the rustic belles of the neighborhood, and on'

going forth, the courtyard of the inn presented a scene of

true Spanish festivity. We took our seats, with mine host

and hostess and the commander of the patrol, under the

archway of the court. The guitar passed from hand to

hand, but a jovial shoemaker was the Orpheus of the place.

He was a pleasant looking fellow with huge black whiskers

and a roguish eye. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows;

he touched the guitar with masterly skill, and sang little

amorous ditties with an expressive leer at the women, with

./hom he was evidently a favorite. He afterward danced a

fandango with a buxom Andalusian damsel, to the great

delight of the spectators. But none of the females present

could compare with mine host's pretty daughter Josefa, who
had slipped away and made her toilette for the occasion, and
had adorned her head with roses; and also distinguished

herself in a bolero with a handsome young dragoon. We
had ordered our host to let wine and refreshments circulate

freely among the company, yet, though there was a motley

assemblage of soldiers, muleteers and villagers, no one ex-

ceeded the bounds of sober enjoyment. The scene was a

study for a painter: the picturesque group of dancers; the

troopers in their half military dresses, the peasantry wrapped
in their brown cloaks, nor must I omit to mention the old

meager alguazil in a short black cloak, who took no notice

of anything going on, but sat in a corner diligently writing

by the dim light of a huge copper lamp that might have

figured in the days of Don Quixote.
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I am not writing a regular narrative, and do not pretend

to give the varied events of several days' rambling over hill

and dale, and moor and mountain. "We traveled in true

contrabandista style, taking everything, rough and smooth,

as we found it, and mingling with all classes and conditions

in a kind of vagabond companionship. It is the true way to

travel in Spain. Knowing the scanty larders of the inns,

and the naked tracts of country the traveler has often to

traverse, we had taken care, on starting, to have the alforjas,

or saddle-bags, of our squire well stocked with cold provis-

ions, and his beta, or leathern bottle, which was of portly

dimensions, filled to the neck with choice Valdepenas wine.

As this was a munition for our campaign more important

than even his trabucho, we exhorted him to have an eye to

it, and I will do him the justice to say that his namesake,

the trencher-loving Sancho himself, could not excel him as

a provident purveyor. Though the alforjas and beta were

repeatedly and vigorously assailed throughout the journey,

they appeared to have a miraculous property of being never

empty ; for our vigilant squire took care to sack everything

that remained from our evening repasts at the inns, to supply

our next day's luncheon.

What luxurious noontide repasts have we made on the

green sward by the side of a brook or foimtain imder a shady

tree, and then what delicious siestas on our cloaks spread out

on the herbage

!

We paused one day at noon, for a repast of the kind. It

was in a pleasant little green meadow, surrounded by hills

covered with olive trees. Our cloaks were spread on the

grass imder an elm tree, by the side of a babbling rivulet:

our horses were tethered where they might crop the herbage,

and Sancho produced his alforjas with an air of triumph.

They contained the contributions of four days' journeying,

but had been signally enriched by the foraging of the pre-

vious evening, in a plenteous inn at Antequera. Our squire

drew forth the heterogeneous contents one by one, and they

seemed to have no end. First came forth a shoulder of
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roasted kid, very little the worse for wear, then an entire

partridge, then a great morsel of salted codfish wrapped in

paper, then the residue of a ham, then the half of a pullet,

together with several rolls of hread and a rabble route of

oranges, figs, raisins and walnuts. His beta also had been

recruited with some excellent wine of Malaga. At every

fresh apparition from his larder, he could enjoy our ludi-

crous surprise, throwing himself back on the grass and
shouting with laughter.

Nothing pleased this simple hearted varlet more than to

be compared, for his devotion to the trencher, to the renowned

squire of Don Quixote. He was well versed in the history

of the Don, and, like most of the common people of Spain,

he firmly believed it to be a true history.

"All that, however, happened a long time ago, signor,"

said he to me, one day, with an inquiring look.

"A very long time,** was the reply.

"I dare say, more than a thousand years?**—still looking

dubiously.

**I dare say? not less.**

The squire was satisfied.

As we were making our repast above described, and
diverting ourselves with the simple drollery of our squire, a

solitary beggar approached us, who had almost the look of a

pilgrim. He was evidently very old, with a gray beard, and
supported himself on a staff, yet age had not borne him
down ; he was tall and erect, and had the wreck of a fine

form. He wore a round Andalusian hat, a sheepskin jacket,

and leathern breeches, gaiters and sandals. His dress,

though old and patched, was decent, his demeanor manly,

and he addressed us with that grave courtesy that is to be

remarked in the lowest Spaniard. "We were in a favorable

mood for such a visitor, and in a freak of capricious charity

gave birn some silver, a loaf of fine wheaten bread, and a

goblet of our choice wine of Malaga. He received them
thankfully, but without any groveling tribute of gratitude.

Tasting the wine, he held it up to the light, wi1;h a slight
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beam of surprise in his eye ; then quaffing it off at a draught

:

**It is many years,*' said he, "since I have tasted such wine.

It is a cordial to an old man's heart." Then looking at the

beautiful wheaten loaf : "Bendita sea tal pan!" (blessed be

such bread !) So saying, he put it in his wallet. We urged

him to eat it on the spot. "No, signors," repUed he, "the

wine I had to drink, or leave; but the bread I must take

home to share with my family .

"

Our man Sancho sought our eye, and reading permission

there, gave the old man some of the ample fragments of our

repast; on condition, however, that he should sit down and

make a meal. He accordingly took his seat at some little

distance from us, and began to eat, slowly, and with a so-

briety and decorum that would have become a hidalgo.

There was altogether a measured manner and a quiet self-

possession about the old man that made me think he had
seen better days; his language, too, though simple, had
occasionally something picturesque and almost poetical in

the phraseology. I set him down for some broken-down

cavalier. I was mistaken, it was nothing but the innate

courtesy of a Spaniard, and the poetical turn of thought and

language often to be found in the lowest classes of this clear-

witted people. For fifty years, he told us, he had been a
shepherd, but now he was out of employ and destitute.

"When I was a young man," said he, "nothing could harm
or trouble me. I was always well, always gay ; but now I

am seventy-nine years of age, and a beggar, and my heart

begins to fail me."
Still he was not a regular mendicant, it was not until

recently that want had driven him to this degradation, and
he gave a touching picture of the struggle between hunger
and pride, when abject destitution first came upon him. He
was returning from Malaga, without money; he had not

tasted food for some time, and was crossing one of the great

plains of Spain, where there were but few habitations.

When almost dead with hunger, he applied at the door of

a venta, or country inn. "Perdona usted per Dios her-
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mano!*' (excuse us, brother, for God's sake!) was the reply;

—the usual mode in Spain of refusing a beggar. "I turned

away," said he, "with shame greater than my hunger, for

my heart was yet too proud. I came to a river with high

banks and deep rapid current, and felt tempted to throw

myself in ; what should such an old worthless wretched man
as I live for! But, when I was on the brink of the current,

I thought on the Blessed Virgin, and turned away. I

traveled on until I saw a country-seat, at a Uttle distance

from the road, and entered the outer gate of the courtyard.

The door was shut, but there were two young signoras at

a window. I approached, and begged: *Perdona usted per

Dios hermano!' (excuse us, brother, for God's sake!) and
the window closed. I crept out of the courtyard; but hun-

ger overcame me, and my heart gave way. I thought my
hour was at hand. So I laid myself down at the gate, com-
mended myself to the holy Virgin, and covered my head to

die. In a Uttle while afterward, the master of the house

came home. Seeing me lying at his gate, he uncovered my
head,^ had pity on my gray hairs, took me into his house,

and gave me food. So, signors, you see that we should

always put confidence in the protection of the Virgin."

The old man was on his way to his native place Archi-

dona, which was close by the sum >iit of a steep and rugged

mountain. He pointed +o the ruins of its old Moorish castle.

That castle, he said, was inhabited by a Moorish king at the

time of the wars of Granada. Queen Isabella invaded it

with a great army, but the king looked down from his castle

among the clouds, and laughed her to scorn. Upon this, the

Virgin appeared to the queen, and guided her and her army
up a mysterious path of the mountain, which had never be-

fore been known. When the Moor saw her coming, he was
astonished, and springing with his horse from a precipice,

was dashed to pieces. The marks of his horse's hoofs, said

the old man, are to be seen on the margin of the rock to this

day. And see, signors, yonder is the road by which the

queen and her army mounted; you see it like a ribbon up the
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mountain side; but the miracle is, that, though it can be

seen at a distance, when you come near it disappears. The

ideal road to which he pointed was evidently a sandy ravine

of the mountain, which looked narrow and defined at a dis-

tance, but became broad and indistinct on an approach. As
the old man's heart warmed with wine and wassail, he went

on to tell us a story of the buried treasure left under the

earth by the Moorish king. His own house was next to the

foundations of the castle. The curate and notary dreamed

three times of the treasure, and went to work at the place

pointed out in thoir dreams. His own son in-law heard the

sound of their pick-axes a id spades at night. "What they

found nobody knows; they became suddenly rich, but kept

their own secret. Thus the old man had once been next door

to fortune, but was doomed never to get under the same roof.

I have remarked that the stories of treasure buried by the

Moors, which prevail throughout Spain, are most current

among the poorest people. It is thus kind nature consoles

with shadows for the lack of substantials. The thirsty man
dreams of fountains and roaring streams, the hungry man of

ideal banquets, and the poor man of heaps of hidden gold

;

nothing certainly is more magnificent than the imagination

of a beggar.

The last traveling sketch which I shall give is a curious

scene at the little city of Loxa. This was a famous belligerent

frontier post, in the time of the Moors, and repulsed Ferdi-

nand from its walls. It was the stronghold of old Ali Atar,

the father-in-law of Boabdil, when that fiery veteran sallied

forth, with his son-in-law, on that disastrous inroad that

ended in the death of the chieftain and the capture of the

monarch. Loxa is wildly situated in a broken mountain
pass, on the banks of the Xenil, among rocks and groves,

and meadows and gardens. The people seem still to retain

the bold fiery spirit of the olden time. Our inn was suited

to the place. It was kept by a young, handsome, Andalu-
sian widow, whose trim busquina of black silk fringed with

bugles set ofif the play of a graceful form and round pliant
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limbs. Her step was firm and elastic, her dark eye was
full of fire, and the coquetry of her air, and varied orna-

ments of her person, showed that she was accustomed to be

admired.

She was well matched by a brother, nearly a' out her

own age ; they were perfect models of the Andalusian majo
and maja. He was tall, vigorous, and well formed, with a
clear, oUve complexion, a dark beaming eye, and curling,

chestnut whiskers that met under his chin. He was gal-

lantly dressed in a short green velvet jacket, fitted to his

shape, profusely decorated with silver buttons, with a white

handkerchief in each pocket. He had breeches of the same,

with rows of buttons from the hips to the knees; a pink silk

handkerchief round his neck, gathered through a ring, on
the bosom of a neatly plaited shirt; a sash round the waist

to match; bottinas or spatterdashes of the finest russet leather,

elegantly worked and open at the calves to show his stock-

ings, and russet shoes setting off a well-shaped foot.

As he was standing at the door, a horseman rode up and
entered into low and earnest conversation with him. He
was dressed in similar style, and almost with equal finery.

A man about thirty, square built, with strong Roman feat-

ures, handsome, though slightly pitted with the small-pox,

with a free, bold, and somewhat daring air. His powerful

black horse was decorated with tassels and fanciful trap-

pings, and a couple of broad-mouthed blunderbusses hung
be ^nd the saddle. He had the air of those contrabandistas

that I have seen in the mountains of Ronda, and, evidently,

had a good understanding with the brother of mine hostess

;

nay, if I mistake not, he was a favorite admirer of the widow.

In fact, the whole inn and its inmates had something of a
contrabandista aspect, and the blunderbuss stood in a comer
beside the guitar. The horseman I have mentioned passed

his evening in the posada, and sang several bold moimtain
romances with great spirit.

As we were at supper, two poor Asturians put in in dis-

tress, begging food and a night's lodging. They had been

I
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waylaid by robbers as they came from a fair among the

mountains, robbed of a horse, which carried all their stock

in trade, stripped of their money and most of their apparel,

beaten for having offered resistance, and left almost naked

in the road. My companion, with a prompt generosity,

natural to him, ordered them a supper and a bed, and gave

them a supply of money to help them forward toward their

home.

As the evening advanced, the dramatis personee thick-

ened. A large man, about sixty years of age, of powerful

frame, came strolling in, to gossip with mine hostess. He
was dressed in the ordinary Andalusian costume, but had
a huge saber tucked under his arm, wore large mustaches

and had something of a lofty swaggering air. Every one

seemed to regard him with great deference.

Our man, Sancho, whispered to us that he was Don Ven-
tura Rodriguez, the hero and champion of Loxa, famous for

his prowess and the strength of his arm. In the time of the

French invasion he surprised six troopers who were asleep.

He first secured their horses, then attacked them with his

saber; killed some, and took the rest prisoners. For this

exploit, the king allows him a peceta (the fifth of a duro, or

dollar) per day, and has dignified him with the title of Don.
I was amused to notice his swelling language and de-

meanor. He was evidently a thorough Andalusian, boast-

ful as he was brave. His saber was always in his hand, or

under his arm. He carries it always about with him as a
child does a doll, calls it his Santa Teresa, and says that

when he draws it "tembla la tierral" (the earth trembles!)

I sat until a late hour listening to the varied, themes of

this motley group, who mingled together with the unreserve

of a Spanish posada. We had contrabandista songs, stories

of robbers, guerrilla exploits, and Moorish legends. The last

one from our handsome landlady, who gave a poetical ac

count of the infiernos, or infernal regions of Loxa—dark
caverns, in which subterraneous streams and waterfalls

make a mysterious sound. The common people say they
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are money coiners, shut up there from the time of the

Moors, and that the Moorish kings kept their treasures in

these caverns.

"Were it the purport of this work, I could fill its pages

with the incidents and scenes of our rambling expedition,

but other themes invite me. Journeying in this manner, we
at length emerged from the mountains, and entered upon the

beautiful Vega of Granada. Here we took our last midday's

repast under a grove of olive trees, on the borders of a rivu-

let, with the old Moorish capital in the distance, dominated

by the ruddy towers of the Alhambra, while far above it the

6nowy summits of the Sierra Nevada shone like silver. The
day was without a cloud, and the heat of the sun tempered

by cool breezes from the mountains; after our repast, we
spread our cloaks and took our last siesta, lulled by the hum-
ming of bees among the flowers, and the notes of the ring-

doves from the neighboring olive trees. When the sultry

hours were past we resumed our journey, and after passing

between hedges of aloes and Indian figs, and through a

wilderness of gardens, arrived about sunset at the gates of

Granada.

GOVERNMENT OF THE ALHAMBRA

To the traveler imbued with a feeling for the historical

and poetical, the Alhambra of Granada is as much an object
of veneration as is the Caaba, or sacred house of Mecca, to

all true Moslem pilgrims. How many legends and tradi-

tions, true and fabulous, how many songs and romances,
Spanish and Arabian, of love and war and chivalry, are as-

sociated with this romantic pile! The reader may judge,
therefore, of our delight, when, shortly after our arrival in

Granada, the governor of Alhambra gave us permission to

occupy his vacant apartments in the Moorish palace. My
companion was soon summoned away by the duties of his

station, but I remained for several months spell-bound in the
old enchanted pile. The following papers are the result of
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my reveries and researches, during that delicious thralldom.
If they have the power of imparting any of the witching
liarms of the place to the imagination of the reader, he
will not repine at lingering with me for a season in the leg-

endary halls of the Alhambra.

The Alhambra is an ancient fortress or castellated palace

of the Moorish kings of Granada, where they held dominion

over this their boasted terrestrial paradise, and made their

last stand for empire in Spain. The palace occupies but a
portion of the fortress, the walls of which, studded with

towers, stretch irregularly round the whole crest of a lofty

hill that overlooks the city, and forms a spire of the Sierra

Nevada, or Snowy Moimtain.

In the time of the Moors, the fortress was capable of con-

taining an army of forty thousand men within its precincts,

and served occasionally as a stronghold of the sovereigns

against their rebelHous subjects. After the kingdon^ \ad
passed into the hands of the Christians, the Alhambra con-

tinued a royal demesne, and was occasionally inhabited by
the CastiHan monarchs. The Emperor Charles V. began a
sumptuous palace within its walls, but was deterred from
completing it by repeated shocks of earthquakes. The last

royal residents were Philip V. and his beautiful Queen Eliza-

betta, of Parma, early in the eighteenth century.

Great preparations were made for their reception. The
palace and gardens were placed in a state of repair; and a
new suite of apartments erected, and decorated by artists

brought from Italy. The sojourn of the sovereigns was
transient; and, after their departure, the palace once more
became desolate. Still the place was maintained with some
military state. The governor held it immediately from the

crown : its jurisdiction extended down into the suburbs of

the city, and was independent of the captain-general of Gra-

nada. A considerable garrison was kept up; the governor

had his apartments in the old Moorish palace, and never de-

scended into Granada without some military parade. The
fortress, in fact, was a little town of itself, having several

* * ;} Vol. 11.
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streets of houses within its walls, together with a Franciscan

convent and a parochial church.

The desertion of the court, however, was a fatal blow
to the Alhambra. Its beautiful walls became desolate, and
some of them fell to ruin; the gardens were destroyed, and
the fountains ceased to play. By degrees the dwellings be-

came filled up with a loose and lawless population ; contr; -

bandistas, who availed themselves of its independent juris-

diction to carry on a wide and daring course of smuggling,

and thieves and rogues of all sorts, who made this their place

of refuge, from whence they might depredate upon Granada
and its vicinity. The strong arm of government at length

interposed. The whole community was thoroughly sifted;

none were suffered to remain but such as were of honest

character and had legitimate right to a residence ; the greater

part of the houses were demolished, and a mere hamlet left,

with the parochial church and the Franciscan convent.

During the recent troubles in Spain, when Granada was
in the hands of the French, the Alhambra was garrisoned by
their troops, and the palace was occasionally inhabited by the

French commander. With that enlightened taste which has

ever distinguished the French nation in their conquests, this

monument of Moorish elegance and grandeur was rescued

from the absolute ruin and desolation that were overwhelm-

ing it. The roofs were repaired, the saloons and galleries

protected from the weather, the gardens cultivated, the

water-courses restored, the fountains once more made to

throw up their sparkling showers: and Spain may thank

her invaders for having preserved to her the most beautiful

and interesting of her historical monuments.

On the departure of the French, they blew up several

towers of the outer wall, and left the fortifications scarcely

tenable. Since that time the military importance of the post

is at an end. The garrison is a handful of invalid soldiers,

whose principal duty is to guard some of the outer towers,

which serve, occasionally, as a prison of state ; and the gov-

ernor, abandoning the lofty hill of the Alhambra, resides in

-i>'
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the center of Granada, for the more convenient dispatch of

his official duties. I cannot conclude this brief notice of the

state of the fortress, without bearing testimony to the honor-

able exertions of its present commander, Don Francisco de

Salis Sema, who is tasking all the limited resources at his

command to put the palace in a state of repair; and by
his judicious precautions has for some time arrested its too

certain decay. Had his predecessors discharged the duties

of their station with equal fidehty, the Alhambra might yet

have remained in almost its pristine beauty ; were govern-

ment to second him with means equal to his zeal, this edifice

might still be preserved to adorn the land, and to attract the

curious and enlightened of every clime, for many generations.

f''S fid^

i.v»s i .TW ^ in H •'^ >
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INTERIOR OF THE ALHAMBRA
UiVi'iJJi-^-'A

The Alhambra has been so often and so minutely de-

scribed by travelers that a mere sketch will probably b^

sufficient for the reader to refresh his recollection; I will

give, therefore, a brief account of our visit to it the morning
after our arrival in Granada. * / *'

s f >

Leaving our posada of La Espada, we traversed the

renowned square of the Vivarrambla, once the scene of

Moorish jousts and tournaments, now a crowded market-
place. From thence we proceeded along the Zacatin, tha

main street of what was the great Bazaar, in the time of

the Moors, where the small shops and narrow alleys still

retain their Oriental character. Crossing an open place in

front of the palace of the captain-general, we ascended a
confined and winding street, the name of which reminded us
of the chivalric days of Granada. It is called the Calls, o:

street of the Gomeres: from a Moorish family, famous iu

chronicle and song. This street led up to a mansion gate-
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way of Grecian architecture, built by Charles V., forming

the entrance to the domains of the Alhambra.

At the gate were two or three ragged and superannuated

soldiers dozing on a stone bench, the successors of the Zegris

and the Abencerrages ; while a tall, meager varlet, whose
rusty brown cloak was, evidently, intended to conceal the

ragged state of his nether garments, was lounging in the

sunshine, and gossiping with an ancient sentinel on duty.

He joined us as we entered the gate, and offered his services

to show us the fortress.

I have a traveler's dislike to officious ciceroni, and did

not altogether like the garb of the applicant

:

"You are well acquainted with the place, I presume?"

"Ninguno mas—pues, senor, soy hijo de la Alhambra.!'

(Nobody better—in fact, sir, I am a son of the Alhambra.)

The common Spaniards have certainly a most poetical way
of expressing themselves—"A son of the Alhambra" : the

appellation caught me at once, the very tattered garb of my
new acquaintance assumed a dignity in my eyes. It was
emblematic of the features of the place, and became the

progeny of a ruin.

I put some further questions to him, and found his title

was legitii iate. His family had lived in the fortress from

generation to generation ever since the time of the conquest.

His name was Mateo Ximenes. "Then, perhaps," Sdid I,

"you may be a descendant from the great Cardinal Xi-

menes."

"Dios sabe! God knows, senor. It may be so. We are

the oldest family in the Alhambra. Viejos Cristianos,

old Christians, without any taint of Moor or Jew. I know
we belong to some great family or other, but I forget who.

My father knows all about it. He has the coat of arms

hanging up in his cottage, up in the fortress."—There is

never a Spaniard, however poor, but has some claim to high

pedigree. The first title of this ragged worthy, however,

had completely captivated me, so I gladly accepted the ser-

vices of the "son of the Alhambra."
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We now found ourselves in a deep narrow ravlpe, filled

with beautiful groves, with a steep avenue and various foot-

paths winding through it, bordered with stone seats and

ornamented with fountains. To our left, we beheld the

towers of the Alhambi'a beetling above us; to our right, on

the opposite side of the ravine, we were equally dominated

by rival towers on a rocky eminence. These, we were told,

were the Torres Vermejos, or Vermilion towers, so called

from their ruddy hue. No one knows their origin. They

are of a date much anterior to the Alhambra. Some sup-

pose them to have been built by the Romans; others, by

some wandering colony of Phoenicians. Ascending the

steep and shady avenue, we arrived at the foot of a huge

square Moorish tower, forming a kind of barbican, through

which passed the main entrance to the fortress. Within

the barbican was another gi-oup of veteran invalids, one

mounting guard at the portal, while the rest, wrapped

in their tattered cloaks, slept on the stone benches. This

portal is called the Gate of Justice, from the tribunal held

within its porch during the Moslem domination, for the.

immediate trial of petty causes; a custom common to the

Oriental nations, and occasionally alluded to in the sacred

Scriptures. •

The great vestibule, or porch of the gate, is formed by an
immense Arabian arch of the horseshoe form, which springs

to half the height of the tower. On the keystone of this

arch is engraven a gigantic hand. Within the vestibule, on
the keystone of the portal, is engraven, in Uke manner, a
gigantic key. Those who pretend to some knowledge of

Mahometan symbols, affirm that the hand is the emblem of

doctrine, and the key, of faith ; the latter, they add, was em-
blazoned on the standard of the Moslems when they subdued
Andalusia, in opposition to the Christian emblem of the

cross. A different explanation, however, was given by the

legitimate "son of the Alhambra," and one more in unison

with the notions of the common people, who attach some-

thing of mystery and magic to everything Moorish, and
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have all. kinds of superstitions connected with this old Mos-

lem fortress. ' ?^

:

••
• < ^; :

According to Mateo, it was a tradition handed down from
the oldest inhabitants, and which he had from his father and
grandfather, that the hand and key were magical devices on
which the fate of the Alhambra depended. The Moorish

king who built it was a great magician, and, as some be-

lieved, had sold himself to the devil, and had laid the whole

fortress under a magic spell. By this means it had remained

standing for several hrmdred years, in defiance of storms and
earthquakes, while almost all the other buildings of the

Moors had fallen to ruin and disappeared. The spell, the

tradition went on to say, would last until the hand on

the outer arch should reach down and grasp the key, when
the whole pile would tumble to pieces, and all the treas-

ures buried beneath it by the Moors woulJ ^ revealed.

Notwithstanding this ominous prediction, we ventured to

pass through the spell-bound gateway, feeling some little

assurance against magic art in the protection of the Virgin,

a statue of whom we observed above the portal.

After passing through the Barbican, we ascended a nar-

row lane, winding between walls, and came on an open

esplanade within the fortress, called the Plaza de los Algibes,

or Place of the Cisterns, from great reservoirs which under-

mine it, cut in the living rock by the Moors, for the supply

of the fortress. Here, also, is a well c^ immense depth, fur-

nishing the purest and coldest of watf r—another monument
of the delicate taste of the Moors, who were indefatigable in

their exertions to obtain that element in its crystal purity.

In front of this esplanade is the splendid pile commenced
by Charles V., intended, it is said, to eclipse the residence of

the Moslem kings. With all its grandeur and architectural

merit, it appeared to us like an arrogant intrusion, and pass-

ing by it we entered a simple unostentatious portal, opening

into the interior of the Moorish palace.

The transition was almost magical; it seemed as if we
were at once transported into other times and another realm.
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aud were treading the scenes of Arabian story. We found

ourselves in a great court paved with white marble and

decorated at each end with light Moorish peristyles. It is

called the court of the Alberca. In the center was an im-

mense basin, or fish-pool, a hundred and thirty feet in

length, by thirty in breadth, stocked with gold-fish, and bor-

dered by hedges of roses. At the upper end of this court rose

the great tower of Comares.

From the lower end we passed through a Moorish arch-

way into the renowned Court of Lions. There is no part of

the edifice that gives us a more complete idea of its original

beauty and magnificence than this ; for none has su^ered so

little from the ravages of time. In the center stands the

fountain famous in song and story. The alabaster basins

still shed their diamond drops, and the twelve lions which
support them cast forth their crystal streams as in the days

of Boabdil. The court is laid out in flower beds, and sur-

rounded by light Arabian arcades of open filigree work, sup-

ported by slender pillars of white marble. The architecture,

Uke that of all the other parts of the palace, is characterized

by elegance rather than grandeur, bespeaking a deUcate and
graceful taste, and a disposition to indolent enjoyment.

When we look upon the fairy tracery of the peristyles, and
the apparently fragile fretwork of the walls, it is difficult to

believe that so much has survived the wear and tear of cen-

turies, the shocks of earthquakes, the violence of war, and
the quiet, though no less baneful, pilferings of the tasteful

traveler. It is almost sufficient to excuse the popular tradi-

tion, that the whole is protected by a magic charm.

On one side of the court, a portal richly adorned opens

into a lofty hall paved with white marble, and called the

Hall of the two Sisters. A cupola or lantern admits a tem-
pered light from above, and a free circulation of air. The
lower part of the walls is incrusted with beautiful Moorish
tiles, on some of which are emblazoned the escutcheons of

the Moorish monarchs : the upper part is faced with the fine

stucco work invented at Damascus, consisting of large plates
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cast in molds and artfully joined, so as to have the appear-

ance of having been laboriously sculptured by the hand into

light relievos and fanciful arabesques, intermingled with

texts of the Koran, and poetical inscriptions in Arabian and
Celtic characters. These decorations of the walls and cupolas

are richly gilded, and the interstices paneled with lapis lazuli

and other brilliant and enduring colors. On each side of the

wall are recesses for ottomans and arches. Above an inner

porch is a balcony which communicated with the women's
apartment. The latticed balconies still remain, from whence
the dark-eyed beauties of the harem might gaze unseen upon
the entertainments of the hall below. ' i; a , a. t

; j ,

It is impossible to contemplate this once favorite abode of

Oriental manners, without feeling the early associations of

Arabian romance, and almost expecting to see the white

arm of some mysterious princess beckoning from the balcony,

or some dark eye sparkling through the lattice. The abode

of beauty is here, as if it had been inhabited but yesterday

—

but where are the Zoraydas and Linderaxas

!

On the opposite side of the Court of Lions is the hall of

the Abencerrages, so called from the gallant cavaliers of that

illustrious line, who were here perfidiously massacred. There

are some who doubt the whole truth of this story, but our

humble attendant, Mateo, pointed out the very wicket of the

portal through which they are said to have been introduced,

one by one, and the white marble fountain in the center of

the hall where they were beheaded. He showed us also cer-

tain broad ruddy stains in the pavement, traces of their

blood, which, according to popular behef, can never be effaced.

Finding we listened to him with easy faith, he added that

there was ofton heard at night, in the Court of the Lions, a

low confused sound, resembling the murmurings of a multi-

tude ; with now and thea a faint tinkling, like the distant

clank of chains. These noises are probably produced by ilie

bubbling currents and tinkling falls of water, conductotl

under the pavement through pipes and channels to supply

the fountains; but according to the legend of the son of the

'sM
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Alhambra, they are made by the spirits of the murdered

Abencerrages, who nightly haimt the scene of their suflFer-

ing, and invoke the vengeance of Heaven on their destroyer.

From the Court of Lions we retraced our steps through

the Court of the Alberca, or great fish-pool, crossing which,

we proceeded to the tower of Comares, so called from the

name of the Arabian architect. It is of massive strength,

and lofty height, domineering over the rest of the edificf^,

and overhanging the steep hillside, which descends abruptly

to the banks of the Darro. A Moorish archway admitted us

into a vast and lofty hall, which occupies the interior of the

tower, and was the grand audience chamber of the Moslem
monarch 8, thence called the Hall of Ambassadors. It still

bears the traces of past magnificence. The walls are richly

stuccoed and decorated with arabesques, tlie vaulted ceilings

of cedar wood, almost lost in obscurity from its height, still

gleam with rich gilding and the brilliant tints of the Arabian

pencu. On three sides of the saloon are deep windows, cut

through the immense thickness of the walls, the balconies of

which, looking down upon the verdant valley of the Darro,

and the streets and convents of the Albayein, command a

prospect of the distant Vega. I might go on to describe the

other delightful apartments of this side of the palace; the

Tocador or toilet of the queen, an open belvedere on the

summit of the tower, where the Moorish dultanas enjoyed

the pure breezes from the mountain and the prospect of the

surrounding paradise. The secluded httle patio or garden of

Lindaraxp. with its alabaster fountain, its thickets of roses

and myrtles, of citrons and oranges. The cool halls and
grottoes of the baths, where the glare and heat of day are

tempered into a self mysterious light i.ad a pervading fresh-

ness. But I appear to dwell minutely on these scenes. My
object is merely to give the reader a general introduction into

an abode, where, if disposed, he may linger and loiter with

me through the remainder of this work, gradually becoming
familiar with all its beauties.

An abundant supply r^. water, brought from the moun-
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tains by old Mooiish aqueducts, drculates throughout the

palace, supplying its baths and fish-pools, sparkling in jets

within its halls, or murmuring in channels along the marble

pavements. AVhen it has paid its tribute to the royal pile,

and visited its gardens and pastures, it flows down the long

avenue leading to the city, tinkling in rills, gushing in foun-

tains, and maintaining a perpetual verdure in those groves

that embower and beautify the whole hill of the Alhambra.
Those, only, who have sojourned in the ardent climates

of the South can appreciate the delights of an abode com •

bining the breezy coolnoss of the mountain with the fresh-

ness and verdure of the valley. , J -

While the city below pants with the noon-tide heat, and
the parched Vega trembles to the eye, the deUcate airs from
the Sierra Nevada play through the lofty halls, bringing

with them the sweetness of the surrounding gardens. Every-

thing invites to that indolent repose, the bliss of Southern

climes; and while the half-shut eye looks out from shaded

balconies upon the glittering landscape, the ear is lulled by
the rustUng of groves and the murmur of running streams.

r>;

THE TOWER OF COMARES

'J ..ll

The reader has had a sketch of the interior of the Al-

hambra, and may be desirous of a general idea of its vicinity.

The morning is serene and iovely ; the sun has not gained

sufficient power to destroy the freshness of the night ; we will

mount to the sunmiit of the tower of Comares, and take a

bird's-eye view of Granada and its environs.

Come, then, worthy reader and comrade, follow my steps

into this vestibule ornamented with rich tracery, which

opens to the Hall of Ambassadors. We will not enter tiis

hall, however, but turn to the left, to this small door, open-

ing in the wall. Have a care ! here are steep winding steps
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and but scanty light. Yet, up this narrow, obscure and
winding staircase the proud monarchs of Granada and their

queens have often ascended to the battlements of the tower

to watch the approach of Christian armies ; or to gaze on the

battles in the Vega. At length we are upon the terraced

roof, and may take breath for a moment, while we cast a

general eye over the splendid panorama of city and cpyunt: 7,

of rocky mountain, verdant valley and fertile plain; of

castle, cathedral, Moorish towers and Gothic domes, crum-

bling ruins and blooming grov^.

Let us approach the battlements and cast our eyes im-

mediately below. See—on this side we have the whole plan

of the Alhambra laid open to us, and can look down Into its

courts and gardens. At the foot of the tower is the Court of

the Alberca with its great tank or fish-pool bordered with

flowers ; and yonder is the Court of Lions, with its famous
fountain, and its light Moorish arcades ; and in the center of

the pile is the little garden of Lindaraxa, buried in the heart

of the building, with its roses and citrons and shrubbery of

emerald green.

That belt of battlements studded with square towers,

straggling round the whole brow of the hill, is the outer

boundary of the fortress. Some of the towers, you may per-

ceive, are in ruins, and their massive fragments are buried

among vines, fig-trees and aloes.

Let us look on this northern side of the tower. It is a
giddy height ; the very foundations of the tower rise above
the groves of the steep hillside. And ste, a long fissure in

the massive walls shows that the tower has been rent by
some of the earthquakes which from time to time have
thrown Granada into consternation; and which, sooner or

later, must reduce this crumbling pile to a mere mass of

ruin. The deep narrow glen below us, which gradually
widens as it opens from the mountains, is the valley of

the Darro; you see the Uttle river winding its way under
embowered terraces, and among orchards and flower gar-

dens. It is a stream famous in old times for yielding gold,
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and its sands are still sifted, occasionally, in search of the

precious ore. '""•' • *v. ,r,.., ..

Some of those white paviUons which here and there gleam
from among groves and vineyards were rustic retreats of the

Moors, to enjoy the refreshment of their gardens.

The airy palace, with its tall white towers and long

arcades, which breast yon mountain, among pompous groves

and hanging gardens, is the Generalise, a summer palace of

the Moorish kings, to which they resorted during the sultry

months, to enjoy a still more breezy region than that of the

Alhambra. The naked sunmiit of the height above it, where
you behold some shapeless ruins, is the Silla del Moro, or

seat of the Moor ; so called from having been a retreat of

the unfortunate Boabdil, during the time of an insurrection,

where he seated himself and looked down mournfully upon
his rebellious city. • .. >>, ^-c, .

A murmuring sound of water now and then rises from
the valley. It is from the aqueduct of yon Moorish mill

nearly at the foot of the hill. The avenue of trees beyond

is the Alameda along the bank of the Darro, a favorite

resort in evenings, and a rendezvous of lovers in the summer
nights, when the guitar may be heard at a late hour from

the benches along its walks. At present there are but a few
loitering monks to be seen there, and a group of water car-

riers from the fountain of Avellanos.

You start! 'Tis nothing but a hawk we have frightened

from his nest. This old tower is a complete brooding-place

for vagrant birds. The swallow and martlet abound in every

chink and cranny, and circle about it the whole day long

;

while at night, when all other birds have gone to rest, the

moping owl comes out of its lurking place, and utters its

boding cry from the battlements. See how the hawk we
have dislodged sweeps away below Uo, skimming over the

tops of the trees, and sailing up to ruins above the Gen-

eraliffe.

Let us leave this side of the tower and turn our eyes to

the west. Here you behold in the distance a range of moun-

Ui'
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tains bounding the Vega, the ancient barrier between Moslem
Granada and the land of the Christians. Among the heights

you may still discern warrior towns, whose gray walls and

battlements seem of a piece with the rocks on which they ai'e

built; while here and there is a solitary atalaya or watch-

tower, mounted on some lofty point, and looking down, as if

it were from the sky, into the valleys on either side. It was
down the defiles of these mountains, by the pass of Lope,

that the Christian armies descended into the Vega. It was
roimd the base of yon gray and naked mountain, almost

insulated from the rest, and stretching its bald rocky prom-

ontory into the bosom of the plain, that the invading

squadrons would come bursting into view, with flaunting

banners and the clangor of drums and trumpets. How
changed is the scene! Instead of the glittering line of

mailed warriors, we behold the patient train of the toilful

muleteer, slowly moving along the skirts of the mountain.

Behind that promontory is the eventful bridge of Pinos,

renowned for many a bloody strife between Moors and Chris-

tians ; but still more renowned as being the place where Co-

lumbus was overtaken and called back by the messenger of

Qr-^n Isabella, just as he was departing in despair to carry

hib project of discovery to the court of France.

Behold another place famous in the history of the discov-

erer : yon line of walls and towers, gleaming in the morning

sun in the very center of the Vega; the city of Santa Fe,

built by the Catholic sovereigns during the siege of Granada,

after a conflagration had destroyed their camp. It was to

these walls that Columbus was called back by the heroic

queen, and within them the treaty was concluded that led to

the discovery of the "Western World.

Here, toward the south, the eye revels on the luxuriant

beauties of the Vega; a blooming wilderness of grove and
garden, and teeming orchard; with the Xenil winding
through it in silver links and feeding innumerable rills,

conducted through ancient Moorish channels, which main-

tain the landscape in perpetual verdure. Here are the be-
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loved bowers and gardens and rural retreats for which the

Moors fought with such desperate valor. The very farm-

houses and hovels which are now inhabited by the boors

retain traces of arabesques and other tasteful decorations,

which show them to have been elegant residences in the

days of the Moslems.

Beyond the embowered region of the Vega you behold,

to the south, a line of arid hills down which a long train of

mules is slowly moving. It was from the simimit of one

of those hills that the unfortunate Boabdil cast back his last

look upon Granada and gave vent to the agony of his soul.

It is the spot famous in song and story, "The last sigh of

the Moor." . ,= ^

Now raise your eyes to the snowy summit of yon pile of

mountains, shining hke a white summer cloud on the blue

sky. It is the Sierra Nevada, the pride and delight of Gra-

nada; the source of her cooling breezes and perpetual verdure,

of her gushing fountains and perennial streams. It is this

glorious pile of mountains that gives to Granada that com-
bination of delights so rare in a southern city. The fresh

vegetation, and the temperate airs of a northern climate,

with the vivifying ardor of a tropical sun and the cloudless

azure of a southern sky. It is this aerial treasury of snow,

which, melting in proportion to the increase of the summer
heat, sends down rivulets and streams through every glen

and gorge of the Alpuxarras, diffusing emerald verdure and
fertiUty throughout a chain of happy and sequestered valleys.

These mountains may well be called the glory of Gra-

nada. They dominate the whole extent of Andalusia, and
may be seen from its most distant parts. The muleteer hails

them as he views their frosty peaks from the sultry level of

the plain; and the Spanish mariner on the deck of his bark,

far, far off, on the bosom of the blue Mediterranean, watches

them with a pensive eye, thinks of delightful Granada, and
chants in low voice some old romance about the Moors.

But enough, the sun is high above the mountains, and is

pouring his full fervor upon our heads. Already the terraced
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roof of the town is hot beneath our feet; let us abandon it,

and descend and refresh ourselves under the arcades by the

fountain of the Lions. . . . j . .
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ON THE MOSLEM DOMINATION IN SPAIN ;:>

*J

One of my favorite resorts is the balcony of the central

window of the Hall of Ambassadors, in the lofty tower of

Comares. I have just been seated there, enjoying the close

of a long brilliant day. The sun, as he sank behind the pur-

ple mountains of Alhama, sent a stream of effulgence up the

valley of the Darto that spread a melancholy pomp over

the niddy towers of the Alhambra, while the Vega, covered

with a slight sultry vapor that caught the setting ray, seemed

spread out in the distance like a golden sea. Not a breath of

air disturbed the stillness of the hour, and though the faint

sound of music and merriment now and then arose from the

gardens of the Darro, it but rendered more impressive the

monumental silence of the pile which overshadowed me. It

was one of those hours and scenes in which memory asserts

an almost magical power, and, like the evening sun beaming
on these mouldering towers, sends back her retrospective

rays to light up the glories of the past.

As I sat watching the effect of the declining daylight

upon this Moorish pile, I was led into a consideration of the

light, elegant and voluptuous character prevalent through-

out its internal architecture, and to contrast it with the grand
but gloomy solemnity of the Gothic edifices reared by the

Spanish conquerors. The very architecture thus bespeaks

the opposite and irreconcilable natures of the two warlike

people who so long battled here for the mastery of the Pen-

insula. By degrees I fell into a course of muning upon the

singular features of the Arabian or Morisco Spaniards, whose
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whole existence is as a tale that is told, and certainly forms

one of the most anomalous yet splendid episodes in history.

Potent and durable as was their dominion, we have no one

distinct title by which to designate them. They were a

nation, as it were, without a legitimate country or a name.

A remote wave of the great Arabian inundation, cast upon
the shores of Europe, they seemed to have all the impetus of

the first rush of the torrent. Their course of conquest from

the rock of Gibraltar to the cliffs of the Pyrenees, was as

rapid and brilliant as the Moslem victories of Syria and
Egypt. Nay, had they not been checked on the plains of

Tours, all France, all Europe, might have lo'^'" overrun

with the same facility as the empires of the eai^t, and the

crescent might at this day have glittered on the fanes of

Paris and of London. • .

Repelled within the limits of the Pyrenees, the mixed
hordes of Asia and Africa that formed this great irruption

gave up the Moslem principles of conquest, and sought to

establish in Spain a peacefid and permanent dominion. As
conquerors iheir heroism was only equaled by their modera-

tion ; and in both, for a time, they excelled the nations with

whom they contended. Severed from their native homes,

they loved the land given them, as they supposed, by Allah,

and strove to embelUsh it with everything that could admin-

ister to the happiness of man. Laying the foundations of

their power in a system of wise and equitable laws, dili-

gently cultivating the arts and sciences, and promoting agri-

culture, manufactures, and commerce, they gradually formed

an empire unrivaled for its prosperity by any of the empires

of Christendom; and diligently drawing round them the

graces and refinements that marked the Arabian empire in

the. east at the time of its greatest civilization, they diffused

the light of Oriental knowledge through the western regions

of benighted Europe.

The cities of Arabian Spain became the resort of Chris-

tian artisans, to instruct themselves in the useful arts. The
universities of Toledo, Cordova, Seville and Granada were

l,,u
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sought by the pale student from other lands, to acquaint

himself with the sciences of the Arabs, and the treasured

lore of antiquity ; the lovers of the gay sciences resorted to

Cordova and Granada, to imbibe the poetry and music of

the east ; and the steel-clad warriors of the north hastened

thither, to accomplish themselves in the graceful exercises

and courteous usages of cliivalry. If the Moslem monu-
ments in Spain ; if the Mosque of Cordova, the Alcazar of

Seville and the Alhambra of Granada, still bear inscriptions

fondly boasting of the power and permanency of their do-

minion, can the boast be derided as arrogant and vain?

Generation after generation, century after century had
passed away, and still they maintained possession of the

land. A ptriod had elapsed longer than that which has

passed since England was subjugated by the Norman con-

queror ; and the descendants of Musa and Tarik might as

little anticipate being driven into exile, across the same
straits traversed by their triumphant ancestors, as the de-

scendants of RoUo and William and their victorious peers

may dream of being driven back to the shores of Normandy.
With all this, however, the Moslem empire in Spain was

but a brilliant exotic that took no permanent root in the soil

it embellished. Secured from all their neighbors of the west

by impassable barriers of faith and manners, and separated

by seas and deserts from their kindred of the east, they were
an isolated people. Their whole existence was a prolonged

though gallant and chivalric struggle for a foothold in a
usurped land. They were the outposts and frontiers of

Islamism. The Peninsula was the great battle ground
where the Gothic conquerors of the north and the Moslem
conquerors o: the east met and strove for mastery; and the

fiery courage of the Arab was at length subdued by the

obstinate and persevering valor of the Goth.

Never was the annihilation of a people more complete

than that of the Morisco Spaniards. Where are they? Ask
the shores of Barbary and its desert places. The exiled

lemnant of their once powerful empire disappeared among
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the barbarians of Africa, and ceased to be a nation. They
have not even left a distinct name behind them, though for

nearly eight centuries they were a distinct people. The
home of their adoption and of their occupation for ages

refuses to acknowledge them but as invaders and usurpers.

A few brc^en monuments are all that remain to bear witness

to their power and dominion, as solitary rocks left far in the

interior bear testimony to the extent of some vast inundation.

Such is the Alhambra. A Moslem pile in the midst of a
Christian land ; an Oriental palace amid the Gothic edifices

of the west ; an elegant memento of a brave, intelligent and
graceful people, who conquered, ruled, and passed away.

...
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THE HOUSEHOLD

It is time that I give some idea of my domestic arrange-

ments in this singular residence. The royal palace of the

Alhambra is intrusted to the care of a good old maiden dame
called DoSa Antonia Molina, but who, according to Spanish

custom, goes by the more neighborly appellation of Tia

Antonia (Aunt Antonia). She maintains the Moorish halls

and gardens in order, and shows them to strangera ; in con-

sideration of which, she is allowed all the perquisites re-

ceived from visitors and all the produce of the gardens, ex-

cepting that she is expected to pay an occasional tribute of

fruits and flowers to the governor. Her residence is in a

corner of the palace, and her family consists of a nephew and
niece, the children of two different brothers. The nephew,

Manuel Molina, is a young man of sterling worth and Span-

ish gravity. He has served in the armies both in Spain and
the West Indies, but is now studying medicine in hopes of

one day or other becoming physician to the fortress, a post

worth at least a hundred and forty dollars a year. As to the

niece, she is a plump little black-eyed Andalusian damsel

r ''
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named Dolores, but who from her bright looks and cheerful

disposition merits a merrier name. She is the declared

heiress of all her aunt's possessions, consisting of certain

ruinous tenements in the fortress, yielding a revenue of about

one hundred and fifty dollars. I had not been long in the

Alhambra before I discovered that a quiet courtship was
going on between the discreet Manuel and his bright-eyed

cousin, and that nothing was wanting to enable them to join

their hands and expectations, but that he should receive his

doctor's diploma, and purchase a dispensation from the Pope,

on account of their consanguinity.

With the good dame Antonia I have made a treaty,

according to which, she furnishes me with board and lodg

ing, while the merry-hearted little Dolores keeps my apar^

ment in order and officiates as handmaid at meal times. I

have also at my command a tall, stuttering, yellow-haired

lad named Pepe, who works in the garden, and would fain

have acted as valet, but in this he was forestalled by Mateo

Ximenes, "The son of the Alhambra.'* This alert and

officious wight has managed, somehow or other, to stick by

me, ever since I first encoimtered him at the outer gate of

the fortress, and to weave himself into all my plans, until he

has fairly appointed and installed himself my valet, cicerone,

guide, guard, and historio-graphic squire; and I have been

obliged to improve the state of his wai*drobe, that he may
not disgrace his various functions, so that he has cast off his

old brown mantle, as a snake does his skin, and now figures

about the fortress with a smart Andalusian hat and jacket,

to his infinite satisfaction and the great astonishment of his

comrades. The chief fault of honest Mateo is an over anx-

iety to be useful. Conscious of having foisted himself into

my employ, and tha I my simple and quiet habits render his

situation a sinecure, he is at his wit's end to devise modes of

making himself important to my welfare. I am in a manner
the victim of his officiousness ; I cannot put my foot over the

threshold of the palace to stroll about the fortress, but he is

at my elbow to explain everything I see, and if I venture to



i
I

I 1 I

I :» I

;.'

' t

'I

•»

I.* I

!; t

n it

k

44 U/orKft of U/a8t^ti>^tOQ IruiQ^

ramble atnon)^ the surrounding hillH, he insiHts upon attend-

ing nie as a guard, though I vehemently suspect he would
be more apt to trust to the length of his legs than the

Htrangth of his arms in case of attack. After all, however,

the poor fellow is at times an amusing companion; he is

simple-minded and of infinite good-humor, with the loquacity

and gossip of a village barber, and knows all the small talk

of the place and its environs; but what he chiefly values

himself on is his stock of local information, having the most
marvelous stories to relate of every tower and vault and
gateway of the fortress, in all of which he places the most
implicit faith. . ^ • ^ •'ii ''•*; mm <v

Most of these he has derived, according to his own ac-

count, from his grandfather, a little legendary tailor, who
lived to the age of nearly a hundred years, during which he
made but two migrations beyond the precincts of the fortress.

His shop, for the greater part of a century, was the resort of

a knot of venerable gossips, where they would pass half the

night talking about old times and the wonderful events and
hidden secrets of the place. The whole living, moving,

thinking and acting of this little historical tailor had thus

been bounded by the walls of the Alhambra ; within them
he had been born, within them he lived, breathed and had
his being, within them he had died and was buried. Fort-

unately for posterity his traditionary lore died not with him.

The authentic Mateo, when an urchin, used to be an attentive

listener to the narratives of his grandfather and of the gossip

group assembled round the shop board, and is thus possessed

of a stock of valuable knowledge concerning the Alhambra,

not to be foimd in the books, and well worthy the attention

of every curious traveler.

Such are the personages that contribute to my domestic

comforts in the Alhambra, and I question whether any of the

potentates, Moslem or Christian, who have preceded me in

the palace have been waited upon with greater fidelity or

enjoyed a serener sway.

When I rise in the morning, Pepe, the stuttering lad,

'i-
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from the gardens, brings me a tribute of fresli culled flowers,

which are afterward arranged in vases by the skillful hand

of Dolores, who takes no small pride in the decorations of

my chamber. My meals are made wherever caprice dic-

tates, sometimes in one of the Moorish halls, sometimes

under the arcades of the Court of Lions, surrounded by flow-

ers and fountains; and when I walk out I am conducted by

the assiduous Mateo to the most romantic retreats of the

mountains and delicious haunts of the adjacent valleys, not

one of which but is the scene of some wonderful tale.

Though fond of passing the greater part of my day alone,

yet I occasionally repair in the evenings to the little domestic

circle of Dona Antonia. This is generally held in an old

Moorish chamber, that serves for kitchen as well as hall, a

rude fire-place having been made in one comer, the smoke

from which has discolored the walls and almost obliterated

the ancient arabesques. A window with a balcony over-

hanging the Alameda of the Darro lets in the cool evening

breeze, and here I take my frugal supper of fruit and milk,

and mingle with the conversation of the family. There is a

natural talent, or mother wit, as it is called, about the Span-

iards, which renders them intellectual and agreeable com-

panions, whatever may be their condition in life, or howpiver

imperfect may have been their education ; add to this, they

are never vulgar ; nature has endowed them with an inherent

dignity of spirit. The good Tia Antonia is a woman of

strong and intelligent, though uncultivated mind, and the

bright-eyed Dolores, though she has read but three or four

books in the whole course of her life, has an engaging mix-

ture of naivete and good sense, and often surprises me by

the piuigency of her artless sallies. Sometimes the nephew
entertains us by reading some old comedy of Calderon or

Lope de Vega, to which he is evidently prompted by a desire

to improve, as well as amuse his cousin Dolores, though to

his great mortification the little damsel generally falls asleep

before the first act is completed. Sometimes Tia Antonia

has a little bevy of humble friends and dependents, the in-
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habitants of the adjacent hamlet, or the wives of the invalid

soldiers. These look up to her with great deference as tb?

custodian of the palace, and pay f hoir court to her by bring-

ing the news of the place, or the rumors that may have
straggled up from Oranada. In listening to the evening

gossipings, I have picked up many curious facts, illustrative

of the manners of the people and the peculiarities of the

neighborhood. *' ii- .':?-'.. •. : -r-

These are simple details of simple pleasures; it is the

nature of the place alone that gives them interest and im-

portance. I tread harmted ground and ?\m surrounded by
romantic associations. From earliest boyhood, wheii, on the

banks of the Hudson, I first pored over the pages of an old

Spanish story about the wars of Granad&, that city has ever

bc«n a subject of my waking dreams, and often have I trod

in fancy the romantic halls of the Alhambra. Behold for

once a day-dream realized; yet I can scarcely credit my
senses or believe that I do indeed inhabit the palace of

Boabdil, and look down from its balconies upon chivalric

Granada As I loiter thrcrigh the Oriental chambers, and hear

the mumAuring of fountains and the song of the nightingale;

as I inhale the odor of the rose, and feel the influence of the

balmy climate ; I am almost tempted to fancy myself in the

Paradise of Mahomet, and that the plump little Dolores is

one of the bright-eyed Houris, destined to administer to the

happiness of true believers.

THE TRUANT

it •

M.i

'i.t.

„• •»

b

Since writing the foregoing pages we have had a scene

of petty tribulation in the Alhambra which has thrown a

cloud over the sunny countenance of Dolores. This Uttle

damsel has a female passion for pets of all kinds, from the

superabundant kindness of her disposition. One of the

ruined courts of the Alhambra is thronged with her favor-
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ites. A stately pea 3cck and his hen seem to hold regal sway

here, over pompous turkeys, querulous guinea fowls, and a

rabble rout of common cocks and hens. The great delight

of Dolores, however, has for some time past been centered in

a youthful pair of pigeons, who have lat^ely entered into the

holy state of wedlock, and who have even supplanted a tor-

toise-shell cat and kitten in her affections.

As a tenement for them to commence housekeeping she

had fitted up a small chamber adjacent to the kitchen, the

window of which looked into one of the quiet Moorish courts.

Here they lived m happy ignorance of any world beyond the

court and its sunny roofs. In vain they aspired to soar

above the battlements, or to mount to the summit of the

towers. Their virtuous union was at length crowned by
two spotless and milk-white eggs, to the great joy of their

cherishing httle mistress. Nothing could be mor<3 praise-

worthy than the conduct of the young married folks on this

interesting occasion. They took turns to sit upon the nest

until the eggs were hatched, and while their callow progeny

required warmth and shelter. A/^hile one thus stayed at

home, the other foraged abroad for food, and brought home
abundant supplies. , .

This scene of conjugal felicity has suddenly met with a
reverse. Early this idorning, as Dolores was feeding the

male pigeon, she took a fancy to give him a peep at the great

world. Opening a window, therefore, which looks down
upon the valley of the Darro, she launched him at once be-

yond the walls of the Alhambra. For the first time in his

life the astonished bird had to try the full vigor of his wings.

He swept do\7n into the valley, and then rising upward with

a surge, soared almost to the clouds. Never before had he
risen to such a height or experienced such delight in flying,

and, like a young spendthrift just come to his estate, he

seemed giddy with excess of liberty and with the boundless

field of action suddenly opened to him. For the whole
day he has been jling about in capricious flights, from
tower to tower and from tree to tree. Every attempt has
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been made in vain to lure him back, by scattering grain upon

the roofs ; h) seems to have lost all thought of home, of his

tender helpmate and his callow yoimg. To add to the anxi-

ety of Dolores, he has been joined by two palomas ladrones,

or robber pigeons, whose instinct it is to entice wandering

pigeona to their own dove-cotes. The fugitive, like many
othei' thoughtless youths on their first launching upon the

world, seems quite fascinated with these knowing, but grace-

less, companions, who have undertaken to show him life and

introduce him to society. He has been soaring with them
over all the roofs and steeples of G-ranada. A thunder

shower has passed over the city, but he has not sought his

home; night has closed in, and still he comes not. To
deepen the pathos of the affair,.the female pigeon, after re-

maining several hours on the nest without being relieved, at

length went forth to seek her recreant mate ; but stayed away
so long: that the young ones perished for want of the warmth
and shelter of the parent bosom.

At a late hour in the evening word was brought to Dolores

that the truant bird had been seen upon the towers of the

Generaliffe. Now, It so happens that the administrador of

that ancient palace has likewise a dove-cote, amon^ the in-

mates of which are said to be two or three of these inveigling

birds, the terror of all neighboring pigeon fanciers. Dolores

immediately concluded that the two feathered sharpers who
had been seen with her fugitive were these bloods of the

Generaliffe. A council of war was forthwith held in the

chamber of Tia Antonia. The Generaliffe is a distinct juris-

diction from the Alhambra, and of course some punctilio, if

not jealousy, exists between their custodians. It was de-

termined, therefore, to send Pepe, the stuttering lad of the

gardens, as ambassador to the administrador, requesting

that if such a fugitive should be found in his dominion she

might be given up as a subject of the Alhambra. Fepe

departed, accordingly, on his diplomatic expedition, through

the moonUt groves and avenues, but returned in an hour

with the afflicting intelUgence that no such bird was to be

•t<v
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found in the dove-cote of the Generahflfe. The adminis-

trador, however, pledged his sovereign bird, that if such

vagrant should appear there, even at midnight, he should

instantly be arrested and sent back prisoner to his little

black-eyed mistress.

Thus stands this melancholy affair, which has occasioned

miich distress throughout the pelace, and ha» sent the incon-

solable Dolores to a sleepless pillow.

"Sorrow endureth for a night," says the proverb, "but

joy ariseth in the morning." The first- object that mtt my
eyes on leaving my room this morning was Dolores with the

truant pigeon in her hand, and her eyes sparkling with joy.

He had appeared at an early hour on the battlements, hover-

ing shyly about from roof to roof, but at length entered the

window and siurendered himself prisoner. He gained Uttle

credit, however, by his return, for the ravenous manner in

which he devoured the food set before him showed that,

like the prodigal son, he had been driven home by shv^r

famine. Dolores upbraided him for his faithless conduct,

calling him all manner of vagrant names, though, woman-
like, she fondled him at the same time to her bosom and
covered him with kisses. I observed, however, that she had
taken care to clip his win|?s to prevent all future soarings; a
precaution which I mention for the benefit of all those who
liave truant wives or wandering husbands. More than one
valuable moral might be drawn from the story of Dolores

and her pigeon. \, r :t,<f. ?r, T'/.
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On taking up my abode m the Alhambra, ons end of a
suite of empty chambers of modem architecture, intended

for the residence of the governor, was fitted up for my recep •

tion. It was in front of the palace, looking forth upon the

esplanade. The further end communicated w'th a cluster of
***3 Vol. II.
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little chambers, partly Moorish, partly modern, inhabited by
Tia Antonia' and her family. These terminated in a large

room which serves the good old dame for parlor, kitchen,

and hall of audience. It had boasted of some splendor in tlie

time of the Moors, but a fireplace had been built in one cor-

ner, the smoke from which had discolored the walls, nearly

obliterated the ornaments, and spread a somber tint over the

whole. From these gloomy apartments, a narrow blind cor-

ridor and a dark winding staircase led down an angle of the

tower of Comares; groping down which, and opening a small

door at the bottom, you are suddenly dazzled by emerging
into the briUiant ante-chamber of the Hall of Ambassadors,

with the fountain of the Court of the Alberca sparkUng
before you.

I was dissatisfied with being lodged in a modem and
frontier apartment of the palace, and longed to ensconce

myself in the very heart of the building.

As I was rambling one day about the Moorish halls, I

found, in a remote gallery, a door which I had not before

noticed, communicating apparently with an extensive apart-

ment, locked up from the public. Here then was a mystery.

Here was the haunted wing of the castle. I procured the

key, however, without difficulty. The door opened to a
range of vacant chambers of European architecture; though

built over a Moorish arcade, along the little garden of Linda-

raxa. There were ' two lofty rooms, the ceilings of which
were of deep panel-work of cedar, richly and skillfully carved

with fruits and flowers, intermingled with grotesque masks
or faces; but broken in many places. The walls had evi-

dently, in ancient times, been hung with damask, but were
no^v naked, and scrawled over with the insignificant names
of aspiring travelers; the windows, which were dismantled

and open to wind and weather, looked into the garden of

Lindaraxa, and the orange and citron trees flung their

branches into the chambers. Beyond these rooms were
two saloons, less lofty, looking also into the garden. In
the compartments of the paneled ceiling were baskets of
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fruit and garlands of flowers, painted by no mean hand, and

in tolerable preservation. The walls had also been painted

in fresco in the Italian style, but the paintings were nearly

obliterated. The windows were in the same shattered state

as in the other chambers. , , ,^-

This fanciful suite of rooms terminated in an open gal-

lery with balustrades, which ran at right angles idong an-

other side of the garden. The whole apartment had a deli-

cacy and elegance in its decorations, and there was something

so choice and sequestered in its situation, along this retired

little garden, that awakened an interest in its history. I

found, on inquiry, that it was an apartment fitted up by

Italian artists, in the early part of the last century, at the

time when Philip V. and the beautiful Elizabetta of Parma
were expected at the Alhambra; and was destined lur the

queen and the ladies of her train. One of the loftiest cham-
bers had been her sleeping room, and. a narrow staircase

leading from it, though now wall3d up, opened to the de-

lightful belvedere, originally a mirador of the Moorish sul-

tanas, but fitted up as a boudoir for the fair Elizabetta, and
which still retains the name ci the Tocador, or toilet of the

queen. The sleeping room I have mentioned commanded
from one window a prospect of the Q^neraliffe and its. im-

bowered terraces; under another window played the alabas-

ter fountain of the garden of Lindaraxa. That garden car-

ried my thoughts still further back, to the period of another

reign of beauty; to the days of the Moorish sultanas. "How
beauteous is this garden !" says an Arabic inscription, "where
the flowers of the earth vie with the stars of heaven I what
can compare with the vase of yon alabaster fountain filled

with crystal water? Nothing but the moon in her fullness,

shining in the midst of an unclouded sky!"

Centuries had elapsed, yet how much of this scene of

apparently fragile beauty remained ! The garden of Linda-

raxa was still adorned with flowers ; the fountain still pre-

sented its crystal mirror : it is true, the alabaster had lost its

whiteness, and the basin beneath, overrun with weeds, had
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become the nestling place of the lizard ; but there was some-

thing in the very decay that enhanced the interest of the

scene, speaking, as it did, of that mutabihty which is the

irrevocable lot of man and all his works. The desolation,

too, of these chambers, once the abode of the proud and ele-

gant Elizabetta, had a more touching charm for me than if

I had beheld them in their pristine splendor, glittering with

the pageantry of a court.—I determined at once to take up
my quarters in this apartment. .

My determination excited great surprise in the family;

who could not imagine any rational inducement for the choice

of so solitary, remote and forlorn an apartment. The good

Tia Antonia considered it highly dangerous. The neighbor-

hood, she said, was infested by vagrants; the caverns of the

adjacent hills swarmed with gypsies; the palace was ruinous

and easy to be entered in many parts; and the rumor of a

stranger quartered alone in one of the ruined apartments,

out of the healing of the rest of the inhabitants, might tempt

unwelcome visitors in the night, especially as foreigners are

always supposed to be well stocked with money. Dolores

represented the frightful loneliness of the place ; nothing but

bats and owls flitting about; then there were a fox and a

wild cat that kept about the vaults and roamed about at

night.

I was not to be diverted from my humor, so calling in

the assistance of a carpenter, and the ever officious Mateo
Ximenes, the doors and windows were soon placed in a state

of tolerable security.

With all these precautions, I must confess the first night

I passed in these quarters was iiiiexpressibly dreary. I was
esfjorted by the whole family to my chamber, and there tak-

ing leave of me, and retiring along the waste ante-chamber

and echoing galleries, reminded me of those hobgoblin stories,

where the hero is left to accomplish the adventure of a haunted

house.

Soon the thoughts of the fair Elizabetta and the beauties

of her court, who had once graced these chambers, now by a
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perversion of fancy added to the gloom. Here was the scene

of their transient gayety and loveliness ; here were the very

traces of their elegance and enjoyment; but what and where

were they?—Dust and ashes! tenants of the tomb! phantoms

of the memory

!

A vague and indescribaWe awe was creeping over me. I

would fain have ascribed it to the thoughts of robbers, awak-

ened by the evening's c(Miversation, but I felt that it was

something more unusual and absurd. In a word, the long

buried impressions of the nursery were reviving and asseiir

ing their power over my. imagination. Everything began to

be affected by the workings of my mind. The whispering

of the wtnd among the citron trees beneath my window had

something sinister. I cast my eyes into the garden of Linda-

raxa; the groves presented a gulf of shadows; the thickets

had indistinct and ghastly shapes. I was glad to close the

window; but my chamber itself became infected. A bat

had found its way in, and flitted about my head and athwart

my solitary lamp ; the grotesque faces carved in the cedar

ceiling seemed to mope and mow at me.

Rousing myself, and half smiling at this temporary weak-

ness, I resolved to brave it, and, taking lamp in hand, sallied

forth to make a tour of the ancient palace. Notwithstand-

ing every mental exertion, the task was a severe one. The
rays of my lamp extended to but a limited distance around

me; I walked, as it were, in a mere halo of light, and all

beyond was thick darkness. The \ aulted corridors were as

«»^verns; the vaults of the halls were lost in gloom; what
unseen foe might not be lurking before or behind me ; my
own shadow playing about the walls, and the echoes of

my own footsteps, disturbed me.
In this excited state, as I was traversing the great Hall

of Ambassadors, there were added real sounds to these con-

jectural fancies. Low moans and indistinct ejaculations

seemed to rise as it were from beneath my feet ; I paused

and listened. They then appeared to resound from without

the tower. Sometimes they resembled the bowlings of an
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animal, a'^ others they were stifled shrieks, mingled with

articulate ravings. The thrilling effect of these sounds in

that still hour and singular place destroyed all inclination

to continue my lonely peramhulation. I returned to my
chamber with more alacrity than I had salUed forth, and
drew my breath more freely when once more within its

walls and the door bolted behind me. • / i .

When I awoke in the morning, with the sun shining in

at my window, and lighting up every part of the building

with its cheerful and truth-telling beams, I could scarcely

recall the shadows and fancies conjured up by the gloom of

the preceding night ; or believe that the scenes around me,

so naked and apparent, could havo been clothed with such

imaginary horrors. ;. . . ..

Still the dismal bowlings and ejaculations I had heard

wera not ideal ; but they v'^ere soon accounted for, by my
handmaid Dolores; being the ravings of a poor maniac, a

brother of her aunt, who vas subject to violent paroxysms,

during which he was coTifined in a vaulted room beneath the

Hall of Ambassadors. - . i • ^

THE ALHAMBRA BY MOONLIGHT

I HAVE given a picture of my apartment on my first

taking possession of it; a few evenings have produced a
thorough change in the scene and in my feelings. The
moon, which then was invisible, has gradually gained upon

the nights, and now rolls in full splendor above the towers,

pouring a flood of tempered light into every court and hail,

The garden beneath my window is gontly lighted up; the

orange and citron trees are tipped with silver; the fountain

sparkles in the moonbeams, and even the Llush of the rose

is faintly visible.

I have sat fc»r bours at my window inhaling the sweet-
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nees of the garden, and musing on the checkered features of

those whose history is dimly shadowed out in the elegant

memorials around. Sometimes I have issued forth at mid-

night when everything was quiet, and have wandered over

the whole building. Who can do justice to a moonlight

night in such a climate, and in such a place ! The tempera-

ture of an Andialusian midnight, in summer, is perfectly

ethereal. We seem lifted up into a purer atmosphere ; there

is a serenity of soul, a buoyancy of spirits, an elasticity of

frame that render mere existence enjoyment. The effect

of moonlight, too, on the Alhambra has something like en-

chantment. Every rent and chasm of time, every moulder-

ing tint and weather stain disappears ; the marble resumes

its original whiteness ; the long colonnades brighten in the

moonbeams ; the halls are illuminated with a softened radi-

ance, until the whole edifice reminds one of the er "lanted

palace of an Arabian tale.

At such time T have ascended to the little pavilion, called

the Queen's Toilet, to enjoy its varied and extensive pros-

pect. To the right, the snowy summits of the Sierra Nevada
would gleam like silver clouds against the darker firmament,

and all the outlines of the mountain would be softened, yet

delicately defined. My delight, however, would be to lean

over the parapet of the tocador, and gaze down upon Gra-
nada, spread out like a map below me : all buried in deep
repose, and its white palaces and convents sleeping, as it

were, in the moonshine.

Sometimes I would hear the faint sounds of castanets

from some party of dancers lingering in the Alameda ; at

other times I have heard the dubious tones of a guitar, and
the notes of a single voice rising from some solitary street,

and have pictured to myself some youthful cavalier serenad-
ing his lady's window; a gallant custom of former days, but
now sadly on the decline except in the remote towns and
villages of Spain.

Such are the scenes that have detained me for many an
hour loitering about the courts and balconies of the castle,

'f^
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enjoying that mixture of reverie and sensation which steal

away existence in a southern climate—and it has been almost

morning before I have retired to my bed, and been lulled to

sleep by the falling waters of the fountain of Lindaraza.

, ( i'li' !' >'•

./f

C. !

INHABITANTS OF THE ALHAMBRA
'•:> I-' '< 1/ 1(1 -»» I t -ri

*

I HAVE often observed that the more proudly a mansion

has been tenanted in the day of its prosperity, the humbler

are its inhabitants in the day of its decline, and that the

palace of the king commonly ends in being the nestling-place

of the beggar. ' '
'^

The Alhambra is in a rapid state of similar transition:

whenever a tower falls to decay, it is seized upon by some
tatterdemalion family, who become joint tenants with the

bats and owls of its gilded halls, and hang their rags, those

standards of poverty, out of its windows and loopholes. ^' ' r

I have amused myself with remarking some of the motley

characters that have thus usurped the ancient abode of

royalty, and who seem as if placed here to give a farcical

termination to the drama of human pride. One of these

even bears the mockery of a royal title. It is a Uttle old

woman named Maria Antonia Sabonea, but who goes by the

appellation of la Reyna Cuquina, or the cockle queen. She

is small enough to be a fairy, and a fairy she may be for

aught I can find out, for no one seems to know her origin.

Her habitation is a kind of closet under the outer staircase

of the palace, and she sits in the cool stone corridor plying

her needle and singing from morning till night with a ready

joke for every one that passes, for though one of the poorest,

she is one of the merriest little women breathing. Her great

merit is a gift for story-telling ; ha*, ing, I verily believe, as

many stories at her command as the inexhaustible Schehere-

zade of the thousand and one nights. Some of these I have
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heard her relate in the evening tertulias of DolKa Antonia, at

which she is occasionally a humble a^i/ondant. '*
'

•

That there must be some fairy gift about this mysterious

little old woman would appear from her extraordinary luck,

since, notwithstanding her being very little, very ugly, and

very poor, she has had, according to her own account, five

husbands and a half; reckoning as a half, one, a young

dragoon, who died during courtship.

A rival personage to this little fairy queen is a portly old

fellow with a bottle nose, who goes about in a rusty garb,

with a cocked hat of oil skin and a red cockade. He is one

v>£ the legitimate sons of the Alhambra, and has lived here

all his life, filling various oflSces; such as deputy alguazil,

sexton of the parochial church, and marker of a five's court

established at the foot of one of the towers. He is as poor

as a rat, but as proud as he is ragged, boasting of his descent

from the illustrious house of Aguilar, from which sprang

Gonsalvo of Cordova, the Grand captain. Nay, he actually

bears the name of Alonzo de Aguilar, so renowned in the

history of the conquest, though the graceless wags of tlie

fortress have given him the title of el Padre Santo, or the

Holy Father, the usual appellation of the Pope, which I had

thought too sacred in the eyes of true Catholics to be thus

ludicrously applied. It is a whimsical caprice of fortune, to

present in the grotesque person of this tatterdemalion a

namesake and descendant of the proud Alonzo de Aguilar,

the mirror of Andalusian chivalry, leading an almost mendi-

cant existence about this once haughty fortress, which his

ancestor aided to reduce
; yet such might have been the lot

of the descendants of Agamemnon and Achilles, had they

lingered about the ruins of Troy.

Of this motley community I find the family of my gossip-

ing squire Mateo Ximenes to form, from their numbers at

least, a very important part. His boast of being a son of the

Alhambra is not unfounded. This family has inhabited the

fortress ever since the time of the conquest, handing down a

hereditary poverty from father to son, not one of them hav-

i
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iuK over b«en kin>wn to be worth h marevedi. His father,

liv irmlo a rihboii weaver, aiitl who HUcceedeil the historical

tailor fiH the head of the fiuiiily, is now near seventy yearH

of a^o, and lives in a hovel of reeds and phister, built by his

own hands, just above the iron gate. The furniture cxmsists

of a crazy Wd, a tables and two or three chairs; a wooden
chest, containing his clothes and tht^ archives of his family;

thjit is to say, a few paiHirH concerning old lawsuits which he

ciuinot reml ; but tlie pride of his heart is a blaaon of the

arms of the family, brilliantly colored and 8iis))onded in a

frame against the wall, clearly demonstrating by its quarter-

ings the various noble houses with which this poverty-Btricken

lirood claim aDinity.

As to Mateo himself, he has done his utmost to i)erpetuate

his line; having a wife and a numerous progeny who inhabit

an tdmost dismantled hovel in the handet. How they man-
age to sulvsist. He only who sees into all mysteries can tell

—

tlie subsistence of a Spanish family of the kind is always a
riddle to me; y»t they do subsist, and, what is more, appear

t*) enjoy their existenciv The wife takes her holyday stroll

in the Pasco of Granada, with a child in her arms and half a

dozen at her heels, and the eldest daughter, now verging into

womaidnxxl, dresses her hair with iiowera and dances gayly

to the castanets. ..**
/ iw * ; .^g

There are two classes of people to whom life seems one

long holyday, the very rich and the very poor; one because

they neetl do nothing, the other because they liave nothing

to do ; but there are none who understand the art of doing

nothing and living upon nothing better than the poor classes

of Spain. Climate does one half and temperament the rest.

Give a Spaniard the shade in summer and the sun in winter,

a little bread, garlic, oil and garbanzos, an old brown cloak

and a guitar, and let the world roll on as it pleases. Talk of

poverty, wdth him it has no disgrace. It sits upon him with

a grandiose style, like his ragged coat. He is a hidalgo even
when in rags. - f, \' rv ^.. >'t '

'

The '*Sous of the Alhambra'* are an eminent illustration

1
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of tliiH practical philoHophy. Ah tliu Moorn iiiiHgined that

tlio celoHtial paradiHo liuug over thiH favored Hpot, ho I am
iiu;lii)od, at tiineH, to faucy that a gleam of the golden age

Htill lingers about this ragged community. They pohh<^hh

nothing, they do nothing, they care for nothing. Yet,

though apparently idle all the week, they are an observant (jf

all holydayH and Haints' days as the mont laboriouH artinan.

They attend all fetes and dancings in Granada and its vi(;in-

ity, light bonfires on the hills of 8t. John's eve, and have

lately danced away the moonlight nights, on the harvest

home of a small field of wheat within the precincts of the

fortress.

Before concluding these remarks I must mention one of

the amusements of the place which has particularly struck

me. I had repeatedly observed a long, lean fellow perched

on the top of one of the towers maneuvering two or three

fishing rods, as though he was angling for the stars. I was
for some time perplexed by the evolutions of this aerial fisher-

man, and my perplexity increased on observing others em-
ployed in like manner on different parts of the battlements

and bastions; it was not until I consulted Mateo Ximenes
that I solved the mystery.

It seems that the pure "and airy situation of this fortress

has rendered it, like the castle of Macbeth, a prolific breed-
ing-place for swallows and martlets, who sport about its

towers in myriads, with the holyday glee of urchins just let

loose from school. To entrap these birds in their giddy cir-

clings, with hooks baited with flies, is one of the favorite

amusements of the ragged **Son8 of the Alhambra," who,
with the good-fcr-nothing ingenuity of arrant idlers, have
thus invented the art of angling in the sky.
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THE BALCONY.

In the Hall of Ambassadorp t the central window, there

is a balcony of which I have already made mention. It

projects hke a cage from the face of the tower, high in mid-

air, above the tops of the treee that grow on the steep hill-

side. It answers me as a kind of observatory, where I often

take my seat to consider, not merely the heavens above, but

the "earth beneath. '

' Beside the magnificent prospect which

it commands, of mountain, valley and Vega, there is a busy

little scene of human Ufe laid open to inspection immediately

below. At the foot of the hill is an alameda or public walk,

which, though not so fashionable as the more modem and
splendid paseo of the Xenil, still boasts a varied and pict-

uresque concourse, especially on holydays and Sundays.

Hither resort the small gentry of the suburbs, together with

priests and friars who walk for appetite and digestion;

majos and majas, the beaux and belles, of the lower classes

in their Andalusian dresses; swaggering contrabandistas,

and sometimes half-muffled and mysterious loungers of the

higher ranks cu some silent assignation.

It is a moving picture of Spanish life which I delight to

study ; and as the naturalist has his microscope to assist him
in his curious investigations, so I have a small pocket tele-

scope which brings the countenances of the motley groups

so close as almost at times to make me think I can divine

their conversation by the play and expression of their feat-

ures. I am thus, in a manner, an invisible observer, and
without quitting my solitude can throw myself in an instant

into the midst ot society—a rare advantage to one of some-

what sliy and quiet habits.

Then there is a considerable suburb lying below the Al-

hambra, filling the narrow gorgo of the valley and extending
'*

u
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up the opposite bill of tb^ Albaycin. Many of the houseB

are built in the Moorish style, round patios or courts cooled

by fountains and open to the sky; and as the inhabitants

pass much of their time in these courts and on the terraced

roofs during the summer season, it follows that many a

glance at their domestic life may be obtained by an aerial

spectator like myself, who can look down on them from the

clouds. j

I enjoy, in some degree, the advantages of the student in

the famous old Spanish story, who beheld all Madrid un-

roofed for his inspection; and my gossiping squire Mateo

Ximenes officiates occasionally as my Asmodeus, to give me
anecdotes of the different mansions and their inhabitants.

I prefer, however, to form conjectural histories for my-
self ; and thus can sit up aloft for hours, weaving from casual

incidents end indications that pass under my eye the whole

tissue of schemes, intrigues and occupations, carrying on by
certain of the busy mortals below us. There is scarce a
pretty face or striking figure that I daily see, about which I

nave not thus gradually framed a dramatic story; though
some of my characters will occasionally act in direct opposition

to the part assigned them and disconcert my whole drama. -

A few days since as I was reconnoitering with my glass

the streets of the Albaycin, I beheld the procession of a
novice about to take the veil; and remarked various circum-

stances that excited the strongest sympathy in the fate of the

youthful being thus about to be consigned to a living tomb.
I ascertained, to my satisfaction, that she was beautiful;

and, by the paleness of her cheek, that she was a victim,

rather than a votary. She was arrayed in bridal garments
and decked with a chaplet of white ffowers ; but her heart

evidently revolted at this mockery of a spiritual union, and
yearned after its earthly loves. A tall stem-looking man
walked near her in the procession; it was evidently the

tyrannical father, who, from some bigoted or sordid motive,

had compelled this sacrifice. Amid the crowd was a dark,

handsome youth, in Andalusian garb, who seemed to fix on
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her an eye of agony. It was doubtless the secret lover from
whom she was forever to be separated. My indignation rose

as I noted the maUgnant exultation painted in the counte^

nances of the attendant monks and friars. The procession

arrived at the chapel of the convent ; the sun gleamed for the

last time upon the chaplet of the poor novice as she crossed

the fatal threshold and disappeared from sight. The throng

poured in with cowl and cross and minstrelsy. The lover

paused for a moment at the door; I could understand the

tumult of his feelings, but he mastered them and entered.

There was a long interval—I pictured to myself the scene

passing within. —The poor novice despoiled of her transient

finery—clothed in the conventual garb; the brdal chaplet

taken from her brow ; her beautiful head shorn of its long

silken tresses—I heard her murmur the irrevocable vow—^I

saw her extended on her bier; the death pall spread over;

the funeral service performed that proclaimed her dead to

the world ; her sighs were drowned in the wailing anthem of

the nuns and the sepulchral tones of the organ—the father

looked, unmoved, without a tear—the lover—no—my fancy

refused to portray the anguish of the lover—there the picture

remained a blank.—The ceremony was over: the crowd
again issued forth to behold the day and mingle in the joy-

ous stir of life—but the victim with her bridal chaplet was
no longer there—the door of the convent closed that secured

her from the world forever. I saw the father and the lover

issue forth—they were in earnest conversation—the young
man was violent in his gestures, when the wall of a house

intervened and shut them from my sight.

That evening I noticed a solitary light twinkling from a

remote lattice of the convent. There, said I, the unhappy
novice sits weeping in her cell, while her lover paces tlio

street below in unavailing anguish.

—The officious Mateo interrupted my meditations and de-

stroyed, in an instant, the cobweb tissue of my fancy. With
his usual zeal he had gathered facts concerning the scene

that had interested me. The heroine of my romance was
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neither youug nor handsome—sho had no love—she had en-

tered the convent ol her own free will, as a respectable

asylum, and was one of the cheerfulest residents within its

walls I

I felt at first half vexed with the nun for being thus happy

in her cell, in contradiction to all the rules of romance; but

diverted my sple* n by watching, for a day or two, the pretty

coquetries of a dark-eyed brunette, who, from the covert of

a balcony shrouded with Huwering shrubs and a silken awn-

ing, was carrying on a mysterious correspondence with a

handsome, dark, well-whiskered cavaUer in the street beneath

her window. Sometimes I saw him, at an early hour, steal-

ing forth wrapped to the eyes in a mantle. Sometimes he

loitered at the comer, in various di^uises, apparently wait-

ing for a private signal to shp into the bower. Then there

was a tinkling of a guitar at night, and a lantern shifted

from place to place in the balcony. I imagined another

romantic intrigue like that of Almaviva, but was again dis-

concerted in ail my suppositions by being informed that the

supposed lover was the*husband of the lady and a not/ed con-

trabandista, and that all his mysterious signs and move-

ments had doubtless some smuggling scheme in view. i
>

.

Scarce had the gray dawn streaked the sky and the ear-

liest cock crowed from the cottages of the hillside, when the

suburbs gave sign of reviving animation; for the fresh hours

of dawning are precious in the summer season in a sultry

climate. All are anxious to get the start of the sun in the

business of the day. The muleteer drives forth his loaded

train for the journey; the traveler slings his carbine behind

Inz saddle and mounts his steed at the gate of the hostel.

The brown peasant urges his loitering donkeys, laden with

paniiers of sunny fruit and fresh dewy vegetables; for

ali*ef.dy the thrifty housewives are hastening to the market.

The sun is up and sparkles along the valley, topping the

transparent foli'ige of the groves. The matin bells resound

melodiously throuj^h the pure bright air, announcing the

hour of devotion. The muleteer halts his burdened animals
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before the chapel, thrusts his staff through his belt behind,

and enters with hat in hand, smoothing his coal black hair,

to hear a mass and put up a prayer for a prosperous wayfar-

ing across the sierra.

And now steals forth wi h fairy foot the gentle 8'*?^ora,

in trim busquina; with restless fan in hand and dark eye

flashing from beneath her gracefully folded mantilla. She
seeks some well frequented church to offer up her orisons

;

but the nicely adjusted dress, the dainty shoe and cobweb
stocking, the raven tresses scrupulously braided, the fresh

plucked rose that gleams among them like a gem, show that

earth divides with heaven the empire of her thoughts.

A.S the morning advances, the din of labor augments on
every side; the streets are throng^ with man and steed, and
beast of burden ; the imiversal movement produces a hum
and murmur like the surges of the ocean. As the sun ascends

to his meridian the hum and bustle gradually decline ; at the

height of noon there is a pause ; the panting city sinks into

lassitude, and for several hours there is a general repose.

The windows are closed ; the curtains drawn ; the inhabit-

ants retired into the coolest recesses of their mansions. The
full-fed monk snores in his dormitory. The brawny porter

lies stretched on the pavement beside his burden. The peas-

ant and the laborer sleep beneath the trees of the Alameda,

lulled by the sultry chirping of the locust. The streets are

deserted except by the water carrier, who refreshes the ear

by proclaiming the merits of his sparkling beverage—"Colder

than mountain snow.*'

As the sun declines there is again a gradual reviving,

and when the vesper bell rings out his sinking knell, all

nature seems to rejoice that the tyrant of the day has fallen.

Now begins the bustle of enjoyment. The citizens pour

forth to breathe the evening air, and revel away the bnef

twilight in the walks and gardens of the Darro and the

Xenil.

As the night closes the motley scene assumes new feat-

ures. Light after Ught gradually twinkles forth; hiDre a

H.

•* 'it
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taper from a balconied window ; there a votive lamp b^ore

the image of a saint. Thus by degrees the city emerges

from the pervading gloom, and spcurkles with scattered li^^ts

Hke the starry firmament. Now break fi^rth from court, and

garden, and street, and lane, the tinkling of innumerable

guitars and the clicking of castanets, blending at this lofty

height in a faint and general concert. "'Enjoy the mo-

ment," is the creed of the gay and amorous Andalusian, and

at no time does he practice it more zealously than in the

balmy nights of summ^, wooing his mistress with the

dance, the love ditty and the passionate serenade.

I was seated one evening in the balcony enjoying the

light breeze that came rustling along the side of the hill

among the treetops, when my humble historic^^r^her,

Mateo, who wa£» at my elbow, pointed out a spacious house

in an obscure street of the Albaycin, about which he related,

as nearly as I can recollect, the following anecdote:

THE ADVENTURE OP THE MASON E, V--»

There was once upon a time a poor mason or bricklayer

iu Granada, who kept all the saints' days and holydays, and
saint Monday into the bargain, and yet, with all his devo-

tion, he grew poorer and poorer, and could scarcely earn
bread for his numerous famHy. One night he was roused

from his first sleep by a knocking at his door. He opened
it and beheld before him a tall, meager, cadaverous-looking

priest.
*

'Hark ye, honest friend, '
* said the stranger, * * I have

observed that you are a good Christian, and one to be trusted

;

will you undertake a job this very night?"

"With all my heart, Sefior Padre, on condition that I am
paid accordingly."

"That you shall be, but you must suffer yourself to be
blindfolded."

To this the mason made no objection; so being hood-

winked, he was led by the priest through various rough
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lanes and T7indmg passages until they stopped before the

portal of a house. The priest then applied a key, turned

a creaking lock and opened what sounded Hke a ponderous

door. They entered, the door was closed and bolted, and
the mason was conducted, through an echoing corridor and
spacious hall, to an interior part of the building. Here the

bandage was removed from his eyes, and he found himself

in a patio, or court, dimly lighted by a single lamp.

In the center was a dry basin of an old Moorish fountain,

under which the priest requested him to form a smaU T:i.Uii,

bricks and raorl • be' . at hand f )r the purpose. He accord-

ingly worked ali nigtst but without finishing the job. Just

before daybreai^ tie pr:*t>j.i; put a piece of gold into his hand,

and having again blindii;..J9d him, conducted him back to

his dwelUng.

"Are you willing,*' said he, "to return and complete your
work?"

"Gladly, Sefior Padre, provided I am as well paid.'*

"Well, then, to-morrow at midnight I will call again."

He did so, and the vault was completed. "Now,** said

the priest, "you must help me to bring forth the bodies that

are to be buried in this vault.**

The poor mason's hair rose on his head at these words

;

he followed the priest with trembling steps, into a retired

chamber of the mansion, expecting to behold some ghastly

spectacle of death, but was relieved, on perceiving three or

four portly jars standmg in one comer. They were evi-

dently full of money, and it was with great labor that he

and the priest carried them forth and consigned them to their

tomb. The vault was then closed, the pavement replaced,

and all traces of the work obUterated.

The mason was again hoodwinked and led forth by a

route different from that by which he had come. After

they had wandered for a long time through a perplexed

maze of lanes and alleys they halted. The priest then put

two pieces of gold into his hand. "Wait here," said he,

"until you hear the cathedral bell toll for matins. If you



J\)9 /tll^ambra 67

presume to uncover your eyes before that time evil will befall

you." So saying he departed.

The mason waited faithfully, amusing himself by weigh-

ing the gold pieces in his hand and clinking them against

each cfcher. The moment the cathedral bell rung its matin

pea), ho uncovered his eyes and found himself on the b ks

of the Xenil ; from whence he made the best of hi- ' ay

home, and reveled with his family for a whole fortnigu on

the profits of his two nights' work, after which he was as

I jor as ever.

lie continued to work a little and pray a good deal, and
keep holydays and saints' day from year to year, while his

family grew up as gaunt and ragged as a crew of gypsies.

As he was seated one morning at the door of his hovel,

he was accosted by a rich old cun. avlrreon who was noted

for owning many houses and being h. g wg landlord.

The man of money eyed him for r moment from beneath

a pair of shagged eyebrows.

*'I am told, friend, that you fre very poor.'*

"There is no denying the fact, * iior; it speaks for itself."

*'I presume, then, you will be glad of a job, and will

work cheap."

''As cheap, my master, as any mason in Granada."
"That's what I want. I have an old house fallen to de-

cay that costs me more money than it is worth to keep it in

repair, for nobody will live in it ; so I must contrive to patch

it up and keep it together at as small expense as possible."

The mason was accordingly conducted to a huge deserted

house that seemed going to ruin. Passing through several

empty halls and chambers, he entered an inner court, where
his eye was caught by an old Moorish fountain.

He paused for a moment. "It seems," Said he, "as if

I had been in this place before; but it is like a dream.—Pray
who occupied this house foimerly?"

"A pest upon him!" cried the landlord. "It was an old

miserly priest, who cared for nobody but himself. He was
said to be immensely rich, and, having no relations, it was
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thought he would leave ^ his treasure to the church* He
died suddenly, and the priests and friars thronged to take

possession of his wealth, but nothing could they find but a

few ducats in a leathern purse. The worst luck has fallen

on me; for since his death, the old fellow continues to oc-

cupy my house without paying rent, and there's no taking

the law of a dead man. The people pretend to hear the

clinking of gold all night long in the chamber where the

old priest slept, as if he were counting over his money, and
sometimes a groaning and moaning about the court. Whether
true or false these stories have brought a bad name on my
house, and not a tenant will remain in it.

"Enough," said the mason sturdily
—"Let me live in

your house rent free until some better tenant presents, and I

will engage to put it in repair and quiet the troubled spirits

that disturb it. I am a good Christian and a poor man, and
am not co be daunted by the devil himself, even though he

come in the shape of a big bag of money."
The offer of the honest mason was gladly accepted ; he

moved with his family into the house, and fulfilled all his

enga^ ^naents. By little and little he restored it to its former

state. The clinking of gold was no longer heard at night in

the chamber of the defunct priest, but began to be heard by
day in the pocket of the living mason. In a word, he in-

creased rapidly in wealth, to the admiration of all his neigh-

bors, and became one of the richest men in Granada. He
gave large sums to the church, by way, no doubt, of satisfy-

ing his conscience, and never revealed the secret of the wealth

imtil on his deathbed, to his son and heir.

M -1 ! i

A RAMBLE AMONG THE HILLS *

I FREQUENTLY amuse myself toward the close of the day,

whou the heat has subsided, with taking long rambles about

the neighboring hills and the deep umbrageous valleys, ac-

companied by my historiographer Squire Mateo, to whose

^H.
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passion for gossiping I, on such occasions, give the most un-

bounded license ; and there is scarce a rock or ruin, or broken

fountain, or lonely glen, about which he has not some mar-

velous story ; or, above all, some golden legend ; for never

was poor devil so munificent in dispensing hidden treasures.

A few evenings since we took a long stroll of the kind, in

which Mateo was more tiran usually communicative. It was
toward sunset that we sallied forth from the great Gate of

Justice, and ascending an alley of trees, Mateo paused under

a clump of fig and pomegranate trees at the foot of a huge

ruined tower, called the Tower of the Seven Vaults (de los

sietc) suelos). Here, pointing to a low archway at the founda-

tion of the tower, he informed me, in an undertone, was the

lurking-place of a monstrous sprite or hobgoblin called the

Belludo, which had infested the tower ever since the time of

the Moors
;
guarding, it is supposed, the treasures of a Moor-

ish king. Somooimes it issues forth in the dead of the night,

and scours the avenues of the Alhambra and the streets of

Granada in the shape of a headless horse, pursued by six

dogs, with terrific yells and bowlings.

"But have you ever met with it yourself, Mateo, in any
of your rambles?'*

"No, seSor; but my grandfather the tailor knew several

persons who had seen it; for it went about much more in his

time than at present : sometimes in one shape, sometimes in

another. Everybody in Granada has heard of the Belludo,

for the old women and nurses frighten the children with it

when they cry. Some say it is the spirit of a cruel Moorish

king who killed his six sons, and buried them in these vaults,

and that they hunt him at nights in revenge."

Mateo went on to tell many particulars about this redoubt-

able hobgoblin, which has, in fact, been time out of mind a

favorite theme of nursery tale and popular tradition in Gra-

nada, and is mentioned in some of the antiquated guide-

books. "When he had finished, we passed on, skirting the

fruitful orchards of the Generaliffe; among the trees of

which two or three nightingales were pouring forth a rich
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strain of melody. Behind these orchards we passed a num-
ber of Moorish tac^, with a door cut into the rocky bosom
of the hill, but closed up. These tanks Mateo informed me
were favorite bathing-places of himself and his comrades in

boyhood, until frightened away by a story of a hideous Moor,

who used to issue forth from the door in the rock to entrap

unwary bathers.

Leaving these haunted tanks behind us, we pursued our

ramble up a solitary mule-path that wound among the hills,

and soon found ourselves amid wild and melancholy moun-
tains, destitute of trees, and here and there tinted with scanty

verdure. Everything within sight was severe and sterile,

and it was scarcely possible to realize the idea that but a
short distance behind us was the Generaliffe, with its bloom-

ing orchards and terraced gardens, and that we were in the

vicinity of delicious Granada, that city of groves and foun-

tains. But such is the nature of Spain—wild and stem the

moment it escapes from cultivation, the desert and the gar-

den are ever side by side.

The narrow defile up which we were passing is called,

according to Mateo, el Bairanco de la Tiraja, or the ravine

of the jar.

"And why so, Mateo?" inquired I. * - - "'
'

"Because, sefior, a jar full of Moorish gold was found

here in old times." The brain of poor Mateo is continually

running upon these golden legends.

"But what is the meaning of the cross I see yonder upou
a heap of stones in that narrow part of the ravine?"

"Oh I that's nothing—a muleteer was murdered there

some years since." - - ..,.!. .>.> /,

**So then, Mateo, you have robbers and murderers even

at the gates of the Alhambra.

"

•

"Not at present, senor—that was formerly, when there

used to be many loose fellows about the fortress ; but they've

all been weeded out. Not but that the gypsies, who Uve in

caves in the hillsides just out of the fortress, are, many of

them, fit for anything ; but we have had no murder about
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here for a long time past. The man who murdered the

muleteer was hanged in the fortress.''

Our path continued up the barranco, with a bold, rugged
height to our left, called the Silla del Moro, or chair of the

Moor; from a tradition that the unfortunate Boabdil lied

thither during a popular insurrection, and remained all day
seated on the rocky summit, looking mournfully down upon
his factious city. ^' -,r ? i. ,

We at length arrived on the highest part of the promon-

tory above Granada, called the Moimtain of the Sun. The
evening was approaching; the setting sun just gilded the

loftiest heights. Here and there a solitary shepherd might
be descried driving his flock down the declivities to be folded

for the night, or a muleteer and his lagging animals thread-

ing some moimtain path, to arrive at the city gates before

nightfall.

Presently the deep tones of the cathedral bell came swell-

ing up the defiles, proclaiming the hour of Oracion, or prayer.

The note was responded to from the belfry of every church,

and from the sweet bells of the convents among the moun-
tains. The shepherd paused on the fold of the hill, the mule-

teer in the midst of the road ; each took off his hat, and re-

mained motionless for a time, murmuring his evening prayer.

There is always something solemn and pleasing in this cus-

tom ; by which, at a melodious signal, every hiunan being

throughout the land recites, at the same moment, a tribute

of thanks to God for the mercies of the day. It diffuses a
transient sanctity over the land, and the sight of the sun

sinking in all his glory adds not a little to the solemnity of

the scene. In the present instance, the effect was height-

ened by the wild and lonely nature of the place.* We were

on the naked and broken summit of the haunted Mountain

of the Sun, where ruined tanks and cisterns, and the mould-

enng foundations of extensive buildings, spoke of former

populousness, but where all was now sihmt mid desolate.

As we were wandering among thr^so traces of old times,

Mateo pointed out to me a circular pit that seem< d to pene-
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trate deep into the bosom of the mountain. It was evidently

a deep well, dug by the Lidefatigable Moors, to obtain their

favorite element in its greatest purity. Mateo, however, had

a different story, and much more to his humor. This was,

according to tradition, an entrance to the subterranean cav-

erns of the mountain, in which Boabdil and his court lay

bound in magic spell; and from whence they sallied forth at

night, at allotted times, to revisit their ancient abodes.

The deepening twilight, which in this climate is of such

short duration, admonished us to leave this haunted ground.

As we descended the mountain defiles, there was no longer

hwdsman or muleteer to be seen, nor anything to be heard

but oiur own footsteps and the lonely chirping of the cricket.

The shadows of the valleys grew deeper and deeper, until all

was dark around us. The lofty summit of the Sierra Nevada
alone retained a lingering gleam of daylight, its snowy peaks

glaring against the dark blue firmament ; and seeming close

to us, from the extreme purity of the atmosphere.

^*How near the Sierra looks this evening!" said Mateo,

**it seems as if you could touch it with your hand, and yet it

is many long leagues off." While he was speaking a star

appeared over the snowy summit of the mountain, the only

one yet visible in the heavens, and so pure, so large, so bright

and beautiful as to call forth ejaculations of delight from

honest Mateo.

"Que luoero hermosol—que daro y limpio esl—no pueda
ser lucero mas brillante!" - '

(What a beautiful star! how clear and lucid!—^no star

could be more brilliant!) ,, •. •

I have often remarked this sensibility of the common peo-

ple of Spain to the cliarms of natural objects. The luster of

a star—the beauty or frtigrance of a flower—the crystal purity

of a fountain, will inspire them with a kind of poetical de-

light—and then what euphonious words their magnificent

language affords, with which to give utterance to their

transports! ' -^'r' >- ' i' '.'ir. in: _ 'ii m >).<.• >. /j ',. - ;,.

"But what lights are those, Mateo, which I see twink-
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ling along the Sierra Nevada, just below the snowy region,

and which might be taken for stars, only that they are ruddy

and against the dark side of the mountain?"

"Those, senor, are fires made by the men who gather

snow and ice for the supply of Granada. They go up every

afternoon with mules and asses, and take turns, some to rest

and warm themselves by the fires, while others fill their pan-

niers with ice. They then set off down the mountain, so as

to reach the gates of Granada before sunrise. That Sierra

Nevada, senor, is a lump of ice in the middle of Andalusia,

to keep it all cool in summer."
It was now completely dark; we were passing through

the barranco where stood the cross of the murdered mule-

teer, when I beheld a number of lights moving at a distance

and apparently advancing up the ravine. On nearer ap-

proach they proved to be torches borne by a train of uncouth

figures arrayed in black ; it would have been a procession

dreary enough at any time, but was peculiarly so in this wild

and solitary place.

Mateo drew near and told me in a low voice that it was
a funeral train bearing a corpse to the burying ground among
the hills.

As the procession passed by, the lugubrious light of the

torches, falling on the rugged features and funereal weeds of

the attendants, had the most fantastic effect, but was per-

fectly ghastly as it revealed the countenance of the corpse,

v^hich, according to Spanish custom, was borne uncovered

on an open bier. I remained for some time gazing after the

dreary train as it wound up the dark defile of the mountain.

It put me in mind of the old story of a procession of demons,

bearing the body of a sinner up the crater of Stromboli.

"Ah, senor," cried Mateo, "I could tell you a story of a

procession once seen among these mountains—but then you

would laugh at me, and say it was one of the legacies of my
grandfather the tailor."

"By no means, Mateo. There is nothing I relish more

than a marvelous tale."

* * ^4 Vol. II.
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**"Well, senor, it is about one of those very men we have

been talking of, who gather snow on the Sierra Nevada.

You must know that a great many years since, in my grand-

father's time, there was an old fellow, Tio Nicolo by name,
who had filled the panniers of his mules with snow and ice,

and was returning down the mountain. Being very drowsy,

he mounted upon the mule, and soon falling asleep, went
with his head nodding and bobbing about from side to side,

while his sure-footed old mule stepped along the edge of

precipices, and down steep and broken barrancos just as safe

and steady as if it had been o i plain ground. At length Tio

Nicolo awoke, and gazed about him, and rubbed his eyes

—

and in good truth he had reasm—the moon shone almost as

bright as day, and he saw the city below him, as plain as

your hand, and shining with its white buildings like a silver

platter in the moonshine ; but lord ! senor !—it was nothing

like the city he left a few hours before. Instead of the ca-

thedral with its great dome and turrets, and the churches

with their spires, and the convents with their pinnacles all

surmounted with the blessed cross, he saw nothing but Moor-

ish mosques, and minarets, and cupolas, all topped off with

glittering crescents, such as you see on the Barbary flags.

"Well, senor, as you may suppose, Tio Nicolo was mightily

puzzled at all this, but while he was gazing down upon the

city, a great aimj' came marching up the mountain; wind-

ing along the ravines, sometimes in the moonshine, some-

times in the shade. As it dr^w nigh, he saw that there were

horse and foot, all in Moorish armor. Tio Nicolo tried to

scramble out of their way, but his old mule stood stockstill

and refused to budge, trembling at the same time like a leaf

—for dumb beasts, senor, are just as much frightened at

such things as human beings. Well, senor, the hobgoblin

army came marching by : there were men that seemed to

blow trumpets, and others to beat drums and strike cymbals,

yet never a sound did they make ; they all moved on without

the least noise, just as I have seen painted armies move
across the stage in the theater of Granada, and all looked as
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pale as death. At last in the rear of the army, between two
black Moorish horsemen, rode the grand inquisitor of Gra-
nada, on a mule as white as snow. Tio Nicolo wondered to

see him in such company ; for the inquisitor was famous for

his hatred of Moors, and indeed of all kinds of infidels, Jews
and heretics, and used to hunt them out with fire and scourge

—however, Tio Nicolo felt himself safe, now that there was
a priest of such sanctity at hand. So, making the sign of

the cross, he called out for his benediction, when—hombre

!

he received a blow that sent him and his old mule over the

edge of a steop bank, down which they rolled, head over

heels, to ihe bottom. Tio Nicolo did not come to his senses

until loBg after sunrise, when he found himself at the bot-

tom of a deep ravine, his mule grazing beside him, and his

panniers of snow completely melted. He crawled back to

Granada sorely bruised and battered, and was glad to find

the city looking as usual, with Christian churches and crosses.

When he told the story of his night's adventure every one

laughed at him : some said he had dreamed it all, as he dozed

on his mule, others thought it all a fabrication of his own.

But what was strange, senor, and made people afterwai*d

think more seriously of the matter, was that the grand in-

quisitor died within the year. I have often heard my grand-

father, the tailor, say that there was more meant by that

hobgoblin army bearing off the resemblance of the priest

than folkh3 dared to surmise."

*'Thon you would insinuate, friend Mateo, thf.t there is

a kind of Mov^rish limbo, or purgatory, in the bowels of these

mountains ; to which the padre inquisitor was borne off.
'

'

"God forbid—senor I—I know nothing of the matter—

I

only relate what I heard from my grandfather."

By the time Mateo had finished the tale which I have

more succinctly related, and which was interlarded with

many comments, and spun out with minute details, we
reached the gate of the Alhambra.
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THE COURT OF LIONS

The peculiar charm of this old dreamy palace is its

power of calling up vague reveries and picturings of the

past, and thus clothing naked realities with the illusions of

the memory and the imagination. As I delight to walk in

these "vain shadows," I am prone to seek those parts of the

Alhambra which are most favorable to this phantasmagoria

of the mind ; and none are more so than the Couii; of Lions

and its surrounding halls. Here the hand of time t as fallen

the lightest, and the traces of Moorish elegance and »pl» '^dor

exist in almost their original brilliancy. Earthquakes have

shaken the foundations of this pile, and rent its rudest towers,

yet see—not one of those slender columns has been displaced,

not an arch of that light and fragile colonnade has given

way, and all the fairy fretwork of these domes, apparently

as unsubstantial as the crystal fabrics of a morning's frost,

yet exist after the lapse of centuries, almost as fresh as if

from the hand of the Moslem artist.

I write in the midst of these mementos of the past, in the

fresh hour of early morning, in the fated hall of the Aben-

cerrages. The blood-stained fountain, the legendary monu-
ment of their massacre, is before me; the lofty jot almost

casts its dew upon my paper. How difficult to reconcile the

ancient tale of violence and blood with the gentle and pejice-

ful scene around. Everything here appears calculated to in-

spire kind and happy feelings, for everything is delicate and
beautiful. The very light falls tenderly from above, through

the lantern of a dome tinted and wrought as if by fairy hands.

Through the ample and fretted arch of the portal, I behold

\>\h' Cccir? of Lions, with brilliant sunshine gleaming along

it« Ci i nnauos and sparkling in its fountains. The lively



T^e /tll^ambra 77

swallow dives into the court, and then surging upward darts

a way twittering over the roof ; the busy bee toils hiuuming
atuoiiff the flower beds, and painted butterflies hover from

Ijhint to plant, and flutter up, and sport with each other in

the sunny air.—It needs but a slight exertion of the fancy to

])i( ture some pensive beauty of the hurem, loitering in these

sv hilled haunts of Oriental luxury.

He, however, who would behold this scene imder an aspect

moie in unson with its fortunes, let him come when the shad-

ows of evening temper the brightness of the court and throw
a {4 loom into the surrounding halls—then nothing can be

more serenely melancholy, or more in harmony with the tale

of dciparted grandeur.

At such times I am apt to seek the Hall of Justice, whose
deej) shadowy arcades extend across the upper end of the

court. Heixj were performed, in presence of Ferdinand and
Isabella, and their triumphant court, t^e pompous ceremonies

of hif^li-mass, on taking possession of the Alhambra. The
vi'r>' cross is still to be seen upon the wall, where the altar

waa erected, and where ofiiciated the grand cardinal of Spain,

aii<l others ' f *^^he highest religious dignitaries of the land.

I pictur ) to myself the scene when this place was filled

with the cc iquering host, that mixture of mitered prela+«,

and hliorn n.onk, and steel-clad knight, and silken courtier:

when crosse; ' and croziers and religious standards were min-

gletl w^ith proud armorial ensigns and the banners of the

haiv'i;iity chiefs of Spain, and flaunted in triumph through

theso Moslem halls. I picture t myself Columbus, the

futiio discoverer of a world, taV ig his modest stand in

a iciiiote comer, the humble and eglected spectator of the

pagMmt. I see in imagination the Catholic sovereigns pros-

trating themselves before the alt and pouring forth thanks

ti)! liie'T victory, while the vai - resound witli sacred min-

strel ^y and the deep-toned Te Leum.
'I.Mie transient illusion is over—the pageant melts from the

fancy—monarch, priest and warrior return into oblivion, with

the poor Moslems over whom they exulted. Tiie hall of their



78 U/orl'.s of \I/aB\)lT)^toT) Irulp^

V

I :

1^ I

ii:

T'

1 ,|.

.^*'

W i.

i\^'^'

B' i

,i
•

.1ft

it' -

ill

triumph is waste and desolate. The bat flits about its twi-

light vaults, and the owl hoots from the neighboring tower
of Comares. The Court of the Lions has also its share if

supernatural legends. I have already mentioned the belief

in the murmuring of voices and clanking of chains, made at

night by tiie spirits of the murdered Abencerrap-es. Mateo
Ximenes, a few evenings since, at one of the ga. lorings in

Dame Antonia's apartment, related a fact which happened
within the knowledge of his grandfather, the legendary

tailor. There was an invalid soldier, who had charge of the

Aihambra to show it to strangers. As he was one evening

about twilight passing through the Court of Lions, he heard

footsteps in the Hall of the Abencerrages. Supposing some
loungers to be lingering there, he advanced to attend upon
them, when, *o his astonishment, he beheld four Moors richly

dressed, with gilded cuirasses and scimiters, and poniards

glittering with precious stones. They were walking to and
fro with solemn pace, but paused and beckoned to him. Tiie

old soldier, however, took to flight ; and could never after-

ward be prevailed upon to enter the Aihambra. Thus it is

that men sometimeb turn their bav ks upon fortune ; for it is

the firm opinion of Mateo that the Moors intended to reveal

the place where their treasures lay buried. A successor to the

invalid soldier was more knowing ; he came to the Aihambra
poor, but at the end of a year went off to Malaga, bought

horses, set up a carriage, and still lives there, one of the

riclie^^t as well an oldest men of the place : all which, Mateo
sagely surmises, was in consequence of his finding out the

golden secret of these phantom Moors.

On entering the Court of the Lions, a few evenings since,

I was startled at beholding a turbaned Moor quietly seated

near the fountain. It seemed, for a moment, as if one of the

stories of Mateo Ximenes were realized, and some ancient

inhabitant of the Aihambra had broken the spell of centuries

and become visible. It proved, however, to be a mere or-

dinary mortal; a native of Tetuan in Barbary, who had a

shop in the Zacatin of Granada, where he sold rhubarb,
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trinkets and perfumes. As he spoke Spanish fluently, I was
enabled to hold conversation with him, and foimd him shrewd
and intelligent. He told me that he came up the hill occa-

sionally in the summer to pass a part of the day in the Al-

hambra, which reminded him of the old palaces in Barbary,

which were built and adorned in similar style, though with

less magnificence.

As we walked about the palace he pointed out several of

the Arabic inscriptions as possessing much poetic beauty.

"Ah! senor," said he, '*when the Moors held Granada^

they were a gayer people than they are nowadays. They
thought only of love, of music, and of poetry. They made
stanzas upon every occasion and set them all to music. He
who could make the best verses, and she who had the most

tuneful voice, might be sure of favor and preferment. In

those days, if any one asked for bread the reply was, *Make
me a couplet* ; and the poorest beggar, if he begged in rhyme,

would often be rewarded with a piece of gold."

"And is the popular feehng for poetry,'* said I, "entirely

lost among you?*'

"By no means, senor; i/.'o people of Barbary, even those

of the lower classes, still make couplets, and good ones too,

as in the old time, but talent is not rewarded as it was then

:

the rich prefer the jingle of their gold to the sound of poetry

or music.*'

As he was talking, his eye caught one of the inscriptions

that foretold perpetuity to the power and glory of the Moslem
monarchs, the masters of the pile. He shook his head and
shrugged his shoulders as he interpreted it. "Such might

have been the case,*' said he; "the Moslems might still have

been reigning in the Alhambra, had not Boabdil been a

traitor and given up his capitol to the Christians. The
Spanish monarchs would never have been able to conquer

it by open force."

I endeavored to vindicate the memory of the unlucky

Boabdil from this aspersion, and to show that the dissensions

which led to the downfall of the Moorish throne originated
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in the cruelty of his tiger-hearted father; but the Moor would

admit of no palliation.

"Abul Hassan,'* said he, "might have been cruel, but he

was brave, vigilant and patriotic. Had he been properly

seconded, Granada would still have been ours ; but his son

Boabdil thwarted his plans, crippled his power, sowed treason

in IiIh palace and dissension in his camp. May the curse of

God light upon him for his treachery." With these words
the Moor left the Alhambra.

The indignation of my turbaned companion agrees with

an anecdote related by a friend, who, in the course of a tour

in Barbary, had an interview with the Pasha of Tetuan.

The Moorish governor was particular in his inquiries about

the soil, the climate and resources of Spain, and especially

concerning the favored regions of Andalusia, the delights of

Granada and the remains of its royal palace. The rephes

awakened all those fond recollections, so deeply cherished by
the Moors, of the power and splendor of their ancient empire

in Spain. Turning to his Moslem attendants, the pasha
stroked his beard, and broke forth in passionate lamentations

that such a scepter should have fallen from the sway of true

beliovers. He consoled himself, however, with the persua-

sion that the power and prosperity of the Spanish nation

were on the decline ; that a time would come when the Moors
would revf 'iquer their rightful domains; and that the day
was, i)erha;s, not far distant, when Mohammedan worship

would again be offered up in the mosque of Cordova, and a

Mohammedan prince sit on his throne in the Alhambra.

Such is the general aspiration and belief among the Moors
of Barbary; who consider Spain, and especially Andalusia,

their rightful heritage, of which they have been despoiled by

troac'liery and violence. These ideas are fostered and per-

petuated by the descendants of the exiled Moors of Granada,

scuttoied among the cities of Barbary. Several of these reside

in 'rdiian, preserving their ancient names, such as Paez and

Medina, and refraining from intermarriage with any fami-

lies who cannot claim the same high origin. Their vaunted

i if
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lineage is regarded with a degree of popular deference rarely

shown in Mohammedan communities to any hereditary dis-

tinction except in the royal line.

These famiUes, it is said, continue to sigh after the terres-

trial paradise of their ancestors, and to ^.ut up prayers in

their mosques on Fridays, imploring Allah to hasten the time

when Granada shall be restored to the faithful ; an event to

which they look forward as fondly and confidently as did the

Christian crusaders to the recovery of the Holy Sepulcher.

Nay, it is added, that some of them retain the ancient maps
and deeds of the estates and gardens of their ancestors at

Granada, and even the keys of the houses ; holding them as

evidences of their hereditary claims, to be produced at the

anticipated day of restoration.

BOABDIL EL CHICO

My conversation with the Moor in the Court of Lions wet

me to musing on the singular fate of Boabdil. Never was
surname more applicable than that bestowed upon him by

his subjects, of '*E1 Zogoybi," or **the unlucky." His mis-

fortunes began almost in his cradle. In his tender youth he

was imprisoned and menaced with death by an inhuman
father, and only escaped through a mother's stratagem; in

after years his life was imbittered and repeatedly endangered

by the hostilities of a usurping uncle; his reign was dis-

tracted by external invasions and internal feuds; he was
alternately the foe, the prisoner, the friend, and always the

dupe of Ferdinand, until conquered and dethroned by the

mingled craft and force of that perfidious monarch. An
exile from his native land, he took refuge with one of the

princes of Africa, and fell obscurely in battle fighting in the

cause of a stranger. His misfortunes ceased not with his

death. If Boabdil cherished a desire to leave an honorable
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name on the historic page, how cruelly has he heen de-

frauded of his hopes. Who is there that has turned the least

attontion to the romantic history of the Moorish domination

ill S})' in, without kindling with indignation at the alleged

atrocities of Boabdil? Who has not been touched with the

wo»»s of his lovely and gentle queen, subjected by him to a

trial of life and death on a false charge of infidelity? Who
has not been shocked by the alleged murder of his sister and
her two children in a transport of passion? Who has not felt

his Ijlood boil at the inhuman massacre of the gallant Aben-
cerrages, thirty-six of whom, it is atfirmed, he caused to be

beheaded in the Court of the Lions? All these charges have
been reiterated in various forms; they have passed into

ballads, dramas and romances, until they have taken too

thorough possession of the public mind to be eradicated.

There is not a forei^er of education that visits the

Alhainbra, but asks for the fountain where the Abencerrages

were beheaded; and gazes with horror at the grated gallery

wluno the (jueen is said to have been confined; not a peasant

of the Vega or the Sierra, but sings the story in rude couplets

to the accompaniment of his guitar, while his hearers learn

to execrate the very name of Boabdil.

Never, however, was name more foully and unjustly

slandered. I have examined all the authentic chronicles

and letters written by Spanish authors contemporary with

Boabilil ; some of whom were in the confidence of the Catholic

sovereigns, and actually present in the camp throughout the

war ; I have examined all the Arabian authorities I could get

access to through the medium of translation, and can find

nothing to justify these dark and hateful accusations.

Tlie whole of these tales may be traced to a work com-

monly called **The Civil Wars of Granada," containing a

pre tt'Tided history of the feuds of the Zegries and Abencei-

raj.',< s duiing the last struggle of the Moorish empire. This

woi '. appeared originally in Spanish, and professed to be

translated from the Arabic by one Gines Perez de Hita, an
inlial»itant of Murcia. It has since passed into various Ian-

J
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guages, and Floria as taken from it much of the fable

of his Gonsalvo of Cordova. It has, in a great measure,

usurped the authority of real history, and is currently be-

lieved by the people and especially the peasantry of Granada.
The whole of it, however, is a mass of fiction, mingled with

a few disfigured truths, which give it an air of veracity. It

bears internal evidence of its falsity, the manners and cus-

toms of the Moors being extravagantly misrepresented in it,

and scenes depicted totally incompatible with their habits

and their faith, and which never could have been recorded

by a Mahometan writer.

I confess there seems to me something almost criminal in

the willful perversions of this work. Great latitude is un-

doubtedly to be allowed to romantic fiction, but there are

limits which it must not pass, and the names of the distin-

guished dead, which belong to history, are no more to be

calumniated than those of the illustrious living. One would
have thought, too, that the unfortunate Boabdil had suf-

fered enough for his justifiable hostility to Spaniards, by

being stripped of his kingdom, without having his name
thus wantonly traduced and rendered a by-word and a

theme of infamy in his native land and in the very mansion

of his fathers 1

It is not intended hereby to aflirm that the transactions

imputed to Boabdil are totally without historic fecundation,

but as far as they can be traced they appear to have been

the arts of his father, Abul Hassan, who is represented, by

both Christian and Arabian chroniclers, as being of a cruel

and ferocious nature. It was he who put to death the cava-

liers of the illustrious line of the Abencerrages, upon sus-

picion of their being engaged in a conspiracy to dispossess

him of his throne.

The story of the accusation of the queen of Boabdil, and

of her confinement in one of the towers, may also be traced

to an incident in the life of his tiger-hearted father. Abul
Hassan, in his advanced age, married a beautiful Christian

captive of noble descent, who took the Moorish appellation of
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Zorayda, by whom he had two sons. She was of an ambi-

tious spirit and anxious that her children should succeed to

the crown. For this purpose she worked upon the suspicious

tempei of the king, inflaming him with jealousies of his chil-

dren by his other wives and concubines, whom she accused

of plotting against his throne and life. Some of them were
slain by the ferocious father. Ayxa la Horra, the virtuous

mother of Boabdil, who had once been his cherished favorite,

became likewise the object of his suspicion. He confined her

and her son in the tower of Comares, and would have sacri-

ficed Boabdil to his fury, but that his tender mother lowered

him from the tower, in the night, by means of the scai'fs of

herself and her attendants, and thus enabled him to escape

to Guadix.

Such is the only shadow of a foundation that I can find

for the story of the accused and captive queen ; and in this

it appears that Boabdil was the persecuted instead of the

persecutor.

Throughout the while of his brief, turbulent and disas-

trous reign, Boabdil gives evidences of a mild and amiable

character. He in the first instance won the hearts of the

people by his afiPable and gracious manners ; he was always

peaceable, and never inflicted any severity of punishment

upon those who occasionally rebelled against him. He was
personally brave, but he wanted moral courage, and in times

of difficulty and perplexity was wavering and irresolute.

This feebleness of spirit hastened his downfall, while it de-

prived him of that heroic grace which would have given a

grandeur and dignity to his fate, and rendered him worthy

of closing the splendid drama of the Moslem domination in

Spain.
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MEMENTOS OF BOABDIL

While my mind was still warm with the subject of the

unfortunate Boabdil, I set forth to trace the mementos con-

nected with his story, which yet exist in this scene of his

sovereignty and his misfortunes. In the picture gallery of

the Palace of the Generaliffe hangs his portrait. The face

is mild, handsome and somewhat melancholy, with a fair

complexion and yellow hair ; if it be a true representation of

the man, he may have been wavering and uncertain, but

there is nothing of cruelty or unkindness in his aspect.

I next visited the dungeon wherein he was confined in his

youthful days, when his cruel father meditated his destruc-

tion. It is a vaulted room in the tower of Comares, under

the Hall of Ambassadors. A similar room, separated by a

narrow passage, was the prison of his mother, the virtuous

Ayxa la Horra. The walls are of prodigious thickness, and

the small windows secured by iron bars. A narrow stone

gallery, with a low parapet, extends round three sides of the

tower just below the windows, but at a considerable height

from the ground. From this gallery, it is presumed, the

queen lowered her son with the scarfs of herself and her

female attendants, during the darkness of night, to the hill-

side, at the foot of which waited a domestic with a fleet steed

to bear the prince to the mountains.

As I paced this gallery, my imagination pictured the anx-

iouS^ queen leaning over the parapet, and listening, with the

throbbings of a mother's heart, to the last echo of the horses'

hoofs, as her son scoured along the narrow valley of the

Darro.

My next search was for the gate by which Boabdil de-

parted from the Alhambra, when about to surrender his
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capital. With the melancholy caprice of a broken spirit,

he requested of the Catholic monarchs that no one afterward

might be permitted to pass through this gate. His prayer,

according to ancient chronicles, was complied with, through

the sympathy of Isabella, and the gate walled up. For some
time I inquired in vain for such a portal ; at length my hum-
ble attendant, Mateo, learned among the old residents of the

fortress that a ruinous gateway still existed, by which, ac-

cording to tradition, tha Moorish king had left the fortress,

but which had never been open within the memory of the

oldest inhabitant.

He conducted me to the spot. The gateway is in the

center of what was once an immense tower, called la Ton^e

de los Siete Suelos, or, the Tower of the Seven Moors. It

is a place famous in the superstitious stories of the neighbor-

hood, for being the scene of strange apparitions and Moorish

enchantments.

This once redoubtable tower is now a mere wreck, hav-

ing been blown up with gunpowder by the French when
they abandoned the fortress. Great masses of the wall lie

scattered about, buried in the luxuriant herbage, or over-

shadowed by vines and fig-trees. The arch of the gateway,

though rent by the shock, still remains; but the last wish of

poor Boabdil has been again, though unintentionally, ful-

filled, for the portal has been closed up by loose stones gath-

ered from the ruins, and remains impassable.

Following up the route of the Moslem monarch as it re-

mains on record, I crossed on horseback the hill of Les Mar-
tyrs, keeping along the garden of the convent of the same
name, and thence down a rugged ravine, beset by thickets

of aloes and Indian figs, and lined by caves and hovels

swarming with gypsies. It was the road taken by Boabdil

to avoid passing through the city. The descent was so steep

and broken that I was obliged to dismount and lead my
horse.

Emerging from the ravine, and passing by the Puerta de

los Molinos (the Gate of the Mills\ I issued forth upon the

m
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public promenade, called the Prado, and pursuing the course

of the Xenil, arrived at a small Moorish mosque, now con-

verted into th(( chapel or hermitage of San Sebastian. A
tablet on the wall relates that on this spot Boabdil surren-

dered the keys of Granada to the Castilian sovereigns.

From thence I rode slowly across the Vega to a village

where the family and household of the unhappy king had
awaited him : for he had sent them forward on the preceding

night from the Alhambra, that his mother and wife might
not participate in his personal humiliation, or be exposed to

the gaze of the conquerors.

Following on in the route of the melancholy band of royal

exiles, I arrived at the foot of a chain of barren and dreary

heights, forming the skirt of the Alpuxarra mountains.

From the summit of one of these the unfortunate Boabdil

took his last look at Granada. It bears a name expressive

of his sorrows—La Cuesta de las Lagrimas (the Hill of

Tears). Beyond it a sandy road winds across a rugged

cheerless waste, doubly dismal to the unhappy monarch,

as it led to exile; behind, in the distance, lies the "enameled

Vega," with the Xenil shining among its bowers, and Gra-

nada beyond.

I spurred my horse to the summit of a rock where Boab-

dil uttered his last sorrowful exclamation, as he turned his

eyes from taking their farewell gaze. It is still denominated

el ultimo suspiro del Moro (the last sigh of the Moor). "Who

can wonder at his anguish at being expelled from such a

kingdom and such an abode? With the Alhambra he seemed

to be yielding up all the honors of his line, and all the glories

and^ielights of life.

It was here, too, that his affliction was imbittered by the

reproach of his mother, Ayxa, who had so often assisted him
in times of peril, and had vainly sought to instil into him her

own resolute spirit. "You do well,'* said she, "to weep as

a woman over what you could not defend as a man 1"—

A

speech that savors more of the pride of the princess than the

tenderness of the mother.
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"When this anecdote was related to Charles V., by Bishop

Guevara, the emperor joined in the expression of scorn at the

weakness of the wavering Boabdil. **Had I been he, or he

been I," said the haughty potentate, *'I would rather have

made this Alhambra my sepulcher than have lived without a

kingdom in the Alpuxarras."

How easy it is for them in power and prosperity to preach

heroism to the vanquished! How little can they understand

that life itself may rise in value with the unfortunate when
naught but life remains.

THE TOWER OF LAS INFANTAS

In an evening's stroll up a narrow glen, overshadowed

by fig-trees, pomegranates and myrtles, that divides the land

of the fortress from those of the Generaliffe, I was struck

with the romantic appearance of a Moorish tower in the outer

wall of the Alhambra that rose high above the treetops, and

caught the ruddy rays of the setting sun. A solitary win-

dow, at a great height, commanded a view of the glen, and

as I was regarding it a young female looked out, with her

head adorned with flowers. She was evidently superior to

the usual class of people that inhabit the old towers of the

fortress ; and this sudden and picturesque glimpse of her re-

minded me of the descriptions of captive beauties in fairy

tales. The fanciful associations of my mind were increased

on being informed by my attendant, Mateo, that this was
the tower of the Princesses (la Torre de las Infantas), so cgtlled

from having been, according to tradition, the residence of the

daughters of the Moorish kings. I have since visited the

tower. It is not generally shown to strangers, though well

worthy attention, for the interior is equal for beauty of archi-

tecture and delicacy of ornament to any part of the palace.

The elegance of its central hall, with its marble fountain, its

lofty arches and richly fretted dome ; the arabesques and
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stucco work of the small, but well proportioned chambers,

though injured by time and neglect, all accord with the story

of its being anciently the abode of royal beauty.

The little old fairy queen who lives under the staircase of

the Alhambra, and frequents the evening tertulias of Dame
Autonia, tells some fanciful traditions about three Moorish

princesses who were once shut up in this tower by their

father, a tyrant king of Granada, and were only permitted

to ride out at night about the hills, when no one was per-

mitted to come in their way, under pain of death. They
still, according to her account, may be seen occasionally

when the moon is in the full, riding in lonely places along

the mountain side, on palfreys richly caparisoned, and spark-

ling with jewels, but they vanish on being spoken to.

—But before I relate anything further respecting these

princesses, the reader may be anxious to know something

about the fair inhabitant of the tower with her head dressed

with flowers, who looked out from the lofty window. She

proved to be the newly married spouse of the worthy adju-

tant of invalids; who, though well stricken in years, had
had the courage to take to his bosom a young and buxom
Andalusian damsel. May the good old cavalier be happy in

his choice, and find the tower of the Princesses a more secure

residence for female beauty than it seems to have proved in

the time of the Moslems, if we may believe the following

legend.

TPIE HOUSE OF THE WEATHERCOCK

On the brow of the lofty hill of the Albaycin, the highest

part of the city of Granada, stand the remains of what was
once a royal palace, founded shortly after the conquest of

Spain by the Arabs. It is now converted into a manufac-

tory, and has fallen into such obscurity that it cost me much
trouble to find it, notwithstanding that I had the assistance

of the sagacious and all-knowing Mateo Ximenes. This
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edifice still bears the name by which it has been known for

centuries ; namely, la Casa del Gallo de Viento ; that is, the

House of the "Weathercock.

It was so called from a bronze figure of a warrior on

horseback, armed with shield and spear, erected on one of

its turrets, and turning with every wind, bearing an Arabic

motto, which, translated into Spanish, was as follows

:

Dici el Sabio Aben Habuz,

Que asi se defiende el Anduluz.

In this way, says Aben Habuz the wise,

The Andalusian his foe defies.

This Aben Habuz was a captain who served in the invad-

ing army of Taric, and was left as alcayde of Granada. He
is supposed to have intended this warlike eflSgy as a perpet-

ual memorial to the Moorish inhabitants that, surrounded as

they were by foes, and subject to sudden invasion, their safety

depended upon being always ready for the field.

Other traditions, however, give a different account of this

Aben Habuz and his palace, and afiirm that his bronze horse-

man was originally a talisman of great virtue, though in

after ages it lost its magic properties and degenerated into

a weathercock. The following are the traditions alluded to.

If I
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THE LEGEND OF THE ARABIAN AS-
TROLOGER

In old times, many hundred years ago, there was a Moor-

ish king named Aben Habuz, who reigned over the kingdom
of Granada. He was a retired conqueror ; that is to say,

one who, having in his more youthful days led a life of con-

stant foray and depredation, now that he was grown old and
superannuated, "languished for repose," and desired nothing

more than to live at peace with all the world, to husband his
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laurels, and to enjoy in quiet the possessions he had wrested

from his neighbors.

It so happened, however, that this most reasonable and
pacific old monarch had young rivals to deal with—princes

full of his early passion for fame and fighting, and who had
some scores to settle which he had run up with their fathers;

he had also some turbulent and discontented districts of his

own territories among the Alpuxarra mountains, which, dur-

ing the days of his vigor, he had treated with a high hand

;

and which, now that he languished for repose, were prone

to rise in rebellion and to threaten to march to Gra-

nada and drive him from his throne. To make the mat-

ter worse, as Granada is surrounded by wild and craggy

mountains which hide the approach of an enemy, the un-

fortunate Aben Habuz was kept in a constant state of vigi-

lance and alarm, not knowing in what quarter hostilities

might break out.

It was in vain that he built watch-towers on the moun-
tains and stationed guards at every pass, with orders to

make fires by night and smoke by day, on the approach of

an enemy. His alert foes would baflfle every precaution,

and come breaking out of some unthought-of defile—rav-

age his lands beneath his very nose, and then make off

with prisoners and booty to the mountains. Was ever

peaceable and retired conqueror in a more uncomfortable

predicament

!

While the pacific Aben Habuz was harassed by these per-

plexities and molestations, an ancient Arabian physician

arrived at his court. His gray beard descended to his girdle,

and he had every mark of extreme age, yet he had traveled

almost the whole way from Egypt on foot, with no other aid

than a staff marked with hieroglyphics. His fame had pre-

ceded him. His name was Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ayub ; he was
said to have lived ever since the days of Mahomet, and to

be the son of Abu Ayub, the last of the companions of the

prophet. He had, when a child, followed the conquering

army of Amru into Egypt, where he had remained many
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years studying the dark sciences, and particularly magic,

among the Egyptian priests. It was moreover said that he

had found out the secret of prolonging life, by means of

whicli he had arrived to the great age of upward of two
centuries; though, as he did not discover the secret until

well stricken in years, he could only perpetuate his gray
hairs and wrinkles.

Tliis wonderful old man was very honorably entertained

by tlie king, who, like most superannuated monarchs, began
to take physicians into great favor. He would have assigned

him an apartment in his palace, but the astrologer preferred

a cave in the side of the hill which rises above the city of

Granada, being the same on which the Alhambra has since

been built. He caused the cave to be enlarged so as to form

a spacious and lofty hall with a circular hole at the top,

through which, as through a well, he could see the heavens

and behold the stars even at mid-day. The walls of this hall

were covered with Egyptian hieroglyphics, with cabalistic

symbols, and with the figures of the stars in their signs.

This hall he furnished with many implements, fabricated

under his direction by cunning artificers of Granada, but the

occult properties of which were only known to himself. In

a little while the sage Ibrahim became the bosom counselor

of tlio king, to whom he applied for advice in every emer-

gency. Aben Habuz was once inveighing against the in-

justice of his neighbors, and bewailing the restless vigilance

he had to observe to guard himself against their invasions.

When he had finished the astrologer remained silent for a
moment, and then replied, "Know, O king, that when I was
in Ejiypt I beheld a great marvel devised by a pagan priestess

of ol i. On a mountain above the city of Borsa, and over-

looking the great valley of the Nile, was a figure of a ram,

and ; bove it a figure of a cock, both of molten brass and
turiviiig upon a pivot. Whenever the country was threatened

wiih invasion, the ram would turn m the direction of the

enemy and the cock would crow; upon this the inhabitants

of 111 3 city knew of the danger, and of the quarter from
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which it was approaching, and could take timely notice to

guard against it."

*'God is great!*' exclaimed the pacific Aben Habuz;
"what a treasure would be such a ram to keep an eye upon

these mountains around me, and then such a cock to crow in

time of danger! Allah Achbar! how securely I might sleep

in my palace with such sentinels on the top!"

"Listen, O king," continued the astrologer gravely.

"When the victorious Amru (God's peace be upon him!)

conquered the city of Borsa, this talisman was destroyed;

but I was present and examined it, and studied its secret and

mystery, and can make one of like and even of greater

virtues."

"O wise son of Abu Ayub," cried Aben Habuz, "better

were such a talisman than all the watch-towers on the hills

and sentinels upon the borders. Give me such a safeguard

and the riches of my treasury are at thy command."
The astrologer immediately set to work to gratify the

wishes of the monarch, shutting himself up in his astrological

hall, and exerting the necromantic arts he had learned in

Egypt, he summoned to his assistance the spirits and demons
of the Nile. By his command they transported to his pres-

ence a mummy from a sepulchral chamber in the center of

one of the Pyramids. It was the mummy of the priest who
had aided by magic art in rearing that stupendous pile.

The astrologer opened the outer cases of the mummy and
unfolded its many wrappers. On the breast of the corpse

was a book written in Chaldaic characters. He seized it

with trembling hand, then returning the mummy to its case,

ordered the deiiions to transport it again to its dark and
silent sepulcher in the Pyramid, there to await the final day
of resurrection and judgment.

This book, say the traditions, was the book of knowledge
given by God to Adam after his fall. It had been handed
down from generation to generation, to King Solomon the

Wise, and by the aid of the wonderful secrets in magic and
art revealed in it he had built the temple of Jerusalem.
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How it had come into the possession of the builder of the

Pyramids, Ho only knows who knows all things.

Instructed by this mystic volume, and aided by the genii

which it subjected to his command, the astrologer soon

erected a great tower upon the top of the palace of Aben
Habuz, which stood on the brow of the hill of the Albaycin.

The tower was built of stones brought from Egypt, and

taken, it is said, from one of the Pyramids. In the upper

part of the tower was a circular hall, with windows looking

toward every point of the compass, and before each window
was a table, on which was arranged, as on a chess-board, a

mimic army of horse and foot, with the effigy of the poten-

tate that ruled in that direction ; all carved of wood. To
each of these tables there was a small lance, no bigger than

a bodkin, on which were engraved certain mysterious Chal-

daic characters. This hall was kept constantly closed by a

gate of brass with a great lock of steel, the key of which was
in possession of the king.

On the top of the tower was a bronze figure of a Moorish

horseman, fixed on a pivot, with a shield on one arm and his

lance elevated perpendicularly. The face of the horseman
was toward the city, as if keeping guard over it ; but if any
foe were at hand, the figure would turn in that direction and
would level the lance as if for action.

When this talisman was finished, Aben Habuz was all

impatient to try its virtues ; and longed as ardently for an
invasion as he had ever sighed after repose. His desire was
soon gratified. Tidings were brought early one morning, by
the sentinel appointed to watch the tower, that the face of

the brazen horseman was turned toward the mountains of

Elvira, and that his lance pointed directly against the pass

of Lope.

"Let the drums and trumpets sound to arms, and all

Granada be put on the alert," said Aben Habuz.

"O king," said the astrologer, "let not your city be dis-

quieted, nor your warriors called to arms ; we need no aid or

force to deliver you from your enemies. Dismiss your at-
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tendants and let us proceed alone to the secret hall of the

tower."

The ancient Aben Habuz mounted the staircawb jf the

tower, leaning on the arm of the still more ancient Ibrahim
Ebn Abu Ayub. They unlocked the brazen door and en-

tered. Tlie window that looked toward the pass of Lope was
open. "In this direction,'* said the astrologer, "lies the

danger—approach, O king, and behold the mystery of the

table."

King Aben Habuz approached the seeming chess-board,

on which were arranged the small wooden pjQfigies ; when lo

!

they were all in motion. The horses pranced and curveted,

the warriors brandished their weapons, and there was a

faint sound of drums and trumpets, and a clang of arms
and neighing of steeds, but all no louder, nor more distinct,

than the hum of the bee or summer-fly in the drowsy ear of

him who lies at noontide in the shade.

"Behold, king," said the astrologer, "a proof that thy

enemies are even now in the field. They must be advancing

through yonder mountains by the pass of Lope. Would
you produce a panic and confusion among them, and cause

them to abandon their enterprise and retreat without loss

of Ufe, strike these effigies with the butt end of this magic

lance ; but would you cause bloody feud and carnage among
them, strike with the point."

A livid streak passed across the countenance of the pacific

Aben Habuz; he seized the mimic lance with trembling

eagerness and tottered toward the table; his gray beard

wagged with chuckling exultation. "Son of Abu Ayub,"
exclaimed he, "I think we will have a little blood!"

So saying he thrust the magic lance into some of the

pigmy effigies, and belabored others with the butt end ; upon

which the former fell, as dead, upon the board, and the rest

turning upon each other, began, pell-mell, a chance medley

fight.

It was with difficulty the astrologer could stay the hand

of the most pacific of monarchs and prevent him from abso-
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lutely exterminating his foes. At length he prevailed upon

him to leave the tower, and to send out scouts to the moun-
tains by the pass of Lope.

They returned with the intelligence that a Christian army
had advanced through the heart of the Sierra, almost within

sight of Granada, when a dissension having broken out

among them, they had turned their weapons against each

other, and after much slaughter had retreated over the

border.

Aben Habuz was transported with joy on thus proving

the efficacy of the talisman. "At length," said he, "I shall

lead a life of tranquillity and have all my enemies in my
power. O wise son of Abu Ayub, what can I bestow on

thee in reward for such a blessing?"

"The wants of an old man and a philosopher, O king, are

few and simple—grant me but the means of fitting up my
cave as a suitable hermitage and I am content. '

'

"How noble is the moderation of the truly wise!" ex-

claimed Aben Habuz, secretly pleased at the cheapness of

the recompense. He summoned his treasurer and bade him
dispense whatever sums might be required by Ibrahim to

complete and furnish his hermitage.

The astrologer now gave orders to have various chambers
hewn out of the solid rock, so as to form ranges of apart-

ments connected with his astrological hall. These he caused

to be furnished with luxurious ottomans and divans ; and the

walls to be hung with the richest silks of Damascus. "I am
an old man," said he, "and can no longer rest my bones on
stone couches; and these damp walls require covering."

He also had baths constructed and provided with all kinds

of perfumery and aromatic oils; "for a bath," said he, "is

necessary to counteract the rigidity of age, and to restore

freshness and suppleness to the frame withered by study."

He caused the apartments to be hung with innumerable

silver and crystal lamps, which he filled with a fragrant oil

prepared according to a receipt discovered by him in the

tombs of Egypt. This oil was perpetual in its nature, and
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diffused a soft radiance like the tempered light of day. "The
light of the sun," said he, "is too garish and violent for the

eyes of an old man ; and the light of the lamp is more con-

genial to the studies of a philosopher."

The treasurer of King Aben Habuz groaned at the sums

daily demanded to fit up this hermitage, and he carried his

complaints to the king. The royal word, however, was
given—Aben Habuz shrugged his shoulders—"We must

have patience," said he; "this old man has taken his idea

of a philosophic retreat from the interior of the Pyramids and

the vast ruins of Egypt ; but all things have an end, and so

will the furnishing of his cavern."

The king was in the right, the hermitage was at length

completed and formed a sumptuous subterranean palace. "I

am now content," said Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ayub, to the

treasurer; "I will shut myself up in my cell and devote my
time to study. I desire nothing more—nothing—except a

trifling solace to amuse me at the intervals of mental

labor."

"O wise Ibrahim, ask what thou wilt; I am bound

to furnish all that is necessary for thy solitude."

"I would fain have then a few dancing women," said the

philosopher.

"Dancing women!" echoed the treasurer with surprise.

"Dancing women," replied the sage gravely; "a few will

suffice ; for I am an old man and a philosopher, of simple

habits and easily satisfied. Let them, however, be young

and fair to look upon—for the sight of youth and beauty is

refreshing to old age."

While the philosophic Ibrahim Ebn Ayub passed his time

thus sagely in his hermitage, the pacific Aben Habuz carried

on furious campaigns in effigy in his tower. It was a glori-

ous thing for an old man like himself, of quiet habits, to

have war made easy and to be enabled to amuse himself in

his chamber by brushing away whole armies like so many
swarms of flies. For a time he rioted in the indulgence of

his humors, and even taunted and insulted his neighbors to

* * *5 Vol. II.
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induce them to make incursions ; but by degrees they grew
wary from repeated disasters, until no one ventured to in-

vade his territories. For many months the bronze horseman

remained on the peace establishment with his lance elevated

in the air, and the worthy old monarch began to repine at

the want of his accustomed sport and to grow peevish at his

monotonous tranquillity.

At length, one day, the talismanic horseman veered sud-

denly round, and, lowering his lance, made a dead point

toward the mountains of Guadix. Aben Habuz hastened to

his tower, but the magic table in that direction remained

quiet—not a single warrior was in motion. Perplexed at the

circumstance, he sent forth a troop of horse to scour the

mountains and reconnoiter. They returned after three days'

absence. Rodovan, the captain of the troop, addressed the

king: "We have searched every mountain pass," said he,

*'but not a helm or spear was stirring. All that we have

found in the course of our foray was a Christian damsel of

surpassing beauty, sleeping at noontide beside a fountain,

whom we have brought away captive."

*'A damsel of surpassing beauty!" exclaimed Aben
Habuz, his eyes gleaming with animation: "let her be con-

ducted into my presence."—"Pardon me, O king!" replied

Rodovan, "but our warfare at present is scanty, and yields

but little harvest. I had hoped this chance gleaning would
have been allowed for my services."

"Chance gleaning!" cried Aben Habuz. "What!—

a

damsel of surpassing beauty ! By the head of my father ! it

is the choice fruits of warfare, only to be garnered up into

the royal keeping.—Let the damsel be brought hither in-

stantly."

The beautiful damsel was accordingly conducted into his

presence. She was arrayed in the Gothic style with all the

luxury of ornament that had prevailed among the Gothic

Spaniards at the time of the Arabian conquest. Pearls of

dazzling whiteness were entwined with her raven tresses;

and jewels sparkled on her forehead, rivaling the luster of
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her eyes. Around her neck was a golden chain, to which
was suspended a silver lyre which hung by her side.

The flashes of her dark refulgent eye were like sparks of

fire on the withered, yet combustible breast of Aben Habuz,

and set it in a flame. The swimming voluptuousness of her

gait made his senses reel- "Fairest of women," cried he,

with rapture, "who and wnat art thou?"

"The daughter of one of the Gothic princes who lately

ruled over this land. The armies of my father have been

destroyed as if by magic among these mountains, he has

been driven into exile and his daughter is a slave."

"Be comforted, beautiful princess—thou art no longer a

slave, but a sovereign; turn thine eyes graciously upon Aben
Habuz, and reign over him and his dominions."

"Beware, O king," whispered Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ayub;
"this may be some spirit conjured up by the magicians of

the Goths, and sent for thy vndoing. Or it may be one of

those northern sorceresses, who assume the most seducing

forms to beguile the unwary. Methinks I read witchcraft in

her eye and sorcery in every movement. Let my sovereign

beware—this must be the enemy pointed out by the talis-

man."—"Son of Abu Ayub," replied the king, "you are a

wise man and a conjurer, I grant—but you are little versed

in the ways of woman. In the knowledge of the sex, I will

yield to no man; no, not to the wise Solomon himself, not-

withstanding the number of his wives and his concubines.

As to this damsel, I see much comfort in her for my old

days, even such comfort as David, the father of Solomon,

found in the society of Abishag the Shunamite.

"

"Hearken, O king," rejoined the astrologer, suddenly

changing his tone—"I have given thee many triumphs over

thy enemies, and by means of my talisman, yet thou hast

never given me share of the spoils
;
grant me this one stray

captive to solace me in my retirement, and I am content.
'

'

"What!" cried Aben Habuz, "more women! hast thou

not already dancing women to solace thee—what more
wouldst thou desire."
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"Dancing women have I, it is true; but I have none that

sing; and music is a bahn to old age.—This captive. I per-

ceive, beareth a silver lyre, and must be skilled in minstrelsy.

Give her to me, I pray thee, to sooth my senses after the toil

of study."

The ire of the pacific monarch was kindled, and he loaded

the philosopher with reproaches. The latter retired indig-

nantly to his hermitage; but ere he departed, he again

warned the monarch to beware of his beautiful captive.

"Where, in fact, is the old man in love that will listen to

counsel? Aben Habuz had felt the full power of the witchery

of the eye and the sorcery of movement, and the more he

gazed the more he was enamored.

He resigned himself to the full sway of his passions. His

only study was how to render himself amiable in the eyes

of the Gothic beauty. He had not youth, it is true, to rec-

ommend him, but then he had riches : and when a lover is

no longer young he becomes generous. The Zacatin of

Granada was ransacked for the most precious merchandise

of the East. Silks, jewels, precious gems and exquisite per-

fumes, all that Asia and Africa yielded of rich and rare,

were lavished upon the princess. She received all as her

due, and regarded them with the indifference of one accus-

tomed to magnificence. All kinds of spectacles and festivi-

ties were devised for her entertainment ; minstrelsy, dancing,

tournaments, bull-fights.—Granada, for a time, was a scene

of perpetual pageant. The Gothic princess seemed to take

a delight in causing expense, as if she sought to drain the

treasures of the monarch. There were no bounds to her

caprice or to the extravagance of her ideas. Yet, notwith-

standing all this munificence, the venerable Aben Habuz
could not flatter himself that he had made any impression on

her heart. She never frowned on him, it is true, but she had

a singular way of baffling his tender advances. Whenever
he began to plead his passion, she struck her silver lyre.

There was a mystic charm in the sound : on hearing of it, an

irresistible drowsiness seized upon the superannuated lover,

h
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he fell asleep, and only woke when the temporary fumes of

passion had evaporated. Still the- dream of love had a be-

witching power over his senses; so he continued to dream on;

while all Granada scoffed at his infatuation and groaned at

tho treasures lavished for a song.

At length a danger burst over the head of Aben Habuz
a-i-iinst which his talisman yielded him no warning. A
rebollion broke out in the very heart of his capital ; headed

by the bold Rodovan. Aben Habuz was, for a time, be-

sieged in his palace, and it was not without the greatest

difficulty that he repelled his assailants and quelled the

insurrection.

He now felt himself compelled once more to resort to the

assistance of the astrologer. He found him still shut up in

his hermitage, chewing the cud of resentment. "O wise son

of Abu Ayub," said he, "what thou hast foretold, has, in

some sort, come to pass. This Gothic princess has brought

trouble and danger upon me."
"Is the king then disposed to put her away from him?'*

said the astrologer with animation.

"Sooner would I part v Ith my kingdom!" replied Aben
Habuz.

"What then is the need of disturbing me in my philo-

sophical retirement?" said the astrologer, peevishly.

"Be not angry, O sagest of philosophers. I would fain

have one more exertion of thy magic art. Devise some
means by which I may be secure from internal treason, as

well as outward war—some safe retreat, where I may take

refuge and be at peace."

The astrologer ruminated for a moment, and a subtle

gkam shone from his eye under his bushy eyebrows.

"Thou hast heard, no doubt, O king," said he, **of

thj palace and garden of Irem, whereof mention is

111 ule in that chapter of the Koran entitled 'the dawn of

d:iy.'"

"I have heard of that garden—marvelous things are

iclated of it by the pilgrims who visit Mecca, but I have
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thought them wild fables, such as those are prone to teU who
visit remote regions.'*

*' Listen, O king, and thou shalt know the mystery of that

garden. In my younger days I was in Arabia the Happy,

tending my father's camels. One of them strayed away
from the rest and was lost. I searched for it for several days

about the deserts of Aden, until, wearied and faint, I laid

myself down and slept under a palm tree by the side of a

scanty well. When I awoke, I found myself at the gate of

a city. I entered and beheld noble streets and squares and

market places, but all were silent and without an inhabitant.

I wandered on until I came to a sumptuous palace, with a

garden adorned with fountains and fish-ponds; and groves

and flowers; and orchards laden with delicious fruit; but

still no one was to be seen. Upon which, appalled at this

loneliness, I hastened to depart, and, after issuing forth at

the gate of the city, I turned to look upon the place, but it

was no longer to be seen, nothing but the silent desert ex-

tended before my eyes.
'

' In the neighborhood I met with an aged dervise, learned

in the traditions and secrets of the land, and related to him

what had befallen me. *This,' said he, 'is the far famed

garden of Irem, one of the wonders of the desert. It only

appears at times to some wanderer like thyself, gladdening

him with the sight of towers and palaces, and garden walls

overhung with richly laden fruit trees, an'' then vanishes,

leaving nothing but a lonely desert.—And this is the story

of it : In old times, when this country was inhabited by the

Addiles, King Sheddad, the son of Ad, the great-grandson

of Noah, founded here a splendid city. When it was fin-

ished, and he saw its grandeur, his heart was puffed up with

pride and arrogance, and he determined to build a royal

palace, with gardens that should rival all that was related in

the Koran of the celestial paradise. But the curse of heaven

fell upon him for his presumption. He and his subjects

were swept from the earth, and his splendid city, and palace,

and garden, were laid under a perpetual spell, that hides
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them from the human sight, excepting that they are seen at

intervals; by way of keeping his sin in perpetual remem-
brance.'

"This story, O king, and the wonders I had seen, ever

dwell in my mind, and, in after years, when I had been in

Egypt and made myself master of all kinds of magic spells,

I determined to return and visit the garden of Irem. I did

so, and found it revealed to my instructed sight. I took pos-

session of the palace of Sheddad, and passed several days in

his mock paradise. The genii who watch over the place

were obedient to my magic power, and revealed to me the

spells by which the whole garden had been, as it were, con-

jured into existence, and by which it was rendered invisible.

Such spells, O king, are within the scope of my art. What
sayest thou? "Wouldst thou have a palace and garden like

those of Irem, filled with all manner of delights, but hidden

from the eyes of mortals?"

"O wise son of Abu Ayub,*' exclaimed Aben Hazub,

trembling with eagerness, "contrive me such a paradise,

and ask any reward, even to the half of my kingdom."

"Alas," replied the other, "thou knowest I am an old

man and a philosopher, and easily satisfied ; all the reward

I ask is the first beast of burden, with its load, that shall

enter the magic portal of the palace."

The monarch gladly agreed to so moderate a stipulation

and the astrologer began his work. On the summit of the

hill immediately above his subterranean hermitage he caused

a great gateway or barbican to be erected ; opening through

the center of a strong tower. There was an outer vestibule

or porch with a lofty arch, and within it a portal secured by
massive gates. On the key-stone of the portal the astrologer,

with his own hand, wrought the figure of a huge key, and on

the key-stone of the outer arch of the vestibule, which was
loftier than that of the portal, he carved a gigantic hand.

These were potent talismans, over which he repeated many
sentences in an unknown tongue.

When this gateway was finished, he shut himself up for
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two days in his astrological hall, engaged in secret incanta-

tit)]is : on the third he ascended the hill and passed the whole

day on its summit. At a late hour of the night he came
dovvii and presented himself before Aben Habuz. "At
length, O king," said he, "my labor is accompHshed. On
the summit of the hill stands one of the most delectable

palaces that ever the head of man devised or the heart of

man <lesired. It contains sumptuous halls and galleries,

delicious gardens, cool fountains and fragrant baths; in a

word, the whole mountain is converted into a paradise.

Like the garden of Irem, it is protected by a mighty charm,

which hides it from the view and search of mortals, excepting

such as possess the secret of its talismans."

"Enough," cried Aben Habuz, joyfully; "to-morrow
morning, bright and early, we will ascend and take posses-

sion." The happy monarch scarcely slept that night.

Scarcely had the rays of the sun begun to play about the

snowy summit of the Sierra Nevada, when he mounted his

steed, and, accompanied only by a few chosen attendants,

ascended a steep and narrow road leading up the hill. Beside

him, on a white palfrey, rode the Gothic princess, her dress

sparkling with jewels, while roimd her neck was suspended

her silver lyre. The astrologer walked on the other side of

the king, assisting his steps with his hieroglyphic staff, for

he never mounted steed of any kind.

Aben Habuz looked to see the towers of the promised

palace brightening above him and the embowered terraces of

its gardens stretching along the heights, but as yet nothing

of the kind was to be descried. "That is the mystery and
safeguard of the place," said the astrologer, "nothing can be

discerned until you have passed the spell-bound gateway and
been ])ut in possession of the place."

As they approached the gateway, the astrologer paused

and pointed out to the king the mystic hand and key carved

upon the portal and the arch. "These," said he, "are the

talismans which guard the entrance to this paradise. Until

yonder hand shall reach down and seize that key, neither

I
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mortal power nor magic artifice can prevail against the lord

of this mountain.*'

While Aben Habuz was gazing with open mouth and

silent wonder at these mystic talismans, the palfrey of the

princess proceeded on and bore her in at the portal, to the

very center of the barbican.

*' Behold,'* cried the astrologer, "my promised reward!

—

the first animal with its burden that should enter the magic

gateway."

Aben Habuz smiled at what he considered a pleasantry of

the ancient man ; but when he found him to be in eainest,

his gray beard trembled with indignation.

*'bon of Abu Ayub," said he, sternly, "what equivoca-

tion is this? Thou knowest the meaning of my promise, the

first beast of burden, with its load, that should enter this

portal. Take the strongest mule in my stables, load it with

the most precious things of my treasury, and it is thine ; but

dare not to raise thy thoughts to her, who is the delight of

my heart."

"What need I of wealth," cried the astrologer, scorn-

fully; "have I not the book of knowledge of Solomon the

Wise, and through it the command of the secret treasures of

the earth? The princess is mine by right ; thy royal word is

pledged; I claim her as my own."
The princess sat upon her palfrey, in the pride of youth

and beauty, and a light smile of scorn curled her rosy lip at

this dispute between two gray beards for her charms. The
wrath of the monarch got the better of his discretion. "Base
son of the desert," cried he, "thou mayest be master of many
arts, but know ine for thy master—and presume not to juggle

with thy king."

"My master!" echoed the astrologer, "my king! The
monarch of a mole-hill to claim sway over him who possesses

the talismans of Solomon! Farewell, Aben Habuz; reign

over thy petty kingdom, and revel in thy paradise of fools

—

for me, I will laugh at thee in my philosophic retirement. '

'

So saying, he seized the bridle of the palfrey, smote the
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cfii'th with liiH Htaff, iind Hank with the Gothic princess

through tho contor of tho barbican. The earth closed over

tb<>rn, and no trace remained of the opening by which they

bad descended. Aben Habuz was struck dumb for a time

witli astonishment. Recovering himself he orden^d a thou-

sand workmen to dig with pickax and spade into the ground
wb(Te the astrologer had distippeared. They digged and
<ligged, but in vain; tho flinty bosom of the hill resisted

th(!ir implements; or if they did penetrate a little way, the

earth filled in again as fast as they threw it out. Aben
Habuz sought the mouth of the cavern at the foot of the

hill, leading to the subterranean palace of the astrologer, but

it was nowhere to l)e found : where once had been an en-

trance was now a solid surface of primeval rock. With the

disappearance of Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ayub ceased the benefit

of his talismans. The bronze horseman remained fixed with

his face turned toward the hill, and his spear pointed to the

spot where the astrologer had descended, as if there still

lurked the deadliest foe of Aben Habuz. From time to time

the sound of music and the tones of a female voice could be

faintly heard from tho bosom of the hill, and a peasant one

day brought word to the king that in the preceding night he

had found a fissure in the rock, by which he had crept in

until he looked down into a subterranean hall, in which sat

the astrologer on a magnificent divan, slumbering and nod-

ding to the silver lyre of the princess, which seemed to hold

a magic sway over his senses.

Aben Habuz sought for the fissure in the rock, but it was
again closed. He renewed tho attempt to unearth his rival,

but all in vain. The spell of the hand and key was too

potiMit to be counteracted by human power. As to the sum-
mit of the mountain, the site of the promised palace and gar-

den, it remained a naked waste : either the boasted Elysium

w;is hidden from sight by enchantment, or was a mere fable

of the astrologer. The world charitably supposed the latter,

and some used to call the place "the king's folly," while

others named it "the fool's Paradise."

m
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To add to tho chagrin of A>)en Ilalmz, tho noiglibors,

whom ho lifid defied and taunted, and cut up at hiw leisure,

while master of tho talismanic horseman, finding him no

longer protected by magic spell, made inroads into his terri-

tories from all sides, and the remainder of tho life of the

most pacific of monarchs was a tissue of turmoils.

At length, Aben Habuz died and was buried. Ages have

since rolled away. The Alhambra has been built on the

eventful mountain, and in some measure realizes the fabled

delights of the garden of Irem. The spellbound gateway

still exists, protected, no doubt, by the mystic hand and key,

and now forms the gate of justice, the grand entrance to the

fortress. Under that gateway, it is said, the old astrologer

remains in his subterranean hall ; nodding on his divan, lulled

by the silver lyre of the princess.

The old invalid sentinels, who mount guard at the gate,

hear the strains occasionally in the summer nights, and,

yielding to their soporific power, doze quietly at their posts.

Nay, so drowsy an influence [)ervades the place that even

those who watch by day may generally be seen nodding on

tho stone benches of the barbican, or sleeping under tho

neighboring trees; so that it is, in fact, the drowsiest mili-

tary post in all Christendom. All this, say the legends, will

endure ; from age to age the princess will remain captive tf)

the astrologer, and the astrologer bound up in magic slum-

ber by the princess, until the last day; unless the mystic

hand shall grasp the fated key, and dispel the whole charm
of this enchanted mountain.
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LEGEND OF THE THREE BEAUTIFUL
PRLNCESSES

In old times there reigned a Moorish king in Granada,

whose name was Mohamed, to which his subjects added

the appellation of el Haygari, or "the left-handed." Some
say he was so called on account of his being really more ex-

pert with his sinister than his dexter hand ; others, because

he was prone to take everything by the wrong end ; or, in

other words, to mar wherever he meddled. Certain it is,

either through misfortune or mismanagement, he was con-

tinually in trouble. Thrice was he driven from his throne,

and on one occasion barely escaped to Africa with his life,

in the disguise of a fisherman. Still he was as ^-.'ave as he

was blundering, and, though left-handed, wielded his scimi-

ter to such purpose that he each time re-established himself

upon his throne by dint of hard fighting. Instead, however,

of learning wisdom from adversity, he hardened his neck,

and stiffened his left-arm in willfulness. The evils of a

public nature which he thus brought upon himself and his

kingdom may be learned by those who will delve into the

Arabian annals of Granada; the present legend deals but

with his domestic policy.

As this Mohamed was one day riding forth, with a train

of his courtiers, by the foot of the mountain of Elvira, he

met a band of horsemen returning from a foray into the land

of the Christians. They were conducting a long string of

mules laden with spoil, and many captives of both sexes,

among whom the monarch was struck with the appearance

of a beautiful damsel richly attired, who sat weeping, on a

low palfrey, and heeded, not the consoling words of a duenna
who rode beside her.

The monarch was struck with her beauty, and on inquir-

I
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ing of the captain of the troop, found that she was the daugh-

ter of the alcayde of a frontier fortress that had been surprised

and sacked in the course of the foray.

Mohamed claimed her as his royal share of the booty,

and had her conveyed to his harem in the Alhambra. There

everything was devised to soothe her melancholy, and the

monarch, more and more enamored, sought to make her his

queen.

The Spanish maid at first repulsed his addresses. He
was an infidel—he was the open foe of her country—what

was worse, he wrs stricken in years!

The monarch, finding his assiduities of no avail, deter-

mined to enUst in his favor the duenna who had been cap-

tured with the lady. She was an Andalusian by birth,

whose Christian name is forgotten, being mentioned in Moor-

ish legends by no other appellation than that of the discreet

Cadiga—and discreet in truth she was, as her whole history

makes evident. No sooner had the Moorish king held a lit-

tle private conversation with her, than she saw at once the

cogency of his reasoning, and undertook his cause with her

young mistress.

"Go to, now!" cried she; "what is there in all this to

weep and wail about?—Is it not better to be mistress of this

beautiful palace, with all its gardens and fountains, than to

be shut up within your father's old frontier tower? As to

this Mohamed being an infidel—what is that to the purpose?

You marry him—not his religion. And if he is waxing a

little old, the sooner will you be a widow and mistress of

yourself. At any rate, you are in his power—and must
either be a queen or a slave. When in the hands of a rob-

ber, it is better to sell one's merchandise for a fair price than

to have it taken by main force."

The arguments of the discreet Cadiga prevailed. The
Spanish lady dried her tears and became the spouse of Mo-
hamed the left-handed. She even conformed in appearance

to the faith of her royal husband, and her discreet duenna
immediately became a zealous convert to the Moslem doc-
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trines ; it was then the latter received the Arabian name of

Cadiga, and was permitted to remain in the confidential

employ of her mistress.

In due process of time, the Moorish king w is made the

proud and happy father of three lovely daugLcers, all born

at a birth. He could have wished they had been sons, but

consoled himself with the idea that three daughters at a birth

were pretty well for a man somewhat stricken in years and
left-handed.

As usual with all Moslem monarchs, he summoned his

astrologers on this happy event. They cast the nativities of

the three princesses, and shook their heads. ''Daughters, O
king," said they, "are always precarious property; but these

will most need your watchfulness whan they arrive at a mar-

riageable age.—At that time gather them under your wing,

and trust them to no other guardianship."

Mohamed the left-handed was acknowledged by his cour-

tiers to be a wise king, and was certainly so considered by
himself. The prediction of the astrologers caused him but

little disquiet, trusting to his ingenuity to guard his daugh-

ters and outwit the fates.

The threefold birth was the last matrimonial trophy of

the monarch ; his queen bore him no more children, and died

within a few years, bequeathing her infant daughters to his

love, and to the fidelity of the discreet Cadiga.

Many years had yet to elapse before the princesses would

arrive at that period of danger, the marriageable age. "It

is good, however, to be cautious in time, '

', said the shrewd

monarch ; so he determined to have them reared in the royal

castle of Salobrena. This was a sumptuous palace, incrusted,

as it were, in a powerful Moorish fortress, on the summit of

a hill that overlooks the Mediterranean sea.

It was a royal retreat, in which the Mjslem monarchs

shut up such of their relations as might endanger their

safety ; allowing them all kinds of luxuries and amusements,

in the midst of which they passed their lives in voluptuous

indolence.
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Here the princesses remained, immured from the world,

but surrounded by enjoyments; and attended by female

slaves who anticipated their wishes. They had deUghtful

gardens for their recreation, filled with the rarest fruits and
flowers, with aromatic groves and perfumed baths. On
three sides the castle looked down upon a rich valley, enam-
eled with all kinds of culture, and bounded by the lofty Al-

puxarra mountains ; on the other side it overlooked the broad

sunny sea.

In this delicious abode, in a propitious climate and under

a cloudless sky, the three princesses grew up into wondrous
beauty; but, though all reared alike, they gave early tokens

of diversity of character. Their names were Zayda, Zorayda,

and Zorahayda ; and such was the order of seniority, for there

had been precisely three minutes between their births.

Zayda, the eldest, was of an intrepid spirit, and took the

lead of her sisters in everything, as she had done in entering

first into the world. She was curious and inquisitive, and

fond of getting at the bottom of things.

Zorayda had a great feeling for beauty, which was the

reason, no doubt, of her delighting to regard her own image

in a mirror or a fountain, and of her fondness for flowers

and jewels, and other tasteful ornaments.

As to Zorahayda, the youngest, she was soft and timid,

and extremely sensitive, with a vast deal of disposable ten-

derness, as was evident from her number of pet flowers, and

pet birds, and pet animals, all of which she cherished with

the fondest care. Her amusements, too, were of a gentle

nature, and mixed up with musing and reverie. She would

sit for hours in a balcony gazing on the sparkling sta* i of a

summer night; or on the sea when lighted up by the moon,

and at such times the song of a fisherman faintly heard from

the beach, or the notes of an arrafia or Moorish flute from

some gliding bark, sufficed to elevate her feelings into ecstasy.

The least uproar of the elements, however, filled her with

dismay, and a clap of thunder was enough to throw her into

a swoon.
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Years moved on serenely, and Cadiga, to whom the prin-

cesses were confided, was faithful to her trust and attended

them with unremitting care.

The castle of Salobrena, as has been said, was built upon
a hill on the sea coast. One of the exterior walls straggled

down the profile of the hill, until it reached a jutting rock

overhanging the sea, with a narrow sandy beach at its foot,

laved by the rippling billows. A small watch-tower on this

rock had been fitted up as a pavilion, with latticed windows
to admit the sea breeze. Here the princesses used to pass

the sultry hours of midday.

The curious Zayda was one day seated at one of the win-

dows of the pavilion, as her sisters, reclined on ottomans,

were taking the siesta, or noontide slumber. Her attention

had been attracted to a galley, which came coasting along,

with measured strokes of the oar. As it drew near, she ob-

served that it was filled with armed men. The galley an-

chored at the foot of the tower : a number of Moorish soldiers

landed on the narrow beach, conducting several Christian

prisoners. The curious Zayda awakened her sisters, and all

three peeped cautiously through the close jalousies of the

lattice, which screened them from sight. Among the prison-

ers were three Spanish cavaliers, richly dressed. They were
in the flower of youth, and of noble presence, and the lofty

manner in which they carried themselves, though loaded

with chains and surrounded with enemies, bespoke the grand-

eur of their souls. The princesses gazed with intense and
breathless interest. Cooped up as they had been in this castle

among female attendants, seeing nothing of the male sex but

black slaves, or the rude fishermen of the seacoast, it is not

to be wondered at that the appearance of three gallant cava-

liers in the pride of youth and manly beauty should produce

some commotion in their bosoms.

"Did ever nobler being tread the earth than that cavalier

in crimson?" cried Zayda, the eldest of the sisters. "See
how proudly he bears himself, as though all around him
were his slaves!"
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"But notice that one in green," exclaimed Zorayda;

"what grace! what elegance! what spirit!"

T]ie gentle Zorahayda said nothing, but she secretly gave

preference to the cavalier in green.

The princesses remained gazing until the prisoners were

out of sight ; then heaving long-drawn sighs, they turned

round, looked at each other for a moment, and sat down
musing and pensive on their ottomans.

The discreet Cadiga found them in this situation ; they

related to her what they had seen, and even the withered

heart of the duenna was warmed. "Poor youths!" ex-

claimed she, "I'll warrant their captivity makes many a
fair and high-born lady's heart ache in their native land!

Ah, my children, you have little idea of the life these cava-

liers lead in their own country. Such prankling at tour-

naments! such devotion to the ladies! such courting and
serenading!"

The curiosity of Zayda was fully aroused. She was in-

satiable in het inquiries, and drew from the duenna the most

animated pictures of the scenes of her youthful days and
native land. The beautiful Zorayda bridled up, and slyly

regarded herself in a mirror, when the theme turned upon
the charms of the Spanish ladies; while Zorahayda sup-

pressed a struggling sigh at the mention of moonUght
serenades.

Every day the curious Zayda renewed her inquiries ; and

every day the sage duenna repeated her stories, which were

listened to with unmoved interest, though frequent sighs, by
her gentle auditors. The discreet old woman at length awak-

ened to the mischief she might be doing. She had been ac-

custf »med to think of the princesses only as children, but they

had imperceptibly ripened beneath her eye, and now bloomed

bef< :l; her three lovely damsels of the marriageable age.—It

is ti :3, thought the duenna, to give notice to the king.

. : ;jhamed the left-handed was seated one morning on a

div I in one of the court halls of the Alhambra, w^hen a noble

an . jd from the fortress of Salobrena, with a message from
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the sage Cadiga, congratulating him on the anniversary of

his daughters' birthday. The slave at the same time pre-

sented a delicate little basket decorated with flowers, within

which, on a couch of vine and tig leaves, lay a peach, an

apricot, and a nectarine, with their bloom and down and
dewy sweetness upon them, and all in the early stagf> of

tempting ripeness. The monarch was versed in the Oriental

language of fruits and flowers, and readily divined the mean-
ing of this emblematical offering.

"So!" said he, "the critical period pointed out by the

astrologers is arrived.—My daughters are at a marriageable

age. What is to be done? They are shut up from the eyes

of men—they are under the eye of the discreet Cadiga—all

very good—but still they are not under my own eye, as was
prescribed by the astrologers.

—
*I must gather them under

my wing, and trust to no other guardianship.' "

So saying, he ordered that a tower of the Alhambra
should be prepared for their reception, and departed at the

head of his guards for the fortress of Salobrena, to conduct

them home in person.

About three years had elapsed since Mohamed had be-

held his daughters, and he could scarcely credit his eyes at

the wonderful change which that small space of time had
made in their appearance. During the intorv?! they had
])assed that wondrous boundary line in female life, which
separates the crude, unformed and thoughtless girl from the

blooming, blushing, meditative woman. It is like passing

from the flat, bleak, uninteresting plains of La Mancha to

the voluptuous valleys and swelling hills of Andalusia.

Zayda was tall and finely formed, with a lofty demeanor
and a penetrating eye. She entered with a stately and de-

cided step, and made a profound reverence to Mohamed,
treating him more as her sovereign than her father. Zo-

rayda was of the middle height, with an alluring look and
swimming gait, and a sparkling beauty heightened by the

assistance of the toilet. She approached her father with a

smile, kissed his hand, and saluted him with several stanzas
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from a popular Arabian poet, with which the monarch was
delighted. Zorahayda was shy and timid ; smaller than her

sisters, and with a beauty of that tender, beseeching kind

which looks for fondness and protection. She was little

fitted to command like her elder sister, or to dazzle like the

second; but was rather formed to creep to the bosom of

manly affection, to nestle within it, and be content. She
drew near her father with a timid and almost faltering step,

and would have taken his hand to kiss, but on looking up
into his face, and seeing it l:»eaming with a paternal smile,

the tenderness of her nature broke forth, and she threw her-

self upon his neck.

Mohamed the left-handed surveyed his blooming daugh-

ters with mingled pride and perplexity ; for while he exulted

in their charms, he bethought himself of the prediction of

the astrologers. "Three daughters! — three daughters!"

muttered he repeatedly to himself, "and all of a marriage-

able age! Here's tempting hesperian fruit that requires a

dragon watch!"

He prepared for his return to Granada, by sending heralds

before him, commanding every one to keep out of the road

by which he was to pass, and that all doors and windows
should be closed at the approach of the princesses. This

done, he set forth escorted by a troop of black horsemen of

hideous aspect, and clad in shining armor.

The princesses rode beside the king, closely veiled, on

beautiful white palfreys, with velvet caparisons embroidered

with gold, and sweeping the ground ; the bits and stirrups

were of gold, and the silken bridles adorned with pearls and

precious stones. The palfreys were covered with little silver

bells that made the most musical tinkling as they ambled

gently along. Woe to the unlucky wight, however, who
lingered in the way when he heard the tinkling of these bells

—the guards were ordered to cut bim down without mercy.

The cavalcade was drawing near to Granada, when it

overtook, on the banks of the river Xenil, a small body of

Moorish soldiers, with a convoy of prisoners. It was too

H
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late for the soldiers to get out of the way, so they threw

themselves on their faces on the earth, ordering their cap-

tives to do the like. Among the prisoners were the three

identical cavaliers whom the princesses had seen from the

pavilion. They either did not understand, or were too

haughty to obey the order, and remained standing and
gazing upon the cavalcade as it approached.

Tlie ire of the monarch was kindled at this flagrant defi-

ance of his orders, and he determined to punish it with his

own hand. Drawing his scimiter and pressing forward, he

was about to deal a left-handed blow that would have been

fatal to at least one of the gazers, when the princesses

crowded round him, and implored mercy for the prisoners;

even the timid Zorahayda forgot her shyness and became
eloquent in their behalf. Mohamed paused, with uplifted

scimiter, when the captain of the guard threw himself at his

feet. "Let not your majesty,'* said he, "do a deed that

may cause great scandal throughout the kingdom. These

are three brave and noble Spanist knights who have been

taken in battle, fighting like lions; thej'^ are of high birth,

and may bring great ransoms."

"Enough," said the king; "I will spare their lives, but

punish their audacity—let them be taken to the Vermilion

towers and put to hard labor."

Mohamed was making one of his usual left-handed blun-

ders. In the tumult and agitation of this blustering scene,

the veils of the three princesses had been thrown back, and
the radiance of their beauty revealed ; and in prolonging the

parley, the king had given that beauty time to have its full

effect. In those days, people fell in love much more sud-

denlj^ than at present, as all ancient stories make manifest

;

it is not a matter of wonder, therefore, that the hearts of the

three cavaliers were completely captivated; especially as

gratitude was added to their admiration : it is a little singu-

lar, however, though no less certain, that each of them was
enraptured with a several beauty. As to the princesses,

they were more than ever struck with the noble demeanor

n
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of the captives, and cherished in their hearts all that they

had heard of their valor and noble lineage.

The cavalcade resumed its march; the three princesses

rode pensively along on their tinkling palfreys, now and then

stealing a glance behind in search of the Christian captives,

and the latter were conducted to their allotted prison in the

Vermilion towers.

The residence provided for the princesses was one of the

most dainty that fancy could devise. It was in a tower

somewhat apart from the main palace of the Alhambra,

though connected with it by the main wall that encircled the

whole summit of the hill. On one side it looked into the

interior of the fortress, and had at its foot a small garden

filled with the rarest flowers. On the other side it over-

looked a deep embowered ravine that separated the grounds

of the Alhambra from those of the Generaliffe. The inte-

rior of the tower was divided into small fairy apartments,

beautifully ornamented in the light Arabian style, surround-

ing a lofty hall, the vaulted roof of which rose almost to the

summit of the tower. The walls and ceiling of the hall were

adorned with arabesques and fretwork sparkling with gold,

and with brilliant penciling. In the center of the marble

pavement was an alabaster fountain, set round with aromatic

shrubs and flowers, and throwing up a jet of water that cooled

the whole edifice and had a lulling sound. Round the hall

were suspended cages of gold and silver wire, containing

singing birds of the finest plumage or sweetest note.

The princesses having been represented as always cheer-

ful when in the castle of Salobrena, the king had expected to

see them enraptured with the Alhambra. To his surprise,

however, they began to pine, and grew green and melan-

choly, and dissatisfied with everything around them. The
flowers yielded them no fragrance; the song of the night-

ingale disturbed their night's rest, and they were out of all

patience with the alabaster fountain, with its eternal drop,

drop, and splash, splash, from morning till night, and from
night till morning.
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The king, who was somewhat of a testy, tyrannical old

man, took this at first in high dudgeon ; but he reflected that

his daughters had arrived at an age when the female mind
expands and its desires augment. *'They are no longer chil-

dren," said he to himself; "they are women grown, and
require suitable objects to interest them." He put in requi-

sition, therefore, all the dressmakers, and the jewelers, and
the artificers in gold and silver throughout the Zacatin of

Granada, and the princesses were overwhelmed with robes

of silk, and of tissue and of brocade, and cachemire shawls,

and necklaces of pearls, and diamonds, and rings, and brace-

lets, and anklets, and all manner of precious things.

All, however, was of no avail. The princesses continued

pale and languid in the midst of their finery, and looked like

three blighted rose buds, drooping from one stalk. The king

was at his wit's end. He had in general a laudable confi-

dence in his own judgment, and never took advice. "The
whims and caprices of three marriageable damsels, however,

are sufficient," said he, "to puzzle the shrewdest head."

—

So, for once in his Ufe, he called in the aid of counsel.

The person to whom he applied was the experienced

duenna.

"Cadiga," said the king, "I know you to be one of the

most discreet women in the whole world, as well ay one of

the most trustworthy ; for these reasons, I hc*ve always con-

tinued you about the persons of my daughters. Fathers can-

not be too wary in whom they repose such confidence. I

now wish you to find out the secret malady that is preying

upon the princesses, and to devise some means of restoring

them to health and cheerfulness."

Cadiga promised implicit obedience. In fact, she knew
more of the malady of the princesses than they did them-

selves. Shutting herself up with them, however, she en-

deavored to insinuate herself into their confidence.

"My dear children, what is the reason you are so dismal

and downcast, in so beautiful a place, where you have every-

thing that heart can wish?"
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The princesses looked vacantly round the apartment, and
sighed.

"What more, then, would you have? Shall I get you the

wonderful parrot that talks all languages, and is the delight

of Granada?"
"Odious!" exclaimed the princess Zayda. "A horrid

screaming bird that chatters words without ideas! One
must be without brains to tolerate such a pest."

"Shall I send for a monkey from the rock of Gibraltar,

to divert you with its antics?"

"A monkey! faugh!" cried Zorayda, "the detestable

mimic of man. I hate the nauseous animal."

"What say you to the famous black singer, Casem, from
the royal harem in Morocco. They say he has a voice as

fine as a woman's."
"I am terrified at the sight of these black slaves," said the

delicate Zorahayda; "besides, I have lost all relish for music."

"Ah, my child, you would not say so," replied the old

woman, slyly, "had you heard the music I heard last even-

ing, from the three Spanish cavaliers whom we met on our

journey.—But bless me, children! what is the matter that

you blush so, and are in such a flutter?"

"Nothing, nothing, good mother, pray proceed."

"Well—as I was passing by the Vermilion towers, last

evening, I saw the three cavaliers resting after their day's

labor. One was playing on the guitar so gracefully, and the

others sang by turns—and they did it in such style that the

very guards seemed like statues or men enchanted. Allah

forgive me, I could not help being moved at hearing the

songs of my native country.—And then to see three such

noble and handsome youths in chains and slavery."

Here the kind-hearted old woman could not restrain her

tears.

"Perhaps, mother, you could manage to procure us a

sight of these cavaliers,
'

' said Zayda.

"I think," said Zorayda, "a little music would be quite

reviving."
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The timid Zorahayda said nothing, but threw her arma
round the neck of Cadiga.

"Mercy on me!" exclaimed the discreet old woman;
**what are you talking of, my children? Your father would

be the death of us all, if he heard of such a thing. To be

sure, these cavahers are evidently well-bred and high-minded

youths—but what of that ! they are the enemies of our faith,

and you must not even think of them, but with abhorrence."

There is an admirable intrepidity in the female will,

particularly about the marriageable age, which is not to be

deterred by dangers and prohibitions. The princesses huiig

round their old duenna, and coaxed and entreated, and de-

clared that a refusal would break their hec^rts. "^fhat could

she do? She was certainly the most discreet old woman in

the whole world, and one of the most faithful servants to the

king—but was she to see three beautiful princesses break

their hearts for the mere tinkling of a guitar? Besides, though

she had been so long among the Moors and changed her faith,

in imitation of her mistress, like a trusty follower, yet she

was a Spaniard born, and had the lingerings of Christianity

in her heart. So she set about to contrive how the wishes of

the princesses might be gratified.

The Christian captives confined in the Vermilion towers

were under the charge of a big-whiskered, broad-shouldered

renegado called Hussein Baba, who was reported to have a

most itching palm. She wen; ^
"» him, privately, and slipping

a broad piece of gold into his hand, "Hussein Baba," said

she, "my mistresses, the three princesses, who are shut up
in the tower, and in sad want of amusement, have heard of

the musical talents of the three Spanish cavaliers, and are

desirous of hearing a specimen of their skill. I am sure you
are too kind-hearted to refuse them so innocent a gratifica-

tion."

"What, and to have my head set grinning over the gate

of my own tower—for that would be the reward if the king

should discover it."

'No dangler of anything of the kind; the affair may be
((-

J
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managed so that tbo whim of the princesses may be gratified

and their father be never the wiser. You know the deep

ravine outside of the walls that passes immediately below the

tower. Put the three Christians to work there, and at the

intervals of their labor let them play and sing, as if for their

own recreation. In this way the princesses will be able to

hear them from the windows of the tower, and you may be

sure of their paying well for your compliance."

As the good old woman concluded her harangue, shv3

kindly pressed the rough hand of the renegado, and left

within it another piece of gold.

Her eloquence was irresistible. The very next day the

three cavaliers were put to work in the ravine. During the

noontide heat when their fellow laborers were sleeping in

the shade and the guard nodded drowsily at his post, they

seated themselves among the herbage at the foot of the tower

and sang a Spanish roundelay to the accompaniment of the

guitar.

The glen was deep, the tower was high, but their voices

rose distinctly in the stillness of the summer noon. The
princesses listened from their balcony ; they had been taught

the Spanish language by their duenna, and were moved by
the tenderness of the song.

The discreet Cadiga, on the contrary, was terribly shocked.

"Allah preserve us," cried she, "they are singing a love ditty

addressed to yourselves—did ever mortal hear of such audac-

ity? I will run to the slave master and have them soundly

bastinadoed."

"What, bastinado such gallant cavaliers, and for singing

so charmingly!" The three beautiful princesses were filled

with horror at the idea. With all her virtuous indignation,

the good old woman was of a placable nature and easily ap-

peased. Besides, the music seemed to have a beneficial effect

upon her young mistresses. A rosy bloom had already come
to their cheeks and their eyes began to sparkle. She made
no further objection, therefore, to the amorous ditty of the

cavaliers.

* * *6 Vol. II.
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When it was finished, the princesses remained silent for

a time ; at length Zorayda took up a lute and with a sweet,

though faint and trembling voice warbled a httle Arabian

air, the burden of which was, *'The rose is concealed among
her leaves, but she listens with delight to the song of the

nightingale."

From this time forward the cavaliers worked almost daily

in the ravine. The considerate Hussein Baba became more
and more indulgent, and daily more prone to sleep at his

post. For some time a vague intercourse was kept up by
popular songs and romances; which in some measure re-

sponded to each other, and breathed the feelings of the par-

ties. By degrees the princesses showed themselves at the

balcony, when they could do so without being perceived by
the guards. They conversed with the cavaUers also by
means of flowers, with the symbolical language of which they

were mutually acquainted : the difficulties of their intercourse

added to its charms, and strengthened the passion they had

so singularly conceived; for love delights to struggle with

difficulties and thrives the most hardily on the scantiest soil.

The change effected in the looks and spirits of the prin-

cesses by this secret intercourse surprised and gratified the

left-handed king ; but no one was more elated than the dis-

creet Cadiga, who considered it all owing to her able man-
agement.

At length there was an interruption in this telegraphic

correspondence, for several days the cavaliers ceased to make
their appearance in the glen. The three beautiful princesses

looked out from the tower in vain.—In vain they stretched

their swan-like necks from the balcony; in vain they sang

like captive nightingales in their cage; nothing was to be

seen of their Christian lovers, not a note responded from the

groves. The discreet Cadiga sallied forth in quest of intelli-

gence, and soon returned with a face full of trouble. *'Ah,

my children!" cried she, "I saw what all this would come
to, bat you would have your way; you may now hang up

your lutes on the willows. The Spanish cavaliers are ran-

;h..:
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somed by their families; they arc down in Granada and
preparing to return to their native country."

The three beautiful princesses were in despair at the

tidings. The fair Zayda was indignant at the slight put

upon them, in being thus deserted without a parting word.

Zorayda wrung her hands and cried, and looked in the glass,

and wiped away her tears and cried afresh. The gentle

Zorahayda loaned over the balcony and wept in silence,

and her tears fell drop by drop among the flowers of

the bank where the faithless cavaliers had so often been

seated.

The discreet Cadiga did all in her power to soothe their

sorrow. "Take comfort, my children," said she; "this is

nothing when you are used to it. This is the way of the

world. Ah, when you are as old as I am, you will know
how to value these men. I'll warrant these cavaliers have

their loves among the Spanish beauties of Cordova and
Seville, and will soon be serenading under their balconies,

and thinking no more of the Moorish beauties in the Alham-
bra.—Take comfort, therefore, my children, and drive them
from your hearts."

The comforting words of the discreet Cadiga only re-

doubled the distress of the princesses, and for two days they

continued inconsolable. On the morning of the third, the

good old woman entered their apartment all ruffling with
indignation.

"Who would have believed such insolence in mortal

man?" exclaimed she, as soon as she could find words to

express herself; "but I am rightly served for having con-

nived at this deception of your worthy father—never talk

more to me of your Spanish cavaliers."

"Why, what has happened, good Cadiga?" exclaimed

the princessvss, in breathless anxiety.

"What hae happened? treason has happened!—or what is

almost as bad, treason has been proposed—and to me—the
faithfulest of subjects—the trustiest of duennas—yes, my
children—the Svanish cavaliers have dared to tamper with

i
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"Why, that again is all very true—and your father, I

must confess, is rather tyrannical.—But what then"—relaps-

ing into her grief
—"would you leave me behind to bear the

brunt of his vengeance?"
'

'By no means, my good Cadiga. Cannot you fly witl us?"

"Very true, my child, and to tell the truth, when I talked

the matter ever with Hussein Baba, he promiseu to take care

of me if I would accompany you in your flight : but then,

bethink you, my children ; are you willing to renounce the

faith of your father?"

"The Christian faith was the original faith of our

mother," said the eldest princess; "I am ready to embrace

it ; and so I am sure are my sipjters.
'

'

"Right again!" exclaimed the old woman, brightening

iip. "It was the original faith of your mother; and bitterly

did she lament, on her death-bed, that she had renounced it.

I promised her then to take care of your souls, and I am re-

joiced to see that they are now in a fair way to be saved.

Yes, my children; I too was born a Christian—and have
always been a Christian in my heart; and am resolved to

return to the faith. I have talked on the subject with Hus-
sein Baba, who is a Spaniard by birth, and comes from a
place not far from my native town. He is equally anxious

to see his own country and tn be reconciled to the church,

and the cavaliers have promised that if we are disposed to

become man and wife on returning to our native land, they

will provide for us handsomely."

In a word, it appeared tha'j this extremely discreet and
provident old woman had consulted with the cavaliers and
the renegado, and had concerted the whole plan of escape.

The eldest princess immediately assented to it, and her

example as usual determined the conduct of her sisters. It

is true, the youngest hesitated, for she was gentle and timid

of soul, and there was a struggle in lier bosom between filial

feeling and youthful passion. The latter, however, as usual,

gained the victory, and with silent tears and stifled siglis she

prepared herself for flight. m
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The rugged hill on which the Alhambra is built was in

old times perforated with subterranean passages, cut through

the rock, and leading from the fortress to various parts of the

city, and to distant sally-ports on the banks of the Darro and
the Xenil. They had been constructed at different times by
the Moorish kings, as means of escape from sudden insur-

rection, or of secretly issuing forth on private enterprises.

Many of them are now entirely lost, while others remain,

partly choked up with rubbish and partly walled up—monu-
ments of the jealous precautions and warUke stratagems of

the Moorish government. By one of these passages Hussein

Baba had undertaken to conduct the princesses to a sally-port

beyond the walls of the city, where the cavaliers were to be

ready with fleet steeds to bear them all over the borders.

The appointed night arrived. The tower of the prin-

cesses had been locked up as usual and the Alhambra was
buried in deep sleep. Toward midnight the discreet Cadiga

listened from a balcony of a window that looked into the

garden. Hussein Baba, the renegado, was already below,

and gave the appointed signal. The duenna fastened the

end of a ladder of ropes to the balcony, lowered it into the

garden and descended. The two elder princesses followed

her with beating hearts ; but when it came to the turn of the

youngest princess, Zorahayda, she hesitated and trembled.

Several times she ventured a delicate little foot upon the

ladder, and as often drew it back ; while her poor little heart

fluttered more and more the longer she delayed. She cast a

wistful look back into the silken chamber; she had lived in

it, to be sure, like a bird in a cage, but within it she was
secure—who could tell what dangers might beset her should

she flutter forth into the wide world? Now she bethought

her of her gallant Christian ^over, and her little foot was in-

stantly upon the ladder, and anon she thought of her father

and shrunk ba^ok, But fruitless is the attempt to describe

the conflict in the bosom of one so young, and tender, and
loving, but so timid and so ignorant of the world. In vain

her sisters implored, the duenna scolded, and the renegado
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blasphemed beneath the balcony. The gentle little Moorish

maid stood doubting and wavering on the verge of elope-

ment; tempted by the sweetness of the sin, but terrified at

its perils.

Every moment increased the danger of discovery. A
distant tramp was heard.—"The patrols are walking the

rounds," cried the renegado; "if we linger longer we perish

—princess, descend instantly, or we leave you."

Zorahayda was for a moment in fearful agitation, then

loosening the ladder of ropes, with desperate resolution she

flung it from the balcony.

"It is decided," cried she, "flight is now out of my power!

—Allah guide and bless ye, my dear sisters!"

The two elder princesses were shocked at the thoughts of

leaving her behind, and would fain have lingered, but the

patrol was advancing; the renegado was furious, and they

were hurried away to the subterraneous passage. They
groped their way through a fearful labyrinth cut through

the heart of the mountain, and succeeded in reaching, undis-

covered, an iron gate that opened outside of the walls. The
Spanish cavaliers were waiting to receive them, disguised as

Moorish soldiers of the guard commanded by the renegado.

The lover of Zorahayda was frantic when he learned that

she had refused to leave the tower ; but there was no time to

waste in lamentations. The two princesses were placed

behind their lovers; the discreet Cadiga mounted behind the

renegado, and all set off at a round pace in the direction of

the pass of Lope, which leads through the mountains toward
Cordova.

They had not proceeded far when they heard the noise of

drums and trumpets from the battlements of the Alhambra.
"Our flight is discovered," said the renegado.—"We have
fleet steeds, the night is dark, and we may distance all pur-

suit," replied the cavaliers.

They put spurs to their horses and scoured across the

Vega. They attained to the foot of the mountain of Elvira,

which stretches like a promontory into the plain. The rene-
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gado paused and listened. "As yet," said he, "there is no

one on our traces, we shall make good our escape to the

mountains." While he spoke a ball of fire sprang up in a

light blaze on the top of the watch-tower of the Alhambra.

"Confusion!" cried the rene^ado, "that fire will put all

the guards of the passes on the alert. Away, away, spur

like mad; there is no time to be lost."

Away they dashed—the clattering of their horses' hoofs

echoed from rock to rock as they swept along the road that

skirts the rocky mountain of Eivira. As they galloped on,

they beheld that the ball of fire of the Alhambra was an-

swered in every direction; light after light blazed on the

atalayas or watch-towers of the mountains.

"Forward! forward!" cried the renegado, with many an

oath—"to the bridge!—to the bridge! before the alarm has

reached there."

They doubled the promontory of the mountain, and ar-

rived in sight of the famous Puente del Pinos, that crosses a

rushing stream often dyed with Christian and Moslem blood.

To their confusion the tower on the bridge blazed with lights

and glittered with armed men. The renegado pulled up his

steed, rose in his stirrups, and looked about him for a mo-
ment, then beckoning to the cavaliers he struck off from the

road, skirted the river for some distance and dashed into its

waters. The cavaliers called upon the princesses to cling to

them, and did the same. They were borne for some distance

down the rapid current, the surges roared round them, but

the beautiful princesses clung to their Christian knights and

never uttered a complaint. The cavaliers attained the oppo-

site bank in safety, and were conducted by the renegado, by

rude and unfrequented paths and wild barrancos, through

the heart of the mountains, so as to avoid all the regular

passes. In a word, they succeeded in reaching the ancient

city of Cordova; when their restoration to their country and
friends was celebrated with great rejoicings, for they were
of the noblest families. The beautiful princesses were forth-

with received into the bosom of the church, and after being
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in all due form made regular Christians, were rendered

happy lovers.

In our hurry to make good the escape of the princesses

across the river and up the mountains, we forgot to mention

the fate of the discreet Cadiga. She had clung like a cat to

Hussein Baba, in the scamper across the Vega, screaming

.

at every bound and drawing many an oath from the whisk-

ered renegado; but when he prepared to plunge his steed

imto the river her terror knew no bounds.

"Grasp me not so tightly," cried Hussein Baba; "hold

on by my belt and fear nothing."

She held firmly with both hands by the leathern belt that

girded the broad-backed renegado; but when he halted with

the cavaliers to take breath on the mountain summit, the

duenna was no longer to be seen.

"What has become of Cadiga?" cried the princesses in

alarm.

"I know not," replied the renegado. "My belt came
loose in the midst of the river, and Cadiga was swept with it

down the stream. The will of Allah be done !—but it was an
embroidered belt and of great price!"

There was no time to waste in idle regrets, yet bitterly did

the princesses bewail the loss of their faithful and discreet

counselor. That excellent old woman, however, did not lose

more than half of her nine lives in the stream.—A fisherman

who was drawing his nets some distance down the stream

brought her to land and was not a little astonished at his

miraculous draught. "What further became of the discreet

Cadiga, the legend does not mention.—Certain it is, that she

evinced her discretion in never venturing within the reach of

Moliamed the left-handed.

Almost as Httle is known of the conduct of that sagacious

monarch, when he discovered the escape of his daughters

and the deceit practiced upon him by the most faithful of

servants. It was the only instance in which he had called

in the aid of counsel, and he was never afterward known to

be guilty of a similar weakness. He took good care, how-



130 U/orK8 of U/aef^ip^torp Irulp^

ever, to guard liiH reiimining (iHUghter, who hficl no dinpoHi-

iUm to el()|K>. It \h thought, indot-tl, thnt Hho Hocretly re-

pented having remained behind. Now and th(^n she w.'ih

Heen leaning on tlie battlementH of the tower and looking

mournfully towanl the mountainw in the direction of Cor-

dova; and HometinieB the notew of her lute were heard ac-

companying jdaintive diti-icH, in which nhe was naid to lament

the losa of her HittterH and her lover, and to bewail her Boli-

tary life. She died young, and, according to popular rumor,

waa buried in a vault beneath the tower, and her untimely

fate has given rise to more than one traditionary fable.
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LOCAL TRADITIONS

Thb common people of Spain have an Oriental pasaion for

^tory-telling and are fond of the marvelous. They will

gather round the doors of their cottages on summer evenings,

or in the great cavernous chinmey comers of their ventas in

the winter, and listen with insatiable delight to miraculous

legends of saints, perilous adventures of travelers, and daring

exploits of robbers and contrabandistfis. The wild and soli-

tary nature of a great part of Spain ; the imperfect state of

knowledge; the scantiness of general topics of conversation,

and the romantic, adventurous life that every one leads in a
land whore traveling is yet in its primitive state, all contrib-

ute to cherish this love of oral narration, and to produce a
strong expression of the extravagant and wonderful. There

is no theme, however, more prevalent or popular than that

of treasures buried by the Moors. It pervades the whole

country. In traversing the wild Sierras, the scenes of

ancient prey and exploit, you cannot see a Moorish atalaya

or watch-tower perched among the cliffs, or beetling a])ove

its rock-built village, but your muleteer, on being closely

questioned, will suspend the smoking of his cigarillo to tell
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Homo talo of MoHlom gold buriod l)eneath itH foundations ; nor

iH there a ruined alca/ar in a city, but haH itH golden tradi-

tion, handed down, from generation to generation, among
the poor people of the noighlxjrhood.

Thene, like mont popular fictions, have had some ground-

work in fact. During the wars >>etween Moor and Christian,

which distract/od the country for centuries, towns and castles

wore liable frequently and suddenly to change owners ; and

the inhabitants, during sieges and assaults, were fain to bury

their money and jewels in the earth, or hide them in vaults

and W(5lls, as is often done at the present day in the despotic

and belligerent countries of the East. At the time of the

expulsion of the M(X)rs, also, many of them concealed their

mcst precious effects, hoping that their exile would be but

temporary, and that they would be enabled to return and

retrieve their treasures at some future day. It is certain

that, from time to time, hoards of gold and silver coin have

been accidentally dug up, after a lapse of centuries, from
among the ruins of Moorish fortresses and habitations, and
it requires but a few facts of the kind to give birth to a

thousand fictions.

The stories thus originating have generally something of

an Oriental tinge, and are marked with that mixture of the

Aral)ic and Gothic which seems to me to characterize every-

thing in Spain ; and especially in its southern provinces. The
hidden wealth is always laid under magic spell, and secured

by charm and talisman. Sometimes it is guarded by uncouth
monsters or fiery dragons; sometimes by enchanted Moors,

who sit by it in armor, with drawn swords, but motionless as

statues, maintaining a sleepless watch for ages.

The Alhambra, of course, from the peculiar circumstances

of its history, is a stronghold for popular fictions of the kind,

and curious relics, dug up from time to time, have contrib-

uted to strengthen them. At one time, an earthen vessel

was found, containing Moorish coins and the skoloton of a
cock, which, according to the opinion of shrewd inspectors,

must have been buried alive. At another time, a vessel was
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ring up, containing a groat scarabteuH, or boetlo, of baked

rlay, covorod witii Arabic inHcription«, whicb waH pronounced

a prodigiouH amulet of (w^cult virtues. In tliin way the witH

of tbe ragged brood wlio inhabit the Alhambra have been Hot

wool gathering, until there m not a hall, or tower, or vault

of the old fortreHH that haw not been made the scene of some

marvelous tradition.

1 have already given brief notices of some related to me
by the authentic Mateo Ximenes, and now subjoin one

wrought out from various particulars gathered among the

gossips of the fortress.

I*
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LEGEND OF THE MOOR'S LEGACY

Just within the fortress of the Alhambra, in front of the

royal palace, is a broad open esplanade, called the place or

stjuare of the cisterns (la plaza de los algibes), so called from

being undermined by reservoirs of water, hidden from sight,

and which have existed from the time of the Moors. At one

corner of this esplanade is a Moorish well, cut through the

living rock to a great depth, the water of which is cold as ice

and clear as crystal. The wells made by the Moors are

always in repute, for it is well known what pains they took

to penetrate to the purest and sweetest springs and fountains.

The one we are speaking of is famous throughout Granada,

insomuch that the water-carriers, some bearing great water-

jars on their shoulders, others driving asses before them,

laden with earthen vessels, are ascending and descending the

steep woody avenues of the Alhambra from early dawn until

a late hour of the night.

Fountains and wells, ever since the scriptural days, have

been noted gossiping places in hot climates, and at the well

in question there is a kind of perpetual club kept up during

the live-long day, by the invalids, old women, and other

curious do-nothing folk of the fortress, who sit here on the

f!
•
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Htoiio IkjhcIh'h under an awning Hpread over the well to sholtor

tlie t(ill-|^Htlion!r from the Hun, and dawdle <>v(.'r the j^os.sip of

t\w f'ortreHH, and (lucHtion any water-carrier that arrives

about tli(5 newH of the city, and make long commentH on

everything they hear and Hee. Not an hour of the day l)ut

loitering hou.sewives and idle maid-Hervants may Ik) Hcen,

lingering with pitcrlier on head or in hand, to hear the laHt of

the endleHH tattle of thcHe worthies.

Among the water-carrierw who once resorted to this well

there w»ih a sturdy, strong-bac;!:^"!, bandy-legged little fellow

iianHid Pedro Gil, but called Peregil for shortness 3eing a

water-carrier, he was a Gallego, or native of ( ilicia, of

(course. Nature seems to have formed races of i en as she

has of animals for different kinds of drudgery. In France

the shoeblacks are all Savoyards, the porters of hotels all

Swiss, and in the days of hoops and hair powder in England,

no man could give the regular swing to a sedan chair but a

bog-trotting Irishman. So in Spain the carriers of water

and bearers of burdens are all sturdy little natives of Gallicia.

No man says, "get me a porter," but, "call a Gallego.**

To return from this digression. Peregil the Gallego had
begim busiiess with merely a great earthen jar, which he
carried upon his shoulder; by degrees he rose in the world,

and was enabled to purchase an assistant, of a correspondent

class of animals, being a stout shaggy-haired donkey. On
each side of this his long-eared aid-de-camp, in a kind of pan-

nier, were slung his water-jars covered with fig leaves to pro-

tect them from the sun. There was not a more industrious

water-carrier in all Granada, nor one more merry withal.

The streets rang with his cheerful voice as he trudged after

his donke\ , singing forth the usual summer note that re-

sounds through the Spanish towns: ^^quien quiere agva—
ufjua mas fria que la nieve.—Who wants water—water
colder than snow—who wants water from the well of the

Alhambra—cold as ice and clear as crystal?" When he
served a customer with a sparkling glass, it was always with
a pleasant word that caused a smile, and if, perchance, it

.J'
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was a comely dame, or dimpling damsel, it was always with

a sly leer and a compliment to her beauty that was irresist-

ible. Thus Peregil the Gallego was noted throughout all

Granada for being one of the civilest, pleasantest and hap-

piest of mortals. Yet it is not he who sings loudest and
jokes most that has the lightest heart. Under all this air of

merriment, honest Peregil had his cares and troubles. He
had a large family of ragged children to support, who were
hungry and clamorous as a nest of young swallows, and
beset him with their outcries for food whenever he came
home of an evening. He had a helpmate, too, who was
anything but a help to him. She had been a village beauty

before marriage, noted for her skill in dancing the bolero

and rattling the castanets, and she still retained her early

propensities, spending the hard earnings of honest Peregil in

frippery, and laying the. very donkey under requisition for

junketing parties into the country on Sundays and saints'

days, and those innumerable holydays which are rather more
numerous in Spain than the days of the week. With all this

she was a little of a slattern, something more of a lie-a-bed,

and, above all, a gossip of the first water ; neglecting house,

household, and everything else, to loiter slip-shod in the

houses of her gossip neighbors.

He, however, who tempers the wind to the dhorn lamb,

accommodates the yoke of matrimony to th0 submissive neck.

Peregil bore all the heavy dispensations of wife and children

with as meek a spirit as his donkey bore the water-jars; and,

however he might shake his ears in private, never ventured

to question the household virtues of his slattern spouse.

He loved his children, too, even as an owl loves its owl-

ets, seeing in them his own image multiplied and perpetu-

ated, for they were a sturdy, long backed, bandy-legged little

brood. The great pleasure of honest Peregil was, whenever
he could afford himself a scanty holyday and had a handful

of maravedies to spare, to take the whole litter forth with
him, some in his arms, some tugging at his skirts, and some
trudging at his heels, and to treat them to a gambol among
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tho orchards of the Vega, while his wife was dancing with

her holyday friends in the Angosturas of the Darro.

It was a late hour one summer night, and most of tho

water-carriers had desisted from their toils. The day had
been uncommonly sultry ; the night was one of those deli-

cious moonlights which tempt the inhabitants of those south-

em climes to indemnify themselves for the heat and inaction

of the day, by lingering in the open air and enjoying its

tempered sweetness until after midnight. Customers for

water were therefore still abroad. Peregil, like a consid-

erate, painstaking Uttle father, thought of his hungry chil-

dren. *'One more journey to the well," said he to himself,

"to earn a good Sunday's puchero for the little ones." So

saying, he trudged rapidly up the steep avenue of the Al-

hambra, singing as he went, and now and then bestowing

a hearty thwack with a cudgel on the flanks of his donkey,

either by way of cadence to the song, or refreshment to the

animal; for dry blows serve in lieu for provender in Spain,

for all beasts of burden.

"When arrived at the well, he found it deserted by every

one except a solitary stranger in Moorish garb, seated on the

stone bench in the moonlight. Peregil paused at first, and
regarded him with surprise, not unmixed with awe, but the

Moor feebly beckoned him to approach.

'*I am faint and ill," said he; "aid me to return to the

city, and I will pay thee double what thou couldst ^ain by
thy jars of water."

The honest heart of the little water-carrier was touched

with compassion at the appeal of tha stranger. "God for-

bid," said he, "that I should ask fee or reward for doing a

common act of humanity."

He accordingly helped the Moor on his donkey, and set

off slowly for Granada, the poor Moslem being so weak that

it was necessary to hold him on the animal to keep him from
falling to the earth.

When they entered the city, the water-carrier demanded
whither he should conduct him. "Alas!" said the Moor,
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;HÂ4

;iii

tw : . ....

h*^

'•if- . ,

/

4

.II'

faintly, *'I have neither home nor .habitation. I am a

stranger in the land. Buffer me to lay my head this night

beneath thy roof and thou shalt be amply repaid."

Honest Peregil thus saw himself unexpectedly saddled

with an infidel guest, but he was too humane to refuse a

night's shelter to a fellow-being in so forlorn a plight ; so he

conducted the Moor to his dwelling. The children, who had

sallied forth, open-mouthed as usual, on hearing the tramp
of tlie donkey, ran back with affright, when they beheld the

turbaned stranger, and hid themselves behind their mother
The latter stepped forth mtrepidly, like a ruffling hen before

her brood, when a vagrant dog approaches.

"What infidel companion," cried she, "is this you have
brought home at this late hour, to draw upon us the eyes of

the Inquisition?"

"Be quiet, wife," replied the Gallego, "here is a poor

sick stranger, without friend or home: wouldst thou turn

him forth to perish rzi the streets?"

The wife would still have remcnstiated, for, though she

lived in a hovel, she was a furious stickler for the credit of

her house; the little water-carrier, however, for once was
stiff necked, and refused to bend beneath the yoke. He
assisted the poor Moslem to alight, and spread a mat and a
sheep-skin for him, on the ground, in the coolest part of the

house ; being the only kind of bed that his poverty afforded.

In a.little while the Moor was seized with violent convul-

sions, which defied all the ministering skill of the simple

water-carrier. The eye of the poor patient acknowledged

his kindness. During an interval of his fits he called him
to his side, and addressing him in a low voice: "My end,"

said he, "I fear is at hand. If I die I bequeath you this box

as a reward for your charity." So saying, he opened his

albornoz, or cloak, and showed a small box of sandal wood,

strapped round his body.

"God grant, my friend," replied the worthy little Gallego,

"that you may live many years to enjoy your treasure, what-

ever it may be.

"
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The Moor shook his head ; he laid his hand upon the box,

and would have said something more concerning it, but his

convulsions returned with increased violence, and in a little

while he expired.

The water-carrier's wife was now as one distracted.

*'This comes," said she, "of your foolish good nature,

always running into scrapes to oblige others. What will

become of us when this corpse is found in our house? We
shall be sent to prison as murderers ; and if we escape with

our lives, shall be ruined by notaries and alguazils.'*

Poor Peregil was in equal tribulation, and almost repented

himself of having done a good deed. At length a thought

struck him. "It is not yet day," said he. "I can convey

the dead body out of the city and bury it in the sands on the

banks of the Xenil. No one saw the Mcor enter our dwell-

ing, and no one will know anything of his death." So said,

so done. The wife aided him : they rolled the body of the

unfortunate Moslem in the mat on which he had expired,

laid it across the ass, smd Peregil set out with it foi the

banks of the river.

As ill luck would have it, there lived opposite to the

water-carrier a barber named Pedrillo Pedrugo, one of the

most prying, tattling, mischief-making of his gossip tribe.

He was a weasel-faced, spider-legged varlet, supple and
insinuating; the famous Barber of Seville could not surpass

him for his universal knowledge of the affairs of others, and
he had no more power of retention than a sieve. It was said

that he slept with but one eye at a time, and kept one ear

uncovered, so that, even in his sleep, he might see and hear

all that was going on. Certain it is, he was a sort of scan-

dalous chronicle for the quidnuncs of Granada, and had mor<

customers than all the rest of his fraternity.

This meddlesome barber heard Peregil arrive at an un-

usual hour of night, and the exclamations of his wife and
children. ^lis head was instantly popped out of a little win-

dow which served him aB a lookout, and he saw his neighbor

assist a man in a Moorish garb into his dwelling. This was
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so strange an occurrence that Pedrillo Pedrugo slept not a

wink that night—evepy five minutes he was at his loophole,

watching the lights that gleamed through the chinks of his

neighbor's door, and before dayhght he beheld Peregil sally

forth with his donkey unusually laden.

The inquisitive biirber was hi a fidget ; he slipped on his

clothes, and, stealing forth silently, followed the water-car-

rier at a distance, until he saw him dig a hole in the sandy

bank of the Xenil, and bury something that had the appear-

ance of a dead body.

The barber hied him home and fidgeted about his shop,

setting everything upside down, until sunrise. He then took

a basin imder his arm, and sallied forth to the house of his

daily customer, the Alcalde.

The Alcalde was just risen. Pedrillo Pedrugo seated

him in a chair, threw a napkin round his neck, put a basin

of hot water under his chin, and began to mollify Lis beard

with his fingers.

"Strange doings," said Pedrugo, who played barber and
newsmonger at the same time. "Strange doings I Robbery,

and murder, and burial, all m one night!"

"Hey? howl "What is it you say?" cried the Alcalde.

"I say," replied the barber, rubbing a piece of soap over

the nose and mouth of the dignitary, for a Spanish barber

disdains to employ a brush; "I say that Peregil the Gallego

has robbed and murdered a Moorish Mussulman, and buried

him this blessed night

—

maldita sea la noche—accursed be

the night for the same!"

"But how do you know all this?" demanded the Alcalde.

"Be patient, senor, and you shall hear all about it," re-

plied Pedrillo, taking him by the nose and sliding a razor

over his cheek. He then recounted all that he had seen,

going through both operations at the same time, shaving his

beard, washing his chin, and wiping him dry with a dirty

napkin, while he was robbing, murdering, and burying the

Moslem.

Now it so happened that this Alcalde was one of the most

m
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overbearing, and at the same time most griping and corrupt

curmudgeons in all Granada. It could not be denied, how-

ever, that he set a high value upon justice, for he sold it at

its weight in gold. He presumed the case in point to be one

of murder and robbery ; doubtless there must be rich spoil

;

how was it to be secured into the legitimate hands of the

law? for as to merely enti'apping the delinquent—that would

be feeding the gallows : but entrapping the booty—that v/ould

be enriching the judge; and such, according to his creed, was
the great end of justice. So thinking, he summoned to his

presence his trustiest alguazil ; a gaunt, hungry-looidng var-

let, clad, according to the custom of his order, in the ancient

Spanish garb—a broad black beaver, turned up at the sides

;

a quaint ruff, a small black cloak dangling from his shoul-

ders ; rusty black underclothes that set off his spare wiry

form ; while in his hand he bore a slender white wand, the

dreaded insignia of his office. Such was the legal blood-

hound of the ancient Spanish breed that he put upon the

traces of the unlucky water-carrier ; and such was his speed

and certainty that he was upon the haunches of poor Per'^gil

before he had returned to his dwelling, and brought both

him and his donkey before the dispenser of justice.

The Alcalde bent upon him one of his most terrific frowns.

"Hark ye, culprit!" roared he in a voice that made the knees

of the little Galle go smite together—"Hark ye, culprit! there

is no need of denying thy guilt : everything is known to me.

A gallows is the proper reward for the crime thou hast com-
mitted, but I am merciful, and readily listen to reason. The
man that has been murdered in thy house was a Moor, an
infidel, the enemy of our faith. It was doubtless in a fit

of religious zeal that thou hast slain him. I will be indul-

gent, therefore ; render up the property of which thou hast

robbed him, and we will hush the matter up."
The poor water-carrier called upon all the saints to wit-

ness his innocence ; alas ! not one of them appeared, and if

there had, the ik.lcalde would have disbelieved the whole
calendar. The water-carrier related tiie whole story of the

A
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dying Moor with the straightforward simplicity of truth, but

it was all in vain: "Wilt thou persist in saying,*' demanded
the judge, "that this Moslem had neither gold nor jewels,

which were the object of thy cupidity?"

"As I hope to be saved, your worship," repUed the water-

carrier, "he had nothing but a small box of sandal wood,

which he bequeathed to me in reward of my services."

"A box of sandal wood! a box of sandal wood!" ex-

claimed the Alcalde, his eyes sparkling at the idea of pre-

cious jewels, "and where is this box? where have you
concealed it?" ,

"An' it please your grace," replied the water-carrier, "it

is in one of the panniers of my mule, and heartily at the

service of your worship."

He had hardly spoken the words when the keen alguazil

darted off and reappeared in an instant with the mysterious

box of sandal wood. The Alcalde opened it with an eager

and trembUng hand ; all pressed forward to gaze upon the

treasures it was expected to contain ; when, to their disap-

pointment, nothing appeared within but a parchment scroll,

covered with Arabic characters, and an end of a waxen taper 1

When there is nothing to be gained by the conviction of

a prisoner, justice, even in Spain, is apt to be impartial. The
Alcalde, having recovered from his disappointment and found

there was really no booty in the case, now listened dispas-

sionately to the explanation of the water-carrier, which was
corroborated by the testimony of his wife. Being convinced,

therefore, of his innocence, he discharged him from arrest

;

nay more, he permitted him to carry off the Moor's legacy,

the box of sandal wood and its contents, as the well-merited

reward of his humanity ; but he retained his donkey in pay-

ment of cost and charges.

Behold the unfortunate little Gallego reduced once more
to the necessity of being his own water-carrier, and trudging

up to the well of the Alhambra with a great earthen jar upon
his shoulder. As lie toiled up the hill in the heat of a sum-
mer noon his usual good humor forsook him. "Dog of an

,11'
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Alcalde!'* would he cry, "to rob a poor man of the means

of his subsistence—of the best friend he had in the worid!'*

And then at the remembrance of the beloved companion of

his labors all the kindness of his nature would break forth.

**Ah, donkey of my heart I" would he exclaim, resting his

burden on a stone, and wiping the sweat from his brow.

"Ah, donkey of my heart! I warrant me thou thinkest of

thy old master I I warrant me thou missest the water jars

—poor beast!"

To add to his afflictions his wife received him, on his

return home, with whimperings and repinings; she had

clearly the vantage-ground of him, having warned him

not to commit the egregious act of hospitality that had

brought on him all these misfortunes, and like a knowing

woman she took every occasion to throw her superior sagac-

ity in his teeth. If ever her children lacked food, or needed

a new garment, she would answer with a sneer, "Go to your

father; he's heir to King Chico of the Alhambra. A^k him
to help you out of the Moor's strong box."

Was ever poor mortal more soundly punished for having

done a good action! The unlucky Peregil was grieved in

flesh and spirit, but still he bore meekly with the railings of

his spouse. At length one evening, when, after a hot day's

toil, she taunted him in the usual manner, he lost all pa-

tience. He did not venture to retort upon her, but his eye

rested upon the box of sandal wood, which lay on a shelf

with lid half open, as if laughing in mockery of his vexation.

Seizing it up he dashed it with indignation on the floor.

"Unlucky was the day that I ever set eyes on thee," he

cried, "or sheltered thy master beneath my roof."

As the box struck the floor the lid flew wide open, and
the parchment scroll rolled forth. Peregil sat regarding

the scroll for some time in moody silence. At length rallying

his ideas, "Who knows," thought he, "but this writing may
be of some importance, as the Moor seems to have guarded

it with such care." Picking it up, therefore, he put it in his

bosom, and the next morning, as he was crying water
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through the streets, he stopped at the shop of a Moor, a

native of Tangier, who sold trinkets and perfumery in the

Zacatin, and asked him to exphiin the contents.

The Moor read the scroll attentively, then stroked his

beard and smiled. '^This manuscript," said he, "is a form
of incantation for the recovery of hidden treasure, that is

under the power of enchantment. It is said to have such

virtue that the strongest bolts and bars, nay, the adamantine
rock itself, will yield before it."

"Bah!" cried the little Gallego, "what is all that to

me. I am no enchanter and know nothing of buried

treasure." So saying he shouldered his water-jar, left

the scroll in the hands of the Moor, and trudged forward

on his daily rounds.

That evening, however, as he rested himself about twi-

light at the well of the Alhambra, he found a number of

gossips assembled at the place, and their conversation, as is

not unusual at that shadowy hour, turned upon old tales and
traditions of a supernatural nature. Being all poor as rats,

they dwelt with peculiar fonduess upon the popular theme of

enchanted riches left by the Moors in various parts of the

Alhambra. Above all, they concurred in the belief that

there were great treasures buried deep in the earth under the

tower of the Seven Floors.

These stories made an unusual impression on the mind of

honest Peregil, and they sank deeper and deeper into his

thoughts as he returned alone down the darkling avenues.

"If, after all, there should be treasure hid beneath that tower

—and if the scroll I left with the Moor should enable me to

get at it I" In the sudden ecstasy of the thought he had well-

nigh let fall his water jar.

That night he tumbled and tossed, and could scarcely get

a wink of sleep for the thoughts that were bewildering his

brain. In the morning, bright and early, he repaired to the

shop of the Moor and told him all that was passing in his

mind. "You can read Arabic," said he, "suppose we go
together to the tower and try the effect of the charm ; if it

'•
1
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fails we are no worse off than before, but if it succeeds wo
will share equally all the treasure we may discover."

"Hold," replied the Moslem, *'this writing is not sufficient

of itself; it must be read at midnight by the light of a taper

singularly compounded and prepared, the ingredients of

which are not within my reach. Without such taper the

scoU is of no avail."

*'Say no morel" cried the little Gallego. "I have such a

taper at hand and will bring it here in a moment." So say-

ing he hastened home, and soon returned with the end of a

yellow wax taper that he hid found in the box of sandal

wood.

The Moor felt it and smelled of it. "Here are rare and

costly perfumes," said he, "combined with this yellow wax.

This is the kind of taper specified in the scroll. While this

burns, the strongest walls and most secret caverns will re-

main open; woe to him, however, who lingers within until

it be extinguished. He will remain enchanted, with the

treasure."

It was now agreed between them to try the charm that

very night. At a late hour, therefore, when nothing vas

stirring but bats and owls, they ascended the woody hill of

the Alhambra and approached that awful tower, shrouded

by trees and rendered foni}idable by so many traditionary

tales.

By the light of a lantern, they groped their way through

bushes and over fallen stones to the door of a vault beneath

the tower. With fear and trembling: they descended a flight

of steps cut into the rock. It led to an empty chamber,

damp and drear, from which another flight of steps led to a

deeper vault. In this way they descended for several flights,

leading into as many vaults, one below the other, but tlie

floor of the fourth was solid, and though, according to tradi-

tion, there remained three vaults still below, it was said to be

impossible to penetrate further, the residue being shut up by
strong enchantment. The air of this vault was damp and
chilly, and had an earthy smell, and the light scarce cast

^*
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forth any rays. They paused here for a time in breathless

suHpenHe, until they faintly heard the clock of the watch

tower strike midnight; upon this they li|^ht(}d the waxen
taper, which diffused an odor of myrrh, and frankincense,

and storax.

The Moor be^an to read in a hurried voice. He had

scarc(> finished when there was a noise as of subterraneous

thunder. The earth shook and the floor yawning oj)en dis-

closed a flight of steps. Tremblmg with awe they descended,

and by the light of the lantern found themselves in another

vault, covered with Arabic; inscriiitions. In the center stood

a great fhest, secured with ^ev^jn l>ands of steel, at each end

of which sat an enclianted Moor in armor, but motionless as

a scatue, being controlled by the jiower of the incantation.

Before the chest were several jars filled with gold and silver

and precious stonv^s. In the largest of these they thrust their

arms up to the elbow, and at every dip hauled forth hands

full of broad yellow pieces of Moorish gold, or bracelets and
ornaments of the same pr(3cious mental, while occasionally a
necklrj,ce of Oriental pearls would stick to their fingers. Still

they trembled and breathed short while cramming their

pockets with the sjKjils; and cast many a fearful glance at

the two enchanted Moors, who sat grim and motionless,

glaring upon them with unwinking eyes. At length, struck

with a sudden panic at some fancied noise, they both

rushed up the staircase, tumbled over one another into the

upper apartment, overturned and extinguished the waxen
tajxjr, and the pavement again closed with a thundering

sound.

Filled with dismay, tlivV did not i^aiise until they had
gr()j)ed their way out of the tower, and beheld the stars

shining through the trees. Then seating themselves upon

the grass, they divided the spoil, determining to content

themselves for the pr-jsent with this mere skiiTiming of the

ja.-s, but to return on some future night and drain them to

the bottor.i. To make sure of ea(;li other s good faith, also,

they divided the talismans betwecjn them, one retaining the

I
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scroll and the other the ta^er; this done, they set oflf with

light hearts and well lined pockets for Granada.

As they wended their way down the hill, the shrewd

Moor whispered a word of counsel in the ear of the simple

little water-carrier.

"Friend Peregil," said he, "all this affair must be kept

a profound secret until we have secured the treasure and

conveyed it out of harm's way. Tf a whisper of it gets to

the ear of the Alcalde we are undone I"

"Certainly!" replied the Gallego; "nothing can be more

true."

"Friend Peregil," said the Moor, "you are a discreet

man, and I make no doubt can keep a secret ; but—you have

a wife—

"

"She shall not know a word of it!" replied the little

water-carrier sturdily.

"Enough," said the Moor, "I depend upon thy discretion

and thy promise."

Never was promise more positive and sincere; but, alas I

what man can keep a secret from his wife? Certainly not

such a one as Peregil the water-carrier, who was one of the

most loving and tractable of husbands. On his return home
he found his wife moping in a comer.

"Mighty well!" cried she, as he entered; "you've come
at last ; after rambling about until this hour of the night. I

wonder you have not brought home another Moor as a house-

mate." Then bursting into tears she began to wring her

hands and smite her breast. "Unhappy woman that I am !"

exclaimed she, "what will become of me I My house stripped

and plundered by lawyers and alguazils; my husband a do-

no-good that no longer brings home bread for his family, but

goes rambling about, day and night, with infidel Moors. Oh,

my children I my children ! what will become of us ; we shall

all have to beg in the streets!"

Honest Peregil was so moved by the distress of his spouse

that he could not help whimpering also. His heart was as full

as his pocket, and not to be restrained. Thrusting his hand
* * *7 Vol. II.
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into the latter he hauled forth three or four broad gold pieces

and slipped them into her bosom. The poor woman stared

with astonishment, and could not understand the meaning of

this golden shower. Before she could recover her surprise,

the little Gallego drew forth a chain of gold and dangled it

before her, capering with exultation, his mouth distended

from ear to ear.

"Holy Virgin protect us!" exclaimed the wife. "What
hast thou been doing, Peregil? Surely thou hast not been

committing murder and robbery!"

The idea scarce entered the brain of the poor woman
than it became a certainty with her. She saw a prison and
a gallows in the distance, and a little bandy-legged Gallego

dangling pendant from it; and, overcome by the horrors

conjured up by her imagination, fell into violent hysterics.

What could the poor man do? He had no other means
of pacifying his wife and dispelling the phantoms of her

fancy than by relating the whole story of his good fortune.

This, however, he did not do until he had exacted from her

the most solemn promise to keep it a profound secret from

every living being.

To describe her joy would be impossible. She flung her

arms round the neck of her husband, and almost strangled

him with her caresses. "Now, wife!" exclaimed the little

man with honest exultation, "what say you now to the

Moor's legacy? Henceforth never abuse me for helping a

fellow creature in distress."

The honest Gallego retired to his sheepskin mat, and slept

as soundly as if on a bed of down. Not so his wife.—She
emptied the whole contents of his pockets upon the mat, and
sat all night counting gold pieces of Arabic coin, trying on
necklaces and earrings, and fancying the figure she should

one day make when permitted to enjoy her riches.

On the following morning the honest Gallego took a
broad golden coin, and repaired with it to a jeweler's shop

in the Zacatin to offer it for sale ; pretending to have found
it among the ruins of the Alhambra. The jeweler saw that
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it had an Arabic inscription and was of the purest gold ; he

offered, however, but a third of its value, with which the

water-carrier was perfectly content. Peregil v^yr bought

new clothes for his littlo flock, and all kinds of toys, together

with ample provisions for a hearty meal, and returning to

his dwelling set all his children dancing around him, while

he capered in the midst, the happiest of fathers.

The wife of the water-carrier kept her promise of secrecy

with surprising strictness. For a whole day and a half she

went about with a look of mystery and a heart swelling

almost to bursting, yet she held her peace, though sur-

rounded by her gossips. It is true she could not help giving

herself a few airs, apologized for her ragged dress, and
talked of ordering a new basquina all trimmed with gold lace

and bugles, and a new lace mantilla. She threw out hints

of her husband's intention of leaving off his trade of water-

carrying, as it did not altogether agree with his health. In

fact she thought they should all retire to the country for the

summer, that the children might have the benefit of the

mountain air, for there was no Uving in the city in this sultry

season.

The neighbors stared at each other, and thought the poor

woman had lost her wits, and her airs and graces and ele-

gant pretensions were the theme of uni , •^sal scoffing and
merriment among her friends, the moment her back was
turned.

If she restrained herself abroad, however, she indemnified

herself at home, and, putting a string of rich Oriental pearls

round her neck, Moorish bracelets on her arms ; an aigrette

of diamonds on her head, sailed backward and forward in

her slattern rags about the room, now and then stopping

to admire herself in a piece of broken mirror. Nay, in the

impulse of her simple vanity, she could not resist on one
occasion showing herself at the window, to enjoy the effect

of her finery on the passers by.

As the fates would have it, Pedrillo Pedrugo, the meddle-

some barber, was at this moment sitting idly in his shop on
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the opposite side of the street, when his ever watchful eye

caught the sparkle of a diamond. In an instant he was at

his loophole, reconnoitering the slattern spouse of the water-

carrier, decorated with the splendor of an eastern bride. No
sooner had be taken an accurate inventory of her ornaments

than he posted off with al^ ^;eed to the Alcalde. In a little

while the hungry alguazii was again on the scent, and before

the day was over the unfortunate Peregil was again dragged

into the presence of the judge.

"How is this, villain !" cried the Alcalde in a furious voice.

"You told me that the infidel who died in your house left

nothing behind but an empty coffer, and now I hear of your

wife flaunting in her rags decked out with pearls and dia-

monds. Wretch that thou art! prepare to render up the

spoils of thy miserable victim, and to swing on the gallows

that is already tired of waiting for thee."

The terrified water-carrier fell on his knees, and made a

full relation of the marvelous manner in which he had gained

his wealth. The Alcalde, the alguazii, and the inquisitive

barber listened with greedy ears to this Arabian tale of en-

chanted treasure. The alguazii was dispatched to bring the

Moor who had assisted in the incantation. The Moslem en-

tered half frightened out of his wits at finding himself in the

hands of the harpies of the law. When he beheld the water-

carrit r standing with sheepish look and downcast countt

nance, he comprehended the whole matter. "Miserable

animal," said he, as he passed near him, "did I not warn
thee against babbling to thy wife?"

The story of the Moor coincided exactly with that of his

colleague ; but the Alcalde affected to be slow of belief, and
threw out menaces of imprisonment and rigorous investiga-

tion.

"Softly, good Senor Alcalde," said the Mussulman, who
by this time had recovered his usual shrewdness and self-

possession. "Let us not mar fortune's favors in the scram-

ble for them. Nobody knows anything of this matter but

ourselves; let us keep the secret. There is wealth enough
iJIC
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in the cave to enrich us all. Promise a fair division, and all

shall be produced ; refuse, and the cave shall remain forever

closed."

The Alcalde consulted apart with the alguazil. The lat-

ter was an old fox in his profession. "Promise anything,'*

said he, "until you get possession of the treasure. You may
then seize upon the whole, and if he and his accomplice dart

to murmur, threaten them with the fagot and the stake as

infidels and sorcerers."

The Alcalde relished the advice. Smoothing his brow

and turning to the Moor—"This is a strange story," said he,

"and may be true, but I must have ocular proof of it. Tliis

very night you must repeat the incantation in my presence.

If there be really such treasure, we will share it amicably

between us, and say nothing further of the matter; if ye

have deceived me, expect no mercy at my hands. In the

meantime you must remain in custody."

The Moor and the water-carrier cheerfully agreed to these

contlitions, satisfied that the event would prove the truth of

their words.

Toward midnight the Alcalde sallied forth secretly, at-

tended by the alguazil and the meddlesome barber, all

str<jngly armed. They conducted the Moor and the water-

carrier as prisoners, and were provided with the stout

donkey of i;he latter, to bear oflf the expected treasure.

They arrived at the tower without being observed, and
tyiuy; the donkey to a fig-tree, descended into the fourth

vault of the tower.

The scroll was produced, the yellow waxen taper lighted,

and the Moor read the form of incantation. The earth trem-

bled as before, and the pavement opened with a thundering

sound, disclosing the narrow flight of steps. The Alcalde,

the alguazil, and the barber were struck aghast, and could

not summon courage to descend. The Moor and the water-

carrier entered the lower vault and found the two Moors
seated as before, silent and motionless. They removed two
of tlie great jars, filled with golden coin and precious stones.
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The water-carrier bore them up one by one upon his shoul-

ders, but though a strong-backed Httle man, and accustomed

to carry burdens, he staggered beneath their weight, and
found, when slung on each side of his donkey, they were as

much as the animal could bear.

"Let us be content for the present," said the Moor; *'here

is as much treasure as we can carry off without being per-

ceivou, and enough to make us all wealthy to our heart's

desire."

"Is there more treasure remaining behind?" demanded
the Alcalde.

"The greatest prize of all," said the Moor; "a huge coffer,

bound with bands of steel, and filled with pearls and precious

stones."

"Let us have up the coffer by all means," cried the grasp-

ing Alcalde.

"I will descend for no more," said the Moor, doggedly.

"Enough is enough for a reasonable man; more is super-

fluous."

"And I," said the water-carrier, "will bring up no further

burden to break the back of my poor donkey."

Finding commands, threats, and envreaties equally vain,

the Alcalde turned to his two adherents. "Aid me," said

he, "to bring up the coffer, and its contents shall be divided

between us." So saying he descended the steps, followed,

with trembling reluctance, by the alguazil and the barber.

No sooner did the Moor behold them fairly earthed than

he extinguished the yellow taper : the pavement closed with

its usual crash, and the three worthies remained buried in

its womb.
He then hastened up the different flights of steps, nr»r

stopped until in the open air. The little water-carrier fol-

lowed him as !a8t as his short legs would permit.

"What hast thou done?" cried Peregil, as soon as he

could recover breath. "The Alcalde and the other two are

shut up in the vault!"

"It is the will of Allah I" said the Moor, devoutly.
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"And will you not release them?'* demanded the Gal-

lego.

"Allah forbid!" replied the Moor, smoothing his beard.
" It is written in the book of fate that they shall remain en-

chanted until some future adventurer shall come to break

the charm. The will of God be done I'* So saying he hurled

the end of the waxen taper far among the gloomy thickets of

the glen.

There was now no remedy ; so the Moor and the water-

carrier proceeded with the richly-laden donkey toward the

city : nor could honest Peregil refrain from hugging and kiss-

ing his long-eared fellow-laborer, thus restored to him from

the clutches of the law; and, in fact, it is doubtful which
gave the simple-hearted little man most joy at the moment,
the gaining of the treasure or the recovery of the donkey.

The two partners in good luck divided their spoil amicably

and fairly, excepting that the Moor, who had a little taste

for trinketry, made out to get into his heap the most of the

pearls and precious stones, and other baubles ; but then he

always gave the water-carrier ir lieu magnificent jewels of

massy gold four times the size, with which the latter was
heartily content. They took care not to linger within reach

of accidents, but made off to enjoy their wealth undisturbed

in other countries. The Moor returned into Africa, to his

native city of Tetuan, and the Gallego, with his wife, his chil-

dren and his donkey, made the best of his way to Portugfd.

Here, under the admonition and tuition of his wife, he be-

came a personage of some consequence, for she made the

little man array his long body and short legs in doublet and
hose, with a feather in his hat and a sword by his side ; and,

laying aside the familiar appellation of Peregil, assume the

more sonorous title of Don Pedro Gil. His progeny grew
up a thriving and merry-hearted, though short and bandy-
legged generation; while the Senora Gil, be-fringed, be-

laced, and be-tasseled from her head to her heels, with glit-

tering rings on every finger, became a model of slattern

fashion and finery.
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are deep alcoves with raised platforms, where the bathers

after tneir ablutions reclined on luxurious cushions, soothed

to voluptuous repose by the fragrance of the perfumed air

and the notes of soft music from the gallery. Beyond this

hall are the interior chambers, still more private and retired,

where no light is admitted but through small apertures in

thii vaulted ceilings. Here was the sanctum sanctorum of

female privacy, where the beauties of the harem indulged in

the luxury of the baths. A soft mysterious light reigns

through the place, the broken baths are still there, and traces

of ancient elegance.

The prevailing silence and obscurity have made this a

favorite resort of bats, who nestle during the day in the dark

nooks and corners, and, on being disturbed, flit mysteriously

about the tv/ilight chambers, heightening in an indescribable

degree their air of desertion and decay.

In this cool and elegant though dilapidated retreat, which

has the freshness and seclusion of a grotto, I have of late

papsed the sultry hours of the day ; emerging toward sunset,

and bathing, or rather swimming, at night in the great reser-

voir of the main court. In this way I have been enabled in

a measure to counteract the relaxing and enervating influ-

ence of the climate.

My dream of absolute sovereignty, however, is at an end

:

I was roused from it lately by the report of firearms, which
reverberated among the towers as if the castle had been

taken by surprise. On sallying forth I found an old cavalier

with a number of domestics in possession of the Hall of Am-
bassadors. He was an ancient count, who had come up from
his palace in Granada to pass a short time in the Alhanibra
for the benefit of purer air, and who, being a veteran and
inveterate sportsman, was endeavoring to get an appetite

for his breakfast by shooting at swallows from the balconies.

It was a harmless amusement, for though, by the alertness

of his attendants in loading his pieces, he was enabled to

keep up a bii^V fire, I could not accuse him of the death of

a single swallow, l^a,'', the birds themselves seemed to en-
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joy the spot, and to deride his want of skill, skimming in

fircU's close to the balconies, and twittering as they darted by.

The arrival of this old gentleman has in some measure
cliaiiged the aHi)ect of affairs, but has likewise afforded mat-

ter for agreeable 8i)eculation. We have tacitly shared the

empire between us, like the last kings of Granada, excejHing

that we maintain a most amicable alliance. He reigns abso-

lute over the Court of the Lions and its adjacent halls, while

I maintain peaceful possession of the region of the baths and
the little garden of Lindaraxa. We take our meals together

muior the arcades of the court, where the fountains cool the

air, and bubbling rills run along the channels of the marble

pavement.

In the evening a domestic circle gathers about the worthy

old cavalier. The countess comes up from the city, with a

favorite daughter about sixteen yeai*s of age. Then there

are the official dependents of the count, his chaplaiii, his

lawyer, his secretary, his steward, and other officers and
agents of his extensive possessions. Thus he holds a kind

of doiaestic court, where every person seeks to contribute to

his amusement, without sacrificing his own pleasure or self-

resiMH't. In fact, whatever may be said of Spanish pride, it

certainly does not enter into social or domestic life. Among
no jR'ople are the relations between kindred more cordial, or

betAveen superior and dependent more frank and genial ; in

these resj^ects there still remains, in the provincial life of

Spain, much of the vaunted simplicity of the olden times.

The most interesting member of this family group, how-

ever, is the daughter of the count, the charming though

almost infantile little Carmen. Her form has not yet at-

tained its maturity, but has already the exquisite symmetry
rtiid pliant grace so prevalent in this country. Her blue eyes,

fair complexion, and light hair are unusual in Andalusia,

and give a mildness and gentleness to her demeanor, in

contiast to the usual fire of Spanish beauty, but in perfect

unis<tn with the guileless and confiding innocence of her

manners. She has, however, all the innate aptness and
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versatility of her fascinating country-women, and sings,

(lances, and plays the guitar and other instruments to ad-

miration. A few days after taking up his residence in the

Alhamhra, the count gave a domestic fete on his saint's day,

assembling round him the members of his family and house-

hold, while several old servants came from his distant i)<)S-

sessions to pay their reverence to him, and partake of the

good cheer.

This patriarchal spirit which characterized the Spanish

nobility in the days of their opulence has declined with their

f«)rtunes; but some who, like the count, still retain their

ancient family possessions, keep up a little of the ancient

system, and have their estates overrun and almost eaten

up by generations of idle retainers. According to this mag-
nificent old Spanish system, in which the national pride

and generosity bore e<iual parts, a superannuated servant

was never turned off, but became a charge for the rest of his

dfiys; nay, his children, and his children's children, and

often their relations, to the right and left, became gradually

entailed upon the family. Hence the huge palaces of tlie

Spanish nobility, which have such an air of empty ostenta-

tion from the greatness of their size compared with the medi-

ocrity and scantiness of their furniture, were absolutely re-

(juired in the golden days of Spain by the patriarchal habits

of their possessors. They were little better than vast bar-

racks for the hereditary generations of hangers-on that bat-

tened at the expense of a Spanish noble. The worthy count,

who has estates in various parts of the kingdom, assures me
that some of them barely feed the hordes of dependents

nestled upon them ; who consider themselves entitled to be

maintained upon the place, rent free, because their fore-

fathers have been so for generations.

The domestic fete of the c(junt broke in upon the usual

still life of the Alhambra. Music and laughter resounded

through its late silent halls; there were groups of the guests

amusing themselves about the galleries and gardens, and
officious servants from town hurrying through the courts,
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beaiing viands to the ancient kitchen, which was again alive

with the tread of cooks and scullions, and blazed with un-

wonted fires.

The feast, for a Spanish set dinner is literally a feast,

was laid in the beautiful niorisco hall called "la sala de Ijvri

dos Hermanas" (the saloon of the two sisters); the tal/

5

groaned with abundance and a joyoua conviviality prevrile< i

round the board; for though the Spaniards are generally ui

abstemious people, they are complete revelers at 'i bamjui 0.

For my ov n ^mrt, there was something p'^cuLu'l^ inter-

e^Mng h '^^h.; • "tt ag at i feast, in the royal halls of the Al-

liambrH, .tive?) by the representative of one of its most re-

nowned cv jaei'v^; for the venerable count, though xmwar-
like himself, is tiie lineal descendant and representative of

the "Great Captain,** the illustrio is Gonsalvo of Cordova,

whose sword he guards in the archives of his palace at

Granada.

The banquet ended, the company adjourned to the Hall

of Ambassadors. Here every one contributed to the gen-

eral amusement by exerting some peculiar talent; singing,

improvising, telling wonderful tales, or dancing to that all

pervading talisman of Spanish pleasure, the guitar.

The life and charm of the whole assemblage, however,

was the gifted little Carmen. She took her part in two or

three scer«es from Spanish comedies, exhibiting a charming

dramatic talent; she gave imitations of the popular Italian

singers, with singular and whimsical felicity, and a rare

quality of voice ; she imitated the dialects, dances, and bal-

lads of the gypsies and the neighboring peasantiy, but did

everything with a facility, a neatness, a grace, and an all-

pervading prettiness, that were perfectly fascinating. The
great charm of her performances, however, was their being

free from all pretension or ambition of displa3^. She seemed

unconscious of the extent of her own talents, and in fact is

accustomed only to exert them casually, like a child, for the

amusement of the domestic circle. Her observation and tact

must be remarkably quick, for her life is passed in the bosom
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of her family, and she can only have had Ct/ ual and tran-

sient pclaiiceH at the vjiriouB characters and traits, brought

out inipromptu in moments of domestic hilarity, like the one

in (luesiion. It is pleasing to see the fondnens and admira-

tion with which every one of the household re, rds h(jr: she

is never spoken of, even by the domestics, L> ny other ap-

pollati n than that of La Nifia, "the child," .1 apj)ellation

which thus applied has something peculiarly kind and en-

dearing in the Spanish language.

Never shall I think of the Alhambra without remember-

ing the lovely little Carmen sporting in happy and innocent

girlhood in its marblo halls; dancing to the sound of the

Moorish castanets, or mingling the silver warbling of her

voice with the music of thr u. \^ntains.

On this fe&tive occapioii veral curious and amusing
legends and traditions w^u tcid; many of which have es-

caped my memory; but ..i t^Dse that most struck me, I will

endeavor to shape fort}\ soine entertainment for the reader.

LEGEND OF PRINCE AHMED AL KAMEL
OB

THE PILGRIM OF LOVE

There was once a Moorish king of Granada who had but
one son, whom he named Ahmed, to which his courtiers

added the surname of al Kamel, or the perfect, from the
indubitable signs of super-excellence which they perceived
in him in his very infancy. The astrologers countenanced
them in their foresight, predicting everything in his favor
that could make a perfect prince and a prosperous sovereign.

One cloud only rested upon his destiny, and even that was
of a roseate hue. lie would be of an amorous temperament,
and run great perils from the tender passion. If, however,
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he could be kept from tlio alluronumtH of lovo until of mature

age, these danjjri^rs would be av(»rted, and his life thereafter

l)e one uninterrupted course of felicity.

To prevent all danger of the kind, the king wisely deter-

mined to rear the prince in a seclusion, where ho should

never see a female face nor hear even the name of love.

For this purpose he built a beautiful palace on the brow of a

hill above the Alhambra, in the midst of delightful gardens,

but surrounded by lofty walls; being, in fact, the same
palace known at the present day by the name of the Qe ler-

alift'e. In this prdace the youthful prince was shut up and
intrusted to the guardianship and instruction of Ebon Bonab-

bon, one of the wisest and driest of Arabian sages, who had

j>assed the greatest part of his life in Egypt, studying hiero-

glyphics anil making researches among the tombs and pyra-

mids, and who saw more charms in an Egyptian mummy
than in the most tempting of living beauties. The sage was
ordered to instruct the prince in all kinds of knowledge but

one—he is to be kept utterly- ignorant of love—"use every

precaution for the purj)ose you may think proper," said the

king, "but remember, oh Ebon Bonabbon, if my son learns

aught of that forbidden knowledge, while under your care,

vour head shall answer for it." A withered smile came over
ft'

the dry visage of the wise Bonabbon at the menace. "Let
your majesty's heart be as easy about your son as mine is

about my head. Am I ii man likely to give lessons in the

idle passion?"

Under the vigilant care of the philosopher, the prince grew
up in the seclusion of the palace and its gardens. He had

black slaves to attend upon him—hideoiis mutes, who knew
nothing of love, or, if they did, had not words to communi-
cate it. His mental endowments were the {peculiar care of

Ebon Bonabbon, who sought to initiate him into the abstruse

lore of Egypt, but in this the prince made little progress, and

it was soon evident that he had no turn for philo3oph5^

He was, however, amazingly ductile for a youthful prince

;

ready to follow any advice and always guided by the last
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councilor. Ho Ruppressed his yawns and listened j)atiently

to the lonj^ and learned discourses of Ebon Bonabbon, from

which lie imbilxxl a smattering of various kinds of knowl-

edge, and thus happily attained his twentieth year, a miracle

of princely wisdom, but totally ignorant of love.

About this time, however, a change came over the con-

duct of the prince. He completely abandoned his studies find

took to strolling about the gardens and musing by the side

of the fountains. He had been taught a little music among
his various accomplishments; it now engrossed a great part

of his time, and a turn for jxxjtry became apparent. The

sage Ebon Bonabbon Uyok the alarm and endeavored to work
these idle humors out of him by a severe course of algebra;

but the prince turned from it with distaste. "I cannot en-

dure algebra," said he ; "it is an abomination to me. I want
something that s{)eaks more to the heart.

'

'

Tho sago Ebon Bonabbon shook his dry head at the words.

"Here's an end to philosophy,*' thought he. "The prince

has discovered he has a heart I" He now kept anxious watch

upon his pupil, and saw that the latent tenderness of his

nature was in activity and only wanted an object. He wan -

dored about the gardens of the Generaliffe in an intoxication

of feelings of which he knew not the cause. Sometimes he

would sit plunged in a delicious reverie ; then he would seize

his lute and draw from it the most touching notes, and then

throw it aside and break forth into sighs and ejaculations.

By degrees this loving disposition began to extend to in-

animate objects; he had his favorite flowers which he cher-

ished with tender assiduity; then he became attached to

various trees, and there was one in particular, of a graceful

form and drooping foliage, on which he lavished his amorous
devotion, carving his name on its bark, hanging garlands on
its branches, and singing couplets in its praise, to the accom-
paniment of his lute.

The sage Ebon Bonabbon was alarmed at this excited

state of his pupil. He saw him on the very brink of forbid-

den knowledge—the least hint might reveal to him the fatal
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secret. Trembling for the safety of the prince, and the se-

curity of his own head, he hastened to draw him from the

seductions of the garden, and shut him up in the highest

tower of the Generaliffe. It contained beautiful apartments,

and commanded an almost boundless prospect, but was ele-

vated far above that atmosphere of sweets and those witch-

ing bowers so dangerous to the feelings of the too susceptible

Ahmed.
What was to be done, however, to reconcile him to this

restraint and to beguile the tedious hours? He had exhausted

almost all kinds of agreeable knowledge; and algebra was
not to be mentioned. Fortunately Ebon Bonabbon had been

instructed, when in Egypt, in the language of birds, by a
Jewish Rabbin, who had received it in lineal transmission

from Solomon the wise, who had been taught it by the Queen
of Sheba. At the very mention of such a study the eyes of

the prince sparkled with animation, and he applied himself

to it with such avidity that he soon became as great an
adept as his master.

The tower of the Generaliffe was no longer a solitude ; he

had companions at hand with whom he could converse. The
first acquaintance he formed was with a hawk who built his

nest in a crevice of the lofty battlements, from whence he

soared far and wide in quest of prey. The prince, however,

found little to like or esteem in him. He was a mere pirate

of the air, swaggering and boastful, whose talk was all about

rapine, and carnage, and desperate exploits.

His next acquaintance was an owl, a mighty wise-looking

bird, with a large head and staring eyes, who sat blinking

and goggling all day in a hole in the wall, but roamed forth

at night. He had great pretensions to wisdom ; talked some-

thing of astrology and the moon, and hinted at the dark

sciences, but he was grievously given to metaphysics, and
the prince found his prosings were more ponderous than

those of the sage Ebon Bonabbon.

Then there was a bat, that hung all day by his heels in

the dark corner of a vault, but sallied out in a slip-shod style

I ..

1
'-
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at twilight. He, however, had but twilight ideas on all sub-

jects, derided things of which he had taken but an imperfect

view, and seemed to take delight in nothing.

Besides these there was a swallow, with whom the prince

was at first much taken. lie was a smart talker, but rest-

less, bustling, and forever on the wing; seldom remaining

lon<;' enough for any continued conversation. He turned

out in the end to be a mere smatterer, who did but skim over

the surface of things, pretending to know everything, but

knowing nothing thoroughly.

These were the only feathered associates with whom the

prince had any opportunity of exercising his newlj" acquired

language; the tower was too high for any pther birds to fre-

quent it. He soon grew weary of his new acquaintances,

whose conversation spake so little to the head and nothing to

the heart; and gradually relapsed into his loneliness. A
winter passed away, spring opened with all its bloom and
verdure, and breathing sweetness, and the happy time arrived

for birds to pair and build their nests. Suddenly, as it were,

a universal burst of song and melody broke forth from the

groN'es and gardens of the Generaliffe, and reached the prince

in tiie solitude of his tower. From every side he heard the

samo universal theme—love—love—love—chanted forth and
responded to in every variety of note and tone. The prince

listened in silence and perplexity. "What can be this love,'*

thought he, "of which the world seems so full, and of which
I know nothing?" He applied for information to his friend

the hawk. The ruffian bird answered in a tone of scorn

—

*'Y(3u must apply,'* said he, "to the vulgar, peaceable birds

of earth, who are made for the prey of us princes of the air.

My trade is war, and fighting my delight. In a word, I am
a warrior, and know nothing of this thing called love."

The prince turneil from him with disgust, and sought the

owl in his retreat. **This is a bird," said he, "of peaceful

habits, and may be able to solve my question." So he asked

the owl to tell him what wan this love f».b()ut which all the

birds in the groves below v/^ervs singing.
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Upon this the owl put on a look of offended dignity. **My

nights," said he, "are taken up in study and research, and

my days in ruminating in my cell upon all tliat I have

learned. As to these singing birds of whom you talk, I

never listen to them. I despise them and their themes.

Allah be praised! I cannot sing. In a word, I am a phi-

losopher, and know nothing of this thing called love."

The prince now repaired to the vault where his friend the

bat was hanging by the heels, and propounded the same
question. The bat wrinkled up his nose into a most snappish

expression. "Why do you disturb me in my morning's nap
with such an idle question," said he peevishly. "I only fly

by twilight when all birds are asleep, and never trouble my-
self with their concerns. I am neither bird nor beast, and

I thank heaven for it. I have found out the villainy of the

whole of them, and hate them, one and all. In a word, I am
a misanthrope, and know nothing of this thing called love."

As a last resort, the prince now sought the swallow, and

stopped him just as he was circling about the summit of the

tower. The swallow as usual was in a prodigious hurry,

and had scarce time to make a reply. "Upon my word,"

said he,
'

' I have so much public business to attend to, and so

many pursuits to follow, that I have had no time to think on

the subject. I have every day a thousand visits to pay; a

thousand affairs of importance to examine into, that leave

me not a moment of leisure lor these little sing-song matters.

In a word, I am a citizen of the world. I know nothing of

this thing called love." So saying, the swallow dived into

the valley and was out of sight in a moment.

The prince remained disappointed and perplexed, but with

his curiosity still more piqued by the difficulty of gratifying

it. While in this mood his ancient guardian entered the

tower, The prince advanced eagerly to meet him, "Oh,
sage Ebon Bonabbon," cried he, "thou hast revealed to me
much of the wisdom of the earth, but there is one thing of

which I remain in utter iecnorauce, and would fain be in-

formed."
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**My prince has but to make the mquiry, and everything

within the Umited range of his servant's intellect is at his

command.*'

*'Tell me then, oh, most profomid of sages, what is the

nature of this thing called love?"

The sage Ebon Bonabbon was struck as with a thunder-

bolt. He trembled and turned pale, and felt as if his head

sat but loosely on his shoulders.

*'What could suggest such a question to my prince?

—

where could he have learned so idle a word?"
The prince led him to the window of the tower. "Listen,

oh. Ebon Bonabbon 1" said he. The sage listened. The
nightingale sat in a thicket below the tower singing to his

paramour, the rose ; from every blossomed spray and tufted

grove arose a strain of melody, and love—love—love, was
still the unvarying theme. '

' Allah Achbar I God is great
! '

'

exclaimed the wise Bonabbon. "Who shall pretend to keep

this secret from the hearts of men when even the birds of the

air conspire to betray it?"

Then turning to Ahmed, "Oh, my prince,'* cried he, "shut

thine ears to these seductive strains. Close thy mind against

this dangerous knowledge. Know that this love is the cause

of half the ills of wretched mortality. It is this which pro-

duces bitterness of strife between brethren and friends ; which
causes treacherous murder and desolating war. Care and
sorrow, weary days and sleepless nights, are its attendants.

It withers the bloom and blights the joys of youth, and
brings on the ills and griefs of premature old age. Allah

preserve thee, my prince, in total ignorance of this thing

called love!"

The sage Ebon Bonabbon hastily retired, leaving the

prince plunged in still deeper perplexity. It was in vain

he attempted to dismiss the subject from his mind ; it utill

continued uppermost in his thoiij^hts, and teased and ex-

hausted him with vain conjectures. "Surely," said ho to

himself as he listened to the tuneful strains of the birds,

"there is no sorrow in those notes: everything seems tender-
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nes3 and joy. If love be a cause of such wretchedness and
strilo, why are not these birds drooping in solitude, or tear-

ing each other in pieces, instead of fluttering cheerfully about

the jj^roves, or sporting with each other among the flowers?'*

He lay one morning on his couch meditating on this inex-

plicable matter. The window of his chamber was open to

admit the soft morning breeze which came laden with the

perfume of orange blossoms from the valley of the Darro.

The voice of the nightingale was faintly heard, still chanting

the vv^onted theme. As the prince was listening and sighing,

there was a suddeu rushing noise in the air; a beautiful

dove, pursued by a hawk, darted in at the window and fell

panting on the floor; while the pursuer, balked of his prey

so^ircd off to the mountains.

The prince took up the gasping bird, smoothed its feath-

ers, and nestled it in his bosom. When he had soothed it by
his caresses he put it in a golden cage, and offered it, with

his own hands, the whitest and finest of wheat and the purest

of water. The bird, however, refused food, and sat drooping

and pining, and uttering piteous moans.
'

' What aileth thee?" said Ahmed. '
' Hast thou not every-

thiup^ thy heart can wish?"

"Alas, no!" replied the dove, "am I not separated from

the partner of my heart—and that too in the happy spring-

time—the very season of love?"

"Of love!" echoed Ahmed. "I pray thee, my pretty

bird, canst thou then tell me what is love?"

"Too well can I, my prince. It is the torment of one,

the felicity of two, the strife and enmity of three. It is a

cluum which draws two beings together, and unites them
by delicious sympathies, making it happiness to be with ea?h

other, but misery to be apart. Is there no being to whom
you are drawn by these ties of tender affection?"

"I like my old teacher. Ebon Bonabbon, better than any
other being; b"^ he is often tedious, and I occasionally fool

myself happier without his society."

"Tliat is not the sympathy I mean. I speak of love, the
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great mystery and principle of life ; the intoxicating revel of

yo;ith; the sober delight of age. Look forth, my prince,

and behold how at this blessed season all nature is full of

love. Every created being has its mate ; the most insigniti-

cant bird sings to its paramour; the very beetle woos its

lady beetle in the dust, and yon butterflies which you see

fluttering high above the tower and toying in the air are

happy in each other's love. Alas, my prince! hast thou

spent so many of the precious days of youth without know-

ing anything of love ! Is there no gentle being of another

Bex ; no beautiful princess or lovely damsel who has ensnared

your heart, and filled your bosom with a soft tumult of pleas-

ing pains and tender wishes?"
'
' I begin to understand

! '

' said the prince sighing. ' * Such

a tumult I have more than once exixjrienced without know-

ing the cause ; and where should I seek for an object such

as you describe in this dismal solitude?"

A little further conversation ensued, and the first amatory

IcHson of the prince was complete.

"Alas!" said he, "if love be indeed such a delight, and

its interrupti m such a misery, Allah forbid that I should

mar the joy of any of its votaries." He oi)ened the cage,

took out the dove, and, having fondly kissed it, carried it to

the window. "Go, happy bird," said he, "rejoice with the

partner of thy heart in the days of youth and springtime.

Why should I make thee a fellow-prisoner in this dreary

to./or, where love can never enter?"

The dove flajiped its wings in rapture, gave one vault

into the air, and then swooped downward on whistling wings
to the blooming bowers of the Darro.

The prince followed him with his eyes, and then gave
way to bitter repining. The singing of the birds which once

delighted him now added to his bitterness. Love! love!

love! Alas, poor youth, he now understood the strain.

His oyen flashed fire when next he beheld the sage Bonab-
bo!i. "Why hast thou kept me in this a])ject ignorance?"

cried he. "Why hfM the great mystery and principle of life
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been withheld from me; in which I find the meanest insect

is so learned? Behold all nature is in a revel of delight.

Every created being* rejoices with itk< mate. This—this is

the love about which I have sought instruction ; why am I

alone debarred its enjoyment? why has so much of my youth

been wasted without a knowledge of its rapture?"

The sage Bonabbon saw that all further reserve was use-

less, for the prince had acquired the dangerous and forbid-

den knowledge. He revealed to him, therefore, the predic-

tions of the astrologers, and the precautions that had been

taken in his education to avert the threatened evils. "And
now, my prince,'* added he, "my life is in your hands. Let

the king your father discover that you have learned the

passion of love while under my guardianship, and my head

must answer for it."

The prince was as reasonable as most young men of his

age, and easily listenad to the remonstrances of his tutor,

since nothing pleaded against them. Besides, he really was
attached to the sage Bonabbon, and being as yet but theoreti-

cally acquainted with the passion of love, he consented to

confine the knowledge of it to his own bosom, rather than

endanger the head of the philosopher. His discretion was
doomed, however, to be put to still further proofs. A few
mornings afterward, as he was ruminating on the battle-

mentfc; of the tower, the dove which had been released by
him came hovering in the air, and ahghted fearlessly upon
his shoulder.

The prince fondled it to his breast. "Happy bird," said

lie, "who can fly, as it were, with the wings of the morning
to the uttermost parts of the earth. Where hast thou been

since we parted?"

"In a far country, my prince; from whence I bring you
tidings in reward for my liberty . In the wide compass of

my flight, which extends over plain and mountain, as I was
Hoaring in the air, I beheld below me a delightful garden
,vith all kinds o* fruits and flowers. It was in a green

lAoadow on the banks of a meandering stream, and in the

it*

S /
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center of the garden was a stately palace. I alighted in ono

of the bowers to repose after my weary flight ; on the green

bank below me was a youthful princess in the very sweet-

ness and bloom of her years. She was surrounded by female

attendants, young like herself, who decked her with garlands

and coronets of flowers; but no flower of field or garden

could compare with her for loveliness. Here, however, she

bloomed in secret, for the garden was surrounded by high

walls, and no mortal man was permitted to enter. When I

beheld this beauteous maid thus young, and innocent, and

unspotted by the world, I thought here is the Ixjing formed

by heaven to inspire my prince with love."

The description was as a spark of fire to the combustible

heart of Ahmed ; all the late:it amorousness of his tempera-

ment had at once found an object, and he conceived an im-

measurable passion for the princess. He wrote a letter

couched in the most impassioned language, breathing his

fervent devotion, but the unhappy thralldom of his person,

which prevented him from seeking her out, and throwing

himself at her feet. He added couplets of the most tender

and moving eloquence, for he was a poet by nature and in-

spired by love. He addressed his letter, "To the unknown
.beauty, from the captive prince Ahmed," then perfuming it

vith musk and roses, Im gave it to the dove.

"Away, trustiest of messengers," said he. "Fly over

mountain, and valley, and river, and plain; rest not in

bower nor set foot on « rth until thou hast given this letter

to the mistress of my h' irt."

The dove soared hi^ i in air, and taking his course, darted

away in one undeviatiin^ direction. The prince followed him
with his eye until ho - is a mere speck on a cloud, and grad-

ually disappeared b» imd a mountain.

Day after day he w itched for the return of the messongor

of love; but he watched in vain. He began to aceuiie him
of forgetfulness, wht*!i, toward HU?iset one evening, the faith-

ful bird fluttered into his apartment, and, falling at his feet,

expired. The arrow of some wanton archer had pierced his
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knowledge of the land. Upon this the owl put on a mighty-

self-important look.

**Yoii must know, oh prince," said he, that we owls are of

a very ancient and extensive family, though rather fallen to

decay, and possess ruinous castles and palaces in all parts of

Spain. There is scarcely a tower of the mountains, or foit-

ress of the plains, or an old citadel of a city, but has some
brother, or uncle, or cousin quartered in it ; and in going the

rounds to visit these my numerous kindred I have pryed into

every nook and corner, and made myself acquainted with

every secret of the land.

"

The prince was overjoyed to find the owl so deeply versed

in topography, and now informed him, in confidence, of his

tender passion and his intended elopement, urging him to be

his companion and counselor.

**Go to!" said the owl, with a look of displeasure. "Am
I a bird to engage in a love affair; I whose whole time is

devoted to meditation and the moon I"

*'Be not offended, most solemn owl!" replied the prince.

"Abstract thyself u r a. time from meditation and the moon,

and aid me in my tugiit, and thou shalt have whatever heart

can wish."

"I have that already," said the owl. **A few mice are

sufScient for my frugal table, and this hole in the wall is

spacious enough for my studies, and what more does a phi-

losopher like myself desire?"

"Bethink thee, most wise owl, that while moping in thy

cell and gazing at the moon all thy talents are lost to the

world. I shall one day be a sovereign prince, and may ad-

vance thee to some post of honor and dignity."

The owl, though a philosopher and above the ordinary

wants of life, was not above ambition, so he was finally pre-

vailed upon to elope with the prince, and be his guide and

Mentor in his pilgrimage.

The plans of a lover are promptly executed. The prince

collected all his jewelH and concealed them about his person

as traveling funds. That very night ho lowered liimself by
* * *8 Vol. II.
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his scarf from a balcony of the tower, clambered over the

outer walls of the Generaliffe, and, guided by the owl, made
good his escape before morning to the mountains.

He now held a council with his Mentor as to his future

course.

"Might I advise,*' said the owl, "I would recommend
you to repair to Seville. You must know that many years

since I was on a visit to an uncle, an owl of great dignity

and power, who lived in a ruined wing of the Alcazar of that

place. In my hoverings at uight over the city I frequently

remarked a light burning in a lonely tower. At length I

alighted on the battlements and found it to proceed from the

lamp of an Arabian magician. He was surrounded by his

magic books, and on his shoulder was perched his familiar,

an ancient raven, who had come with him from Egypt. 1

became acquainted with that raven, and owe to him a great

part of the knowledge I possess. The magician is since

dead, but the raven still inhabits the tov«^er, for these birds

are of wonderful long life. I would advise you, oh prince, to

seek that raven, for he is a soothsayer and a conjurer, and
deals in fche black art, for which all ravens, and especially

those of Egypt, are renowned.'*

The prince was struck with the wisdom of this advice,

and accordingly bent his course toward Seville. He traveled

only in the night, to accommodate his companion, and lay by
during the day in some dark cavern or mouldering watch-

tower, for the owl knew every hiding hole of the kind in the

country, and had a most antiquarian taste for ruins.

At length one morning at daybreak they reached the city

of Seville, where the owl, who hated the glare and bustle of

crowded streets, halted without the gate, and took up his

quarters in a hollow tree.

The prince entered the gate and readily found the magic
tower, which rose above the houses of the city as a palm tree

rises above the shrubs of the desert. It was, in fact, the

same tower known at the present day as the Giralda, the

famous Moorish tower of Seville.

0"'
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The pnnce ascended by a great winding staircase to the

summit of the tower, where he fowid the cabalistic raven, an
old, mysterious, gray-headed bird, ragged in feather, with a

film over one eye that gave hi a the glare of a specter. He
was perched on one leg, with his head turned on one side,

and poring with his remaining eye on a diagram described

on the pavement.

The prince approached him with the awe and reverence

naturally inspired by his venerable appearance and super-

natural wisdom. "Pardon me, most ancient and darkly wise

raven,*' exclaimed ',he, "if for a moment I interrupt those

studies which are the wonder of the world. You behold

before you a votary of love, who would fain seek counsel

how to obtain the object of his passion.**

"In other words,'* said the raven with a significant look,

"you seek to try my skill in palmistry. Come, show me
your hand, and let me decipher the mysterious lines of

fortune.**

"Excuse me,** said the prince, "I come not to pry into

the decrees of fate, which are hidden by Allah from the eyes

of mortals. I am a pilgrim of love, and seek but to find a

clew to the object of my pilgrimag'e.'*

"And can you be at any loss for an object in amorous
Andalusia," said the old raven, leering upon him with his

single eye. "Above all, can you be at a loss in wanton
Seville, where black-eyed damsels dance the zambra under

every orange grove?"

The prince blushed and was somewhat shocked at hearing

an old bird, with one foot in the grave, talk thus loosely.

"Believe me," said he, gravely, "I am on no such light

and vagrant errand as thou dost insinuate. The black-eyed

damsels of Andalusia who dance among the orange groves

of the Guodal(iuivir, are as naught to me. I seek one un-

known but immaculate beauty, the original of thin picture,

and I beseech thee, most potent raven, if ic be within the

scope of thy knowledge, or the reach of thy art, inform me
where she may be found."
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The gray-headed raven was rebuked by the gravity of

the prince. "What know I," replied he dryly, "of youth

and beauty? My visits are to the old and withered, not

the young and fair. The harbinger of fate am I, who croak

bodings of death from the chimney-top, and flap my wings
at the sick man's window. You must seek elsewhere for

tidings of your unknown beauty."

"And where am I to seek, if not among the sons of wis-

dom, versed in the book of destiny? A royal prince am I,

fated by the stars and sent on a mysterious enterprise, on
which may hang the destiny of empires."

When the raven heard that it was a matter of vast mo-
ment, in which the stars took interest, he change'^' his tone

and manner, and listened with profound attention to the

story of the prince. When it was concluded, he repUed,

''Touching this princess, I can give chee no information of

myself, for my flight is not among gardens or around ladies*

bowers ; but hie thee to Cordova, seek the palm-tree of the

great Abderahman, which stands in the cour^ of +he principal

mosque ; at the foot of it you will find a great traveler, who
has visited all countries and courts, and been a favoidte with

queens and princesses. He will give you tidings of the

object of your search."

"Many thanks for this precious information," said the

prince. "Farewell, most venerable conjurer."

"Farewell, pilgrim of love," said the raven dryly, and
again fell to pondering on the diagram.

The prince sallied forth from Seville, sought his fellow

traveler the owl, who was still dozing in the hollow tree, and
set off for Cordova.

He approached it along hanging gardens and orange and
citron groves overlooking the fair valley of the Guadalquivir.

When arrived at its gates the owl flew up to a dark hole in

the wall, and the prince proceeded in quest of the palm-tree

planted in days of yore by the great Abderahman. It stood

in the midst of the great court of the mosque, towering from
amid orange and cypress trees. Dervises and Faquirs were
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seated in groups under the cloisters of the court, and many
of the faithful were performing their ablutions at the foun-

tains, before entering the mosque.

At the foot of the palm-tree was a crowd listening to the

words of one who appeared to be talking with great volu-

bility. This, said the prince to himself, must be the great

traveler who is to give me tidings of the unknown princess.

He mingled in the crowd, but was astonished to perceive

that they were all listening to a parrot, who, with his bright

green coat, pragmatical eye, and consequential top-knot, had

the air of a bird on excellent terms with himself.

"How is this," said the prince to one of the bystanders,

"that so many grave persons can be delighted with the gar-

rulity of a chattering bird?"

"You know not of whom you speak," said the other; "this

parrot is a descendant of the famous parrot of Persia, re-

nowned for his story-telling talent. He has all the learning

of the East at the tip of his tongue, and can quote poetry as

fast as he can talk. He has visited various foreign courts,

where he has been considered an oracle of erudition. He
has been a imiversal favorite also with the fair sex, who have

a vast admiration for erudite parrots that can quote poetry."

"Enough," said the prince, "I will have some private

talk with this distinguished traveler."

He sought a private interview, and expounded the nature

of his errand. He had scarcely mentioned it when the parrot

burst into a fit of dry rickety laughter, that absolutely

brought tears in his eyes. "Excuse my mirth," said he,

"but the mere mention of love always sets me laughing."

The prince was shocked at this ill-timed merriment. "Is

not love," said he, "the great mystery of nature—the secret

principle of Hfe—the imiversal bond of sympathy?"
"A fig's end I" cried the parrot, interrupting him.

"Prithee where hast thou learned this sentimental jargon?

Trust me, love is quite out of vogue ; one never hears of it in

the company of wits and people of refinement."

The prince sighed as he recalled the different language of
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his friend the dove. But this parrot, thought he, has lived

about courts ; he affects the wit and the fine gentleman ; he

knows nothing of the thing called love.

Unwilling to provoke any more ridicule of the sentiment

which filled his heart, he now directed his inquiries to the

immediate purport of his visit.

*'Tell me," said he, "most accomplished parrot, thou who
hast everywhere been admitted to the most secret bowers of

beauty, hast thou in the course of thy travels met with the

original of this portrait?"

The parrot took the picture in his claw, turned his head
from side to side, and examined it curiously with either eye.

"Upon my honor," said he, "a very pretty face; very pretty.

But then one sees so many pretty women in one's travels

that one can hardly—but hold—bless me! now I look at it

again—sure enough, this is the Princess Aldegonda: how
could I forget one that is so prodigious a favorite with me?"

"The Princess Aldegonda!" echoed the prince, "and
where is she to be found?"

"Softly—softly," said the parrot, "easier to be found than

gained. She is the only daughter of the Christian king who
reigns at Toledo, and is shut up from the world until her

seventeenth birthday, on account of some prediction of those

meddlesome fellows, the astrologers. You'll not get a sight

of her, no mortal man can see her. I was admitted to her

presence to entertain her, and I assure you, on the word of a

parrot who has seen the world, I have conversed with much
sillier princesses in my time."

"A word in confidence, my dear parrot," said the prince.

"I am heir to a kingdom, and shall one day sit upon a throne.

I see that you are a bird of parts and understand the world.

Help me to gain possession of this princess and I will ad-

vance you to some distinguished post about court."

"With all my heart," said the parrot; "but let it be a sine-

cure if possible, for we wits have a great dislike to labor."

Arrangem.ents were promptly made; the prince sallied

forth from Cordova through the same gate by which he had

>i%
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entered ; called the owl down from the hole in the wall, in-

troduced him to his new traveling companion as a brother

sgavant, and away they set off on their journey.

They traveled much more slowly than accorded with the

impatience of the prince, but the parrot was accustomed to

high life, and did not like to be disturbed early in the morn-
ing. The owl, on the other hand, was for sleeping at mid-

day, and lost a great deal of time by his long siestas. His

antiquarian taste also was in the way ; for he insisted on

pausing and inspecting every ruin, and had long legendary

tales to tell about every old tower and castle in the country.

The prince had supposed that he and the parrot, being both

birds of learning, could delight in each other's society, but

never had he been more mistaken. They were eternally

bickering. The one was a wit, the other a philosopher. The
parrot quoted poetry, was critical on new readings and elo-

quent on small points of erudition ; the owl treated all such

knowledge as trifling, and relished nothing but metaphysics.

Then the parrot would sing songs and repeat bon mots,

and crack jokes upon his solemn neighbor, and laugh out-

rageously at his own wit; all which the owl considered a

grievous invasion of his dignity, and would scowl, and sulk,

and swell, and sit silent for a whole day together.

The prince heeded not the wranglings of his companions,

being wrapped up in the dreams of his own fancy, and the

contemplation of the portrait of the beautiful princess. In

this way they journeyed through the stern passes of the

Sierra Morena, across the sunburned plains of La Mancha
and Castile, and along the banks of the "Golden Tagus,"

which winds its wizard mazes over one-half of Spain and

Portugal. At length, they came in sight of a strong city

with walls and towers, built on a rocky promontory, round

the foot of which the Tagus circled with brawling vio-

lence.

"Behold," exclaimed the owl, "the ancient and renowned

city of Toledo; a city famous for its antiquities. Behold

those venerable domes and towers, hoary with time, and

,(-j
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Dry thy tears, most beautiful of princesses,'* said he,

" I come to bring solace to thy heart.

"

The princess was startled on hearing a voice, but turning

and seeing nothing but a little green-coated bird bobbing and
bowing before her : "Alas! what solace canst thou yield,

"

said she, "seeing thou art but a parrot!"

The parrot was nettled at the question. "I have consoled

many beautiful ladies in my time," said he; "but let that

pass. At present, I come embassador from a royal prince.

Know that Ahmed, the Prince of Granada, has arrived in

quest of thee, and is encamped even now on the flowery

banks of the Tagus."

The eyes of the beautiful princess sparkled at these words,

even brighter than the diamonds in her coronet. "Oh sweet-

est of parrots," cried she, "joyful indeed are thy tidings; for

I was faint, and weary, and sick almost unto death, with

doubt of the constancy of Ahmed. Hie thee back, and tell

him that the words of his letter are engraven in my heart,

and his poetry has been the food of my soul. Tell him, how-
ever, that he must prepare to prove his love by force of arms

;

to-morrow is my seventeenth birthday, when the king, my
father, holds a great tournament; several princes are to

enter the lists, and my hand is to be the prize of the

victor."

The parrot again took wing, and, rustling through the

groves, flew back to where the prince awaited his return.

The rapture of Ahmed on finding the original of his adored

portrait, and finding her kind and true, can only be con-

ceived by those favored mortal? who have had the good fort-

une to realize day dreams and turn shadows into substance.

Still there was one thing that alloyed his transport—this im-

pending tournament. In fact, the banks of the Tagus were

already glittering with arms, and resounding with trumpets

of the various knights, who with proud retinues were pranc-

ing on toward Toledo, to attend the ceremonial. The same
star that had controlled the destiny of the prince had gov-

erned that of the princess, and until her seventeenth birth-
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day she had been ghut up from the world, to guard her from
the tender passion. The fame of her charms, however, had
been enhanced rather than obscured by this seclusion. Sev-

eral powerful princes had contended for her alliance, and her

father, who was a king of wondrous shrewdness, to avoid

making enemies by showing partiality, had referred them to

the arbitrament of arms. Among the rival candidates were
several renowned for strength and prowess. What a pre-

dicament for the unfortunate Ahmed, unprovided as he was
with weapons, and unskilled in the exercises of chivalry.

"Luckless prince that I am!" said he, "to have been brought

up in seclusion, under the eye of a philosopher; of what
avail are algebra and philosophy in afifairs of love! alas,

Ebon Bonabbon, why hast thou neglected to instruct me in

the management of arms?" Upon this the owl broke silence,

prefacing his harangue with a pious ejaculation, for he was
a devout Mussulman

:

"Allah Achbar! *God is great,' " exclaimed he; "in His

hands are all secret things, He alone governs the destiny of

princes! Know, oh prince, that this land is full of mysteries,

hidden from all but those who, like myself, can grope after

knowledge in the dark. Know that in the neighboring moun-
tains there is a cave, and in that cave there is an iron table,

and on that table lies a suit of magic armor, and beside that

table stands a spellbound steed, which have been shut up
there for many generations."

The prince stared with wonder, while the owl, blinking

his huge round eyes and erecting his horns, proceeded

:

"Many years since, I accompanied my father to these

parts on a tour of his estates, and we sojourned in that cave,

and thus became I acquainted with the mystery. It is a

tradition in our family, which I have heard from my grand-

father when I was yet but a very Uttle owlet, that this armor
belonged to a Moorish magician, who took refuge in this

cavern when Toledo was captured by the Christians, and
died there, leaving his steed and weapons under a mystic

spell, nover to be used but by a Moslem, and by him only

4
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from sunrise to midday. In that interval, whoever uses

them, will overthrow every opponent."
• "Enough, let us seek this cave," exclaimed Ahmed.
Guided by his legendary Mentor, the prince found the

cavern, which was in one of the wildest recesses of those

rocky cliffs which rise around Toledo ; none but the mousing
eye of an owl or an antiquary could have discovered the

entrance to it. A sepulchral lamp of everlasting oil shed a

solemn light through the place. On an iron table in the cen-

ter of the cavern lay the magic armor, against it leaned the

lance, and beside it stood an Arabian steed, caparisoned for

the field but motionless as a statue. The armor was bright

and unsullied, as it had gleamed in days of old ; the steed in

as good condition as if just from the pasture, and when
Ahmed laid his hand upon his neck, he pawed the ground

and gave a loud neigh of joy that shook the walls of the

cavern. Thus provided with horse to ride and weapon to

wear, the prince determined to defy the field at the impend-

ing tourney.

The eventful morning arrived. The lists for the combat

were prepared in the Vega or plain just below the cliff-built

walls of Toledo. Here were erected stages and galleries for

the spectators, covered with rich tapestry and sheltered from

the sun by silken awnings. All the beauties of the land

were assembled in those galleries, while below pranced

plumed knights with their pages and esquires, among whom
figured conspicuously the princes who were to contend in

the tourney. All the beauties of the land, however, were

eclipsed, when the Princess Aldegonda appeared in the

royal pavilion, and for the first time broke forth upon the

gaze of an admiring world. A murmur of wonder ran

through the crowd at her transcendent loveliness; and

the princes who were candidates for her hand merely on

the faith of her reported charms now felt tenfold ardor

for the conflict.

The princess, however, had a troubled look. The color

came and went from her cheek, and her eye wandered with

'in
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a restless and unsatisfied expression over the plumed throng

of knights. The trumpets were about sounding for the en-

counter when a herald announced the arrival of a stranger

knight, and Ahmed rode into the field. A steeled helmet

studded with gems rose above his turban ; his cuirass was
embossed with gold ; his scimiter and dagger were of the

workmanship of Fay, and flamed with precious stones. A
round shield was at his shoulder, and in his hand he bore the

lance of charmed virtue. The caparison of his Arabian was
richly embroidered, and swept the ground; and the proud

animal pranced and snuffed the air, and neighed with joy at

once more beholding the array of arms. The lofty and grace-

ful demeanor of the prince struck every eye, and when his

appellation was announced, "The pilgrim of love," a uni-

versal flutter and agitation prevailed among the fair dames
in the galleries.

"When Ahmed presented himself at the lists, however,

they were closed against him ; none but princes, he was told,

were admitted to the contest. He declared his name and
rank. Still worse, he was a Moslem, and could not engage
in a tourney where the hand of a Christian princess was the

prize.

The rival princes surrounded him with haughty and
menacing aspects, and one of insolent demeanor and hercu-

lean frame sneered at his light and youthful form, and scoffed

at his amorous appellation. The ire of the prince was roused

;

he defied his rival to the encounter. They took distance,

wheeled, and charged ; at the first touch of the magic lance

the brawny scoffer was tilted from his saddle. Here the

prince would have paused, but alas ! he had to deal with a

demoniac horse and armor: once in action, nothing could

control them. The Arabian steed charged into the thickest

of the throng: the lance overturned everything that pre

sented; the gentle prince was carried pell-mell about the

field, strewing it with high and low, gentle and simple, and
grieving at his own involuntary exploits. The king stormed

and raged at this outrage on his subjects and his guests. He

.1/
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ordered out all his guards—they were unhorsed as fast as

they came up. The king threw off his robes, grasped buckler

and lance, and roda forth to awe the stranger with the pres-

ence of majesty itself. Alas, majesty fared no better than

the vulgar; the steed and lance were no respecters of per-

sons ; to the dismay of Ahmed, he was borne full tilt against

the king, and in a moment the royal heels were in the air,

and the crown was rolling in the dust.

At this moment the sun reached the meridian ; the magic

spell resumed its power. The Arabian steed scoured across

the plain, leaped the barrier, plunged into the Tagus, swam
its raging current, bore the prince, breathless and amazed,

to the cavern, and resumed his station like a statue beside

the iron table. The prince dismounted right gladly, and
replaced the armor, to abide the further decrees of fate.

Then, seating himself in the cavern, he ruminated on the

desperate state to which this bedeviled steed and armor had
reduced him. Never should he dare to show his face at

Toledo, after inflicting such disgrace upon its chivalry, and

such an outrage on its king. What, too, would the princess

think of so rude and riotous an achievement? Full of anx-

iety, he sent forth his winged messengers to gather tidings.

The parrot resorted to all the public places and crowded re-

sorts of the city, and soon returned with a world of gossip.

All Toledo was in consternation. The princess had been

borne off senseless to the palace ; the tournament had ended

in confusion ; every one was tR,lking of the sudden appari-

tion, prodigious exploits, and strange disappearance of the

Moslem knight. Some pronounced him a Moorish magician

;

others thought him a demon who had assumed a human
shape; while others related traditions of enchanted warriors

hidden in the caves of the mountains, and thought it might

be one of these who had made a sudden irruption from his

den. All agreed that no mere ordinary mortal could have

wrought such wonders, or unhorsed such accomplished and
stalwart Christian warriors.

The owl flew forth at night, and hovered about the dusky
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shall effect that cure, should he but know what to choose

from the royal treasury.'*

*'Wliat mean you, most reverend owl?" said Ahmed.
"Hearken, oh prince, to what I shall relate. We owld,

you must know, are a learned body, and much given to dark

and dusty research. During my late prowUng at night about

the domes and turrets of Toledo, I discovered a college of

antiquarian owls, who hold their meetings in a great vaulted

tower where the royal treasure is deposited. Here they were
discussing the forms and inscriptions and designs of ancient

gems and jewels, and of golden and silver vessels, heaped up
in the treasury, the fashion of every country and age : but

mostly they were interested about certain relics and talis-

mans that have remained in the treasury since the time of

Roderick the Goth. Among these was a box of shittim

wood, secured by bands of steel of Oriental workmanship,

and inscribed with mystic characters known only to the

learned few. This box and its inscription had occupied the

college for several sessions, and had caused much long and
grave dispute. At the time of my visit, a very ancient owl,

who had recently arrived from Egypt, was seated on the lid

of the box lecturing upon the inscription, and proved from
it that the coffer contained the silken carpet of the throne of

Solomon the wise : which doubtless had been brought to To-

ledo by the Jews, who took refuge there after the downfall

of Jerusalem.'*

When the owl had concluded his antiquarian harangue,

the prince remained for a time absorbed in thought. "I

have heard,*' said he, "from the sage Ebon Bonabbon, of

the wonderful properties of that talisman, which disappeared

at the fall of Jerusalem, and was supposed to be lost to man-
kind. Doubtless it remains a sealed mystery to the Chris-

tians of Toledo. If I can get possession of that carpet my
fortune is secure."

The next day the prince laid aside his rich attire, and

arrayed himself in the simple garb of an Arab of the desert.

He dyed his complexion to a tawny hue, and no one could
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have recognized in him the splendid warrior who had caused

such admiration and dismay at the tournament. With staff

in hand and scrip by his side, and a small pastoral reed, he

repaired to Toledo, and presenting himself at the gate of the

royal palace, announced himself as a candidate for the reward

offered for the cure of the princess. The guards would have

driven him away with blows: "What can a vagrant Arab
liky thyself pretend to do," said they, "in a case where the

most learned of the land have failed?" The king, however,

overheard the tumult, and ordered the Arab to be brought

into his presence.

"Most potent king," said Ahmed, "you behold before

you a Bedouin Arab, the greater part of whose life has been

passed in the solitudes of the desert. Those solitudes, it is

well known, are the haunts of demons and evil spirits, who
beset us poor shepherds in our lonely watchings, enter into

and possess our flocks and herds, and sometimes render even

the patient camel furious. Against these, our counter charm
is music; and we have legendary airs handed down from
generation to generation that we chant and pipe to cast forth

these evil spirits. I am of a gifted Hne, and possess this

power in its fullest force. If it be any evil influence of the

kind that holds a spell over thy daughter, I pledge my head

to free her from its sway."

The king, who was a man of understanding, and knew
the wonderful secrets possessed by the Arabs, was inspired

with hope by the confident language of the prince. He con

ducted him immediately to the lofty tower secured by sev-

eral doors, in the summit of which was the chamber of the

princess. The windows opened upon a terrace with balus-

trades, commanding a view over Toledo and all the sur-

rounding country. The windows were darkened, for the

princess lay within, a prey to a devouring grief that refused

all alleviation.

The prince seated himself on the terrace, and performed

several wild Arabian airs on his pastoral pipe, which he had
learned from his attendants in the Generaliffe at Granada.
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The princess continued insensible, and the doctors, who were
present, shook their heads, and smiled with incredibiUty and
contempt. At length the prince laid aside the reed, and, to

a simple melody, chanted the amatory verses of the letter

which had declared his passion.

The princess recognized the strain. A fluttering joy stole

to her heart ; she raised her head and listened ; tears rushed

to her eyes and streamed down her cheeks ; her bosom rose

and fell with a tumult of emotions. She would have asked

for the minstrel to be brought into her presence, but maiden
coyness held her silent. The king read her wishes, and at

his command Ahmed was conducted into the chamber. The
lovers were discreet; they but exchanged glances, yet those

glances spoke volumes. Never was triumph of music more
complete. The rose had returned to the soft cheek of the

princess, the freshness to her lip, and the dewy light to her

languishing eye.

All the physicians present stared at each other with as-

tonishment. The king regarded the Arab minstrel with

admiration, mixed with awe. *'Wonderful youth," ex-

claimed he, "thou shalt henceforth be the first physician

of my court, and no other prescription will I take but thy

melody. For the present, receive thy reward, the most

precious jewel in my treasury."

*'0h king," replied Ahmed, "I care not for silver, or gold,

or precious stones. One relic hast thou in thy treasury,

handed down from the Moslems who once owned Toledo.

A box of sandal wood containing a silken carpet. Give me
that box and I am content."

All present were surprised at the moderation of the Arab

;

and still more, when the box of sandal wood was brought

and the carpet drawn forth. It was of fine green silk, cov-

ered with Hebrew and Chaldaic characters. The court phy-

sic ians looked at each other, shrugged their shoulders, and

smiled at the simplicity of this new practitioner, who could

be content with so paltry a fee.

"This carpet," said the prince, "once covered the throne



Mi

; f

» -

;?^ - •

.yi u

,#;.?

i1

r r'5=

If -III

•y:

^'J^-,-;

.!'*>

I*-
'

ri'i

;'.•'/,

186 U/orKe of U/asl^iQ^tOQ Iruip^

of Solomon the wise ; it is worthy of being placed beneath

the feet of beauty."

So saying, he spread it on the terrace beneath an ottoman
that had been brought forth for the princess; then seating

himself at her feet

—

*'Who," said he, "shall counteract what is written in the

book of fate? Behold the prediction of the astrologers veri-

fied. Know, oh king, that your daughter and I have long

loved each other in secret. Behold in me the pilgrim of

love."

These words were scarcely from his lips, when the carpet

rose in the air, bearing off the prince and princess. The king

and the physicians gazed after it with open mouths and
straining eyes, until it became a little speck on the white

bosom of a cloud, and then disappeared in the blue vault of

heaven.

The king in a rage summoned his treasurer. "How is

this," said he, "that thou hast suffered an infidel to get pos-

session of such a talisman?"

"Alas! sire, we knew not its nature, nor could we de-

cipher the inscription of the box. If it be indeed the carpet

of the throne of the wise Solomon, it is possessed of magic
power, and can transport its owner from place to place

through the air."

The king assembled a mighty army, and set off for Gra-

nada in pursuit of the fugitives. His march was long and
toilsome. Encamping in the Vega, he sent a herald to de-

mand restitution of his daughter. The king himself came
forth with all his court to meet him. In the king he beheld

the Arab minstrel, for Ahmed had succeeded to the throne

on the death of his father, and the beautiful Aldegonda was
his sultana.

The Christian king was easily pacified when he found

that his daughter was suffered to continue in her faith : not

that he was particularly pious ; but religion is always a point

of pride and etiquette with princes. Instead of bloody bat-

tles, there was a succession of feasts and rejoicings; after
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which the king returned well pleased to Toledo, and the

youthful couple continued to reign as happily as wisely in

the Alhambra.

It is proper to add that the owl and the parrot had
severally followed the prince by easy stages to Granada:
the former traveling by night, and stopping at the various

hereditary possessions of his family; the latter figuring in

the gay circles of every town and city on his route.

Ahmed gratefully requited the services which they had
rendered him on his pilgrimage. He appointed the owl his

prime minister ; the parrot his master of ceremonies. It is

needless tc say that never was a realm more sagely adminis-

tered or a court conducted with more exact punctiUo.

THE LEGEND OF THE ROSE OF THE
ALHAMBRA

OR

THE PAGE AND THE GERFALCON

For some time after the surrender of Granada by the

Moors that delightful city was a frequent and favorite resi-

dence of the Spanish sovereigns, until they were frightened

away by successive shocks of earthquakes, which toppled

down various houses and made the old Moslem towers rock

to their foundation.

Many, many years then rolled away, during which Gra-

nada was rarely honored by a royal guest. The palaces of

the nobility remained silent and shut up ; and the Alhambra,

like a slighted beauty, sat in mournful desolation among her

neglected gardens. The tower of the Infantas, once the resi-

dence of the three beautiful Moorish princesses, partook of

the general desolation ; and the spider spun her web athwart

the gilded vault, and bats and owls nestled in those cham-

bers that had been graced by the presence of Zayda, Zorayda,
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and Zorahayda. The neglect of the tower may partly have

been owing to some superstitious notions of the neighbors. It

was rumored that the spirit of the youthful Zorahayda, who
had perished in that tower, was often seen by moonlight

seated beside the fountain in the hall, or moaning about the

battlements; and that the notes of her silver lute would be

heard at midnight by wayfarers passing along the glen.

At length, the city of Granada was once more enlivened

by the royal presence. All the world knows that PhiHp V.

was the first Bourbon that swayed the Spanish scepter. All

the world knows that he married, in second nuptials, Ehza-

betta or Isabella (for they are the same), the beautiful prin-

cess of Parma; and all the world knows that by this chain

of contingencies a French prince and an ItaUan princess were
seated together on the Spanish throne. For the reception of

this illustrious pair the Alhambra was repaired and fitted up
with all possible expedition. The arrival of the court changed
the whole aspect of the lately deserted place. The clangor

of drum and trumpet, the tramp of steed about the avenues

and outer court, the glitter of arms and display of banners

about barbican and battlement, recalled the ancient and war-
like glories of the fortress. A softer spirit, however, reigned

within the royal palace. There was the rustling of robes,

and the cautious tread and murmuring voice of reverential

courtiers about the ante-chambers ; a loitering of pages and
maids of honor about the gardens, and the sound of music
stealing from open casements.

Among those who attended in the train of the monarchs
was a favorite page of the queen named Ruyz de Alarcon.

To say that he was a favorite page of the queen was at once

to speak his eulogium, for every one in the suite of the stately

Elizabetta was chosen for grace, and beauty, and accomphsh-
ments. He was just turned of eighteen, light and little of

form, and graceful as a young Antinous. To the queen, he
was all deference and respect, yet he was at heart a roguish

stripling, petted and spoiled by the ladies about the court,

and experienced in the ways of women far beyond his years.
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This loitering page was one morning rambling about the

groves of the Generaliffe, which overlook the grounds of the

Alhambra. He had taken with him for his amusement a
favorite gerfalcon of the queen. In the course of his ram-

bles, seeing a bird rising from a thicket, he unhooded the

hawk and let him fly. The falcon towered high in the air,

made a swoop at his quarry, but, missing it, soared away
regardless of the calls of the page. The latter followed the

truant bird with his eye in its capricious flight, until he saw
it alight upon the battlements of a remote and lonely tower,

in the outer wall of the Alhambra, built on the edge of a

ravine that separated the royal fortress from the grounds of

the Generaliffe. It was, in fact, the *'tower of the Prin-

cesses."

The page descended into the ravine, and approached the

tower, but it had no entrance from the glen, and its lofty

height rendered any attempt to scale it fruitless. Seeking

one of the gates of the fortress, therefore, he made a wide

circuit to that side of the tower facing within the walls. A
small garden inclosed by a trellis-work of reeds overhung

with myrtle lay before the tower. Opening a wicket, the

page passed between beds of flowers and thickets of roses to

the door. It was closed and bolted. A crevice in the door

gave him a peep into the interior. There was a small Moor-

ish hall, with fretted walls, light marble columns, and an

alabaster fountain surrounded with flowers. In the center

hung a gilt cage containing a singing bird ; beneath it, on a

chair, lay a tortoise-shell cat among reels of silk and other

articles of female labor, and a guitar, decorated with ribbons,

leaned against the fountain.

Ruyz de Alarcon was struck with these traces of female

taste and eleganpe in a lonely, and, as he had supposed, de-

serted tower. They reminded him of the tales of enchanted

halls, current in the Alhambra; and the tortoise-shell cat

might be some spellbound princess.

He knocked gently at the door—a beautiful face peeped

out from a little window above, but was instantly with-

M
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drawn. He waited, expecting that the door would be

opened ; but he waited in vain : no footstep was to be heard

within, all was silent. Had his senses deceived him, or was
this beautiful apparition the fairy of the tower? He knocked
again, and more loudly. After a little while, the beaming
face once more peeped forth : it was that of a blooming dam-
sel of fifteen.

The page immediately doffed his plumed bonnet, and
entreated in the most courteous accents to be permitted to

ascend the tower in pursuit of his falcon.

**I dare not open the door, senor," replied the little dam-
sel, blushing; "my aunt has forbidden it."

"I do beseech you, fair maid; it is the favorite falcon of

the queen; I dare not return to the palace without it."

'Are you, then, one of the cavaliers of the court?"

'I am, fair maid; but I shall lose the queen's favor and
my place if I lose this hawk."

"Santa Maria! It is against j'^ou cavaliers of the court

that my aunt has charged me especially to bar the door."

"Against wicked cavaliers, doubtless; but I am none of

those, but a simple, harmless page, who will be ruined and
undone if you deny me this small request."

The heart of the little damsel was touched by the distress

of the page. It was a thousand pities he should be ruined

for the want of so trifling a boon. Surely, too, he could not

be one of those dangerous beings whom her aun^ had de-

scribed as a species of cannibal, ever on the prowl to make
prey of thoughtless damsels ; he was gentle and modest, and
stood so entreatingly with cap in hand, and looked so charm-

ing. The sly page saw that the garrison began to waver,

and redoubled his entreaties in such moving terms that it

was not in the nature of mortal maiden to deny him; so, the

blushing little warder of the tower descended and opened

the door with a trembling hand ; and if the page had been

charmed by a mere glimpse of her coimtenance from the

window, he was ravished by the full-length portrait now
revealed to him.
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Her Andalusian bodice and trim basquina set off the

round but delicate symmetry of her form, which was as yet

scarce verging into womanhood. Her glossy hair was parted

on her forehead with scrupulous exactness, and decorated

with a fresh plucked rose, according to the universal custom
of the country.

It is true, her complexion was tinged by the ardor of a
southern sun, but it served to give richness to the mantling

bloom of her cheek, and to heighten the luster of her melting

eyes.

Ruyz de Alarcon beheld all this with a single glance, for

it became him not to tarry ; he merely murmured his ac-

knowledgments, and then bounded lightly up the spiral stair-

case in quest of his falcon. He soon returned with the truant

bird upon his fist. The damsel, in the meantime, had seated

herself by the fountain in the hall, and was winding silk

;

but in her agitation she let fall the reel upon the pavement.

The page sprang, picked it up, then dropping gracefully on

one knee, presented it to her, but, seizing the hand extended

to receive it, imprinted on it a kiss more fervent and devout

than he had ever imprinted on the fair hand of his sovereign.

"Ave Maria! Senor!'* exclaimed the damsel, blushing

still deeper with confusion and surprise, for never before had

she received such a salutation.

The modest page made a thousand apologies, assuring

her it was the way at court of expref)Sing the most profound

homage and respect.

Her anger, if anger she felt, was easily pacified ; but her

agitation and embarrassment continued, and she sat blushing

deeper and deeper, with her eyes cast down upon her work,

entangling the silk which she attempted to wind.

The cunning page saw the confusion in the opposite camp,

and would fain have profited by it, but the fine speeches he

would have utterd died upon his lips ; his attempts at gal-

lantry were awkward and ineffectual; and, to his surprise,

the adroit page who had figured with such grace and effron-

tery among the most knowing and experienced ladies of the
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court, found himself awed and abashed in the presence of a

simple damsel of fifteen.

In fact, the artless maiden, in her own modesty and inno-

cence, had guardians more effectual than the bolts and bars

prescribed by her vigilant aunt. Still, where is the female

bosom proof against the first whisperings of love? The little

damsel, with all her artlessness, instinctively comprehended
all that the faltering tongue of the page failed to express, and
her heart was fluttered at beholding, for the ^first time, a

lover at her feet—and such a lover!

The diffidence of the page, though genuine, was short-

lived, and he was recovering his usual ease and confidence,

when a shrill voice was heard at a distance.

"My aunt is returning from mass!" cried the damsel in

affright. "I pray you, senor, depart."

"Not until you grant me that rose from your hair as a

remembrance."

She hastily untwisted the rose from her raven locks.

"Take it," cried she, agitated and blushing, "but pray

begone."

The page took the rose, and at the same time covered with

kisses the fair hand that gave it. Then placing the flower

in his bonnet, and taking the falcon upon his fist, he bounded
oif through the garden, bearing away with him the heart of

the gentle Jacinta.

When the vigilant aunt arrived at the tower, she remarked

the agitation of her niece, and an air of confusion in the hall;

but a word of explanation sufficed. "A gerfalcon had pur-

sued his prey into the hall.
'

'

'
' Mercy on us ! To think of a falcon flying into the tower.

Did ever one hear of so saucy a hawk? Why, the very bird

in the cage is not safe."

The vigilant Fredegonda was one of the most wary of

ancient spinsters. She had a becoming terror and distrust of

what she denominated "the opposite sex," which had gradu-

ally increased through a long life of celibacy. Not that the

good lady had ever suffered from their wiles ; nature having
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set up a safeguard in her face, that forbade all trespass

upon her premises ; but ladies who have least cause to fear

for themselves are most ready to keep a watch over their

more tempting neighbors. The niece was the orphan of an
officer who had fallen in the wars. She had been educated

in a convent, and had recently been transferred from her

sacred asylum to the immediate guardianship of her aunt,

under whose overshadowing care she vegetated in obscurity,

like an opening rose blooming beneath a briar. Nor, indeed,

is this comparison entirely accidental, for to tell the truth

her fresh and dawning beauty had caught the public eye,

even in her st lusion, and, with that poetical turn common
to the people of Andalusia, the peasantry of the neighbor-

hood had given her the appellation of "The Rose of the

Alhambra."
The wary aunt continued to keep a faithful watch over

her tempting little niece as long as the court continued at

Granada, and flattered herself that her vigilance had been

successful. It is true, the good lady was now and then dis-

composed by the tinkling of guitars and chanting of love

ditties from the moonlit groves beneath the tower, but she

would exhort her niece to shut her ears against such idle

minstrelsy, assuring her that it was one of the arts of the

opposite sex, by which simple maids were often lured to their

undoing. Alas, what chance with a simple maid has a dry

lecture against a moonlight serenade

!

At length King Philip cut short his sojourn at Granada
and suddenly departed with all his train. The vigilant

Fredegonda watched the royal pageant as it issued forth

from the gate of Justice, and descended the great avenue
leading to the city. When the last banner disappeared from
her sight, she returned exulting to her tower, for all her

cares were over. To her surprise, a light Arabian steed

pawed the ground at the wicket gate of the garden—to her

horror she saw, through the thickets of roses, a youth, in

gayly embroidered dress, at the feet of her niece. At the

sound of her footsteps he gave a tender adieu, bounded
* * *9 Vol. II.
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lightly over the barrier of reeds and myrtles, sprang upon
his horse, and was out of sight in an instant.

The tender Jacinta, in the agony of her grief, lost all

thought of her aunt's displeasure. Throwing herself into

her arms, she broke forth into sobs and tears.

"Ay di mi!" cried she, "he is gone! he is gone! and I

shall never see him more. '

'

"Gone! who is gone! what youth is this I saw at your

feet?"

"A queen's page, aunt, who came to bid me farewell."

"A queen's page, child," echoed the vigilant Fredegonda
faintly, "and when did you become acquainted with a queen's

page?"

"The morning that the gerfalcon flew into the tower. It

was the queen's gerfalcon, and he came in pursuit of it."

"Ah, silly, silly girl! know that there are no gerfalcons

half so dangerous as these prankling pages, and it is pre-

cisely such simple birds as thee that they pounce upon. '

'

The aunt was at first indignant at learning that, in despite

of her boasted vigilance, a tender intercourse had been car-

ried on by the youthful lovers almost beneath her eye ; but

when she found that her simple-hearted niece, though thus

exposed, without the protection of bolt or bar, to all the

machinations of the opposite sex, had come forth unsinged

from the fiery ordeal, she consoled herself with the persuasion

that it was owing to the chaste and cautious maxims in which

she had, as it were, steeped her to the very lips.

While the aunt laid this soothing unction to her pride, the

niece treasured up the oft-repeated vows of fidelity of the

page. But what is the love of restless, roving man? a va-

grant stream that dallies for a time with each flower upon
its banks, then passes on and leaves them all in tears.

Days, weeks, months elapsed, and nothing more was
heard of the page. The pomegranate ripened, the vine

yielded up its fruit, the autumnal rains descended in torrents

from the mountains ; the Sierra Nevada became covered with

a snowy mantle, and wintry blasts howled through the halls
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of the Alhambra: still he came not. The winter passed

away. Again the genial spring burst forth with song, and

blossoms, and balmy zephyr; the snows melted from the

mountains, until none remained, but on the lofty summit of

the Nevada, glistening through the sultry summer air: still

nothing was heard of the forgetful page.

In the meantime, the poor little Jacinta grew pale and

thoughtful. Her former occupations and amusements were

abandoned; her silk lay entangled, her guitar unstrung, her

flowers were neglected, the notes of her bird unheeded, and

her eyes, once so bright, were dimmed with secret weeping.

If any solitude could be devised to foster the passion of a

lovelorn damsel, it would be such a place as the Alhambra,

where everything seems disposed to produce tender and
romantic reveries. It is a very Paradise for lovers; how
hard then to be alone in such a Paradise ; and not merely

alone, but forsaken.

"Alas, silly child!" would the staid and immaculate

Fredegonda say, when she found her niece in one of her

desponding moods, "did I not warn thee against the wiles

and deceptions of these men? What couldst thou expect, too,

from one of a haughty and aspiring family, thou, an orphan,

the descendant of a fallen and impoverished line ; be assured,

if the youth were true, his father, who is one of the proudest

nobles about the court, would prohibit his union with one so

humble and portionless as thou. Pluck up thy resolution,

therefore, and drive these idle notions from thy mind. '

'

The words of the immaculate Fredegonda only served to

increase the melancholy of her niece, but she sought to in-

dulge it in private. At a late hour one midsummer night,

after her aunt had retired to rest, she remained alone in the

hall of the tower, seated beside the alabaster fountain. It

was here that the faithless page had first knelt and kissed

her hand, it was here that he had often vowed eternal fidelity.

The poor little damsel's heart was overladen with sad and
tender recollections, her tears began to flow, and slowly fell,

drop by drop, into the fountain. By degrees the crystal
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water became agitated, and, bubble—bubble—bubble, boiled

up, and was tossed about until a female figure, richly clad in

Moorish robes, slowly rose to view.

Jacinta was so frightened that she fled from the hall and

did not venture to return. The next morning she related

what she had seen to her aunt, but the good lady treated it

as a fantasy of her troubled mind, or supposed she had fallen

asleep and dreamed beside the fountain. *'Thou hast been

thinking of the story of the three Moorish princesses that

once inhabited the tower," continued she, "and it has en-

tered into thy dreams.**

"What story, aunt? I know nothing of it.*'

"Thou hast certainly heard of the three princesses, Zayda,

Zorayda, and Zorahayda, who were confined in this tower

by the king their father, and agreed to fly with three Chris-

tian cavaliers. The first two accomplished their escape, but

the third failed in resolution and remained, and it is said died

in this tower."

"I now recollect to have heard of it,'* said Jacinta, "and
to have wept over the fate of the gentle Zorahayda. '

'

"Thou mayst well weep over her fate," continued the

aunt, "for the lover of Zorahayda was thy ancestor. He
long bemoaned his Moorish love, but time cured him of his

grief, and he married a Spanish lady, from whom thou art

descended."

Jacinta ruminated upon these words. "That what I have

seen is no fantasy of the brain," said she to herself, "I am
confident. If indeed it be the sprite of the gentle Zorahayda,

which I have heard lingers about this tower, of what should

I be afraid? I'll watch by the fountain to-night, perhaps the

visit will be repeated."

Toward midnight, w^hen everything was quiet, she again

took her seat in the hall. As the bell on the distant w^atch-

tower of the Alhambra struck the midnight hour, the foun-

tain was again agitated, and bubble—bubble—bubble, it

tossed about the waters until the Moorish female again

rose to view. She was young and beautiful; her dress was
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rich with jewels, and in her hand she held a silver lute.

Jiicintfi trembled and was faint, but was reassured by the

soft and plaintive voice of the apparition, and the sweet ex-

pression of her pale melancholy countenance.

'* Daughter of Mortality," said she, "what aileth thee?

Why do thy tears trouble my fountain, and thy sighs and
plaints disturb the quiet watches of the night?"

"I weep because of the faithlessness of man; and I be-

moan my solitary and forsaken state."

"Take comfort, thy sorrows may yet have an end. Thou
beholdest a Moorish princess, who, like thee, was unhappy in

her love. A Christian knight, thy ancestor, won my heart,

and would have borne me to his native land, and to the

bosom of his church. I was a convert in my heart, but

I lacked courage equal to my faith, and Hngered till too

late. For this, the evil genii are permitted to have power

o\ er me, and I remain enchanted in this tower until some
pure Christian will deign to break the magic spell. Wilt

th(ni undertake the task?"

"I will," replied the damsel, trembling.

"Come hither, then, and fear not: dip thy hand in the

fountain, sprinkle the water over me and baptize me after

tho manner of thy faith; so shall the enchantment be dis-

pelled, and my troubled spirit have repose."

The damsel advanced with faltering steps, dipped her

hand in the fountain, collected water in the palm, and
sprinkled it over the pale face of the phantom.

The latter smiled with ineffable benignity. She dropped

he: silver lute at the feet of Jacinta, crossed her white arms
upan her bosom, and melted from sight, so that it seemed
m' -ely as if a shower of dewdrops had fallen into the foun-

ta-ii.

Jacinta retired from the hall filled with awe and wonder.
Sho scarcely closed her eyes that night, but when she awoke
at daybreak out of a troubled slumber, the whole appeared

to her like a distempered dream. On descending into the

hall, however, the truth of the vision was established ; for,
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beside the fountain she beheld the silver lute glittering in

the morning sunshine.

She hastened to her aunt, related all that had befallen

her, and called her to behold the lute as a testimonial of the

reality of her story. If the good lady had any lingering

doubts, they were removed when Jacinta touched the instru-

ment, for she drew forth such ravishing tones as to thaW'

even the frigid bosom of the immaculate Fredegonda, that

region of eternal winter, into a genial flow. Nothing but

supernatural melody could have produced such an effect.

The extraordinary power of the lute became every day
more and more apparent. The wayfarer passing by the

tower was detained, and, as it were, spellbound, in breath-

less ecstasy. The very birds gathered in the neighboring

trees, and, hushing their own strains, listened in charmed
silence. Rumor soon spread the news abroad. The inhabit-

ants of Granada thronged to the Alhambra to catch a few

notes of the transcendent music that floated about the tower

of Las Infantas.

The lovely little minstrel was at length drawn forth from

her retreat. The rich and powerful of the land contended

who should entertain and do honor to her ; or, rather, who
should secla 6 the charms of her lute, to draw fashionable

throngs to their saloons. Wherever ahe went, her vigilant

aunt kept a dragon-watch at her elbow, awing the throngs

of impassioned admirers who hung in raptures on her strains.

The report of her wonderful powers spread from city to city

:

Malaga, Seville, Cordova, all became successively mad on

the theme ; nothing was talked of throughout Andalusia but

the beautiful minstrel of the Alhambra. How could it be

otherwise among a people so musical and gallant as the An-
dalusians, when the lute was magical in its powers, and the

minstrel inspired by love.

While all Andalusia was thus music-mad, a different

mood prevailed at the court of Spain. Philip V., as is well

known, was a miserable hypochondriac, and subject to all

kinds of fancies. Sometimes ho would keep to his bed for
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weeks together, groaning under imaginary complainta. At
other times he would insist upon abdicating his throne, to

the great annoyance of his royal spouse, who had a strong

relish for the splendors of a court and the glories of a crown,

and guided the scepter of her imbecile lord with an expert

and steady hand.

Nothing was found to be so efficacious in dispelling the

royal megrims as the powers of music ; the queen took care,

therefore, to have the best performers, both vocal and instru-

mental, at hand, and retained the famous Italian singer

Farinelli about the coui j as a kind of royal physician.

At the moment we treat of, however, a freak had come
over the mind of this sapient and illustrious Bourbon that

surpassed all former vagaries. After a long spell of imagi-

nary illness, which set all the strains of Farinelli, and the

consultations of a whole orchestra of court fiddlers, at defi-

ance, the monarch fairly, in idea, gave up the ghost, and

considered himself absolutely dead.

This would have been harmless enough, and even con-

venient both to his queen and courtiers, had he been content

to remain in the quietude befitting a dead man ; but, to their

annoyance, he insisted upon having the funeral ceremonies

performed over him; and, to their inexpressible perplexity,

began to grow impatient, and to revile bitterly at them for

negligence and disrespect in leaving him unburied. What
was to be done? To disobey the king's positive commands
was monstrous in the eyes of the obsequious courtiers of a
punctilious court—but to obey him, and bury him alive,

would be downright regicide!

In the midst of this fearful dilemma a rumor reached the

court of the female minstrel who was turning the brains of

all Andalusia. The queen dispatched missives in all haste,

to summon her to St. Ildefonso, where the court at that time
resided.

Within a few days, as the queen with her maids of honor
was walking in those stately gardens, intended, with their

avenues, and terraces, and fountains, to eclipse the glories
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of Versailles, the far-famed minstrel was conducted into her

presence. The imperial Elizabetta gazed with surprise at

the youthful and unpreteniing appearance of the little being

that had set the world madding. She was in her picturer jue

Andalusian dress ; her silver lute was in her hand, and she

stood with modest and downcast eyes, but with a simplicity

and freshness of beauty that still bespoke her "The Rose of

the Alhambra."
As usual, she was accompanied by the ever-vigilant

Fredegonda, who gave the whole history of her parentage

and descent to the inquiring queen. If the stately Elizabetta

had been interested by the appearance of Jacinta, she was
still more pleased when she learned that she was of a meri-

torious, though impoveiished line, and that her father had
bravely fallen in the service of the crown. "If thy powers
equal their renown," said she, "and thou canst cast forth

this evil spirit that possesses thy sovereign, thy fortune shall

henceforth be my care, and honors and wealth attend thee.'*

Impatient to make trial of her skill, she ^ed the way at

once to the apartment of the moody monarch. Jacinta fol-

lowed with downcast eyes through files of guards and crowds
of courtiers. They arrived at length at a great chamber
hung in black. The windows were closed to exclude the

light of day; a number of yellow wax fcapers, in silver

sconces, diffused a lugubrious light, and dimly revealed the

figures ^f mutes in mourning dresses, and courtiers, who
glided about with noiseless step and woebegone visage. On
the midst of a funeral bed or bier, his hands folded on his

breast, and the tip of his nose just visible, lay extended this

would-be-buried monarch.

The queen entered the chamber in silence, and, pointing

to a footstool in an obscure corner, beckoned to Jacinta to

sit down and commence.

At first she touched her lute with a faltering hand, but

gathering confidence and animation as she proceeded, drew
forth such soft, aerial harmony that all present could scarce

bt^lieve it mortal. As to the monarch, who had already con-



Jl^e /)l!>ambra 201

5»

bing

to

but

irew

irce

jon-

sidered himself in the world of spirits, he set it down for

some angelic melody, or the music of the spheres. By de-

grees the theme was varied, and the voice of the minstrel

accompanied the instrument. She poured forth one of the

legendary ballads treating of the ancient glories of the Al-

hambra, and the achievements of the Moors. Her whole

soul entered into the theme, for with the recollections of the

Alhambra was associated the story of her love ; the funereal

chamber resounded with the animating strain. It entered

into the gloomy heart of the monarch. He raised his head

and gazed around ; he sat up on his couch ; his eye began to

kindle; at length, leaping upon the floor, he called for sword

and buckler.

The triumph of music, or rather of the enchanted lute,

was complete ; the demon of melancholy was cast forth ; and,

as it were, a dead man brought to life. The windows of the

apartment were thrown open; the glorious effulgence of

Spanish sunshine burst into the late lugubrious chamber ; all

eyes sought the lovely enchantress, but the lute had fallen

from her hand ; she had sunk upon the earth, and the next

moment was clasped to the bosom of Ruyz de Alarcon.

The nuptials of the happy couple were shortly after cele-

brated with great splendor—but hold, I hear the reader ask

how did Ruyz de Alarcon account for his long neglect? Oh
—that was all owing to the opposition of a proud pragmati-

cal old father—besides, young people, who really like one

another, soon come to an amicable understanding, and bury
all past grievances whenever they meet.

But how was the proud pragmatical old father reconciled

to the match?

Oh, his scruples were easily overruled by a word or two
from the queen—especially as dignities and rewards were
showered upon the blooming favorite of royalty. Besides,

the lute of Jacinta, you know, possessed a magic power, and
could control the most stubborn head and hardest heart.

And what became of the enchanted lute?

Oh, that is the most curious matter of all, and plainly
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proves the truth of all the story. That lute remained for

some time in the family, but was purloined and carried ofip,

as was supposed, by the great singer Farinelli, in pure jeal-

ousy. At his death it passed into other hands in Italy, who
were ignorant of its mystic powers, and melting down the

silver, transferred the strings to an old Cremona fiddle. The
strings still retain something of their magic virtues. A word
in the reader's ear, but let it go no further—that fiddle is

now bewitching the whole world—it is the fiddle of Paganini

!

THE VETERAN
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Among the curious acquaintances I have made in my
rambles about the fortress is a brave and battered old Colonel

of Invalids, who is nestled like a hawk in one of the Moorish

towers. His history, which he is fond of telling, is a tissue

of those adventures, mishaps, and vicissitudes that render

the life of almost every Spaniard of note as varied and whim-
sical as the pages of Gil Bias.

He was in America at twelve years of age, and reckons

among the most signal and fortunate events of his life his

having seen General Washington. Since then he has taken

a part in all the wars of his coimtry; he can speak experi-

mentally of most of the prisons and dungeons of the Penin-

sula, has been lamed of one leg, crippled in his hand, and so

cut up and carbonadoed that he is a kind of walking monu-
ment of the troubles of Spain, on which there is a scar for

every battle and broil, as every year was notched upon the

tree of Robinson Crusoe. The greatest misfortune of the

brave old cavalier, however, appears to have been his having

commanded at Malaga during a time of peril and confusion,

and been made a general by the inhabitants to protect them
from the invasion of the French.

Tliis has entailed upon him a number of just claims upon
gov^ernment that I fear will employ him until his dying day
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in writing and printing petitions and memorials, to the great

disquiet of his mind, exhaustion of his purse and penance of

his friends ; not one of whom can visit him without having

to Hsten to a mortal document of half an hour in length, and

to carry away half a dozen pamphlets in his pocket. This,

however, is the case throughout Spain: everywhere you
meet with some worthy wight brooding in a corner, and

nursing up some pet grievance and cherished wrong. Be-

sides, a Spaniard who has a lawsuit, or a claim upon govern-

ment, may be considered as furnished with employment for

the remainder of his life.

I visited the veteran in his quarters in the upper part of

the Terre del Vino or Wine Tower. His room was small but

snug, and commanded a beautiful view of the Vega. It was
arranged with a soldier's precision. Three muskets and a

brace of pistols, all bright and shining, were suspended

against the wall, with a saber and a cane han,:' -g side

by side, and above these two cocked hats, one for parade,

and one for ordinary use. A small shelf, containing some
half dozen books, formed his library, one of which, a Uttle

old mouldy volume of philosophical maxims, was his favorite

reading. This he thumbed and pondered over day by day;

applying every maxim to his own particular case, provided it

had a little tinge of wholesome bitterness, and treated of the

injustice of the world.

Yet he is social and kind-hearted, and, provided he can

be diverted from his wrongs and his philosophy, is an enter-

taining companion. I like these old weather-beaten sons of

fortune, and enjoy their rough campaigning anecdotes. In
the course of my visit to the one in question, I learned some
curious facts about an old military commander of the fortress,

who seems to have resembled him in some respects, and to

have had similar fortunes in the wars. These particulars

have been augmented by inquiries among some of the old

inhabitants of the place, particularly the father of Mateo
Ximenes, of whose traditional stories the worthy I am about
to introduce to the reader is a favorite hero.
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THE GOVERNOR AND THE NOTARY

In former times there ruled as governor of the Alhambra
a doughty old cavalier, who, from having lost one arm in

the wars, was commonly known by the name of El Goberna-

dor Manco or the one-armed governor. Ha, in fact, prided

himself upon being an old soldier, wore his mustachios curled

up to his eyes, a pair of campaigning boots, and a toledo as

long as a spit, with his pocket-handkerchief in the basket-

hilt.

He was, moreover, exceedingly proud and punctilious,

and tenacious of all his privileges and dignities. Under his

sway, the immunities of the Alhambra, as a royal residence

and domain, were rigidly exacted. No one was permitted to

enter the fortress with firearms, or even with a sword or

staflf, unless he were of a certain rank, and every horseman
was obliged to dismount at the gate and lead his horse by the

bridle. Now, as the hill of the Alhambra rises from the

very midst of the city of Granada, being, as it were, an
excrescence of the capital, it must at all times be somewhat
irksome to the captain-general who commands the province

to have thus an imperium in imperio, a petty independent

post, in the very core of his domains. It was rendered the

more galling in the present instance, from the irritable jeal-

ousy of the old governor, that took fire on the least question

of authority and jurisdiction, and from the loose vagrant

character of the people that had gradually nestled themselves

within the fortress as in a sanctuary, and from thence car-

ried on a system of roguery and depredation at the expense

of the honest inhabitants of the city. Thus there was a per-

petual feud and heart-burning between the captain-general

and the governor ; the more virulent on the part of the latter,

inasmuch as the smallest of two neighboring potentates is

o1
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a ways the most captious about his dignity. The stately

palace of the captain-general stood in the Plaza Nueva, im-

mediately at the foot of the hill of the Alhambra, and here

was always a bustle and parade of guards, and domestics,

and city functionaries. A beetling bastion of the fortress

overlooked the palace and the public square in front of it;

and on this bastion the old governor would occasionally strut

backward and forward, with his toledo girded by his side,

keeping a wary eye down upon his rival, like a hawk recon-

noitering his quarry from his nest in a dry tree.

Whenever he descended into the city, it was in grand

parade, on horseback, surrounded by his guards, or in his

state coach, an ancient and unwieldy Spanish edifice of

carved timber and gilt leather, drawn by eight mules, with

running footmen, outriders, and lackeys, on which occa-

sions he flattered himself he impressed every beholder with

awe and admiration as vicegerent of the king, though the

wits of Granada, particularly those who loitered about the

palace of the captain-general, were apt to sneer at his petty

parade, and, in allusion to the vagrant character of his sub-

jects, to greet him with the appellation of "the King of the

Beggars. '

'

One of the most fruitful sources of dispute between these

two doughty rivals was the right claimed by the governor to

have all things passed free of duty through the city, that

were intended for the use of himself or his garrison. By
degrees, this privilege had given rise to extensive smuggling.

A nest of contrabandistas took up their abode in the hovels

of the fortress and the numerous caves in its vicinity, and
drove a thriving business under the connivance of the soldiers

of the garrison.

The vigilance of the captain-general was aroused. He
consulted his legal adviser and factotimi, a shrewd, meddle-

some Escribano or notary, who rejoiced in an opportunity of

perplexing the old potentate of the Alhambra, and involving

him in a maze of legal subtilities. He advised the captain-

general to insist upon the right of examining every convoy
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passing through the gates of his city, and he penned a long

letter for him, in vindication of the right. Governor Manco
was a straightforward, cut-and-thrust old soldier, who hated

an Escribano worse than the devil, and this one in particular

worse than all other Escribanoes.

"What!" said he, curling up his mustachios fiercely,

"does the captain-general set his man of the pen to practice

confusions upon me? I'll let him see that an old soldier is

not to be baffled by Schoolcraft.'*

He seized his pen, and scrawled a short letter in a crabbed

hand, in which, without deigning to enter into argument, he
insisted on the right of transit free of search, and denounced
vengeance on any custom-house officer who should lay his

unhallowed hand on any convoy protected by the flag of the

Alhambra.

"While this question was agitated between the two prag-

matical potentates, it so happened that a mule laden with

supplies for the fortress arrived one day at the gate of Xenil,

by which it was to traverse a suburb of the city on its way
to the Alhambra. The convoy was headed by a testy old

corporal, who had long served under the governor, and was
a man after his own heart ; as trusty and stanch as an old

toledo blade. As they approached the gate of the city, the

corporal placed the banner of the Alhambra on the pack

saddle of the mule, and, drawing himself up to a perfect per-

pendicular, advanced with his head dressed to the front, but

with the wary side glance of a cur passing through hostile

grounds, and ready for a snap and a snarl.

"Who goes there?" said the sentinel at the gate.

"Soldier of the Alhambra," said the corporal, without

turning his head.

"What have you in charge?"

"Provisions for the garrison."

"Proceed."

The corporal marched straight forward, followed by the

convoy, but had not advanced many paces before a, posse of

custom-house officers rushed out of a small toll-house.

' •!.:.
.«i.
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"Hallo, there!" cried the leader. ** Muleteer, halt and

open those packages."

The corporal wheeled round and drew himself up in bat-

tle array. "Respect the flag of tli6 Alhambra," said ho;

"these things are for the governor."

"A fig for the governor, and a fig for his flag. Muleteer,

halt, I say."

"Stop the convoy at your peril!" cried the corporal, cock-

ing his musket. "Muleteer, proceed."

The muleteer gave his beast a hearty thwack, the custom-

house officer sprang forward and seized the halter; where-

upon the corporal leveled his piece and shot him dead.

The street was immediately in an uproar. The old cor-

poral was seized, and after undergoing sundry kicks and

cuffs, and cudgelings, which are generally given impromptu,

by the mob in Spain, as a foretaste of the after penalties of

the law, he was loaded with irons and conducted to the city

prison ; while his comrades were permitted to proceed with

the convoy, after it had been well rununaged, to the Al-

hambra.

The old governor was in a towering passion when he

heard of this insult to his flag and capture of his corporal.

For a time he stormed about the Moorish halls, and vapored

about the bastions, and looked down fire and sword upon the

palace of the captain-general. Having vented the first ebul-

lition of his wrath, he dispatched a message demanding the

surrender of the corporal, as to him alone belonged the right

of sitting in judgment on the offenses of those under his

command. The captain-general, aided by the pen of the

delighted Escribano, replied at great length, arguing that as

the offense had been committed within the walls of his city,

and against one of his civil officers, it was clearly within his

proper jurisdiction. The governor rejoined by a repetition

of his demand; the captain-general gave a surrejoinder of

still greater length and legal acumen ; the governor became
hotter and more peremptory in his demands, and the captain-

general cooler and more copious in his replies ; until the old
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lion-hearted soldier absolutely roared with fury, at being

thus entangled in the meshes of legal controversy.

While the subtle Escribano was thus amusing himself at

the expense of the governor, he- was conducting the trial of

the corporal; who, mewed up in a narrow dungeon of the

prison, had merely a small grated window at which to show
his iron-bound visage, and receive the consolations of his

friends; a mountain of written testimony was diligently

heaped up, according to Spanish form, by the indefatigable

Escribano ; the corporal was completely overwhelmed by it.

,

He was convicted of murder and sentenced to be hanged.

It was in vain the governor sent down remonstrance and
menace from the Alhambra. The fa-tal day was at hand,

and the corporal was put in capilla, that is to say, in the

chapel of the prison ; as is always done with culprits the day
before execution, that they may meditate on their approach-

ing end and repent them of their sins.

Seeing things drawing to an extremity, the old governor

determined to attend to the affair in person. For this pur-

pose he ordered out his carriage of state, and, surrounded by
his guards, rumbled down the avenue of the Alhambra into

the city. Driving to the house of the Escribano, he sum-
moned him to the portal.

The eye of the old governor gleamed like a coal at behold-

ing the smirking man of the law advancing with an air of

exultation.

"What is this I hear," cried he, "that you are about to

put to death one of my soldiers?"

"All according to law—all in strict form of justice," said

the self-sufficient Escribano, chuckling and rubbing his

hands. "I can show your excellency the written testimony

in the case."

"Fetch it hither," said the governor.

The Escribano bustled into his office, delighted with hav-

ing another opportunity of displaying his ingenuity at the

expense of the hard-headed veteran. He returned with a

satchel full of papers, and began to read a long deposition
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with professional volubility. By this time a crowd had col-

lected, listening with outstretched necks and gaping mouths.

"Prithee, man, get into the carriage out of this pestilent

throng, that I may the better hear thee," said the governor.

The Escribano entered the carriage, when, in a twinkling,

the door was closed, the coachman smacked his whip, mules,

carriage, guards and all dashed off at a thundering rate,

leaving the crowd in gaping wonderment, nor did the gov-

ernor pause until he had lodged his prey in one of the

strongest dungeons of the Alhambra.

He then sent down a flag of truce in military style, pro-

posing a cartel or exchange of prisoners, the corporal for the

notary. The pride of the captain-general was piqued, he

returned a contemptuous refusal, and forthwith caused a

gallows, tall and strong, to be erected in the center of the

Plaza Nueva, for the execution of the corporal.

"Oh, ho! is that the game?" said Governor Manco: he

gave orders, and immediately a gibbet was reared on the

verge of the great beetling bastion that overlooked the Plaza.

"Now," said he, in a message to the captain-general, "hang
my soldier when you please ; but at the same time that he is

swung off in the square, look up to see your Escribano dan-

gling against the sky."

The captain-general was inflexible ; troops were paraded

in the square ; the drums beat ; the bell tolled ; an immense
multitude of amateurs had collected to behold the execution

;

on the other hand, the governor paraded his garrison on the

bastion, and tolled the funeral dirge of the notary from the

T<.nTe de la Campana, or tower of the bell.

The notary's wife pressed through the crowd with a

whole progeny of little embryo Escribanoes at her heels, and
throwing herself at the feet of the captain-general, implored

him not to sacrifice the life of her husband, and the welfare

oF herself and her numerous little ones, to a point of pride;

'tor you know the old governor too well," said she, "to

doubt that he will put his threat in execution if you hang the

s.Idler."
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The captain-general was overpowered by her tears and
lamentations and the clamors of her callow brood. The cor-

poral was sent up to the Alhambra under a guard, in his

gallows' garb, like a hooded friar ; but with head erect and a
face of iron. The Escribano was demanded in exchange,

according to the cartel. The once bustling and self-sufficient

man of the law was drawn forth from his dungeon, more
dead than alive. All his flippancy and conceit had evapo-

rated; his hair, it is said, had nearly turned gray with

affright, and he had a downcast, dogged look, as if he still

felt the halter round his neck.

The old governor stuck his one arm a-kinibo, and for a

moment surveyed him with an iron smile. "Henceforth, my
friend,'* said he, "moderate your zeal in hurrying otners to

the gallows ; be not too certain of your own safety, even

though you should have the law on your side ; and, above

all, take care how you play off your Schoolcraft another time

upon an old soldier."

GOVERNOR MANGO AND THE SOLDIER

When Governor Manco, or the one-armed, kept up a

show of military state in the Alhambra, he became nettled

at the reproaches continually cast upor bis fortress of being

a nestling place of rogues and contrabandistas. On a sud-

den, the old potentate determined on reform, and setting

vigorously to work, ejected whole nests of vagabonds out of

the fortress, and the gypsy caves with which the surrounding

hills are honeycombed. He sent out soldiers, also, to patrol

the avenues and footpaths, with orders to take up all sus-

picious persons.

One bright summer morning, a patrol consisting of the

testy old corporal who had distinguished himself in the affair

of the notary, a trumpeter and two privates were seated

under the garden wall of the Generaliffe, beside the road
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which leads down from the mountain of the Sun, when they

heard the tramp of a horse, and a male voice singing in

rough, though not unmusical tones, an old CastiUan cam-

paigning song.

Presently they beheld a sturdy, sun-burned fellow, clad

in the ragged garb of a foot-soldier, leading a powerful

Arabian horse caparisoned in the ancient Morisco fashion.

Astonished at the sight of a strange soldier descending,

steed in hand, from that solitary mountain, the corporal

stepped forth and challenged him.

"Who goes there?"

"Afriend."
*'Who and what are you?"
**A poor soldier, just from the wars, with a cracked crown

and empty purse for a reward."

By this time they were enabled to view him more nar-

rowly. He had a black patch across his forehead, which,

with a grizzled beard, added to a certain dare-devil cast of

countenance, while a slight squint threw into the whole an

occasional gleam of roguish good-humor.

Having answered the questions of the patrol, the soldier

seemed to consider himself entitled to make others in return.

*'May I ask," said he, "what city is this which I see at

the foot of the hill?"

"What city!" cried the trumpeter; "come, that's too

bad. Here's a fellow lurking about the mountain of the

Sun, and demands the name of the great city of Granada."
"Granada! Madre de Dios! can it be possible!"

"Perhaps not!" rejoined the trumpeter, "and perhaps

you have no idea that yonder are the towers of the Al-

hambra?"
"Son of a trumpet," replied the stranger, "do not trifle

with me ; if this be indeed the Alhambra, I have some strange

matters to reveal to the governor."

"You will have an opportunity," said the corporal, "for

we mean to take you before him."

By this time the trumpeter had seized the bridle of the
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steed, the two privates had each secured an arm of the sol-

dier, the corporal put himself in front, gave the v\rord, "for-

ward, march!" and away they marched for the Alhambra.

The sight of a ragged foot-soldier and a fine Arabian

horse brought in captive by the patrol, attracted the atten-

tion of all the idlers of the fortress, and of those gossip

groups that generally assemble about wells and fountains

at early dawn. The wheel of the cistern paused in its rota-

tions ; the slipshod servant-maid stood gaping with pitcher

in hand, as the corporal passed by with his prize. A motley

train gradually gathered in the rear of the escort. Knowing
nods, and winks, and conjectures passed from one to another.

It is a deserter, said one ; a contrabandista, said another ; a

bandalero, said a third, until it was affirmed that a captain

of a desperate band of robbers had been captured by the

prowess of the corporal and his patrol. *''Well, well," said

the old crones one to another, "captain or not, let him get

out of the grasp of old Governor Manco if he can, though he

is but one-handed."

Governor Manco was seated in one of the inner halls of

tlie Alhambra, taking his morning's cup of chocolate in com-

pany with his confessor, a fat Franciscan friar from the

neighboring convent. A demure, dark-eyed damsel of Mal-

aga, the daughter of his housekeeper, was attending upon
him.

The world hinted that the damsel, who, with all her de-

mureness, was a sly, buxom baggnge, had found out a soft

s]^ot in the iron heart of the old governor, and held complete

control over him—but let that pass ; the domestic affairs of

these mighty potentates of the earth should not be too nar-

rowly scrutinized.

When word v/as brought that a suspicious stranger had
been taken lurking about the fortress, and was actually in

the outer court, in durance of the corporal, waiting the pleas-

ure of his excellency, the pride and stateliness of office swelled

llio boyom of the governor. Giving back his chocolate cup
into the hands of the demure damsel, he called for his basket-



Tl?e /lll^ambra 213

-*i'

^

i

hilted sword, girded it to his side, twilled up his mustachios,

took his seat in a large high backed chair, assumed a bitter

and forbidding aspect, and ordered the prisoner into his pres-

ence. The soldier was brought in, still closely pinioned by

his captors, and guarded by the corporal. He maintained,

however, a resolute, self-confident air, and returned the

sharp, scrutinizing look of the governor with an easy squint,

which by no means pleased the punctilious old potentate.

"Well, culprit!" said the governor, after he had regarded

him for a moment in silence, "what have you to say for

yourself? who are you?"

"A soldier, just from the wars, who has brought away
nothing but scars and bruises."

"A soldier? humph! a foot-soldier by your garb. I un-

derstand you have a fine Arabian horse. I presume you

brought him too from the wars, besides your scars and

bruises."

''May it please your excellency, I have something strange

to tell about that horse. Indeed, I have one of the most

wonderful things to relate—something too that concerns the

security of this fortress, indeed of all Granada. But it is a

matter to be imparted only to your private ear, or in presence

of such only as are in your confidence."

The governor considered for a moment, and then directed

tlio corporal and his men to withdraw, but to post themselves

outside of the door, and be ready at call. "This holy friar,"

said he, "is my confessor, you may say anything in his pres-

ence—i"id this damsel," nodding toward the handmaid, who
had loitered with an air of great curiosity, "this damsel is of

great secrecy and discretion, and to be trusted with any-

thing."

The soldier gave a glance between a squint and a leer at

the demure handmaid. "I am perfectly willing," said he,

"that the damsel should remain."

When all the rest had withdrawn, the soldier commenced
his story. He was a fluent, smooth-tongued varlet, and had
a command of language above his apparent rank.
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"May it please your excellency," said he, "I am, as I

before observed, a soldier, and have seen some hard service,

but my term of enlistment being expired, I was discharged

not long since from the army at Valladolid, and set out on
foot for my native village in Andalusia. Yesterday evening

the sun went down as I was traversing a great dry plain of

old Castile."

"Hold!" cried the governor, "what is this you say? Old
Castile is some two or three hundred miles from this."

"Even so," replied the soldier, coolly, "I told your excel-

lency I had strange things to relate—but not more strange

than true—as your excellency will find, if you will deign me
a patient hearing.

"

"Proceed, culprit," said the governor, twirling up his

mustachios.

".A.S the sun went down," continued the soldier, "I cast

my eyes about in search of some quarters for the night, but

far as my sight could reach there was no signs of habita-

tion. I saw that I i:?hould have to make my bed on the naked
plain, with my knapsack for a pillow; but your excellency is

an old soldier, and knows that to one who has been in the

wars, such a night's lodging is no great hardship."

The governor nodded assent, as he drew his pocket-hand-

kerchief out of the basket-hilt of his sword, to drive away a

fly that buzzed about his nose.

"Well, to make a long story short," continued the sol-

dier, "I trudged forward for several miles, until I came to

a bridge over a deep ravine, through which ran a little thread

of water, almost dried up by the summer heat. At one end

of the bridge was a Moorish tower, the upper part all in

ruins, but a vault in the foundations quite entire. Here,

thinks I, is a good place to make a halt. So I went down
to the stream, took a hearty drink, for tLie water was pure

and sweet, and I was parched with thirst, then opening my
wallet, I took out an onion and a few crusts, which were ail

my provisions, and seating myself on a stone on the margin
of the stream, began to make my supper; intending after-
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ward to quarter myself for the night in the vault of the

tower, and capital quarters they would have been for a cam-

paigner just from the wars, as your excellency, who is an

old soldier, may suppose."

*'I have put up gladly with worse in my time," said the

governor, returning his pocket-handkerchief into the hilt of

his sword.

"While I was quietly crunching my crust," pu.'sued the

soldier, "I heard something stir within the vault; I listened:

it was the tramp of a horse. By-and-by a man came forth

from a door in the foundation of the tower, close by the

water's edge, leading a powerful horse by the bridle. I

could not well make out what he was by the starlight. It

had a suspicious look to be lurlnng among the ruins of a

tower in that wild solitary place. He might be a mere way-
farer like myself ; he might be a contrabandista ; he might

be a bandalero ! What of that—thank heaven and my pov-

erty, I had nothing to lose—so I sat still and crunched my
crusts.

"He led his horse to the water close by where I was sit-

ting, so that I had a fair opportunity of reconnoitering him.

To my surprise he was dressed in a Moorish garb, with a

cuirass of steel, and a polished skullcap, that I distinguished

by the reflection of the stars upon it. His horse, too, was
harnessed in the Morisco fashion, with great shovel stirrups.

He led him, as I said, to the side of the stream, into which
the animal plunged his head almost to the eyes, and drank
until I thought he would have burst.

" *Comrade,' said I, 'your steed drinks well; it's a
good sign when a horse plunges his muzzle bravely into

the water.'

" *He raay well drink,' said the stranger, speaking with
a Moorish accent; * it is a good year since he had his last

draught.

'

" 'By btjntiago,' said I, 'that beats even the camels that

I have seen in Africa. But come, you seem to be something
of a soldier, won't you sit down, and take part of a soldier's
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fare?'—In fact, I felt the want of a companion in this lonely

place, and was willing to put up with i;n infidel. Besides, as

your excellency well knows, a soldier is never very particular

about the faith of his company, and soldiers of all countries

are comrades on peaceable ground."

The governor again nodded assent.

"Well, as I was saying, I invited him to share my supper,

such as it was, for I could not do less in common hospitality.

" *I have no time to pause for meat or drink,' saia he, 'I

have a long journey to make before morning.

'

** 'In which direction?' said I.

*' 'Andalusia,' said he.
*' 'Exactly my route,' said I. 'So, as you won't stop and

eat with me, perhaps you'll let me mount and ride with you.

I see your horse is of a powerful frame: I'll warrant he'll

carry double.

'

" 'Agreed,' said the trooper; and it would not have been

civil and soldier-like to refuse, especially as I had offered to

share my supper with him. So up he mounted, and up I

mounted behind him.

'Hold fast,' said he, 'my steed goes like the wind.*

"Never fear me,' said I, and so off we set.

"From a walk the horse soon passed to a trot, from a trot

to a gallop, and from a gallop to a harum-scarum scamper.

It seemed as if rocks, trees, houses, everything, flew hurry-

scurry behind us.

" 'What town is this?' said I.

" 'Segovia,' said he; and before the words were out of

his mouth the towers of Segovia were out of sight. We
swept up the Guadarama mountains, and down by the

Escurial; and we skirted the walls of Madrid, and we
scoured away across the plains of La Mancha. In this

way we went up hill and down dale, by towns and cities

all buried in deep sleep, and across mountains, and plains,

and rivers, just glimmering in the starlight.

"To make a long story short, and not to fatigue your

excellency, the trooper suddenly pulled up on the side of a

(( ('

(( ('



Jl^e f\\\)amhrz 217

lonely

ies, as

ticular

intries

iupper,

itality.

he, 'I

bop and

th you.

it he'll

ve been

fered to

d up I

d.'

[n a trot

camper,

hurry-

3 out of

it. We
by the

and we
In this

id cities

I plains,

jue your

side of a

mountain. *Here we are,' said he, *at the end of our jour-

ney.'

"I looked about, but coul.l see no signs of habitation:

nothing but the mouth of a cavern : while I looked I saw
multitudes of people in Moorish dresses, some on horseback,

some on foot, arriving as if borne by the wind from all

points of the compass, and hurrying into the mouth of the

cavern like bees into a hive. Before I could ask a question,

the trooper struck his long Moorish spurs into the horse's

flanks, and dashed in with the throng. We passed along a

steep winding way that descended into the very bowels of

the mountain. As we pushed on, a light began to glimmer
up by little and little, like the first glimmerings of day, but

what caused it I could not discover. It grew stronger and

stronger, and enabled me to see everything around. I now
noticed, as we passed along, great caverns opening to the

right and left, like halls in an arsenal. In some there were

sliields, and helmets, and cuirasses, and lances, and scimiters

hanging against the walls; in others, there were great heaps

of warlike munitions and camp equipage lying upon the

ground.

"It would have done your excellency's heart good, being

n old soldier, to have seen such grand provision for war.

Then in other caverns there were long rows of horsemen,

armed to the teeth, with lances raised and banners unfurled,

all ready for the field ; but they all sat motionless in their

saddles like so many statues. In other halls were warriors

sleeping on the ground beside their horses, and foot soldiers

in groups, ready to fall into the ranks. All were in old-fash-

ioned Moorish dresses and armor.

"Well, your excellency, to cut a long story short, we at

length entered an immense cavern, or I might say palace, of

grotto work, the walls of which seemed to be veined with
gold and silver, and to sparkle with diamonds and sapphires,

and all kinds of precious stones. At the upper end sat a
Moorish king on a golden throne, with his nobles on each
Bide, and a guard of African blacks with drawn scimiters.

* *10 Vol. II.
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All the crowd that continued to flock in, and amounted to

thousands and thousands, passed one by one before his

throne, each paying homage as he passed. Some of the

multitude were dressed in magnificent robes, without stain

or blemish, and sparkling with jewels ; others in burnished

and enameled armor; while others were In mouldered and
mildewed garments, and in armor all battered and dinted,

and covered with rust.

*'I had hitherto held my tongue, for your excellency well

knows it is not for a soldier to ask many questions when on

duty, but I could keep silence no longer.
*' 'Prithee, comrade,' said I, 'what is the meaning of all

this?'

*' 'This,' said the troojoer, **is a great and powerful mys-
tery. Know, oh Christian, that you see before you the court

and army of Boabdil, the last king of Granada. *

* 'What is this you tell me!' cried I. 'Boabdil and his

court were exiled from the land hundreds of years agone,

and all died in Africa.'

" 'So it is recorded in your lying chronicles,' replied the

Moor, 'but know that Boabdil and the warriors who made
the last struggle for Granada were all shut up in this moun-
tain by powerful enchantment. As to the king and army
that marched forth from Granada at the time of the sur-

render, they were a mere phantom train, or spirits and
demons, permitted to assume those shapes to deceive the

Christian sovereigns. And furthermore let me tell you,

friend, that all Spain is a country under the power of en-

chantment. There is not a mountain-cave, not a lonely

watch-tower in the plains, nor ruined castle on the hills, but

has some spellbound warriors sleeping from age to age

within its vaults, until the sins are expiated for which Allah

permitted the dominion to pass for a time out of the hands of

the faithful. Once every year, on the eve of St. John, they

are released from enchantment from sunset to sunrise, and
permitted to repair here to pay homage to their sovereign;

c*nd the crowds which you beheld swarming into the cavern

lit •• 1*, > '
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are Moslem warriors from their haunts in all parts of Spain

;

for my own part, you saw the ruined tower of the bridge in

old Castile, where I have now wintered and summered for

many hundred years, and where I must be back again by

daybreak. As to the battalions of horse and foot which you

beheld drawn up in array in the neighboring caverns, they

are the spellbound warriors of Granada. It is written in the

book of fate, that when the enchantment is broken, Boabdil

will descend from the mountains at the head of this army,

resume his throne in the Alhambra and his sway of Granada,

and gathering together the enchanted warriors from all parts

of Spn,in, will reconquer the peninsula, and restore it to

Moslem rule.'

" 'And when shall this happen?' said I.

" 'Allah alone knows. We had hoped the day of deliv-

erance was at hand; but there reigns at present a vigilant

governor in Alhambra, a stanch old soldier, the same called

Governor Manco; while such a warrior holds command of

the very outpost, and stands ready to check the first irruption

from the mountain, I fear Boabdil and his soldiery must be

content to rest upon their arms. ' '

'

Here the governor raised himself somewhat perpendicu-

larly, adjusted his sword, and twirled up his mustachios.

"To make a long story short, and not to fatigue your
excellency, the trooper, having given me this account, dis-

mounted from his steed.

" 'Tarry here,' said he, 'and guard my steed, while I go
and bow the knee to Boabdil.' So saying, he strode away
among the throng that pressed forward to the throne.

"What's to be done? thought I, when thus left to myself.

Shall I wait here imtil this infidel returns to whisk me off

on his goblin steed, the Lord knows where? or shall I make
the most of my time and beat a retreat from this hobgoblin

community?—A soldier's mind, is soon made up, as your
excellency well ..nows. As to the horse, he belonged to an
avowed enemy of the faith and the realm, and was a fair

prize according to the ruk s of war. So hoisting myself from
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the crupper into the saddle, I turned the rems, struck the

Moorish stirrups into the sides of the steed, and put him to

make the best of his way cut of the passage by which we had

entered. As we scoured by the halls where the Moslem
horsemen sat in motionless battalions, I thought I heard the

clang of armor, and a hollo\\ murmur of voices. I gave the

steed another taste of the stirrups and doubled my speed.

There was now a sound behind me like a rushing blast; I

heard the clatter of a thousand hoofs ; a countless throng

overtook me ; I was borne along in the press and hurled forth

from the mouth of the cavern, while thousands of shadowy
forms were swept off in every direction by the four winds of

heaven.

"In the whirl and confusion of the scene, I was thrown

from the saddle, and fell senseless to the earth. When I

came to myself I was lying on the brow of a hill, with the

Arabian steed standing beside me, for in falling my arm had
slipped within the bridle, which, I presume, prevented his

whisking off to old Castile.

"Your excellency may easily judge of my surprise on

looking round to behold hedges of aloes and Indian figs, and

other proofs of a southern climate, and see a great city below

me with towers and palaces, and a grand cathedral. I de-

scended the hill cautiously, leading my steed, for I was
afraid to mount him again, lest he should play me some slip-

pery trick. As I descended, I met with j^our patrol, who let

me into the secret that it was Granada that lay before me;
and that I was actually under the walls of the Alhambra,

the fortress of the redoubted Governor Manco; the terror of

all enchanted Moslems. "When I heard this, I determined at

once to seek your excellency, to inform you of all that I had
seen, and to warn you of the perils that surround and under-

mine you, that you may take measures in time to guard your
fortress, and the kingdom itself, from this intestine army
that lurks in the very bowels of the land."

"And prithee, friend, you who are a veteran cam-
paigner, and have seen so much service," said the gov-



Jl^e /tllpambra 221



'\''^~ "

I'-'?.
. t-'''';:"t

y - fsi."'

222 U/orKs of U/ael^ip^toi? Iruip^

was a universal scramble after the glittering fugitives. The
governor alone, who was imbued with true Spanish pride,

maintained his stately decorum, though his eye betrayed a
little anxiety until the last coin and jewel was restored to the

sack.

The friar was not so calm ; his whole face glowed like a

furnace, and his eyes twinkled and flashed at sight of the

rosaries and crosses.

"Sacrilegious wretch that thou art," exclaimevd he, "what
church or sanctuary hast thou been plundering of these sacred

reUcs?"

"Neither one nor the other, holy father. If they be sacri-

legious spoils, they must have been taken in times long past

by the infidel trooper I have mentioned. I was just going to

tell his excellency, when he interrupted me, that, on taking

possession of the trooper's horse, I unhooked a leathern sack

which hung at the saddle bow, and which, I presume, con-

tained the plunder of his campaignings in days of old, when
the Moors overran the coiuitry."

"Mighty well—at present you will make up your mind to

take up your quarters in a chamber of the Vermilion towers,

which, though not under a magic spell, will hold you as safe

as any cave of your enchanted Moors."

"Your excellency will do as you think proper," said the

prisoner coolly. "I shall be thankful to your excellency for

any accommodation in the fortress. A soldier who has been

in the wars, as your excellency well knows, is not particular

about his lodgings; and provided I have a snug dungeon and
regular rations, I shall manage to make myself comfortable.

I would only entreat that, while your excellency is so careful

about me, you would have an eye to your fortress, and think

on the hint I dropped about stopping up the entrances to the

mountain."

Here ended the scene. The prisoner was conducted to a

strong dungeon in the Vermilion towers, the Arabian steed

was led to his excellency's stable, and the trooper's sack was
deposited in his excellency's strong box. To the latter, it is
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true, the friar made some demur, (questioning whether the

sacred reHcs, which were evidently sacrilegious spoils, should

not be placed in custody of the church ; but as the governor

was peremptory on the subject, and was absolute lord in the

Alhambra, the friar discreetly dropped the discussion, but

determined to convey intelligence of the fact to the church

dignitaries in Granada.

To explain these prompt and rigid measures on the part

of old Governor Manco, it is proper to observe that about

this time the Alpuxarra mountains in the neighborhood of

Granada were terribly infested by a gang of robbers, under

the command of a daring chief, named Manuel Borasco, wh.

were accustomed to prowl about the country, and even '

enter the city in various disguises to gain intelligence of the

departure of convoys of merchandise, or travelers with well-

lined purses, whom they took care to waylay in distant and
solitary passes of their road. These repeated and daring

outrages had awakened the attention of government, and the

commanders of the various posts had received instructions to

be on the alert, and to take up all suspicious stragglers.

Governor Manco was particularly zealous, in consequence of

the various stigmas that had been cast upon his fortress, and
he now doubted not that he had entrapped some formidable

desperado of this gang.

In the meantime the story took wind, and became the talk

not merely of the fortress, but of the whole city of Granada.
It was said that the noted robber, Manuel Borasco, the terror

of the Alpuxarras, had fallen into the clutches of old Gov.
emor Manco, and been cooped up by him in a dungeon of

the Vermilion towers, and every one who had been robbed

by him flocked to recognize the marauder. The Vermilion

towers, as is well known, stand apart from the Alhambra, on
a sister hill separated from the main fortress by the ravine,

down which passes the main avenue. There were no outer

walls, but a sentinel patroled before the tower. The window
of the chamber in which the soldier was confined was strongly

grated, and looked upon a small esplanade. Here the good
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folks of Granada repaired to gaze at him, as they would at a

laughing hyena grinning through the cage of a menagerie.

Nobody, however, recognized him for Manuel Borasco, for

that terrible robber was noted for a ferocious physiognomy,

and had by no means the good-humored squint of the pris-

oner. Visitors came not merely from the city, but from all

pa/ts of the country, but nobody knew him, and there began
to be doubts in the minds of the common people whether

there might not be some truth in his story. That Boabdil

and his army were shut up in the mountain was an old tradi-

tion which many of the ancient inhabitants had heard from

their fathers. Numbers went up to the mountain of the Sun,

or rather of St. Elena, in search of the cave mentioned by the

soldier ; and saw and peeped into the deep dark pit, descend-

ing, no one knows how far, into the mountain, and which re-

mains there to this day, the fabled entrance to the subter-

ranean abode of Boabdil.

By degrees the soldier became popular with the common
people. A freebooter of the mountains is by no means the

opprobrious character in Spain that a robber is in any other

country ; on the contrary, he is a kind of chivabous personage

in the eyes of the lower classes. There is always a disposi-

tion, also, to cavil at the conduct of those in command, and

many began to murmur at the high-handed measures of old

Governor Manco, and to look upon the prisoner in the light

of a martyr.

The soldier, moreover, was a merry, waggish fellow, that

had a joke for every one who came near his window, and a

soft speech for every female. He had procured an old guitar

also, and would sit by his window and sing ballads and love-

ditties to the delight of the women of the neighborhood, who
would assemble on the esplanade in the evenings and dance

boleros to his music. Having trimmed off his rough beard,

his sunburned face found favor in the eyes of the fair, and

the demure handmaid of the governor declared that his

squint was perfectly irresistible. This kind-hearted damsel

had, from the first, evinced a deep sympathy in his fortunes.

-ft^^
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and having in vain tried to mollify the governor, had set to

work privately to mitigate the rigor of his dispensations.

Every day Hhe brought the prisoner some crumbs of comfort

which had failed from the governor's table, or been ab-

stracted from his larder, together with, now and then, a

consoling bottle of choice Val de Penas, or rich Malaga.

"While this petty treason was going on in the very center

of the old governor's citadel, a storm of open war was brew-

ing up among his external foes. The circumstance of a bag

of gold and jewels having, been found upon the person of the

supposed robber had been reported with many exaggerations

in Granada. A question of territorial jurisdiction was im-

mediately started by the governor's inveterate rival, the cap-

tain-general. He insisted that the prisoner had been captured

without the precincts of the Alhambra, and within the rules

of his authority. He demanded his body therefore and the

spolia opima taken with him. Due information having been

carried likewise by the friar to the grand Inquisitor, of the

crosses, and the rosaries, and other relics contained in the

bag, he claimed the culprit, as having been guilty of sacri-

lege, and insisted that his plunder was due to the church,

and his body to the next Auto da Fe. The feuds ran high

;

the governor was furious, and swore, rather than surrender

his captive, he would hang him up within the Alhambra, as

a spy caught within the purlieus of the fortress.

The captain-general thj'eatened to send a body of soldiers

to transfer the prisoner from the Vermilion towers to the

city. The grand Inquisitor was equally bent upon dispatch-

ing a number of the familiars of the holy office. Word was
brought late at night to the governor of these machinations.

*'Let them come," said he, "they'll find me beforehand with

them. He must rise bright and early who would take in

an old soldier." He accordingly issued orders to have the

prisoner removed at daybreak to the Donjon Keep within

the walls of the Alhambra: "And d'ye hear, child," said he

to his demure handmaid, "tap at my door, and wake me
before cock-crowing, that I may see to the matter myself."

a'**
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The day dawned, tlie cock crowed, but nobody tapped at

the door of the governor. The sun rose high above t7 e

mountain-tops, and glittered in at his casement ere the gov-

ernor was awakered from his morning dreams by his veteran

corporal, who stood before him with terror stamped upon his

iron visage.

"He's off! he's gone!" cried the corporal, gasping for

breath.

''Who's off?—who's gone?"

"The soldier—the robber—the devil, for aught I know.
His dungeon is empty, but the door locked. No one knows
how he has escaped out of it."

"Who saw him last?"

"Your handmaid—she brought him his supper."

"Let her be called instantly."

Here was new matter of confusion. The chamber of the

demure damsel was likewise empty; her bed had not been

slept in ; she had doubtless gone off with the culprit, r^s she

had appeared, for some days past, to have frequent conversa-

tions with him.

This was wounding the old governor in a tender part, but

he had scarce time to wince at it, when new misfortunes

broke upon his view. On going into his cabinet, he found

k^s strong box open, the leathern purse o{ the trooper ab-

stracted, and with it a couple of corpulent bags of doubloons.

But how and which way had the fugitives escaped? A
peasant, who hved in a cottage by the roadside leading up
into the sierra, declared that he had heard the tramp of a

powerful steed, just before daybreak, passing up into the

mountains. He had looked out at his casement, and could

just distinguish a horseman, with a female seated before him.

"Search the stables, " cried Governor Manco. The stables

were searched ; all the horses were in their stalls excepting

the Arabian steed. In his place was a stout cudgel tied to

the manger, and on it a label bearing these words, "A gift

to Governor Manco, from an old soldier.'*

"Ml,



J\)e /lll^ambra 227

»ed at

e t^ e

>gov-

steran

on his

Qgfor

know,
knows

p of the

ot been

, £3 she

nversa-

art, but

jortunes

le found

»per ab-

ibloons.

.ed? A
ing up

mp of a

Into the

Id could

>re him.

stables

cepting

tied to

"A gift

LEGEND OF THE TWO DISCREET
STATUES

There lived once, in a waste apartment of the Alhambra,

a merry little iellow named Lope Sanchez, who worked in

the gardens, aad was as brisk and blithe as a grasshopper,

singing all day long. He was the life and soul of the fort-

ress ; when his work was over, he would sit on one of the

stone benches of the esplanade and strum his guitar, and

sing long ditties about the Cid, and Bernardo del Carpio,

and Fernando del Pulgar, and other Spanish heroes, for the

amusement of the old soldiers of the fortress, or would strike

up a merrier tune, and set the girls dancing boleros and

fandangos.

Like most little men. Lope Sanchez had a strapping

buxom dame for a wife, who could almost have put him
in her pocket; but he lacked the usual poor man's lot—in-

stead of ten children he had but one. This was a little black-

eyed girl, about twelve years of age, named Sanchica, who
was as laerry as himself, and the delight of his heart. She
played about him as he worked in the gardens, danced to hia

guitar as he sat in the shade, and ran as wild as a young
fawn about the groves, and alleys, and ruined halls of he

Alhambra.

It was now the eve of the blessed St. John, and the holy-

day-loving g jssips of the Alhambra, men, women, and chil-

dren, went up at night to the mountain of the Sun, which
rises above the Generaliffe, to keep their midsummer vigil

on its level summit. It was a bright moonlight night, and
all the mountains '^re gray and silvery, and the city, with
its domes and spikes, lay in shadows below, and the Vega
was like a fairyland, with haunted streams gleaming among
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its dusky groves. On the highest part of the mountain they

lighted up a bale fire, according to an old custom of the coun-

try handed down from the Moors. The inhabitants of the

L'urrounding country were keeping a similar vigil, and bale

fires here and there in the Vega, and along the folds of the

mountains, blazed up palely in the moonlight.

The evening was gayly passed in dancinr to the guitar of

Lope Sanchez, who was never 6o joyous as when on a holy-

day revel of the kind. While the dance was going on, the

little Sanchica with some of her playmates sported among
the ruins of an old Moorish fort that crowns the mountain,

when, on gathering pebbles in the fosse, she found a small

hand, curiously carved of jet, the fingero closed and the

thumb firmly clasped upon them. Overjoyed with her good

fortune, she ran to her mother with her prize. It imme-
diately b€icame a subject of sage speculation, and was eyed

by some with superstitious distrust. "Throw it away," said

one, "it is Moorish—depend upon it, there's mischief and
witchcraft in it." "By no means," said another, "you may
sell it for something to the jewelers of the Zacatin." In the

midst of this discussion an old tawny soldier drew near, who
had served in Africa, and was as swarthy as a Moor. He
examined the hand with a knowing look. "I have seen

things of this kind," said he, "among the Moors of Barbary.

It is of great value to guard against the evil eye, and all

kinds of spells and enchantments. I give you joy, friend

Lope, this bodes good luck to your child." Upon hearing

this, the wife of Lope Sanchez tied the little hand of jet to a
ribbon, and hung it round the neck of her daughter.

The sight of this talisman called up all the favorite super-

stitions about the Moors. The dance was neglected, and
they sat in groups on the ground, telling old legendary tales

handed down from their ancestors. Some of their stories

turned upon the wonders of the very mountain upon which
they.were seated, which is a famous hobgoblin region.

One ancient crone gave a long account of the subterra-

nean palace in the bowels of that mountain, where Boabdil
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and all his Moslem court are said to remain enchanted.

"Among yonder ruins," said she, pointing to some cnim-

bling walls and mounds of earth on a distant part of the

mountain, "there is a deep black pit that goes down, down
into the very heart of the mountain. For all the money in

Granada I would not look down into it. Once upon a time,

n poor man of the j^lhambra, who tended goats upon this

mountain, scrambled down into that pit after a kid that

had fallen in. He came out again, all wild and staring, and

told such things of what he had seen that every one thought

his brain was turned. He raved for a. day or two about hob-

goblin Moors that had pursued him in the cavern, and could

hardly be persuaded to drive his goats up again to the moun-
tain. He did so at last, but, poor man, he never came down
again. The neighbors found his goats browsing about the

Moorish ruins, and his hat and mantle lying near the mouth
of the pit, but he was never more heard of."

The little Sanchica listened with breathless attention to

this story. She was of a curious nature, and feit imme-
diately a great hankering to peep into this dangerous pit.

Stealing away from her companions, she sought the distant

ruins, And after groping for some time among them, came to

a small hollow or basin, near the brow of the mountain, where
it swept steeply down into the valley of the Darro. In the

center of this basin yawned the mouth of the pit. Sanchica

ventured to the verge and peeped in. All was black as pitch,

and gave au idea of immeasurable depth. Her blood ran

cold—she drew back—then peeped again—then would have
run away—then took another peep—the very horror of the

thing was delightful to her. At length she rolled a large

stone and pushed it over the brink. For some time it fell in

silence; then struck some rocky projection with a violent

crash, then rebounded from side to side, rumbling and tum-
bling, with a noise like thunder, then made a final splash

into water, far, far below, and all was again silent.

The silence, however, did not long continue. It seemed

as if something had been awakened within this dreary abj^ss.
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A murmuring sound gradually rose out of the pit like the

hum and buzz of a beehive. It grew louder and louder

:

there was the confusion of voices as of a distant multitude,

together with the faint din of arms, clash of cymbals, and
clangor of trumpets, as if some army were marshaling fcr

battle in the very bowels of the mountain.

The child drew off with silent awe, .and hastened back to

the place where she had left her parents and their compan-
ions. All were gone. The bale fire was expiring, and its

last wreath of smoke curling up in the moonshine. The dis-

tant fires that had blazed along the mountains and in the

Vega were all extinguished; everything seemed to have
sunk to repose. Sanchica called her parents and some of

her companions by name, but received no reply. She ran

down the side of the mountain, and by the gardens of the

Generaliffe, until she arrived in the alley of trees leading to

the Alhambra, where she seated herself on a bench of a
woody recess to recover breath. The bell from the watch-

tower of the Alhambra told midnight. There was a deep

tranquillity, as if all nature slept; excepting the low tinking

sound of an unseen stream that ran under the covert of the

bushes. The breathing sweetness of the atmosphere was
lulling her to sleep, when her eye was caught by something

glittering at a distance, and, to her surprise, she beheld a long

cavalcade of Moorish warriors pouring down the mountain
side, and along the leafy avenues. Some were armed with

lances and shields; others with scimiters and battle-axes, and
with polished cuirasses that flashed in the moonbeams. Their

horses pranced proudly, and champed upon the bit, but their

tramp caused no more sound than if they had been shod with
felt, and the riders were all as pale as death. Among them
rode a beautiful lady with a crowned head and long golden
locks entwined with pearls. The housings of her palfrey

were of crimson velvet embroidered with gold, and swept
the earth ; but she rode all disconsolate, with eyes ever fixed

upon the ground.

Then succeeded a train of courtiers magnificently arrayed

'"mi

.
*

It
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in robes and turbans of divers colors, and amid these, on a

cream-colored charged, rode King Boabdil el Chico, in a royal

mantle covered with jewels, and a crown sparkling Vv^ith dia-

monds. The little Sanchica knew him by his yellow beard,

and his resemblance to his portrait, which she had often seen

in the picture gallery of the Generaliffe. She gazed in won-
der and admiration at this royal pageant as it passed glisten-

ing among the trees, but though she knew these monarchs,

and courtiers, and warriors, so pale and silent, were out of

the common course of nature, and things of magic or en-

chantment, yet she looked on with a bold heart, such cour-

age did she derive from the mystic talisman of the hand
which was suspended about her neck.

The cavalcade having passed by, she rose and followed.

It continued on to the great gate of Justice, which &U)od wide

open; the old invalid sentinels on duty, lay on the stone

benches of the Barbican, buried in profound and apparently

charmed sleep, and the phjntom pageant swept noiselessly

by them with flaunting banner and triumphant state. San-

chica would have followed, but, to her surprise, she beheld

an opening in the earth "within the Barbican, leading down
beneath the foimdations of the tower. She entered for a lit-

tle distance, and was encouraged to proceed by finding steps

rudely hewn in the rock, and a vaulted passage here and
there lighted up by a silver lamp, which, while it gave light,

diffused likewise a grateful fragrai^ce. Venturing on, she

came at last to a great hall wrought out of the heart of the

mountain, magnificently furnished in the Moorish style, and
lighted up by silver and crystal lamps. Here on an otto-

man sat an old man in Moorish dress, with a long white

beard, nodding and dozing, with a staff in his hand, which

seemed ever to be slipping from his grasp ; while at a little

distance sat a beautiful lady, in ancient Spanish dress, with

a coronet all sparkling with diamonds, and her hair entwined

with pearls, who was softly playing on a silver lyre. The
little Sanchica now recollected a otory she had heard among
the old people of the Alhambra, concerning a Gothic prinroas
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confined in the center of the mountain by an old Arabian

magician, whom she kept bound up in magic sleep by the

power of music.

The lady paused with surprise at seeing a mortal in that

enchanted hall. "Is it the eve of the blessed St. John?*'

said she.

**It is,** replied Sanchica.

"Then for one night the magic charm is suspended.

Come hither, child, and fear not. I am a Christian like thy-

self, though bound here by enchantment. Touch my fetters

with the talisman that hangs about thy neck, and for this

night I shall be free.*'

So saying, she opened her robes and displayed a broad

golden band round her waist, and a golden chain that fast-

ened her to the ground. The child hesitated not to apply

the little hand of jet to the golden band, and immediately the

chain fell to the earth. At the sound the old man awoke,

and began to rub his eyes, but the lady ran her fingers over

the chords of the lyre, and again he fell into a slumber and
began to nod, and his staff to falter in his hand. "Now,**

said the lady, "touch his staff with the talismanic hand of

jet." The child did so, and it fell from his grasp, and he

sunk in a deep sleep on the ottoman. The lady gently laid

the silver lyre on the ottoman, leaning it against the head of

the sleeping magician, then touching the chords until they

vibrated in his ear, "O potent spirit of harmony,*' said she,

"continue thus to hold his senses in thralldom till the return

of day.—Now follow me, my child," continued she, "and
thou shalt behold the Alhambra p;i it was in the days of its

glory, for thou hast a magic talisman that reveals all en-

chantments.'* Sanchica followed the lady in silence. They
passed up through the entrance of the cavern into the Bar-

bican of the gate of Justice, and thence to the Plaza de las

Algibes, or esplanade within the fortress. This was all filled

with Moorish soldiery, horse and foot, marshaled in squad-

rons, with banners displayed. There were royal guards also

at the portal, and rows of African blacks with drawn scimi-
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tei-s. No one spoke a word, and Sanchica passed on fearlessly

after her conductor. Her astonishment increased on entering

the royal palace in which she had been reared. The broad

moonshine lighted up all the halls,, and courts, and gardens,

almost as brightly as if it were day; but revealed a far

different scene from that to which she was accustomed. The
walls of the apartments were no longer stained and rent hy

time. Instead of cobwebs, they were now hung with rich

silks of Damascus, and the gildings and arabesque paintings

were restored to their original brilliancy and freshness. The
halls, instead of being naked and unfurnished, were set out

with divans and ottomans of the rarest stuffs, embroidered

with pearls, and studded with precious gems, and all the

fountains in the courts and gardens were playing.

The kitchens were again in full operation ; cooks were

busied preparing shadowy dishes, and roasting and boiling

the phantoms of pullets and partridges; servants were hurry-

ing to and fro with silver dishes heaped up with dainties,

and arranging a dehcious banquet. The Court of Lions was
thronged with guards, and courtiers, and alfaquis, as in the

old times of the Moors; and at the upper end, in the saloon

of judgment, sat Boabdil on his tlirone, surrounded by his

court, and swayed a shadowy scepter for the night.

Notwithstanding all this throng and seeming bustle, not

a voice or footstep was to be heard ; nothing interrupted the

midnight silence but the plashing of the fountains. The
little Sanchica followed her conductress in mute amazement
about the palace, until they came to a portal opening to the

vaulted passages beneath the great tower of Comares. On
each side of the portal sat the figure of a nymph, wrought

out of alabaster. Their heads were turned asidC; and their

regards fixed upon the same spot within the vault. The en-

chanted lady paused, and beckoned the child to her. * * Here, '

'

said she, *'is a great secret, which I will reveal to thee in

reward for thy faith and courage. These discreet statues

watch over a mighty treasure hidden in old times by a Moor-

ish king. Tell thy father to search the spot on which their
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eyes are fixed, and he will find what will make him richer

than any ma,n in Granada. Thy innocent hands alone, how-
ever, gifted as thou art also with the talisman, can remove
the treasure. Bid thy father use it discreetly, and devote a

part of it to the performance of daily masses for my deliver-

ance from this unholy enchantment. '

'

When the lady had spoken these words, she led the child

onward to the little garden of Lindaraxa, which is hard by
the vault of the statues. The moon trembled upon the .

w aters of the solitary fountain in the center of the garden,

and shed a tender light upon the orange and citron trees.

The beautiful lady plucked a branch of myrtle and wreathed

it round the head of the child. "Let this be a memento,"
said she, "of what I have revealed to thee, and a testimonial

of itb truth. My hour is come.—I must return to the en-

chant.ed liall; follow me not, lest evil befall thee; farewell,

remember what I have said, and have masses performed for

my deliverance. " So saying, i\e lady entered a dark pas-

sage leading beneath the tower of Comares and was no longer

to be seen.

The faint crowing of a cock was now heard from the cot-

tages below the Alhambra, in the valley of the Darro, and a

pale streak of light began to appear above the eastern moun-
tains. A slight wind arose; there was a sound like the

rustling of dry leaves through the courts and corridors, and

door after door shut to with a jarring sound. Sanchica re-

turned to the scenes she had so lately beheld thronged with

the shadowy multitude, but Boabdil and his phantom court

were gone.

The moon shone into empty halls and galleries, stripped

of their transient splendor, stained and dilapidated by time,

and hung with cobwebs; the bat flitted about in the uncer-

tain light, and the frog croaked from the fish-pond.

Sanchica now made the best of her way to a remote stair-

case that led up to the humble apartment occupied by her

family. The door as usual was open, for Lope Sanchez was
too poor to need bolt or bar; she crept quieiiy to her pallet,
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and, putting the myrtle wreath beneath her pillow, soon fell

asleep.

In the morning she related all that had befallen her to her

father. Lope Sanchez, however, treated the whole as a mere
dream, and laughed at the child for her credulity. He went
forth to his customary labors in the garden, but had not been

there long when his little daughter came running to him
almost breathless. "Father! father!" cried she, "behold the

myrtle wreath which the Moorish lady bound round my
head."

Lope Sanchez gazed with astonishment, for the stalk of

the myrtle was of pure gold, and every leaf was a sparkling

emerald ! Being not much accustomed to precious stones, he

was ignorant of the real value of the wreath, but he saw
enough to convince him that it was something more substan-

tial than the stuff that dreams are generally made -^f , and

that at any rate the child had dreamed to some purpose. His

first care was to enjoin the most absolute secrecy upon his

daughter; in this respect, however, he was secure, for she

had discretioi: far beyond her years or sex. He then repaired

to the vault where stood the statues of the two alabaster

nymphs. He remarked that their heads were turned from

the portal, and that the regards of each were fixed upon the

same point in the interior of the building. Lope Sanchez

could not but admire this most discreet contrivance for guard

ing a secret. He drew a line from the eyes of the statues to

the point of regard, made a private mark on the wall, and
then retired.

All day, however, the mind of Lope Sanchez was dis-

tracted with a thousand cares. He could not help hovering

within distant view of the two statues, and became nervous

from the dread that the golden secret might be discovered.

Every footstep that approached the place made him tremble.

He would have given anything could he but turn the heads

of the statues, forgetting that they had looked precisely in

the same direction for some hundreds of years, without any

person being the wiser. "A plague upon them," he would
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say to himself, "they'll betray all. Did ever mortal hear of

such a mode of guarding a secret I" Then, on hearing any
one advance, he would steal oflf, as though his very lurking

near the place would awaken suspicions. Then he would
return cautiously, and peep from a distance to see if every-

thing was secure, but the sight of the statues would again

call forth his indignation. "Aye, there they stand," would
he say, "always 1 jking, and looking, and looking, just

where they should not. Confoimd them I they are just like

all their sex ; if they have not tongues to tattle with, they'll

be sure to do it with their eyes!'*

At length, to his relief, the long anxious day drew to a

close. The soimd of footsteps was no longer heard in the

echoing halls of the Alhambra ; the last stranger passed the

threshold, the great portal was barred and bolted, and the

bat, and the frog, and the hooting owl gradually resumed

their nightly vocations in the deserted palace.

Lope Sanchez waited, however, imtil the night was far

advanced, before he ventured with his little daughter to the

hall of the two nymphs. He found them looking as know-
ingly and mysteriously as ever at the secret place of deposit.

"By your leaves, gentle ladies," thoug'ht Lope Sanchez as

he passed between them, "I will relieve you from this charge

that must have set so heavy in your minds for the last two
or three centuries." He accordingly went to work at the

part of the wall which he had marked, and in a little while

laid open a concealed recess, in which stood two great jars of

porcelain. He attempted to draw them forth, but they were
immovable until touched by the innocent hand of his little

daughter. With her aid he dislodged them from their niche,

and found, to his great joy, that they were filled with pieces

of Moorish gold, mingled with jewels and precious stones.

Before daylight he managed to convey them to his chamber,

and left the two guardian statues with their eyes still fixed

on the vacant wall.

Lope Sanchez had thus on a sudden become a rich man,

but riches, as usual, brought a world of cares to which he

ii*
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had hitherto been a stranger. How was he to convey away
his wealth with safety? How was he even to enter upon the

enjoyment of it without awakening suspicion? Now too, for

the first time in his life, the dread of robbers entered into his

mind. He looked with terror at the insecurity of his habita-

tion, and went to work to barricade the doors and windows

;

yet after all his precautions he could not sleep soundly. His

usual gayety was at an end ; he had no longer a joke or a

song for his neighbors, and, in short, became the most miser-

able animal in the Alhambra. His old comrades remarked

this alteration
;
pitied him heartily, and began to desert him,

thinking he must be falling into want, and in danger of look-

ing to them for assistance; Uttle did they suspect that his

only calamity was riches.

The wife of Lope Sanchez shared his anxiety ; but then

she had ghostly comfort. We ought before this to have

mentioned that Lope being rather a light, inconsiderate little

man, his wife was accustomed, in all grave matters, to seek

the counsel and ministry of her confessor. Fray Simon, a

sturdy, broad-shouldered, blue-bearded, bullet-headed friar

of the neighboring convent of San Francisco, who was, in

fact, the spiritual comforter of half the good wives of the

neighborhood. He was, moreover, in great esteem among
divers sisterhoods of nuns, who requited him for his ghostly

services by frequent presents of those little dainties and knick-

knacks manufactured in convents, such as delicate confections,

sweet biscuits, and bottles of fc^piced cordials, foimd to be

marvelous restoratives after fasts and vigils.

Fray Simon thrived in the exercise of his functions. His

oily skin glistened in the sunshine as he toiled up the hill of

the Alhambra on a sultry day. Yet notwithstanding his

sleek condition, the knotted rope round his waist showed the

austerity of his self-discipline ; the multitude doffed their

caps to him as a mirror of piety, and even the dogs scented

the odor of sanctity that exhaled from his garments, and

howled from their kennels as he passed.

Such was Fray Simon, the spiritual counselor of the
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comely wife of Lope Sanchez, and as the father confessor is

the domestic confidant of women in humble life in Spain, he
was soon made acquainted, in great secrecy, with the story

of the hidden treasure.

The friar opened eyes and mouth and crossed himself a
dozen times at the news. After a moment's pause, *• Daugh-
ter of my souir* said he, *'know that thy husband has com-

mitted a double sin, a sin against both state and church!

The treasui*e he has thus seized upon for himself, being

found in the royal domains, belongs, of course, to the crown

;

but being infidel wealth, rescued, as it were, from the very

fangs of Satan, should be devoted to the church. Still, how-
ever, the matter may be accommodated. Bring hither the

myrtle wreath."

When the good father beheld it, his eyes twinkled more
than ever with admiration of the size and beauty of the

emeralds. "This," said he, "being the first fruits of this

discovery, should be dedicated to pious purposes. I will

hang it up as a votive offering before the image of San
Francisco in our chapel, and will earnestly pray to him, this

very night, that your husband be permitted to remain in

quiet possession of your wealth."

The good dame was deUghted to make her peace with

heaven at so cheap a rate, and the friar, putting the wreath

under his mantle, departed with saintly steps toward his

convent.

When Lope Sanchez came home, his wife tola him what
had passed. He was excessively provoked, for he lacked his

wife's devotion, and had for some time groaned in secret at

the domestic visitations of the friar. "Woman," said he,

"what hast thou done! Thou hast put everything at hazard

by thy tattUng."

"What!" cried the good woman, "would you forbid my
disburdening my conscience to my confessor?"

"No, wife! confess as many of your own sins as you

please ; but as to this money-digging, it is a sin of my own,

and my conscience is very easy under the weight of it."
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There was no use, however, in complaining; the secret

was told, and, like water spilled on the sand, was not again

to be gathered. Their only chance was, that the friar would

be discreet.

The next day, while Lope Sanchez was abroad, there was
a humble knocking at the door, and Fray Simon entered

with meek and demure countenance.

"Daughter," said he, "I have prayed earnestly to San

Francisco, and he has heard my prayer. In the dead of the

night the saint appeared to me in a dream, but with a frown-

ing aspect. *Why,' said he, 'dost thou pray to me to dis-

pense with this treasure of the Gentiles, when thou seest the

poverty of my chapel? Go to the house of Lope Sanchez,

crave in my name a portion of the Moorish gold to furnish

two candlesticks for the main altar, and let him possess the

residue in peace.*
"

When the good woman heard of this vision, she crossed

herself with awe, and going to the secret place where Lope

had hidden the treasure, she filled a great leathern purse with

pieces of Moorish gold, and gave it to the friar. The pious

monk bestowed upon her in return benedictions enough, if

paid by heaven, to enrich her race to the latest posterity

;

then slipping the purse into the sleeve of his habit, he folded

his hands upon his breast and departed with an air of humble
thankfulness.

When Lope Sanchez heard of this second donation to the

church, he had wellnigh lost his senses.
'

' Unfortunate man, '

*

cried he, "what will become of me? I shall be robbed by

piecemeal; I shall be ruined and brought to beggary I"

It was with the utmost difficulty that his wife could pacify

him by reminding him of the countless wealth that yet re-

mained; and how considerate it was for San Francisco to

rest contented with so very small a portion.

Unluckily, Fray Simon had a number of poor relations to

be provided for, not to mention some half dozen sturdy, bul-

let-headed orphan children and destitute foundlings that he

had taken under his care. He repeated his visits, therefore.
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from day to day, with salutations on behalf of Saint Domi-
nick, Saint Andrew, Saint James, mitil poor Lope was driven

to despair, and found that, imless he got out of the reach of

this holy friar, he should have to make peace offerings to

every saint in the calendar. He determined, therefore, to

pack up his remaining wealth, beat a secret reteat in the

night, and make off to another part of the kingdom.

Full of his project, he bought otout mule for the pur-

pose, and tethered it in a gloomy vault, underneath the tower

of the Seven Flooi-s. The very place from whence the Bel-

lado, or goblin horse without a head, is said to issue forth at

midnight and to scour the streets of Granada, pursued by a

pack of hell-hounds. Lope Sanchez had little faith in the

story, but availed himself of the dread occasioned by it,

knowing that no one would be likolj'^ to pry into the subter-

ranean stable of the phantom steed. He sent off his family

in the course of the day, with orders to wait for him at a dis-

tant village of the Vega. As the night advanced, he con-

veyed his treasure to the vault under the tower, and having

loaded his mule, he led it forth, and cautiously descended the

dusky avenue.

Honest Lope had taken his measures with the utmost

secrecy, imparting them to no one but the faithful wife of

his bosom. By some miraculous revelation, however, they

became kncwn to Fray Simon ; the zealous friar beheld these

infidel treasures on the point of slipping forever out of his

grasp, and determined to have one more dash at them for

the benefit of the church and San Francisco. Accordingly,

when the bells had rung for animas, and all the Alhambra
was quiet, he stole out of his convent, and, descending through

the gate of Justice, concealed himself among the thickets of

roses and laurels that border the great avenue. Here he re-

mained, counting the quarters of hours as they were sounded

on the bell of the watch-tower, and listening to the dreary

hootings of owls, and the distant barking of dogs from the

gypsy caverns.

At length, he heard the tramp of hoofs, and, through the

"*m
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gloom of the overshadowing trees, imperfectly beheld a steed

descending the avenue. The sturdy friar chuckled at the

idea of the knowing turn he was about to serve honest Lope.

Tucking up the skirts of his habit, and wriggling like a cat

watching a mouse, he waited until his prey was direcily be-

fore him, when darting foi*th from his leafy covert, and put-

ting one Hand on the shoulder, and the other on the crupper,

he made a vault that would not have disgraced the most ex-

perienced master of equitation, and alighted well forked astride

the steed. "Aha!" said the sturdy friar, "we shall now see

who best understands the game."
He had scarce uttered the wordtf, when the mule began

to kick and rear and plunge, and then set off at full speed

down the hill. The friar attempted to check him, but in

vain. He bounded from rock to rock, and bush to bush ; the

friar's habit was torn to ribbons, and fluttered in the wind

;

his shaven poll received many a hard knock from the branches

of the trees, and many a scratch from the brambles. To add

to his terror and distress, he found a pack of seven hounds in

full cry at his heels, and perceived, too late, that he was act-

ually mounted upon the terrible Bellado!

Away they went, according to the ancient phrase, "pull

devil, pull friar," down the great avenue, acroi?«i the Plaza

Nueva, along the Zacatin, around the Vivarambla—never

did huntsman and hound make a more furious run, or more
infernal uproar.

In vain did the rriar invoke every saint in the calendar,

and the holy Virgin into the bargain ; every time he men-
tioned a name of the kind, it was Uke a fresh application of

the spur and made the Bellado bound as high as a house.

Through the remainder of the night was the unlucky Fray

Simon carried hither and thither and whither he would not,

until every bone in his body ached, and he suffered a loss of

leather too grievous to be mentioned. At length, the crow-

ing of a cock gave the signal of returning day. At the sound

the goblin steed wheeled about and galloped back for his

tower. Again he scoured the Vivarambla, the Zacatin, ths

* * ni Vol. IL



B'5 • •" ,

fir V V
,:

.'•<!•
'""

U'K''' '.V
'•

;•

tIs'H" •-

^>«^f:.

• *'» .1*.

"

,1. , »

'•ii!'

242 U/orKs of U/asl^ip^toi) Iruii)^

Plaza Nueva, and the avenue of fountains, the seven dogs

yelling and barking, and leaping up, and snapping at the

heels of the terrified friar. The first streak of day had just

appeared as they reached the tower; here the goblin steed

kicked up his heels, sent the friar a somerset through the air,

plunged into the dark vault, followed by the infernal pack,

and a profound silence succeeded to the late deafening clamor.

"Was ever so diabolical a trick played off upon hoi; friar?

A peasant going to his labors at early dawn found the un-

fortunate FrR> Simon lying under a fig-tree at the foot of

the tower, but so bruised and bedeviled that he could neither

speak nor move. He was conveyed with all care and ten-

derness to his cell, and the story went that he had been way-
laid and maltreated by robbers. A day or two elapsed before

he recovered the use of his limbs : he consoled himself in the

meantime with the thought that though the mule with the

treasure had escaped him, he had previously had some rare

pickings at the infidel spoils. His first care on being able to

use his limbs was to search beneath his pallet, where he had
secreted the myrtle wreath and the leathern pouches of gold,

extracted from the piety of dame Sanchez. What was his

dismay at finding the wreath, in effect, but a withered branch

of myrtle, and the leathern pouches filled with sand and

gravel

!

Fray Simon, with all his chagrin, had the discretion to

hold his tongue, for to betray the secret might draw on him
the ridicule of the public, and the punishment of his supe-

rior ; it was not until many years afterward, on his deathbed,

that he revealed to his confessor his nocturnal ride on the

Bellado.

Nothing was heard of Lope Sanchez for a long time after

his disappearance from the Alhambra. His memory was al-

ways cherished as that of a merry companion, though it was
feared, from the care and melancholy showed in his conduct

shortly before his mysteriuua departure, that poverty and dis-

tress had driven him to some extremity. Some years after-

ward, one of his old companions, an invalid soldier, being at
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Itlalaga, was knocked down and nearly run over by a coach

and six. The carriage stopped ; an old gentleman, magnifi-

cently dressed, with a bag-wig and sword, stepped out to

assist the poor invalid. What was the astonishment of the

latter to behold in this grand cavalier his old friend Lope
Sanchez, who was actually celebrating the marriage of his

daughter Sanchica with one of the first grandees in the land.

The carriage contained the bridal party. There was dame
Sanchez, now grown as round as a barrel, and dressed out

with feathers and jewels, and necklaces of pearls, and neck-

laces of diamonds, and rings on every finger, and altogether

a finery of apparel that had not been seen since the days of

Queen Sheba. The little Sanchica had now grown to be a
woman, and for grace and beauty might have been mistaken

for a duchess, if not a princess outright. The bridegroom

sat beside her, rather a withered, spindle-shanked little man,
but this only proved him to be of the true blue blood, a legiti-

mate Spanish grandee being rarely above three cubits in

stature. The match had been of the mother's making.

Riches had not spoiled the heart of honest Lope. He kept

his old comrade with him for several days; feasted him like

a king, took him to plays and bull-fights, and at length sent

him away rejoicing, with a big bag of money for himself,

and another to be distributed among his ancient messmates

of the Alhambra.

Lope always gave out that a rich brother had died in

America, and left him heir to a copper mine ; but the shrewd

gossips of the Alhambra insist that his wealth was all derived

from his having discovered the secret guarded by the two
marble nymphs of the Alhambra. It is remarked that these

very discreet statues continue even unto the present day with

their eyes fixed most significantly on the same part of the

wall, which leads many to suppose there is still some hidden

treasure remaining there, well worthy the attention of the

enterprising traveler. Though others, and particularly all

female visitors, regard them with great complacency, as

lasting monuments of the fact that women can keep a secret.

^1
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MAHAMAD ABEN ALAHMAR

THE FOUNDER OP THE ALHAMBBA

Having dealt so freely in the marvelous legends of the

Alhambra, I feel as if bound to give the reader a few facts

concerning its sober history, or rather the history of those

magnificent princes, its founder and finisher, to whom Eu-
rope is indebted for so beautiful and romantic an Oriental

monument. To attain these facts I descended from this

region of fancy and fiction, where everything is liable to

take an imaginative tint, and carried my researched among
the dusty tomes of the old Jesuits' library in the university.

This once boasted repository of erudition is now a mere
shadow of its former self, having been stripped of its manu-
scripts and rarest works by the French while masters of Gra-

nada. Still it contains, among many ponderous tomes of

polemics of the Jesuit fathers, several curious tracts of Span-

ish literature, and, above all, a number of those antiquated,

dusty, parchment-bound chronicles, for which I have a pecul-

iar veneration.

In this old library I have passed many delightful hours of

quiet, undisturbed, Hterary foraging, for the keys of the doors

and bookcases were kindly intrusted to me, and I was left

alone to rummage at my leisure—a rar(' indulgence in those

sanctuaries of learning, which too often tantalize the thirsty

st' ident with the sight of sealed fountains of knowledge.

In the course of these visits I gleaned the following par-

ticulars concerning the historical characters in question.

The Moors of Granada regarded the Alhambra as a mir-

acle of art, and had a tradition that the king who founded it

dealt in magic, or at least was deeply versed in alchemy, by

means of which he procured the immense sums of gold ex-

i'.
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pended in its ti^tion. A brief view of his reign will show
the real secret of his wealth.

The name of this monarch, as inscribed on the walls of

some of the apartments, was Aben Abd'allah (i.e., the father

of Abdallah), but he is commonly known in Moorish history

as Mahamad Aben Alahmar (or Mahamad son of Alahmar),

or simply Aben Alahmar, for the sake of brevity.

He was born in Arjona, in the year of the Hegira 591,

of the Chrisxian era 1195, of the noble family of the Beni

Nasar, or children ol ^Tasar, and no expense was spared by
his parents to fit him for the high station to which the opu-

lence and dignity of his family entitled him. The Saracens

of Spain were greatly advanced in civilization. Every prin-

cipal city was a seat of learning and the arts, so that it was
easy to command the most enhghtened instructors for a youth

of rank and foi.'une. Aben Alahmar, when he arrived at

manly years, was appointed Alcayde or governor of Arjona
and Jaen, and gained great popularity by his benignity and
justice. Some years afterward, on the death of Aben Hud,
the Moorish power of Spain was broken into factions, and
many places declared for Mahamad Aben Alahmar. Being

of a sanguine spirit and lofty ambition, he seized upon the

occasion, made a circuit through the country, and was every-

where received with acclamation. It was in the year 1238

tnat he entered Granada amid the enthusiastic shouts of the

multitude. He was proclaimed king with every demonstra-

tion of joy, and soon became the head of the Moslems in

Spain, being the first of the illustrious line of Beni Nasar
that had sat upon the throne.

His reign was such as to render him a blessing to his sub-

jects. He gave the command of his various cities to such as

lad distinguished themselves by valor and prudence, and who
seemed most acceptable to the people. He organized a vigi-

lant police, and established rigid rules for the administration

of justice. The poor and the distressed always foimd ready

admission to his presence, and he attended personally to their

assistance and redress. He evected hospitals for the blind.

:«l
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the aged, and infirm, and all those incapable of labor, and
visited them frequently, not on set days, with pomp and
form, so as to give time for everything to be put in order

and every abuse concealed, but suddenly and unexpectedly,

informing himself by actual observation and close inquiry of

the treatment of the sick, anc* the conduct of those appointed

to administer to their relief.

He founded schools and colleges, which he visited in the

same manner, inspecting personally the instruction of the

youth. He established butcheries and public ovens, that

the peopiG might be furnished with wholesome provisions at

just and regular prices. He introduced abundant streams

of water into the city, erecting baths and fountains, and con-

sti dieting aqueducts and canals to irrigate and fertilize the

Vega. By these means, prosperity and abundance prevailed

in this beautiful city, its gates were thronged with commerce,

and its warehouses filled with the luxuries and merchandise

of every clime and country.

While Mahamad Aben Alahmar was ruling his fair do-

mains thus wisely and prosperously, he was suddenly men-

aced by the horrors of war. The Christians at that time,

profiting by the dismemberment of the Moslem power, were

rapidly regaining their ancient territories. James the Con-

queror had subjected all Valentia, and Ferdinand the Saint

was carrying his victorious armies into Andalusia. The
latter invested the city of Jaen, and swore not to raise his

camp until he had gained possession of the place. Mahamad
Aben Alahmar was conscious of the insufficiency of his

means to carry on a war with the potent sovereign of Castile.

Taking a sudden resolution, therefore, he repaired privately

to the Christian camp, and made his unexpected appearance

iu the presence of King Ferdinand. "In me,'* said he, **you

behold Mahamad, King of Granada. I confide in your good

faith and put myself under your protection. Take all I pos-

sess and receive me as your vassal." So saying, he knelt

and kissed the king's hand in token of submission.

King Ferdinand was touched by this instance of confiding
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faith, and determined not to be outdone in generosity. He
raised his late rival from the earth and embraced him as a
friend, nor would he accept the wealth he offered, but re-

ceived him as a vassal, leaving him sovereign of his domin-
ions, on condition of paying a yearly tribute, attending the

Cortes as one of the nobles of the empire, and serving him in

war with a certain number of horsemen.

It was not long after this that Mahamad was called upon
for his military services, to aid King Ferdinand in his famous
siege of Seville. The Moorish king sallied forth with five

hundred chosen horsemen of Granada, than whom none in

the world knew better how to manage the steed or wield the

lance. It was a melancholy and humiliating service, how-
ever, for they had to draw the sword against their brethren

of the faith. Mahamad gained a melancholy distinction by
his prowess in this renowned conquest, but more true honor

by the humanity which he prevailed upon Ferdinand to intro-

duce into the usages of war. When, in 1248, the famous city

of Seville surrendered to the Castilian monarch, Mahamad
returned sad and full of care to his dominions. He saw the

gathering ills that menaced the Moslem cause, and uttered

an ejaculation often used by him in moments of anxiety and
trouble: "How straitened and wretched would be our life if

our hope were not so spacious and extensive."*

When the melancholy conqueror approached his beloved

Granada, the people thronged forth to see him with impatient

joy, for they loved him as a benefactor. They had erected

arches of triumph in honor of his martial exploits, and wliere-

ever he passed he was hailed with acclamations, as El Galih,

or the conqueror; Mahamad shook his head when he heard

the appellation, "TFa le Oalih He Ald^" exclaimed he:

(there is no conqueror but God !) From that time forward,

he adopted this exclamation as a motto. He inscribed it oax

an oblique band across his escutcheon, and it continued to be

the motto of his descendants.

*"Que angoste y miserabile seria nuestra vida, sino fuera tan dila-

tada y espaciosa nuestra espraneza l"

.11
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Mahamad had purclias'.d peace by submission to the

Christian yoke, but he knew that where the elements were

so discord;mt, and the motives for hostility so deep and an-

cient, it could not be secure or permanent. Acting therefore

upon an old maxim, **Arm thyself in peace, and clothe th}'-

self in summer," he improved the present interval of tran-

quillity by fortifying his dominions and replenishing his ar-

senals, and by promoting those useful arts which give wealth

and real power to an empire. He gave premiums and privi-

leges to the best artisans ; improved the breed of horses and
other domestic animals; encouraged husbandry; and in-

creased the natural fgrlility of the soil twofold by L-o i-ro-

tection, making: the ne>7 vall'ys of his kingdom to bloom

like garaons. iif r ;; tnred also the growth and fabrication

of silk, until che iovixub nf Granada surpassed even those of

Syria in the fineness and » eauty of their productions. He,

moreover, caused the mines of gold and silver, and other

metals found in the mountainous regions of his dominions,

to be diligent 1}'^ worked, and was the first King of Granada
who struck nionej' of gold and silver with his name, taking

great care that tlio coins should be skillfully executed.

It was about this time, toward the middle of the thir-

teenth centiuy, and just after his return from the siege of

Seville, that he commenced the splendid palace of the Al-

hambra: superintending the building of it in person, min-

gling frequently among the artists and workmen, and direct-

ing their labors.

Though thus magnificent in his works, and great in his

enterprises, he was simple in his person and moderate in his

enjoyments. His dress was not merely void of splendor, but

so plain as not to distinguish him from his subjects. His

harem boasted but few beauties, and these he visited but

seldom, though they were entertained with great magnifi-

cence. His wives were daughters of the principal nobles,

and were treated by him as friends and rational companions

;

what is more, he managed to make them live as friends with

one another.
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He passed much of his time in his gardens ; especially in

those of the Alhambra, which he had stored with the rarest

plants and the most beautiful and aromatic flowers, xlere

he delighted himself in reading histories, or in causi'^g them

to be read and related to him ; and sometimes, in intervals of

leisure, employed himself in the instruction of his three s^ons,

for ^"hoin he had provided the most learned and vii lous

masters.

As he ha c frankly and voluntarily offered himstlf a

tributary vassal to Ferdinand, so he always remained loyal

to his word, giving him repeated proofs of fidelity and attach-

ment. When that renowned monarch died in Seville, in

1254, Mahamad Aben Alahmar sent embassadors to condole

with his successor, Alonzo X., and with them a gallant train

of a hundred Moorish cavaliers of distinguished rank, who
were to attend, each bearing a ligb d 'aper round the royal

bier, during the funeral ceremonie '

' is grand testimonial

of respect was repeated by the ]V^^b.^m monarch during the

remainder of his life, on each an: -.ersary of the death of

King Ferdinando el Santo, w' en the hundred Moorish
knights repaired from Granada c) Seville, and took their

stations with lighted tapers in the center of the sumptuous
cathedral round the cenotaph of the illustrious deceased.

Mahamad Aben Alahmar retained his faculties and vigor

to an advanced age. In his seventy-ninth year he took the

field on horseback, accompanied by the flower of his chivalry,

to resist an invasion of his territories. As the army sallied

forth from Granada, one of the principal adalides or guides,

who rode in the advance, accidentally broke his lance against

the arch of the gate. The counselors of the king, alarmed

by this circumstance, which was considered an evil omen,
entreated him to return. Their supplications were in vain.

The king jiersisted, and at noontide the omen, say the Moor
ish chroniclers, was fatally fulfilled. Mahamad was sud-

denly struck with illness, and had nearly fallen from his

horse. He was placed on a litter, and borne back toward
Granada, but his illness increased to such a degree that they
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were obliged to pitch his tent in the Vega. His physicians

were filled with consternation, not knowing what remedy to

prescribe. In a few hours he died vomiting blood and in

violent convulsions. The Castilian prince, Don Philip,

brother of Alonzo X., was by his side when he expired. His
body was embalmed, inclosed in a silver coffin, and buried in

the Alharabra, in a sepulcher of precious marble, amid the

imfeigned lamentations of his subjectr^, who bewailed him as

a parent.

Such was the enlightened patriot prince, who founded

the Alhambra, whose name remains emblazoned among its

most delicate and graceful ornaments, and whose memory is

calculated to inspire the loftiest associations in those who
tread these fading scenes of his magnificence and glory.

Though his undertakings were vast, and his expenditures

immense, yet his treasury was always full ; and this seeming

contradiction gave rise to the story that he was versed in

magic art and possessed of the secret for transmuting baser

metals mto gold.

Those who have attended to his domestic policy, as here

set forth, will easily understand the natural magic and simple

alchemy which made his ample treasury to overflow.

JUSEF ABUL HAGIAS
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THE FINISHER OF THE ALHAMBRA

Beneath the governor's apartment in the Alhambra is

the royal Mosque, where the Moorish monarchs performed

their private devotions. Though consecrated as a CathoUc
chapel, it still bears traces of its Moslem origin ; the Saracenic

columns with their gilded capitals, and the latticed gallery

for the females of the harem, may yet be seen, and the es-

cutcheons of the Moorish kings are mingled on the walls with

those of the Castilian sovereigns.
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In this consecrated place perished the illusvious Jusef

Abul Hagias, the high-minded prince who completed the Al-

hambra, and who, for his virtues and endowments, deserves

almost equal renown with its magnanimous foimder. It is

with pleasure I draw forth, from the obscurity in which it has

too long remained, the name of another of those princes of

a departed and almost forgotten race, who reigned in ele-

gance and splendor in Andalusia, when all Europe was in

comparative barbarism.

Jusef Abul Hagias (or, as it is sometimes written, Haxis)

ascended the throne of Granada in the year 1333, and his

personal appearance and mental qualities were such as to win
all hearts, and to awaken anticipations of a beneficent and
prc/sperous reign. He was of a noble presence and great

bodil> strength, united to manly beauty. His complexion

was exceeding fair, and, according to the Arabian chron-

iclers, he heightened the gravity and majesty of his appear-

ance by suffering his beard to grow to a dignified length and
dyeing it blacK. He had an excellent memory, well stored

with science and erudition : he was of a lively genius, and
accounted the best poet of his time, and his manners were

gentle, affable, and urbane.

Jusef possessed the courage common to all generous spirits,

but his genius was more calculated for peace than war, and,

though obliged to take up arms repeatedly in his time, he

was generally unfortunate. He carried the benignity of his

nature into warfare, prohibiting all wanton cruelty, and en-

joining mercy and protection toward women and children,

the aged and infirm, and all friars and persons of holy and

recluse life. Among other ill-starred enterprises, he under-

took a great campaign, in conjunction with the King of

Morocro, against the kings of Castile and Portugal, but was
defeated in the memorable battle of Salado ; a disastrous re-

verse which had nearly proved a death blow to the Moslem
po\yer in Spain.

Jusef obtained a long truce after this defeat, during

which time he devoted himself to the instruction of his people
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and the improvement of their morals and manners. For this

purpose he estabUshed schools in all the villages, with simple

and uniform systems of education ; he obliged every hamlet

of more than twelve houses to have a mostiue, and prohibited

various abuses and indecorums that had been introduced

into the ceremonies of rehgion and the festivals and public

amusements of the people. He attended vigilantly to the

poUce of the city, estabhshing nocturnal guards and patrols,

and superintending all municipal concerns.

His attention was also directed toward finishing the great

architectural works commenced by his predecessors, and
erecting others on his own plans. The Alhambra, which
had been founded by the good Aben Alahmar, was now com-

pleted. Jusef constructed the beautiful gate of Justice,

forming the grand entrance to the fortress, which he finished

in 1348. He likewise adorned many of the courts and halls

of the palace, as may be seen by the inscriptions on the walls,

in which his name repeatedly occurs. He built also the

noble Alcazar, or citadel of Malaga ; now unfortimately a
mere mass of cnunbling ruins, but which, probably, exhibited

in its interior similar elegance and magnificence with the

Alhambra.

The genius of a sovereign stamps a character upon his

time. The nobles of Granada, imitating the elegant and
graceful taste of Jusef, soon filled the city of Granada with

magnificent palaces ; the halls of which were paved in mosaic,

the walls and ceilings wrought in fretwork, and delicately

gilded and painted with azure, vermilion, and other brilhant

colors, or minutely inlaid with cedar and other precious

woods ; specimens of which have survived in all their luster

the lapse of several centuries.

Many of the houses had fountains, which threw up jets

of water to refresh and cool the air. They had lofty towers

also, of wood or stone, curiously carved and ornamented,

and covered with plates of metal that glittered in the sun.

Such was the refined and dehcate taste in architecture that

prevailed among this elegant people ; insomuch that, to use
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the beautiful Bimile of an Arabian writer, "Granaila, in the

days <jf Jusef, was as a silver vase filled with emeralds and

jacinths."

One anecdote will bti sufficient to show the magnanimity

of this generous prince. The long truce which had succeeded

the battle of Salado was at an end, and every effort of Jusef

to renew it was in vain. His deadly foe, Alfonso XI. of

Castile, took the field with great force, and laid siege to

Gibraltar. Jusef reluctantly took up arms, and sent troops

to the relief of the place ; when, in the midst of his anxiety,

he received tidings that his dreaded foe had suddenly fallen

a victim to the plague. Instead of manifesting exultation on

the occasion, Jusef called to mind the great qualities of t)\e

deceased, and was touched with a noble sorrow. "Alas!"

cried he, "the world has lost one of its most excellent princes;

a sovereign who knew how to honor merit, whether in friend

or foe!"

The Spanish chroniclers themselves bear witness to this

magnanimity. According to their accounts, the Moorish

cavaliers partook of the sentiment of their king, and put on

mourning for the death of Alfonso. Even those of Gibral-

tar, who had been so closely invested, when they knew that

the hostile monarch lay dead in his camp, determined among
themselves that no hostile movement should be made against

the Christians.

The day on which the camp was broken up, and the army
departed, bearing the corpse of Alfonso, the Moors issued in

multitudes from Gibraltar, and stood mute and melancholy,

watching the mournful pageant. The same reverence for

the deceased was observed by all the Moorish commanders
on the frontiers, who suffered the funeral train to pass in

safety, bearing the corpse of the Christian sovereign from

Gibraltar to Seville.*

* "Y lo8 Moros que estaban en la villa y Castillo de Glbralta-despues

que sopieron que el Rey Don Alonzo era mu^ rto. citler naron entresi

que ninguno non fuesse osado de fazer ninpriai movimientfi contra los
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Jusef did not long survive the enemy he had so gener-

ously deplored. In the year 1354, as he was one day pray-

ing in the roj^al mosque of the Alhambra, a maniac rushed

suddenly from behind and plunged a dagger in his side. The
cries of the king brought his guards and courtiers to his as-

sistance. They found him weltering in his blood, and in

convulsions. He was borne to the roy£d apartments, but ex-

pired almost immediately. Tlie murderer was cut to pieces,

and his limbs burned in public, to gratify the fury of the

populace.

The body of the king was interred in a sujierb sepulcher

of white marble ; a long epitaph in letters of gold upon an
azure ground recorded his virtues. "Here lies a king and
martyr of an illustrious line

;
gentle, learned and virtuous

;

renowned for the graces of his person and Ids manners;

whose clemency, piety, and benevolence, were extolled

throughout the kingdom of Granada. He was a great

prince, an illustrious cai)tain; a sharp sword of the Mos-

lems; a valiant standard-bearer among the most potent

monarchs,*' etc.

The mosque still remains which once resounded with the

dying' cries of Jusef, but the monument which recorded his

virtues has long since disappeared. His name, however, re-

mains inscribed among the ornaments of the Alhambra, and
>vill be perpetuated in connection with this renowned pile,

which it was his pride and delight to beautif}'.

Christianos, nin mover jjelefir contra (illos, estovieron todos quedos y
dezian entre ellos que acjuel dia luuriera ur noble rey y gran i)rincipe

del mundo!"

"if '»

END OP **THE alhambra"
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TALES OF A TRAVELER

PART FIRST
STRANQB STORIES BY A NERVOUS QENTLEMAN

ri' tell you more; there was u fish taken,

A monstrous fish, with a sword by's side, a long
sword,

A pike in's neck, and a gun in*B nose, a huge gun.

And letters of mart iu's mouth, from the Duke
of Florence.

Cleanthes. This is a monstrous lie.

Tony. I do confesti it.

Do you think I'd tell you truths?
—Fletcher'b Wife for a Month

[The following adventures were related to me by the
same nervous gentleman who told me the romantic tale of

*'The Stout Gentlemai ," published in Bracebrklge Hall.

It is very singular, that although I expressly stated that

story to have been told to me, and descril)ed the very person
who told it, still it has been received as an adventure that

hapi)ened to myself. Now, I protest I never met with any
adventure of the kind. I -jhould not have gneved at this,

had it not been intimated by the author of *' Waverley,** in an
introdactior to his romance of "Peveril of the Peak," that

he was himself the Stout Gentleman alluded to. I have ever
sin^e been importuned by letters and questions from gentle-

men, and ptirticularlv from ladies without number, touching
what I had seen of the great unknown.

Now, all this is extremely tantalizing. It is like being
congratulated on the high prize vv^hen one has drawn a blank;
for I have just as great a desire as any one of the public to

p(Miotr!it(> tlH» mystery of that very singular jKjrsonage, whose
voire* fills «'Vt>ry f'oni<»r of the world, without any one being
able to tell from whoucu it comes. He who keeps up such

(266)
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a wonderful and whimsical incognito : whom nobody knows,
and yet whom everybody thinks he can swear to.

My friend, the nervous gentleman, also, who is a man of

very shy, retired habits, complains that he has been exces-

sively annoyed in consequence of its getting obout in his

Deigliborhood that he is the fortunate personage. Insomuch
tiiat he has become a character of considerable notoriety in

two or three country towns ; and has been repeatedly teased
to exhibit himself at blue-stocking parties, for no other rea-

son than that of being **the gentleman who has had a glimpse
of the author of 'Waverley.*

'

Indeed, the poor man has grown ten times as nervous as
ever, since he has discovered, on such good authority, who
the stout gentleman was ; and will never forgive himself for

not having made a more resolute effort to get u full sight of

him. He has anxiously endeavored to call up a recollection

of what he saw of that portly personage ; and has ever since

kept a curious eye on all gentlemen of moi*e than ordinary
dimensions whom he has seen getting into stage coaches.
All in vain ! The features he had caught a glimpse oi seem
common to the whole race of stout gentlemen ; and the great
imkuown remains as great an unknown as ever.]

A HUNTING DINNER

n

\.\

' 1
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under the government of his housekeeper, and took to fox-

hunting like a perfect Jehu. Whatever poets may say to the

contrary, a man will grow out of love as he grows old; and

a pack of fox-hounds may chase out of his heart even the

memory of a boarding-school goddess. The baronet was,

when I saw him, as merry and mellow an uid bachelor as

ever followed a hound; and the lo/e he had once felt for one

woman had spread itself over the whole sex ; so that there

waj not a pretty face in the whole country round but came
in for a ?hare.

The dinner was prolonged till a late hour ; for, our host

having no ladies in his household to summon us to the draw-

ing-room, the bottle maintained its true bachelor sway, im-

rivaled by its potent enemy the tea-kettle. The old hall in

which we dined echoed to bursts of robustious fox-hunting

merriment that made the ancie^it antlers shake on the walls.

By degrees, however, the wine and wassail of mine host be-

gan to operate upon bodies already a little jaded by the chsse.

The choice spirits that flashed up at the beginning of the din-

ner sparkled for a time, then gradually went out one after

another, or only emitted now and then a faint gleam from

the socket. Some of the briskest talkers, who had given

tongue pJ bravely at the first burst, fell fast asleep ; and none

kept on treir way but certain of those long-winded prosers,

who, like short -legged hounds, .vorry on unnoticed at the

bottom of conversation, but are sure to be in at the death.

Even those at length subsided into silence; and scarcely any-

thing was heard but the nasal )mm\ inications of two or

three veteran masticators, who, laving been silent while

awake, were indemnifying the mpany in their sleep.

At length the announcemom of tea and coffee in the

cedar parlor roused all hands om this temporary lorjx)r.

Every one awoke marvelously ivnovated, and while sipping

the refn^shing beverage out t the baronet's old-fashioned

hereditary china, began to think of departing for their sev-

eral homes. But here a sudden difficulty arose. While we
had been prolonging our repast, a heavy winter storm liad
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set in, with snow, ram, and sleet, dri\en by such bitter blasts

of wind that they threatened to penetrate to the very bone.

*'It*s all in vain," said our hospitable host, "to think of

putting one's head out of doors in such weather. So, gen-

tlemen, I hold you my guests for this night at least, and will

have your quarters prepared accordingly.*'

The unruly weather, which became more and more tem-

pestuous, rendered the hospitable suggestion unanswerable.

The only question was, whether such an unexpected acces-

sion of company, to an already crowded house, would not put

the housekeeper to her trumps to accommodate them.

"Pshaw," cried mine host, "did you ever know of a Bach-

elor's Hall that was not elastic, and able to accommodate
twice as many as it could hold?" So out of a good-humored

pique the housekeeper was summoned to consultation before

us all. The old lady appeared, in her gala suit of faded bro-

cadj, which rustled with flurry and agitation, for in spite of

mine host's bravado she was a little perplexed. But in a

bachelor's house, and with bachelor guests, these matters are

readily managed. There is no lady of the house to stand

upon squeamish points about lodging guests in odd holes and
corners, and exposi^ig the shabby parts of the establishment.

A bachelor's housekeeper is used to shifts and emergencies.

After much worrying to and fro, and divers consultations

about the red room, and tlie blue room, and the chintz room,

and the damask r(X)m, and the little room with the bow wu\-

dow, the matter was finally arranged.

TV len all this was done, we were once more summoned
to the standing rural amusement of eating. Tho time that

had been consumed in dozing after dinner, and in the refresh-

ment and consultation of the cedar parlor, was sufficient, in

the opinion of tho rosy-faced butler, to engender a reasonable

appetite for supper. A. slight repast had therefore been

tricked up from the residue of dinner, consisting of cold sir-

loin of beef, hashed venison, a deviled leg of a turkey or so,

and a few other of those light articles taken by country gen-

tlemen to insure sound sleep and heavy snoring.
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The nap after dinner had brightened up every one's wit;

and a great deal of excellent humor was expended upon the

perplexities of mine host and his housekeeper, by certain

married gentlemen of the company, who considered them-

selves privileged in joking with a bachelor's establishment.

From this the banter turned as to what quarters each would
find^ on being thus suddenly billeted in so antiquated a

maL.o'on.

**By my soul," said an Irish captain of dragoons, one of

the most merry and boisterous of the party—"by my soctI,

but I should not be surprised if some of those good-looking:

gentlefolks that hang along the walls should walk about the

rooms of this stormy night ; or if I should find the ghost of

one of these long-waisted ladies turning into my bed in mis-

take for her grave in the churchyard."

*'Do you believe in ghosts, then?" said a thin, hatchet-

faced gentleman, with projecting eyes like a lobster.

I had remarked this last personage thro\ighout dinner-

time for one of those incessant questioners who seem to have

a craving, unhealthy appetite in conversation. He never

seemed satisfied with the w^v:'« of a story; never laughed

when others laughed; but .1 /ays put the joke to the ques-

tion. He could never enjoy the kernel of the nut, but pes-

tered himself to get more out of the shell.

"Do you belieVG in ghosts, then?" said the inquisitive

gentleman.

"Faith, but I do," replied the jovial Irishman; "I was
brought up in the fear and belief of them ; we had a Benshee

in our own family, honey."

"A Benshee—and what's that?" cried the questioner.

"Why, an old lady ghost that tends upon your real Mile-

sian families, and wails at their window to let them know
when some of them are to die.

"

"A mighty pleasant piece of information," cried an elderly

gentloman, with a knowing l(K)k and a flexible nose, to which

he could give a whimsical twist when ho wishod to bo vvaggish.

"By my soul, but I'd have you know it's a piece of dis-

i
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tinction to be waited upon by a Benshee. It's a proof that

one has pure blood in one's veins. But, egad, now we're

talking of ghosts, there never was a house or a night better

fitted thtin the present for a ghost adventure. Faith, Sir

John, haven't you such a thing as a haunted chamber to put

a guest in?"

" Perhaps," said the baronet, smiling, "I might accommo-
date you even on that point.

"

''Oh, I should like it of all things, my jewel. Some dark

oaken room, with ugly woebegone portraits that stare dis-

mally at one, and about which the housekeeper has a power
of delightful stories of love and murder. And then a dim
lamp, a table with a rusty sword across it, and a specter all

in white to draw aside one's curtains at midnight—

"

''In truth," said an old gentleman at one end of the table,

**you put me in mind of an anecdote—

"

"Oh, a ghost story ! a ghost story !" was vociferated round

the board, every one edging his chair a little nearer.

The attention of the whole company was now turned upon
the speaker. He was an old gentleman, one side of whose
face was no match for the other. The eyelid drooped and
himg down like an unhinged window shutter. Indeed, the

whole side of his head was dilapidated, and seomed like the

wing of ti house shut up and haunted. I'll warrant that side

was well stuffed with ghost stories.

The t was a universal demand for the tale.

"Nay," said the old gentleman, "it's a mere anecdote

—

and a very commonplace one ; but such as it is you shall have
it. It is a story that I once heard my uncle tell when I was
a boy. But whether as having happened to himself or to

another I cannot recollect. But no matter, it's very likely

it happened to himself, for he was a man very apt to meet
with strange adventures. I have heard him tell of others

much more singular. At any rate, we will suppose it hap-

pened to himself."

"What kind of man was your uncle?" said the question-

ing gentleman.
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(C'Why, he was rather a dry, shrewd kind of body; a great

traveler, and fond of telling his adventures."

"Pray, how old might he have been when this happened?"

"When what happened?" cried the gentleman with the

flexible nose, impatiently—"Egad, you hr^e not given any-

thing r\ chance to happen—come, never mind our uncle*3 age

;

let us have his adventures.

"

The inquisitive gentleman being for the moment silenced,

the old gentleman with the haunted head proceeded.

THE ADVENTURE OF MY UNCLE

Many years since, a long time before the French revolu-

tion, my uncle had passed several months at Paris. The
English and French were on better terms in those days than

at present, and mingled cordially together in society. The
English went abroad to spend money then, and the French

were always ready to help them : they go abroad to save

money at present, and that they can do without French as-

sistance. Perhaps the traveling English were fewer and
choicer then than at present, when the whole nation has

broke loose, and inundated the continent. At any rate, they

circulated more readily and currently in foreign society, and

my uncle, during his residence in Paris, made many very

intimate acquaintances among the Frenoh noblesse.

Some time afterward, he was making a journey in the

winter-time, in that part of Normandy called the Pays de

Caux, when, as evening was closing in, he perceived the tur-

rets of an ancient chateau rising out of the trees of its walled

park, each turret with its high conical roof of gray slate, like

a candle with an extinguislier on it.

"To whom does tliat chat(^au belong, friend?" cried my
uncle to a meager, but fiery postilion, who, with tremendous

jack boots and cocked hat, was floundering on ]>efore hin\.

"To Monseigneur the Marquis de ," said the pos-
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tilion, touching his hat, partly out of respect to my uncle,

and partly out of reverence to the noble name pronounced.

My uncle recollected the marquis for a particular friend in

Paris, who had often expressed a wish to see him at his

paternal chateau. My uncle was an old traveler, one that

knew how to turn things to account. He revolved for a few
moments in his mind how agreeable it would be to his friend

the marciuis to be surprised in this sociable way by a pop
visit ; and how much more agreeable to himself to get into

snug quarters in a chateau, and have a relish of the mar-

quis's well-known kitchen, and a smack of his superior cham-
pagne and burgundy ; rather than take up with the miserable

lodgment and miserable fare of a country inn. In a few

minutes, therefore, the meager postilion was cracking his

whip like a very devil, or like a true Frenchman, up the lon^

straight avenue that led to the chateau.

You have no doub* all seen French chateaus, as every-

body travels in France nowadays. This was one of the old-

est; standing naked and alone, in the midst of a desert of

gravel walks and cold stone terraces; with a cold-looking

formal garden, cut into angles and rhomboids; and a coid

leafless park, divided geometrically by straight alleys; and
two or three noseless, cold-looking statues without any cloth-

ing ; and foimtains spouting cold water enough to make one's

teeth chatter. At least such was the feeUng they imparted

on the wintry day of my uncle's visit ; though, in hot sum-
mer weather, I'll warrant there was glare enough to scorch

one's eyes out.

The smacking of the postilion's whip, which grew more
and more intense the nearer they approached, frightened a

flight of pigeons out of the dove-cote, and rooks out of the

roofs ; and finally a crew of servants out of the chateau, with

the marquis at their head. He was enchanted to see my
uncle ; for his chateau, like the house of our worthy host,

had not many more guests at the time than it could accom-

modate. So he kissed my uncle on each cheek, after the

French fashion, and ushered him into the castle.
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The marquip did the honors of his house with the urbanity

of his country. . fact, he was proud of his old family cha-

teau ; for part of it was extremely old. There was a tower

and chapel that had been built almost before the memory of

man ; but the rest was more modem ; the castle having been

nearly demolished during the wars of the League. The mar-

quis dwelt upon this event with great satisfaction, and seemed

really to entertain a grateful feehng toward Henry IV. for

having thought his paternal mansion worth battering down.

He had many stories to tell of the prowess of his ancestors,

and several skull-caps, helmets and cross-bows to show ; and
divers huge boots and buff jerkins that had been worn by
the Leaguers. Above all, there was a two-handled sword,

which he could hardly wiold ; but which he displayed as a
proof that there had been giants in his family.

In truth, he was but a small descendant from such great

warriors. When you looked at their bluff visages and brawny
limbs, as depicted in their portraits, and then at the little mar-

quis, with his spindle shanks; his sallow lantern visiige,

flanked with a pair of powdered ear-locks, or ailes de pigeon^

that seemed ready to fly away with it
;
you ,would hardly be-

lieve him to be of the same race. But when you looked at

the eyes that sparkled out like a beetle's from each side of his

hooked nose, you saw at once that he inherited all the fiery

spirit of his forefathers. In fact, a Frenchman's spirit never

exhales, however his body may dwindle. It rather rarefies,

and grows more inflammable, as the -earthy particles dimin-

ish ; and I have seen valor enough in a little fiery-hearted

French dwarf to have furnished out a tolerable giant.

When once the marquis, as he was wont, put on one of

the old helmets that were stuck up in his hall ; though his

head no more filled it than a dry pea its peascod
;
yet liis

eyes sparkled from the bottom of the iron cavern with the

brilliancy of carbuncles ; and when he poised the ponderous

two-handled sword of his ancestors, you would have thought

you saw the doughty little David wielding the sword of

Goliath, which was unto him like a weaver's beam.





<!•,

J^.'?.

IMAGE EVALUATION
TEST TARGET (MT-3)

{/

/q

&c <'C%^

'

K.

1.0

I.I

150

36

|28 |25

I!f 144 "^
^ 1^ 12.0

IL25 III 1.4

IIM;

1.6

0%
%

'/a

V̂^
%J^

>>

Photographic

Sciences
Corporation

23 WEST MAIN STREET

WEBSTER, N.Y. MSSC
(716) •72-4503

iV

iV

1>^

lV

\\

6^





i'<! •AS'-

»li?

I

K^

P *i;-<* '
>

1 r
>/',/ "^

M

J.. M*;. ^.b's •

264 U/orKs of U/aslpiQ^tOQ Iruiij^

However, gentlemen, I am dwelling too long on this de-

scription of the maniuis and his chateau ; but you must ex-

cuse me ; he was an old friend of my uncle's, and whenever
my uncle told the story he was always fond of talking a great

deal about his host.—Poor Uttle marquis! He was one of

that handful of gallant courtiers who made such a devoted,

but hopeless stand in the cause of their sovereign, in the

chateau of the Tuileries, against the irruption of the mob,

on the sad tenth of August. He displayed the valor of a

preux French chevalier to the last; flourished feebly his

little court sword with a sa-sa ! in face of a whole legion of

sansculottes; but was pinned to the wall like a butterfly, by
the pike of a poissarde, and his heroic soul was borne up to

heaven on his ades de pigeon.

But all this has nothing to do with my story ; to the point

then : When the hour arrived for retiring for the night, my
uncle was shown to his room, in a venerable old tower. It

was the oldest part of the chateau, and had in ancient times

been the donjon or stronghold ; of course the chamber was
none of the best. The marquis had put him there, however,

because he kne\\r him to be a traveler of taste, and fond of

antiquities ; and also because the better apartments were al-

ready occupied. Indeed, he perfectly reconciled my uncle to

his quarters by mentioning the great personages who had
once inhabited them, all of whom were in some way or other

connected with the family. If you would take his word for

it, John Baliol, or, as* he called him, Jean de Bailleul, had
died of chagrin in this very chamber on hearing of the suc-

cess of his rival, Robert the Bruce at the battle of Bannock-

burn ; and when he added that the Duke de Guise had slept

in it during the wars of the League, my uncle was fain to

felicitate himself upon being honored with such distinguished

quarters.

The night was shrewd and windy, and the chamber none

of the warmest. An old, long-faced, long-bodied servant in

quaint livery, who attended upon my uncle, threw down an
armful of wood beside the fireplace, gave a queer look about
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the room, and then wished him bou repos, with a grimace

and a shrug that would have been suspicious from any other

than an old French servant. The chamber had indeed a

wild, crazy look, enough to strike any one who had read

romances with apprehension and foreboding. The windows
were high and narrow, and had once been loopholes, but had

been rudely enlarged, as well as the extreme thickness of the

walls would permit; and the ill-fitted casements rattled to

every breeze. You would have thought, on a windy night,

some of the old Leaguers were tramping and clanking about

the apartment in their huge boots and rattling spurs. A
door which stood ajar, and like a true French door would

stand ajar, in spite of every reason and effort to the con-

trary, opened upon a long dark corridor, that led the Lord

knows whither, and seemed just made for ghosts to air them-

selves in, when they turned out of their graves at midnight.

The wind would spring up into a hoarse murmur through

this passage, and creak the door to and fro, as if some dubi-

ous ghost were balancing in its mind whether to come in or

not. In a word, it was precisely the kind of comfortless

apartment that a ghost, if ghost there were in the chateau,

would single out for its favorite lounge.

My uncle, however, though a man accustomed to meet
with strange adventures, apprehended none at the time. He
made several attempts to shut the door, but in vain. Not
that he apprehended anything, for he was too old a traveler

to be daunted by a wild-looking apartment ; but the night,

as I have said, was cold and gusty, something like the pres-

ent, and the wind howled about the old turret pretty much
as it does round this old mansion at this moment; and the

breeze from the long dark corridor came in as damp and

chilly as if from a dungeon. My uncle, therefore, since he

could not close the door, threw a quantity of wood on the

lire, which soon sent up a flame in the great wide-mouthed

chimney that illumined the whole chamber, and made the

shadow of the tongs on the opposite wall look like a long-

legged giant. My uncle now clambered on top of the half

* * *12 Vol. IL
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score of mattresses which form a French bed, and which
stood in a deep recess; then tucking himself snugly in, and
burying himself up to the chin in the bedclothes, he lay

looking at the fire, and listening to the wind, and chuck-

ling to think how knowingly he had come over his friend

the marquis for a night's lodging : and so he fell asleep.

He had not taken above half of his first nap, when he was
awakened by the clock of the chateau, in the turret over his

chamber, which struck midnight. It was just such an old

clock as ghosts are fond of. It had a deep dismal tone, and
struck so slowly and tediously that my uncle thought it would
never have done. He counted and counted till he was confi-

dent he counted thirteen, and then it stopped.

The fire had burned low, and the blaze of the last fagot

was almost expiring, burning in small blue flames, which now
and then lengthened up into little white gleams. My uncle

lay with his eyes half closed, and his nightcap drawn almost

down to his nose. His fancy was already wandering, and
began to mingle up the present scene with the crater of

Vesuvius, the French opera, the Coliseum at Rome, Dolly's

chop-house in London, and all the farrago of noted places

with which the brain of a traveler is crammed—in a word,

he was just falling asleep.

Suddenly he was aroused by the sound of footsteps that

appeared to be slowly pacing along the corridor. My uncle,

as I have often heard him say himself, was a man not easily

frightened; so he lay quiet, supposing that this might be

some other guest, or some servant on his way to bed. The
footsteps, however, approached the door; the door gently

opened ; whether of its own accord, or whether pushed open,

my uncle could not distinguish:—a figure all in white glided

in. It was a female, tall and stately in person, and of a

most commanding air. Her dress was of an ancient fashion,

ample in volume and sweeping the floor. She walked up to

the fireplace without regarding my uncle; who raised his

nightcap with one hand and stared earnestly at her. She

remained for some time standing by the fire, which flashing

'iv'H.
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up at intervals cast blue and white gleams of light that

enabled my uncle to remark her appearance minutely.

Her face was ghastly pale, and perhaps rendered still more
so by the bluish light of the fire. It possessed beauty, but its

beauty was saddened by care and anxiety. There was the

look of one accustomed to trouble, but of one whom trouble

could not cast down nor subdue ; for there was still the pre-

dominating air of proud, unconquerable resolution. Such,

at least, was the opinion formed by my uncle, and he con-

sidered himself a great physiognomist.

The figure remained, as I said, for some time by the fire,

putting out first one hand, then the other, then each foot

alternately, as if warming itself ; for your ghosts, if ghost it

really was, are apt to be cold. My uncle furthermore re-

marked that it wore high-heeled shoes, after an ancient

fashion, with paste or diamond buckles, that sparkled as

though they were alive. At length the figure turned gently

round, casting a glassy look about the apartment, which, as

it passed over my uncle, made his blood run cold, and

chilled the very marrow in his bones. It then stretched

its arms toward heaven, clasped its hands, and wringing

them in a supplicating manner, glided slowly out of the

room.

My uncle lay for some time meditating on this visitation,

for (as he remarked when he told me the story), though a

man of firmness, he was also a man of reflection, and did not

reject a thing because it was out of the regular course of

events. However, being, as I have before said, a great

traveler, and accustomed to strange adventures, he drew his

nightcap resolutely over his eyes, turned his back to the door,

hoisted the bed-clothes high over his shoulders, and gradually

fell asleep.

How long he slept he could not say, when he was awak-

ened by the voice of some one at his bedside. Ho turned

round and beheld the old French servant, with his ear-locks

in tight buckles on each side of a long, lantern face, on

which habit had deeply wrinkled an everlasting smile. He

m
i
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made a thousand grimaces and asked a thousand pardons for

disturbing monsieur, but the morning was considerably ad-

vanced. While my uncle was dressing, he called vaguely to

mind the visitor of the preceding night. He asked the an-

cient domestic what lady was in the habit of rambling about

this part of the chateau at night. The old valet shrugged

his shoulders as high as his head, laid one hand on his bosom,

threw open the other with every finger extended; made a

most whimsical grimace, which he meant to be compli-

mentary :

"It was not for him to know anything of les braves for-

tunes of monsieur."

My uncle saw there was nothing satisfactory to be learned

in this quarter. After breakfast he was walking with the

marquis through the modern apartments of the chateau;

sliding over the well-waxed floors of silken saloons, amid
furniture rich in gilding and brocade ; until they came to a

long picture gallery, containing many portraits, some in oil

and some in chalks.

Here was an ample field for the eloquence of his host,

who had all the family pride of a nobleman of the ancien

regime. There was not a grand name in Normandy, and
hardly one in France, that was not, in some way or other,

connected with his house. My uncle stood listening with in-

ward impatience, resting sometimes on one leg, sometimes

on the other, as the little marquis descanted, with his usual

fire and vivacity, on the achievements of his ancestors,

whose portraits hung along the wall; from the martial deeds

of the stern warriors in steel, to the gallantries and intrigues

of the blue-eyed gentlemen, with fair smiling faces, pow-

dered ear-locks, laced ruffles, and pink and blue silk coats

and breeches; not forgetting the conquests of the lovely

shepherdesses, with hoop petticoats and waists no thicker

than an hour-glass, who appeared ruling over their sheep

and their swains with dainty crooks decorated with fluttering

ribbons.

In the midst of his friend's discourse my uncle's eyes

> ,L
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rested on a full-length portrait, which struck him as being

the very counterpart of his visitor of the preceding night.

"Methinks," said he, pointing to it, "I have seen the

original of this portrait.

"

^^Pardoiinez moi,^* replied the marquis politely, "that

can hardly be, as the lady has been dead more than a hmi-

dred years. That was the beautiful Duchess de Longueville,

who figured during the minority of Louis the Fourteenth. '

'

"And was there anything remarkable in her history?"

Never was question more unlucky. The little marquis

immediately threw himself into the attitude of a man about

to tell a long story. In fact, my uncle had pulled upon him-

self the whole history of the civil war of the Fronde, in

which the beautiful duchess had played so distinguished a

part. Turenne, Coligni, Mazarin, were called up from their

graves to grace his narration ; nor were the affairs of the

Barricadoes, nor the chivalry of the Pertcocheres forgotten.

My uncle began to wish himself a thousand leagues off from

the marquis and his merciless memory, when suddenly the

little man's recollections took a more interesting turn. He
was relating the imprisonment of the Duke de Longueville,

with the Princes Conde and Conti, in the chateau of Vin-

cennes, and the ineffectual efforts of the duchess to rouse the

sturdy Normans to their rescue. He had come to that pai*t

where she was invested by the royal forces in the chateau of

Dieppe, and in imminent danger of falling into their hands.

"The spirit of the duchess," proceeded the marquis, "rose

with her trials. It was astonishing to see so delicate and

beautiful a being buffet so resolutely with hardships. She

determined on a desperate means of escape. One dark un-

ruly night, she issued secretly out of a small postern gate of

the castle, which the enemy had neglected to guard. She

was followed by her female attendants, a few domestics, and

some gallant cavaliers who still remained faithful to her for-

tunes. Her object was to gain a small port about two leagues

distant, where she had privately provided a vessel for her

escape in case of emergency.
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The little band of fugitives were obliged to perform the

distance on foot. When they arrived at the port the wind
was high and stormy, the tide contrary, the vessel anchored
far off in the road, and no means of getting on board, but by
a fishing shallop that lay tossing like a cockle shell on the

edge of the surf. The duchess determined to risk the at-

tempt. The seamen endeavored to dissuade her, but the

imminence of her danger on shore and the magnanimity of

her spirit urged her on. She had to be borne to the shallop

in the arms of a mariner. Such was the violence of the

wind and waves that he faltered, lost his foothold, and let

his precious burden fall into the sea.

"The duchess was nearly drowned; but partly through
her own struggles, partly by the exertions of the seamen, she

got to land. As soon as she had a little recovered strength,

she insisted on renewing the attempt. The storm, however,

had by this time become so violent as to set all efforts at

defiance. To delay, was to be discovered and taken pris-

oner. As the only resource left, she procured horses,

mounted with her female attendants en croupe behind the

gallant gentlemen who accompanied her, and scoured the

country to seek some temporary asylum.

"While the duchess," continued the marquis, laying his

forefinger on my uncle's breast to arouse his flagging atten-

tion, "while the duchess, poor lady, was wandering amid the

tempest in this disconsolate manner, she arrived at this cha-

teau. Her approach caused some uneasiness; for the clat-

tering of a troop of horse, at dead of night, up the avenue of

a lonely chateau, in those unsettled times, and in a troubled

part of the country, was enough to occasion alarm.

"A tall, broad-shouldered chasseur, armed to the teeth,

galloped ahead, and announced the name of the visitor. All

uneasiness was dispelled. The household turned out with

flambeaux to receive her, and never did torches gleam on a
more weather-beaten, travel-stained band than came tramp-

ing into the court. Such pale, careworn faces, such be-

draggled dresses, as the poor duchess and her females pre-
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sented, each seated behind her cavaUer; while half drenched,

half drowsy pages and attendants seemed ready to fall from
their horses with sleep and fatigue.

"The duchess was received with a hearty welcome by my
ancestors. She was ushered into the hall of the chateau, and
the fires soon crackled and blazed to cheer herself and her

train ; and every spit and stewpan was put in requisition to

prepare ample refreshments for the wayfarers.

"She had a right to our hospitalities," continued the little

marquis, drawing himself up with a slight degree of stateli-

ness, "for she was related to our family. 1*11 tell you how it

was: Her father, Henry de Bourbon, Prince of Conde—

"

"But did the duchess pass the night in the chateau?" said

my uncle rather abruptly, terrified at the idea of getting in-

volved in one of the marquis's genealogical discussions.

"Oh, as to the duchess, she was put into the apartment

you occupied last night, which, at that time, was a kind of

state apartment. Her followers were quartered in the cham-

bers opening upon the neighboring corridor, and her favorite

page slept in an adjoining closet. Up and down the corridor

walked the great chasseur, who had announced her arrival,

and who acted as a kind of sentinel or guard. He was a

dark, stern, powerful-looking fellow, and as the light of a

lamp in the corridor fell upon his deeply-marked face and

sinewy form, he seemed capable of defending the castle with

his single arm.

"It was a rough, rude night; about this time of the year.

—Apropos—now I think of it, last night was the anniversary

of her visit. I may well remember the precise date, for it

was a night not to be forgotten by our house. There is a

singular tradition concerning it in our family." Here the

marquis hesitated, and a cloud seemed to gather about his

bushy eyebrows. "There is a tradition—that a strange

occurrence took place that night—a strange, mysterious, in-

explicable occurrence. '

'

Here he checked himself and paused.

"Did it relate to that lady?" inquired my uncle, eagerly.

'1
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'It was past the hour of midnight," resumed the marquis—"when the whole chateau—

"

Here he paused again—my uncle made a movement of

anxious curiosity.

"Excuse me," said the marquis—a slight blush streaking

his sullen visage. "There are some circumstances connected

with oar family history which I do not like to relate. That

was a rude period. A time of great crimes among great

men ; for you know high blood, when it runs wrong, will not

run tamely like blood of the canaille—poor lady!—But I

have a httle family pride, that—excuse me—we will change
the subject if you please."

My uncle's curiosity was piqued. The pompous and
magnificent introduction had led him to expect something

wonderful in the story to which it served as a kind of avenue.

He had no idea of being cheated out of it by a sudden fit of

unreasonable squeamishness. Besides, being a traveler, in

quest of information, he considered it his duty to inquire into

everything.

The marquis, however, evaded every question.

"Well," said my uncle, a little petulantly, "whatever
you may think of it, I saw that lady last night."

The marquis stepped back and gazed at him with surprise.

"She paid me a visit in my bed-chamber "

The marquis pulled out his snuff-box with a shrug and a
smile ; taking it no doubt for an awkward piece of English

pleasantry, which politeness required him to be charmed
with. My uncle went on, gravely, however, and related the

whole circumstance. The marquis heard him through with

profound attention, holding his snuff-box unopened in his

hand. "When the story was finished he tapped on the lid of

his box deliberately; took a long sonorous pinch of snuff

—

"Bahl" said the marquis, and walked toward the other

end of the gallery.

•-*

Here the narrator paused. The company waited for some
time for him to resume his narrative; but he continued silent.
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**"Well,'* said the inquisitive gentleman, "and what did

your uncle say then?"

"Nothing,'* replied the other.

"And what did the marquis say further?"

"Nothing."
"And that is all?"

"That is all," said the narrator, filling a glass of wine.

"I surmise," said the shrewd old gentleman with the

waggish nose—"I surmise it was the old housekeeper walk-

ing her rounds to see that all was right."

"Bah!" said the narrator, "my uncle was too much ac-

customed to strange sights not to know a ghost from a house-

keeper!"

There was a murmur round the table half of merriment,

half of disappointment. I was inclined to think the old gen-

tleman had really an afterpart of his story in reserve ; but he

sipped his wine and said nothing more ; and there was an

odd expression about his dilapidated countenance that left

me in doubt whether he were in drollery or earnest.

"Egad," said the knowing gentleman with the flexible

nose, "this story of your uncle puts me in mind of one that

used to be told of an aunt of mine by the mother's side

;

though I don't know that it will bear a comparison ; as the

good lady was not quite so prone to meet with strange ad-

ventures. But, at any rate, you shall have it."

«

THE ADVENTURE OF MY AUNT

ler

le

It.

My aunt was a lady of large frame, strong mind, and
great resolution ; she was what might be termed a very manly
woman. My uncle was a thin, puny little man, very meek
and acquiescent, and no match for my aunt. It was ob-

served that he dwindled and dwindled gradually away, from
the day of his marriage. His wife's powerful mind was too

much for him; it wore him out. My aunt, however, took
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all possible care of him, had half the doctors in town to prr-

Hcribe for him, made him take all their prescriptions, ivillij-

nilly, and dosed him with physic enough to cure a whole

hospital. All was in vain. My uncle grew worse and worso

the more dosing and nursing he underwent, until in the end

he added another to the long list of matrimonial victims who
have been killed with kindness.

*'And was it his ghost that appeared to her?" asked the

inquisitive gentleman, who had questioned the former story-

teller.

**You shall hear," replied the narrator:—My aunt took

on mightily for the death of her poor dear husband I Perhaps

she felt some compunction at having given him so much
physic, and nursed him into his grave. At any rate, she did

all that a widow could do to honor his memory. She spared

no expense in either the quantity or quality of her mourning
weeds ; she wore a miniature of him about her neck, as large

as a little sun dial ; and she had a full-length portrait of him
always hanging in her bed chamber. All the world extolled

her conduct to the skies; and it was determined that a

woman who behaved so well to the memory of one husband
deserved soon to get another.

It was not long after this that she went to take up her

residence in an old country seat in Derbyshire, which had
long been in the care of merely a steward and housekeeper.

She took most of her servants with her, intending to make
it her principal abode. The house stood in a lonely, wild

part of the country, among the gray Derbyshire hills; with

a murderer hanging in chains on a bleak height in full view.

The servants from town were half frightened out of their

wits at the idea of living in such a dismal, pagan-looking

place ; especially when they got together in the servants' hall

in the evening, and compared notes on all the hobgoblin

stories they had picked up in the coursf of the day. They
were afraid to venture alone about the forlorn black-looldng

chambers. My ladies' maid, who was troubled with nerves,

declared she could never sleep alone in such a "gashly, rum-



Xales of a J^'auele

'

275

maging old building"; and the footman, who was a kind-

hearted young fellow, did all in his power to cheer her up.

My aunt, herself, seemed to be struck with i,. : lonely

appearance of the house. Before she wont to bed, therefore,

she examined well the fastenings of the doors and windows,

locked up the plate with her own hands, and carried the

keys, together with a little box of money and jewels, to her

own room ; for she was a notable woman, and always saw to

all things herself. Having put the keys under her pillow,

and dismissed her maid, she sat by her toilet arranging her

hair ; for being, in spite of her grief for my uncle, rather a

buxom widow, she was a little particular about her person.

She sat for a little while looking at her face in the glass, first

on one side, then on the other, as ladies are apt to do, when
they would ascertain if they have been in good looks ; for a
roistering country squire of the neighborhood, with whom
she had flirted when a girl, had called that day to welcome

her to the country.

All of a sudden she thought she heard something move
behind her. She looked hastily round, but there was nothing

to be seen. Nothing but the grimly painted portrait of her

poor dear man, which had been hung against the wall. She

gave a heavy sigh to his memory, as she was accustomed to

do whenever she spoke of him in company ; and went on

adjusting her night-dress. Her sigh was re-echoed, or an-

swered by a long-drawn breath. She looked round again,

but no one was to be seen. She ascribed these sounds to the

wind, oozing through the rat holes of the old mansion ; and

proceeded leisurely to put her hair in papers, when, all at

once, she thought she perceived one of the eyes of the por-

trait move.

"The back of her head being toward it!" said the story-

teller with the ruined head, giving a knowing wink on the

sound side of his visage—"good I"

"Yes, sir!" replied dryly the narrator, "her back being

toward the portrait, but her eye fixed on its reflection in the

glass."

Xn
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Well, as I was saying, she perceived one of the eyew of

the portrait move. So strange a circumstance, as you may
well suppose, gave her a sudden shock. To assure herself

cautiously of the fact, she put one hand to her forehead, as

if rubbing it; peeped through her fingers, and moved the

candle with the other hand. The light of the taper gleamed

on the eye and was reflected from it. She was sure it moved.

Nay, more, it seemed to give her a wink, as she had some-

times known her husband to do when living! It struck a

momentary chill to her heart ; for she was a lone woman,
and felt herself fearfully situated.

The chill was but transient. My aunt, who was almost

as resolute a personage as your uncle, sir (turning to the old

story-teller), became instantly calm and collected. She went
on adjusting her dress. She even hummed a favorite air,

and did not make a single false note. She casually overturned

a diessing box; took a candle and picked up the articles

leisurely, one by one, from the floor; pursued a rolling pin-

cushion that was making the best of its way under the bed

;

then opened the door; looked for an instant into the corridor,

as if in doubt whether to go ; and then walked quietly out.

She hastened downstairs, ordered the servants to arm
themselves with the first weapons that came to hand, placed

herself at their head, and returned almost immediately.

Her hastily levied army presented a formidable force.

The steward had a rusty blunderbuss ; the coachman a loaded

whip ; the footman a pair of horse pistols ; the cook a huge
chopping knife, and the butler a bottle in each hand. My
aunt led the van with a red-hot poker ; and, in my opinion,

she was the most formidable of the party. The waiting

maid brought up the rear, dreading to stay alone in the ser-

vants' hall, smelling to a broken bottle of volatile salts, and
expressing her terror of the ghosteses.

"Ghosts!" said my aunt resolutely; "I'll singe their

whiskers for them!"

They entered the chamber. All was still and undisturbed

as when she left it. They approached the portrait of my imcle.
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"Pull me down that picture!" cried my aunt.

A heavy groan, and a sound like the chattering of teeth,

was heard from the portrait. The servants shrunk back.

The maid uttered a faint shriek and clung to the footman.

"Instantly!" added my aunt, with a stamp of the foot.

The picture was pulled down, and from a recess behind

it, in which had formerly stood a clock, they hauled forth a

round-shouldered, black-bearded varlet, with a knife as long

as my arm, but trembling all over like an aspen leaf.

"Well, and who was he? No ghost, I suppose!" said the

inquisitive gentleman.

"A knight of the post," replied the narrator, "who had
been smitten with the worth of the wealthy widow ; or rather

a marauding Tarquin, who had stolen into her chamber to

violate her purse and rifle her strong box when all the house

should be asleep. In plain terms," continued he, "the vaga-

bond was a loose idle fellow of the neighborhood, who had

once been a servant in the house, and had been employed to

assist in arranging it for the reception of its mistress. He
confessed that he had contrived his hiding-place for his ne-

farious purposes, and had borrowed an eye from the portrait

by way of a reconnoitering hole."

"And what did they do with him—did they hang him?"
resumed the questioner.

"Hang him?—how could they?" exclaimed a beetle-

browed barrister, with a hawk's nose—"the offense was not

capital—no robbery nor assault had been committed—no

forcible entry ort)reaking into the premises—

"

"My aunt," said the narrator, "was a woman of spirit,

and apt to take the law into her own hands. She had her

own notions of cleanliness also. She ordered the fellow to be

drawn through the horse-pond to cleanse away all offennes,

and then to be well rubbed down with an oaken towel."
" And what became of him afterward?" said the inquisi-

tive gentleman.

"1 do not exactly know—I believe he was sent on a voy-

age of improvement to Botany Bay."

m
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"And your aunt—" said the inquisitive gentleman—"I'll

warrant she took care to make her maid sleep in the room
with her after that."

"No, sir, she did better—she gave her hand shortly after

to the roistering squire, for she used to observe it was a

dismal thing for a woman to sleep alone in the country."

"She was right," observed the inquisitive gentleman,

nodding his head sagaciously—"but I am sorry they did not

hang that fellow.
'

'

It was agreed on all hands that the last nan*ator had
brought his tale to the most satisfactory conclusion ; though

a country clergyman present regretted that the uncle and
aunt, who figured in the different stories, had not been

married together. They certainly would have been well

matched.

"But I don't see, after all," said the inquisitive gentle-

man, "that there was any ghost in this last story."

"Oh, if it's ghostb you want, honey," cried the Irish

captain of dragoons, "if it's ghosts you want, you shall

have a whole regiment of them. And since these gentlemen

have been giving the adventures of their uncles and aunts,

faith and I'll e'en give you a chapter too, out of my own
family history.'

j>

THE BOLD DRAGOON
OR

THE ADVENTURE OF MY GRANDFATHER

My grandfather was a bold dragoon, for it's a profession,

d'ye see, that has run in the family. All my forefathers

have been dragoons and died upon the field of honor except

myself, and I hope my posterity may be able to say the same

;

however, I don't mean to be vainglorious. Well, my grand-

father, as I said, was a bold dragoon, and had served in the

Low Countries. In fact, he was one of that very army,

'"fu."
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which, according to my uncle Toby, "swore so terribly in

Flanders." He could swear a good stick himself; and,

moreover, was the very man that introduced the doctrine

Corporal Trim mentions, of radical heat and radical moist-

ure ; or, in other words, the mode of keeping out the damps
of ditch water by burned brandy. Be that as it may, it's

nothing to the purport of my story. I only tell it to show
you that my grandfather was a man not easily to be hum-
bugged. He had seen service; or, according to his own
phrase, "he had seen the divil"—and that's saying every-

thing.

Well, gentlemen, my grandfather was on his way to

England, for which he intended to embark at Ostend—bad
luck to the place for one where I was kept by storms and
head winds for three long days, and the divil of a jolly com-

panion or pretty face to comfort me. Well, as I was saying,

my grandfather was on his way to England, or rather to

Ostend—no matter which, it's all the same. So one evening,

toward nightfall, he rode jollily into Bruges. Very Uke you
all know Bruges, gentlemen, a queer, old-fashioned Flemish

town, once they say a great place for trade and money-
making, in old times, when the Mynheers were in their glory

;

but almost as large and as empty as an Irishman's pocket at

the present day. Well, gentlemen, it was the time of the

annual fair. All Bruges was crowded; and the canals

swarmed with Dutch boats, and the streets swarmed with

Dutch merchants; and there was hardly any getting along

for goods, wares, and merchandises, and peasants in big

breeches, and women in half a score of petticoats.

My grandfather rode jollily along, in his easy, slashing

way, for he was a saucy, sunshiny fellow—staring about

him at the motley crowd, and the old houses with gable ends

to the street and storks' nests on the chimneys ; winking at

the ya vrouws who showed their faces at the windows, and
joking the women right and left in the street ; all of whom
laughed and took it in amazing good pai't; for though he

did not know a word of their language, yet he had al-
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ways a knack of making himself miderstood among the

women.
"Well, gentlemen, it being the time of the annual fair, all

the town was crowded ; every inn and tavern full, and my
grandfather applied in vain from one to the other for admit-

tance. At length he rode up to an old rackety inn that

looked ready to fall to pieces, and which all the rats would

have run away from, if they could have found room in any

other house to put their heads. It was just such a queer

building as you see in Dutch pictures, with a tall roof that

reached up into the clouds ; and as many garrets, one over

the other, as the seven heavens of Mahomet. Nothing had

saved it from tumbling down but a stork's nest on the chim-

ney, which always brings good luck to a house in the Low
Countries ; and at the very time of my grandfather's arrival

there were two of these long-legged birds of grace standing

like ghosts on the chimney top. Faith, but they've kept the

house on its legs to this very day ; for you may see it any
time you pass through Bruges, as it stands there yet ; only

it is turned into a brewery—a brewery of strong Flemish

beer ; at least it was so when I came that way after the

battle of "Waterloo.

My grandfather eyed the house curiously as he approached.

It might not altogether have struck his fancy, had he not

seen in large letters over the door

:

HEER VERKOOPT MAN GOEDEN DRANK

My grandfather had learned enough of the language to

know that the sign promised good liquor. "This is the house

for me," said he, stopping short before the door.

The sudden appearance of a dashing dragoon was an event

in an old inn frequented only by the peaceful sons of traffic.

A rich burgher of Antwerp, a stately ample man, in a broad

Flemish hat, and who was the great man and great patron

of the establishment, sat smoking a clean long pipe on one

side of the door; a fat little distiller of Geneva from Schiedam

J**

'
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sat smoking on the other, and the bottle-nosed host stood in

the door, and the comely hostess, in crimped cap, beside him

;

and the hostess's daughter, a plump Flanders lass, with long

gold pendents in her ears, was at a side window.

"Humph!" said the rich burgher of Antwerp, with a

sulky glance at the stranger.

*'Der duyvel!" said the fat Uttle distiller of Schiedam.

The landlord saw with the quick glance of a publican that

the new guest was not at all, at all, to the taste of the old

ones ; and to tell the truth, he did not himself like my grand-

father's saucy eye. He shook his head—"Not a garret in

the house but was full."

"Not a garret!" echoed the landlady.

"Not a garret!" echoed the daughter.

The burgher oi Antwerp and the little distiller of Schie-

dam continued to smoke their pipes sullenly, eyed the enemy
askance from under their broad hats, but said nothing.

My grandfather was not a man to be browbeaten. He
threw the reins on his horse's neck, cocked his hat on one

side, stuck one arm akimbo, slapped his broad thigh with

the other hand—
"Faith and troth!" said he, "but I'll sleep in this house

this very night!"

My grandfather had on a tight pair of buckskins—the slap

went to the landlady's heart.

He followed up the vow by jumping off his horse, and

making his way past the staring Mynheers into the public

room. Maybe you've been in the bar-room of an old Flem-

ish inn—^faith, but a handsome chamber it was as you'd wish

to see ; with a brick floor, a great fireplace, with the whole

Bible history in glazed tiles; and then the mantel-piece,

pitching itself headforemost out of the wall, with a whole

regiment of cracked tea-pots and earthen jugs paraded on

it; not to mention half a dozen great Delft platters hung
about the room by way of pictures ; and the little bar in one

corner, and the bouncing barmaid inside of it with a red

calico cap and yellow ear-drops.
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My grandfather snapped his fingers over his head, as he
cast an eye round the room: "Faith, this is the very house
I've been looking after," said he.

There was some further show of resistance on the part of

the garrison, but my grandfather was an old soldier, and an
Irishman to boot, and not easily repulsed, especially after he
had got into the fortress. So he blarneyed the landlord,

kissed the landlord's wife, tickled the landlord's daughter,

chucked the barmaid under the chin ; and it was agreed on
all hands that it would be a thousand pities, and a burning

shame into the bargain, to turn such a bold dragoon into the

streets. So they laid their heads together, that is to say, my
grandfather and the landlady, and it was at length agreed

to accommodate him with an old chamber that had for some
time been shut up.

'

'Some say it's haunted I" whispered the landlord's daugh-

ter, "but you're a bold dragoon, and I daresay don't fear

ghosts."

"The divil a bit!" said my grandfather, pinching her

plump cheek; "but if I should be troubled by ghosts, I've

been to the Red Sea in my time, and have a pleasant way of

laying them, my darling!"

And then he whispered something to the girl which made
her laugh, and give him a good-humored box on the ear. In

short, there was nobody knew better how to make his way
among the petticoats than my grandfather.

In a little while, as was his usual way, he took complete

possession of the house: swaggering all over it—into the

stable to look after his horse ; into the kitchen to look after

his. supper. He had something to say or do with every one

;

smoked with the Dutchmen; drank with the Germans;
slapped the men on the shoulders, tickled the women under

the ribs—never since the days of Ally Croaker had such a

rattling blade been seen. The landlord stared at him with

astonishment ; the landlord's daughter hung her head and
giggled whenever he came near ; and as he turned his back
and swaggered along, his tight jacket setting off his broad
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shoulders and plump buckskins, and his long sword trailing

by his side, the maids whispered to one another—"What a

proper man!"
At supper my grandfather took command of the table

d'hote as though he had been at home ; helped everybody,

not forgetting himself; talked with every one, whether he

imderstood their language or not ; and made his way into

the intimacy of the rich burgher of Antwerp, who had never

been known to be sociable with any one during his life. In

fact, he revolutionized the whole establishment, and gave it

such a rouse that the very house reeled with it. He outsat

every or 3 at table excepting the little fat distiller of Schiedam,

who had sat soaking for a long time before he broke forth;

but when he did, he was a very devil incarnate. He took a

violent affection for my grandfather ; so they sat drinking,

and smoking, and telling stories, and singing Dutch and
Irish songs, without understanding a word each other said,

until the little Hollander was fairly swamped with his

own gin and water, and carried off to bed, whooping and
hiccuping, and trolling the burden of a Low Dutch love

song.

Well, gentlemen, my grandfather was shown to his quar-

ters, up a huge staircase composed of loads of hewn timber,

and through long rigmarole passages, hung with blackened

paintings of fruit, and fish, and game, and country frolics,

and huge kitchens, and portly burgomasters, such as you sje

about old-fashioned Flemish inns, till at length he arrived at

his room.

An old-times chamber it was, sure enough, and crowded

with all kinds of trumpery. It looked like an infirmary for

decayed and superannuated furniture; where everything dis-

eased and disabled was sent to nurse or to be forgotten. Or
rather, it might have been taken for a general congress of

old legitimate movables, where every kind and country had
a representative. No two chairs were alike : such high backs

and low backs, and leather bottoms and worsted bottoms,

and straw bottoms, and no bottoms; and cracked marble

hi
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tables with curiously carved legs, holding balls in their

claws, as though they were going to play at ninepins.

My grandfather made a bow to the motley assemblage as

he entered, and having undressed himself, placed his light in

the fireplace, asking pardon of the tongs, which seemed to

be making love to the shovel in the chimney corner, and
whispering soft nonsense in its ear.

The rest of the guests were by this time sound asleep ; for

your Mynheers are huge sleepers. The housemaids, one by
one, ciept up yawning to their attics, and not a female head

in the inn was laid on a pillow that night without dreaming

of the Bold Dragoon.

My grandfather, for his part, got into bed, and drew over

him one of those great bags of down, under, which they

smother a man in the Low Countries; and there he lay,

melting between two feather beds, like an anchovy sandwich

between two sUces of toast and butter. He was a warm-
complexioned man, and this smothering played the very

deuce with him. So, sure enough, in a little while it seemed

as if a legion of imps were twitching at him, and all the

blood in his veins was in fever heat.

He lay still, however, until all the house was quiet, ex-

cepting the snoring of the Mynheers from the dififerent cham-
bers ; who answered one another in all kinds of tones and
cadences, like so many bullfrogs in a swamp. The quieter

the house became, the more unquiet became my grandfather.

He waxed warmer and warmer, until at length the bed be-

came too hot to hold him.

"Maybe the maid had warmed it too much?" said the

curious gentleman inquiringly.
*

' I rather think the contrary, '
' replied the Irishman. * *But

be that as it may, it grew too hot for my grandfather."

*'Faith there's no standing this any longer," says he; so

he jumped out of bed and went strolling about the house.

^'What for?" said the inquisitive gentleman.

"Why, to cool himself, to be sure," replied the other, "or

perhaps to find a more comfortable bed—or perhaps—but no

v!
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matter what he went for—he never mentioned ; and there's

no use in taking up our time in conjecturing."

Well, my grandfather had been for some time absent from

his room, and was returning, perfectly cool, when just as he

reached the door he heard a strange noise within. He paused

and listened. It seemed as if some one was trying to hum a

tune in defiance of the asthma. He recollected the report of

the room's being haunted ; but he was no believer in ghosts.

So he pushed the door gently ajar and peeped in.

Egad, gentlemen, there was a gambol carrying on within

enough to have astonished St. Anthony.

By the light of the fire he saw a pale weazen-faced fellow

in a long flannel gown and a tall white nightcap with a tassel

to it, who sat by the fire, with a bellows under his arm by

way of bagpipe, from which he forced the asthmatical music

that had bothered my grandfather. As he played, too, he

kept twitching about with a thousand queer contortions;

nodding his head and bobbing about his tasseled nightcap.

My grandfather thought this very odd and mighty pre-

sumptuous, and was about to demand what business he had

to play his wind instruments in another gentleman's quar-

ters, when a new cause of astonishment met his eye. From
the opposite side of the room a long-backed, bandy-legged

chair, covered with leather, and studded all over in a cox-

comical fashion with little brass nails, got suddenly into mo-
tion ; thrust out first a claw foot, then a crooked arm, and at

length, making a leg, slided gracefully up to an easy-chair,

of tarnished brocade, with a hole in its bottom, and led it

gallantly out in a ghostly minuet about the floor.

The musician now played fiercer and fiercer, and bobbed

his head and his nightcap about like mad. By degrees the

dancing mania seemed to seize upon all the other pieces of

furniture. The antique, long-bodied chairs paired off in

couples and led down a country dance ; a three-legged stool

danced a hornpipe, though horribly puzzled by its super-

numerary leg; while the amorous tongs seized the shovel

round the waist, and whirled it about the room in a German
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waltz. In short, all the movables got in motion, capering

about
;
piroueting, hands across, right and left, like so many

devils, all except a great clothes-press, which kept courtesy-

ing and courtesying, like a dov/ager, in one corner, in exquisice

time to the music—being either too corpulent to dance, or

perhaps at a loss for a partner.

My grandfather concluded the latter to be the reason ; so

being, like a true Irishman, devoted to the sex, and at all

times ready for a frolic, he bounced into the room, calling

to the musician to strike up ** Paddy O'RaflFerty," capered

up to the clothes-press and seized upon two handles to kvid

her out : "When, whizz !—the whole revel was at an end. The
chairs, tables, tongs, and shovel slunk in an instant as quietly

into their places as if nothing had happened ; and the musi-

cian vanished up the chimney, leaving the bellows behind

him in his hurry. My grandfather found himself seated in

the middle of the floor, with the clothes-press sprawling

before him, and the two handles jerked off and in his

hands.

"Then, after all, this was a mere dream!" said the in-

quisitive gentleman.

**The divil a bit of a dream!" replied the Irishman:

"there never was a truer fact in this world. Faith, I should

have liked to see any man tell my grandfather it was a

dream."
Wellj^gentlemen, as the clothes-press was a mighty heavy

body, and my grandfather likewise, particularly in rear, you

may easily suppose two such heavy bodies coming to the

ground would make a bit of a noise. Faith, the old mansion

shook as though it had mistaken it for an earthquake. The
whole garrison was alarmed. The landlord, who slept just

below, hurried up with a candle to inquire the cause, but

with all his haste his daughter had hurried to the scene of

uproar before him. The landlord was followed by the land-

lady, who was followed by the bouncing barmaid, who was
followed by the simpering chambermaids all holding together,

as well as they could, such garments as they had first lain
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hands on ; but all in a terrible hurry to see what the devil

was to pay in the chamber of the bold dragoon.

My grandfather related the marvelous scene he had wit-

nessed, and the prostrate clothes-press and the broken handles

bore testimony to the fact. There was no contesting such

evidence
;

particularly with a lad of my grandfather's com-

plexion, who seemed able to make good every word either

with sword or shillalah. So the landlord scratched his head

and looked silly, as he was apt to do when puzzled. The
landlady scratched—no, she did not scratch her head—but

she knit her brow, and did not seem half pleased with the

explanation. But the landlady's daughter corroborated it

by recollecting that the last person who had dwelt in that

chamber was a famous juggler who had died of St. Vitus's

dance, and no doubt had infected all the furniture.

This set all things to rights, particularly when the cham-
bermaids declared that they had all witnessed strange carry-

ings on in that room—and as they declared this "upon their

honors," there could not remain a doubt upon the subject.

*'And did your grandfather go to bed again in that room?"
said the inquisitive gentleman.

"That's more than I can tell. Where he passed the rest

of the night was a secret he never disclosed. In fact, though
he had seen much service, he was but indifferently acquainted

with geography, and apt to make blunders in his travels about

inns at night that it would have puzzled him sadly to account

for in the morning."

"Was he ever apt to walk in his sleep?" said the know-
ing old gentleman.

"Never that I heard of."

• \
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE MYSTERIOUS
PICTURE

As one story of the kind produces another, and as all the

company seemed fully engrossed by the topic, and disposed

to bring their relatives and ancestoi-s upon the scene, there

is no knowing how many more ghost adventures we might

have heard, had not a corpulent old fox-hunter, who had

slept soundly through the whole, now suddenly awakened,

with a loud and long-drawn yawn. The sound broke the

charm ; the ghosts took to flight as though it had been cock-

crowing, and there was a universal move for bed.

"And now for the haunted chamber," said the Irish cap-

tain, taking his candle.

"Ay, who's to be the hero of the night?" said the gentle-

man with the ruined head.

"That we shall see in the morning," said the old gentle-

man with the nose: "whoev. looks pale and grizzly will

have seen the ghost "

"Well, gentlemen," said the baronet, "there's many a
true thing said in jest. In fact, one of you will sleep in

a room to-night—

"

"What—a haunted room? a haunted room? I claim the

adventure—and I—and I—and I," cried a dozen guests,

talking and laughing at the same time.

"No—no," said mme host, "there is a secret about one

of my rooms on which I feel disposed to try an experiment.

So, gentlemen, none of you shall know who has the haunted

chamber, until circumstances reveal it. I will not even know
it myself, but will leave it to chance and the allotment of

the housekeeper. At the same time, if it will be any satis-

faction to you, I will observe, for the honor of my paternal
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mansioii, that there's scarcely a chamber in it but is well

worthy of being haunted."

We now separated for the night, and each went to his

allotted room. Mine was in one wing of the building, and I

could not but smile at its resemblance in style to those event-

ful apartments described in the tales of the supper-table. It

was spacious and gloomy, decorated with lamp-black por-

traits, a bed of ancient damask, with a tester sufficiently

lofty to grace a couch of state, and a number of massive

pieces of old-fashioned furniture. I drew a great claw-footed

armchair before the '^nde fireplace ; stirred up the fire ; sat

looking into it, and musing upon the odd stories I had heard

;

until, partly overcome by the fatigue of the day's hunting,

and partly by the wine and wassail of mine host, I fell asleep

in my chair.

The uneasiness of my position made my slumber troubled,

and laid me at the mercy of all kinds of wild and fearful

dreams ; now it was that my perfidious dinner and supper

rose in rebellion against my peace. I was hag-ridden by a

fat saddle of mutton ; a plum pudding weighed like lead upon
my conscience ; the merry thought of a capon filled me with

horrible suggestions; and a deviled leg of a turkey stalked

iu all kinds of diabolical shapes through my imagination.

In short, I had a violent fit of the nightmare. Some strange

indefinite evil seemed hanging over me that I could not avert

;

something terrible and loathsome oppressed me that I could

not shake off. I was conscious of being asleep, and strove

to rouse myself, but every effort redoubled the evil ; until,

gasping, struggling, almost strangling, I suddenly sprang

bolt upright in my chair, and awoke.

The light on the mantel-piece had burned low, and the

wick was divided ; there was a great winding sheet made by

the dripping wax on the side toward me. The disordered

taper emitted a broad flaring flame, and threw a strong light

on a painting over the fireplace, which I had not hitherto

observed.

It consisted merely of a head, or rather a face, that ap-
* * *13 Vol. II.
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peared to be staring full upon me, and with an expression

that was startling. It was without a frame, and at the first

glance I could hardly persuade myself that it was not a real

face, thrusting itself out of the dark oaken panel. I sat in

my chair gazing at it, and the more I gazed ti 3 more it dis-

quieted me. I had never before been aiffected in the same
way by any painting. The emotions it caused were strange

and indefinite. They were something like what I have heard

ascribed to the eyes of the basilisk ; or like that mysterious

influence in reptiles termed fascination. I passed my hand
over my eyes several times, as if seeking instinctively to

brush away this illusion—in vain—^they instantly reverted

to the picture, and its chilling, creeping influence over my
flesh was redoubled.

' I looked around the room on other pictures, either to

divert my attention or to see whether the same effect would

be produced by them. Some of them were grim enough to

produce the effect, if the mere grimness of the painting pro-

duced it—no such thing. My eye passed over them all with

perfect indifference, but the moment it reverted to this visage

over the fireplace it was as if an electric shock darted through

me. The other pictures were dim and faded ; but this one

protruded from a plain black ground in the strongest reUef

,

and with wonderful truth of coloring. The expression was
that of agony—the agony of intense bodily pain; but a men-

ace scowled upon the brow, and a few sprinklings of blood

added to its ghastliness. Yet it was not all these character-

istics—it was some horror of the mind, some inscrutable an-

tipathy awakened by this picture, which harrowed up my
feelings.

I tried to persuade myself that this was chimerical ; that

my brain was confused by the fumes of mine host's good cheer,

and, in some measure, by the odd stories about paintings

which had been told at supper. I determined to shake off

these vapors of the mind; rose from my chair, and walked
about the room ; snapped my fingers ; rallied myself; laughed

aloud. It was a forced laugh, and the echo of it in the old
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chamber jarred upon my ear. I walked to the window ; tried

to dis:i?in tlio landscape through the glass. It was pitch

darknc^ an I howling storm without; and as I heard the

wiud uijiiu timong the trees, I caught a reflection of this ac-

cursed vi J.50 in the pane of glass, as though it were staring

througli ill J window at me. Even the reflection of it was
til rilling.

How \va 3 this vile nervous fit, for such I now persuaded

myself it ^va'3, to be conquered? I determined to force my-
self not ly look at the painting; but to imdress quickly and
get into bed. I began to undress, but in spite of every effort

I could not keep myself from stealing a glance every now
and llien at the picture; and a glance was now sufficient to

disti-ess nie. Even when my back was turned to it, the idea

of this strap,ge face behind me, peering over my shoulder,

was iu iiifforable. I threw off my clothes and hurried into

bed; but still this visage gazed upon me. I had a fuU view

of it from mv bed, and for some time could not take my eyes

frorsi it. I had grown nervous to a dismal degree.

I put out the light, and tried to force myself to sleep—all

in vain! The fire, gleaming up a Uttle, threw an uncertain

light abouc the room, leaving, however, the region of the

picture ill deep shadow. What, thought I, if this be the

chainljer about which mine host spoke as having a mystf ry

reigr.i!:.y c vci' it?—I had taken his words merely as spoken :n

jest ; niiglit they have a real import? I looked around. The
fainlly 'yiiU'd apartment had all the qualifications requisite

for a fir; ::i' od chamber. It began in my infected imagina-

tion to ;: :j uiie strange appearances. The old portraits turned

paler :::; 1 i).J.cr, and blacker and blacker; the streaks of lig^t

and ; 1: d . .,' thrown among the quaint old articles of furni-

ture o;l.'/c tiiein singular shapes and characters. There was
a huge (kul: clothes-press of antique form, gorgeous in brass

and lu::tL'oii;j with wax, that began to grow oppressive to me.

Am I tiiou, thought I, indeed, the hero of the haunted

room? I;s iliore really a spell laid upon me, or is this all some
contiiv:uicj of mine host to raise a laugh at my expense?

^
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The idea of being hag-ridden by my own fancy all night,

and then bantered on my haggard looks the next day was
intolerable ; but the very idea was suflficient to produce the

effect, and to render me still more nervous. Pish, said I, it

can be no such thing. How could my worthy host imagine

that I or any man would be so worried by a mere picture?

It is my own diseased imagination that torments me. I

turned in my bed, and shifted from side to side, to try to fall

asleep ; but all in vain. "When one cannot get asleep by ly-

ing quiet, it is seldom that tossing about will effect the pur-

pose. The fire gradually went out and left the room in dark-

ness. Still I had the idea, of this inexplicable coimtenance

gazing and keeping watch upon me through the darkness.

Nay, what was worse, the very darkness seemed to give it

additional power, and to multiply its terrors. It was like

having an unseen enemy hovering about one in the night.

Instead of having one picture now to worry me, I had a hun-

dred. I fancied it in every direction. And there it is, thought

I—and there, and there—with its horrible and mysterious

expression, still gazing and gazing on me. No—if I must
suffer this strange and dismal influence, it were better face a

single foe than thus be haunted by a thousand images of it.

Whoever has been in such a state of nervous agitation

must know that the longer it continues the more uncontrol-

lable it grows ; the very air of the chamber seemed at length

infected by the baleful presence of this picture. I fancied it

hovering over me. I almost felt the fearful visage from the

wall approaching my face—it seemed breathing upon me.

This is not to be borne, said I, at length, springing out of

bed. I can stand this no longer. I shall only tumble and toss

about here all night; make a very specter of myself, and
become the hero of the haunted chamber in good earnest.

Whatever be the consequence, I'll quit this cursed room and
seek a night's rest elsewhere. They can but laugh at me at

all events, and they'll be sure to have the laugh upon me if

I pass a sleepless night and show them a haggard and woe-

begone visage in the morning.
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All this was half muttered to myself, as I hastily slipped

on my clothes ; which having done, I groped my way out of

the room, and downstairs to the drawing-room. Here, after

tumbling over two or three pieces of furniture, I made out to

reach a sofa, and stretching myself upon it determined to

bivouac there for the night.

The moment I found myself out of the neighborhood of

that strange picture, it seemed as if the charm were broken.

All its influence was at an end. I felt assured that it was
confined to its own dreary chamber, for I had, with a sort of

instinctive caution, turned the key when I closed the door.

I soon calmed down, therefore, into a state of tranquillity;

from that into a drowsiness, and finally into a deep sleep

;

out of which I did not awake until the house maid, with her

besom and her matin song, came to put the room in order.

She stared at finding me stretched upon the sofa ; but I pre-

sume circiunstances of the kind were not unconimon after

hunting dinners in her master's bachelor establ .(.anient; for

she went on with her song and her work, and took no further

heed of me.

I had an unconquerable repugnance to return to my
chamber; so I foimd my way to the butler's quarters, made
my toilet in the best way circumstances would permit, and
was among the first to appear at the breakfast table. Our
breakfast was a substantial fox-hunter's repast, and the com-
pany were generally assembled at it. "When ample justice

had been done to the tea, coffee, cold meats, and hiunming
ale, for all these were furnished in abundance, according to

the tastes of the different guests, the conversation began to

break out, with all the Uveliness and freshness of morning
mirth.

"But who is the hero of the haunted chamber?—Who
has seen the ghost last night?" said the inquisitive gentle-

man, rolling his lobster eyes about the table.

The question set every tongue in motion; a vast deal of

bantering, criticising of countenances, of mutual accusation

and retort, took place. Some had drunk deep, and some were
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unshaven, so that there were suspicious faces enough in the

assembly. I alone could not enter with ease and vivacity

into the joke. I felt tongue-tied—embarrassed. A recollec-

tion of what I had seen and felt the preceding night still

haunted my mind. It seemed as if the mysterious picture

still held a thrall upon me. I thought also that our host's

eye was turned on me with an air of curiosity. In sho7 1, I

was conscious that I was the hero of the night, and felt as

if every one might read it in my looks.

The jokes, however, passed over, and no suspicion seemed

to attach to me. I was just congratulating myself on my
escape, when a servant came in, saying that the gentleman

who had slept on the sofa in the drawing-room had left his

watch under one of the pillows. My repeater was in his

hand.

"What!" said the inquisitive gentleman, "did any gen-

tleman sleep on the sofa?"

"Soho! soho! a hare—a hare! * cried the old gentleman

with the flexible nose.

I could not avoid acknowledging the- watch, and was ris-

ing in great confusion, when a boisterous old squire who sat

beside me exclaimed, slapping me on the shoulder, '"Sblood,

lad! thou'rt the man as has seen the ghost!"

The attention of the company was immediately turned to

ine; if my face had been pale the moment before, it now
glowed almost to burning. I tried to laugh, but could only

make a grimace; and found all the muscles of mj'- face

twitching at sixes and sevens, and totally out of all control.

It takes but little to raise a laugh among a set of fox-

hunters. There was a world of merriment and joking at my
expense ; and as I never relished a joke overmuch when it

was at my own expense, I began to feel a little nettled. I

tried to look cool and calm and to restrain my pique ; but the

coolness and calmness of a man in a passion are confounded

treacherous.

Gentlemen, said I—with a slight cocking of the chin, and
a bad attempt at a smile—this is all very pleasant—ha I ha!—



Tales of a Ti'aveier 295

very pleasant—but I'd have you know I am as little super-

stitious as any of you—ha ! ha !—and as to anything like

timidity—you may smile, gentlemen—but I trust there is no
one here means to insinuate that.— ^ s to a room's being

haunted, I repeat, gentlemen—(growing a Uttle warm at

seeing a cursed grin breaking out round me)—as to a room's

being haunted, I have as httle faith in such silly stories as

any one. But, since you put the matter home to me, I will

say that I have met with something in my room strange and
inexplicable to me—(a shout of laughter). Gentlemen, I am
serious—I know well what I am saying—I am calm, gentle-

men (striking my fist upon the table)—by heaven I am calm.

I am neither trifling, nor do I wish to be trifled with—(the

laughter of the company suppressed with ludicrous attempts

at gravity). There is a picture in the room in which I was
put last night, that has had an effect upon me the most sin-

gular and incomprehensible.

"A picture!" said the old gentleman with the haunted

head. "A picture!" cried the narrator with the waggish
nose. "A picture! a picture!'* echoed several voices. Here
there was an ungovernable peal of laughter.

I could not contain myself. I started up from my seat

—

looked round on the company with fiery indignation—thrust

both my hands into my pockets, and strode up to one of the

windows, as though I would have walked through it. I

stopped short ; looked out upon the landscape without dis-

tinguishing a feature of it ; and felt my gorge rising almost

to suffocation.

Mine host saw it was time to interfere. He had main-

tained an air of gravity through the whole of the scene, and

now stepped forth as if to shelter me from the overwhelming

merriment of my companions.

"Gentlemen," said he, "I dislike to spoil sport, but you

have had your laugh, and the joke of the haunted chamber
has been enjoyed. I must now take the part of my guest.

I must not only vindicate him from your pleasantries, but I

must reconcile him to himself, for I suspect he is a little out

if
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of humor with his own feelings ; and above all, I must crave

his pardon for having made him the subject of a kind of

experiment.

**Yes, gentlemen, there is something strange and peculiar

in the chamber to which our friend was shown last night.

There is a picture which possesses a singular and mystenous
influence ; and with which there is connected a very curious

story. It is a picture to which I attach a value from a va-

riety of circmnstances ; and though I have often been tempted

to destroy it, from the odd and uncomfortable sensations it

produces in every one that beholds it, yet I have never been

able to prevail upon myself to make the sacrifice. It is a
picture I never like to look upon myself, and which is held

in awe by all my servants. I have, therefore, banished it to

a room but rarely used; and should have had it covered last

night, had not the nature of our conversation and the whim-
sical talk about a haunted chamber tempted me to let it re-

main, by way of experiment, whether a stranger, totally

unacquainted with its story, would be affected by it."

The words of the baronet had turned every thought into

a different channel; all were anxious to hear the story of the

mysterious picture; and for myself, so strongly were my feel-

ings interested, that I forgot to feel piqued at the experiment

which my host had made upon my nerves, and joined eagerly

in the general entreaty.

As the morning was stormy and precluded all egress, my
host was glad of any means of entertaining his company; so

drawing his armchair beside the fire, he began:

'c-.i;
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE MYSTERIOUS
STRANGER

Many years since, when I was a young man, and had
just left Oxford, I was sent on the grand tour to finish my
education. I believe my parents had tried in vain to inocu-

late me with wisdom ; so they sent me to mingle with society,

in hopes I might take it the natural way. Such, at least,

appears to be the reason for which nine-tenths of our young-

sters are sent abroad.

In the course of my tour I remained some time at Venice.

The romantic character of the place deUghted me; I was
very much amused by the air of adventure and intrigue that

prevailed in this region of masks and gondolas ; and I was
exceedingly smitten by a pair of languishing black eyes that

played upon my heart from under an Italian mantle. So I

persuaded myself that I was lingering at Venice to study

men and manners. At least I persuaded my friends so, and
that answered aU my purpose. Indeed, I was a little prone

to be struck by peculiarities in character and conduct, and

my imagination was so full of romantic associations with

Italy that I was always on the lookout for adventure.

Everything chimed in with such a humor in this old mer-

maid of a city. My suite of apartments were in a proud,

melancholy palace on the grand canal, formerly the residence

of a Magnifico, and sumptuous with the traces of decayed

grandeur. My gondolier was one of the shrewdest of his

class, active, merry, intelligent, and, like his brethren, secret

as the grave ; that is to say, secret to all the world except his

master. I had not had him a week before he put me behind

all the curtains in Venice. I liked the silence and mystery

of the place, and when I sometimes saw from my window a

black gondola gliding mysteriously along in the dusk of the

if
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eveniiig, with nothing visible but its little glimmering lan-

tern, I would jump into my own zenduletto, and give n nig-

nal for pursuit. But I am running away from my subject

with the recollection of youthful follies, said the baronet,

checking himself; let me come to the point.

Among my familiar resorts was a casino under the

Arcades on one side of the grand square of St. Mark. Here
I used frequently to lounge and take my ice on those warm
summer nights when in Italy everybody lives abroad until

morning. I was seated here one evening, when a group of

Italians took seat at a table on the opposite side of the saloon.

Their conversation was gay and animated, and carried on
with Italifm vivacity and gesticulation.

I remarked among them one yoimg man, however, who
appeared to take no share, and find no enjoyment in the con-

versation; though he seemed to force himself to attend to it.

He was tall and slender, and of extremely prepossessing

appearance. His features were fine, though emaciated.

He had a profusion of black glossy hair that curled lightly

about his head, and contrasted with the extreme paleness of

his countenance. His brow was haggard; deep furrows

seemed to have been plowed into his visage by care, not

by ajge, for he was evidently in the prime of youth. His eye

was full of expression and fire, but wild and unsteady. He
seemed to be tormented by some strange fancy or apprehen-

sion. In spite of every effort to fix his attention on the con-

versation of his companions, I noticed that every now and

then he would turn his head slowly round, give a glance

over his shoulder, and then withdraw it with a sudden jerk,

as if something painful had met his eye. This was repeated

at intervals of about a minute ; and he appeared hardly to

have got over one shock before I saw him slowly preparing

to encounter another.

After sitting some time in the casino, the party paid for

the refreshments they had taken and departed. The young
man was the last to leave the saloon, and I remarked him
glancing behind him in the same way, just as he passed out



Tales of a Ji^autler 299

at the door. I could not resist the impulse to rise and follow

him ; for I was at an age when a romantic feeling of curiosity

is easily awakened. The party walked slowly down the

Arcades, talking and laughing as they went. They crossed

the Piazettft, but paused in the middle of it to enjoy the

scene. It was one of those moonlight nights so brilliant and
clear in the pure atmosphere of Italy. The moonbeams
streamed on the tall tower of St. Mark, and lighted up the

magnificent front and swelling domes of the Cathedral. The
party expressed their delight in animated terms. I kept my
eye upon the young man. He alone seemed abstracted and
self-occupied. I noticed the same singular, and, as it were,

furtive glance over the shoulder that had attracted my at-

tention in the casino. The party moved on, and I followed;

they passed along the walks called the BrogUo; turned the

comer of the ducal palace, and getting into a gondola, glided

swiftly away.

The countenance and conduct of this young man dwelt

upon my mind. There was something in his appearance that

interested me exceedingly. I met him a day or two after in

a gallery of paintings. He was evidently a connoisseiu*, for

he always singled out the most masterly productions, and the

few remarks drawn from him by his companions showed an
intimate acquaintance with the art. His own taste, how-

ever, ran on singular extremes. On Salvator Rosa in his

most savage and solitary scenes; on Raphael, Titian, and
Correggio in their softest delineations of female beauty. On
these he would occasionally gaze with transient enthusiasm.

But this seemed only a momentary forgetfulness. Still

would recur that cautious glance behind, and always quickly

withdrawn, as though something terrible had met his view.

I encountered him frequently afterward. At the theater,

at balls, at concerts ; at the promenades in the gardens of San
Georgio; at the grotesque exhibitions in the square of St.

Mark ; among the throng of merchants on the Exchange by

the Rialto. He seemed, in fact, to seek crowds; to hunt

after bustle and amusement
;
yet never to take any interest
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in clihor the businesB or gayety of the scene. Ever an air

of pnijiiul thought, of wretched abstraction; and ever that

straiiiit' aiul i-ecurring movement, of glancing fearfully over

the shoulder. I did not know at first but this might be

caused by ai)prehension of arrest; or perhaps from dread of

assasHiuation. But, if so, why should he go thus continually

abroad ; why expose himself at all times and in all places?

I became anxious to know this stranger. I was drawn to

him b}' that romantic sympathy that sometimes draws young
men toward each other. His melancholy threw a charm
about him in my eyes, which was no doubt heightened by
the touching expression of his countenance, and the manly
graces of his person; for manly beauty hat: its effect even

upon man. I had an Englishman's habitual (lif^/Jence and
awkwaidness of address to contend with; but I subdued it,

and, from frequently meeting him in the casino, gradually

edged myself into his acquaintance. I had no reserve on his

part to contend with. He seemed on the contrary to court

society ; and in fact to seek anything rather than be alone.

When he found I really took an interest in him he threw

himself entirely upon my friendship. He clung to me like a

drowning man. He would walk with me for hours up and
down the place of St. Mark—or he would sit until night was
far advanced in my apartment; he took rooms under the

same luof with me; and his constant request was, that I

would permit him, when it did not incommode me, to sit by
me in my saloon. It was not that he seemed to take a par-

ticular delight in my conversation ; but rather that he craved

the vicinity oi; a human being; and above all, of a being that

sympa,thiz3d with him. "I have often heard," said he, *'of

the sir; (knit}' oi* Englishmen—thank God I have one at length
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nj»er seemed disposed to avail himself of my
i^v' ofisr than by mere companionship. He never

ij luibosom himself to me ; there appeared to be a
.Lioding anguish in his bosom that neither could be

lence nor by speaking." A devouring melan-'-j
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choly preyed upon hia heart, and seemed to be drying up the

very blood in his veins. It was not a soft melancholy—the

disease of the affections; but a parching, withering agony.

I could see at times that his mouth was dry and feverish ; he

almost panted rather than breathed ; bin eyes were bloodshot

;

his cheeks pale and livid, with now and then faint streaks

athwai-t them—baleful gleams of the fire that was consuming

his heart. As my arm was within his, I felt him press it at

times with a convulsive motion to his side ; his hanJs would

clinch themselves involuntarily, and a kind of shudder would
run through his frame. I reasoned with him about his mel-

ancholy, and sought to draw from him the cause—he shnmk
from all confiding. "Do not seek to know it,'* aaid he, "y(ju

could not relieve it if you knew it ; you would not even seek

to relieve it—on the contrary, I should lose your sympathy

;

and that," said he, pressing my hand convulsively, "that I

feel has become too dear to me to risk."

I endeavored to awaken hope within him. He was
young; life had a thousand pleasures in store for him;

there is a healthy reaction in the youthful heart; it medicines

its own wounds—"Come, come," said I, "there is no grief so

great that youth cannot outgrow it."—"No! no!" said he,

clinching his teeth, and striking repeatedly, with the energy

of despair, upon his bosom—"It is here—here—deep-rooted;

draining my heart's blood. It grows and grows, while my
heart withers and withers ! I have a dreadful monitor that

gives me no repose—that follows me step by step ; and will

follow me step by step, until it pushes me into my grave!"

As he said this he gave involuntarily one of those fearful

glances over his shoulder, and shrunk back with more than

usual horror. I could not resist the temptation to allude to

this movement, which I supposed to be some mere malady of

the nerves. The moment I mentioned it his face became
crimsoned and convulsed—he grasped me by both hands:

"For God's sake," exclaimed he, with a piercing agony of

voice
—"never allude to that again; let us avoid this subject,

my friend : you cannot relieve me, indeed you cannot reheve

I-
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me; but you may add to the torments I suffer—at some
future day you shall know all."

I never resumed the subject ; for however much my curi-

osity might be aroused, I felt too true a compassion for his

sufferings to increase them by my intrusion. I sought vari-

ous ways to divert his mind, and to arouse him from the

constant meditations in which he was plunged. He saw my
efforts, and seconded them as far as in his power, for there

was nothing moody or wayward in his nature ; on the con-

trary, there was something frank, generous, unassuming, in

his whole deportment. All the sentiments that he uttered

were noble and lofty. He claimed no indulgence ; he asked

no toleration. He seemed content to carry his load of misery

in silence, and only sought to carry it by my side. There

was a mute beseeching manner about him, as if he craved

companionship as a charitable boon ; and a tacit thankfulness

in his looks, as if he felt grateful to me for not repulsing him.

I felt this melancholy to be infectious. It stole over my
spirits; interfered with all my gay pursuits, and gradually

saddened my life
;

yet I could not prevail upon myself to

shake off a being who seemed to hang upon me for support.

In truth, the generous traits of character that beamed through

all this gloom had penetrated to my heart. His bounty was
lavish and open-handed. His charity melting and spon-

taneous. Not confined to mere donations, which often hu-

miliate as much as they relieve. The tone of his voice, the

beam of his eye, enhanced every gift, and surprised the poor

suppliant with that rarest and sweetest of charities, the

charity not merely of the hand, but of the heart. Indeed,

his liberality seemed to have something in it of self-abase-

ment and expiation. He humbled himself, in a manner,
before the mendicant. "What right have I to ease and
affluence,'* would he murmur to himself, "when innocence

wanders in misery and rags?"

The Carnival time arrived. I had hoped that the gay
scenes which then presented themselves might have some
cheering effect. I mingled with him in the motley throng
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that crowded the place of St. Mark. We frequented operas,

masquerades, balls. All in vain. The evil kept growing on
him; he became more and more haggard and agitated.

Often, after we had returned from one of these scenes of

revelry, I have entered his room, and found him lying on
his face on the sofa: his hands clinched in his fine hair,

and his whole countenance bearing traces of the convul-

sions of his mind.

The Carnival passed away ; the season of Lent succeeded

;

Passion week arrived. We attended one evening a solenm
service in one of the churches; in the course of which a grand
piece of vocal and instrumental music was performed relating

to the death of our Saviour.

I had remarked that he was always powerfully affected

by music ; on this occasion he was so in an extraordinary

degree. As the peahng notes swelled through the lofty

aisles, he seemed to kindle up with fervor. His eyes rolled

upward, until nothing but the whites were visible ; his hands
were clasped together, until the fingers were deeply imprinted

in the flesh. When the music expressed the dying agony,

his face gradually sunk upon his knees; and at the touching

words resounding through the church, ''^Jesu mori^^^ sobs

burst from him uncontrolled. I had never seen him weep
before; his had always been agony rather than sorrow. I

augured well from the circumstance. I let him weep on

uninterrupted. When the service was ended we left the

church. He hung on my arm as we walked homeward, with

som*^thing of a softer and more subdued manner; instead of

that nervous agitation I had been accustomed to witness.

He alluded to the service we had heard. "Music," said he,

"is indeed the voice of heaven; itiver before have I felt more
impressed by the stoiy of the atonement of our Saviour.

Yes, my friend," said he, clasping his hands with a kind of

tra?asport, "I know that my Redeemer liveth."

We parted for the night. His room was not far from

mine, and I heard him for some time busied in it. I fell

asleep, but was awa-'ened before daylight. The yoimg man
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stood by my bedside, dressed for traveling. He held a sealed

packet and a large parcel in his hand, which he laid on the

table. "Farewell, my friend," said he, "lam about to set

forth on a long journey; but, before I go, I leave with you
these remembrances. In this packet you will find the par-

ticulars of my story. When you read them, I shall be far

away; do not remember me with aversion. You have been,

indeed, a friend to me. You have poured oil into a broken

heart—but you could not heal it.—Farewell—^let me kiss your

hand—I am unworthy to embrace you.** He sunk on his

knees, seized my hand in despite of my efforts to the contrary,

and covered it with kisses. I was so surprised by all this

scene that I had not been able to say a word.

But we shall meet again, said I, hastily, as I saw him
hurrying toward the door.

"Never—never in this world!'* said he solemnly. He
sprang once more to my bedside—seized my hand, pressed

it to his heart and to his lips, and rushed out of the room.

Here tho baronet paused. He seemed lost in thought,

and sat looking upon the floor and drumming with his fin-

gers on the arm of his chair.

"And did this mysterious personage return?'* said the

inquisitive gentleman. "Never!" replied the baronet, witk

a pensive shake of the head: "I never saw him again."

"And pray what has all this to do with the picture?" in-

quired the old gentleman with the nose. "True!" said the

questioner. "Is it the portrait of this crack-brained Italian?"

"No!" said the baronet, dryly, not half liking the appella-

tion given to his hej vj; "but this picture was inclosed in the

parcel he left with me. The sealed packet contained its ex-

planation. There was a request on the outside that I would

not open it until six months had elapsed. I kept my promise,

in spite of my curiosity. I have a translation of it by me,

and had meant to read it, by way of accounting for the

mystery of the chamber, but I fear I have already detained

the company too long.
'

'

Here there was a general wish expressed to have the
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manuscript read
;
particularly on the part of the inquisitive

gentleman. So the worthy baronet drew out a fairly written

manuscript, aiiJ wiping his spectacles, read aloud the follow-

ing story

:

THE STORY OF THE YOUNG ITALIAN

I WAS born at Naples. My parents, though of noble

rank, were limited in fortune, or rather my father was
ostentatious beyond his means, and expended 30 much in his

palace, his equipage, and his retinue, that he was continually

straitened in his pecuniary circumstances. I wp,s a younger

son, and looked upon with indilBference by my father, who,

from a principle of family pride, wished to leave all his prop-

erty to my elder brother.

I showed, when quite a child, an extreme sensibility.

Everything affected me violently. While yet an infant in

my mother's arms, and before I had learned to talk, I could

be wrought upon to a wonderful degree of anguish or delight

by the power of music. As I grew older my feelings re-

mained equally acute, and I was easily transported into

paroxysms of pleasure or rage. It was the amusement of

my relatives and of the domestics to play upon this irritable

tempeiament. I was moved to tears, tickled to laughter,

provoked to fury, for the entertainment of company, who
were amused by such a tempest of mighty passion in a pigmy
frame. They little thought, or perhaps little heeded, the

dangerous sensibilities they were fostering. I thus became
a little creature of passion before reason was developed. In

K short time I grew too old to be a plaything, and then I

became a torment. The tricks and passions I had been

teased into became irksome, and I was disliked by my
teachers for the very lesBons they had taught me.

My mother died; and my power as a spoiled child was
at an end. There was no longer any necessity to humor or

tolerate me, for there was nothing to be gained by it, as I
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was no favorite of my father. I therefore experienced the

fate of a spoiled child in such situation, and was neglected,

or noticed only to be crossed and contradicted. Such was
the early treatment of a heart which, if I am judge of it at

all, was naturally disposed to the extremes of tenderness and

affection.

My father, as I have already said, never liked me—^in

fact, he never understood me; he looked upon me as willful

and wayward, as deficient in natural affection :—it was the

stateliness of his own manner ; the loftiness and grandeur of

his own look that had repelled me from his arms. I always

pictured him to myself as I had seen him clad in his sena-

torial robes, rustling with pomp and pride. The magnifi-

cence of his person had daunted my strong imagination. I

could never approach him with the confiding affection of a

child.

My father's feelings were wrapped up in my elder brother.

He was to be the inheritor of the family title and the family

dignity, and everything was sacrificed to him—I, as well as

everything else. It was determined to devote me to the

church, that so my humors and myself might be removed
out of the way, either of tasking my father's time and

trouble, or interfering with the interests of my brother. At
an early age, therefore, before my mind had dawned upon
the world and its delights, or known anything of it beyond

the precincts of my father's palace, I was sent to a convent,

the superior of which was my uncle, and was confided en-

tirely to his care.

My uncle was a man totally estranged from the world

;

he had never relished, for he had never tasted its pleasures

;

and he deemed rigid self-denial as the great basis of Chris-

tian virtue. He considered every one's temperament like his

own ; or at least he made ther^ conform to it. His character

and habits had an influence over the fraternity of which he

was superior. .A more gloomy saturnine set of beings were

never assembled together. The convent, too, was calculated

to awaken sad and solitary thoughts. It was situated in a

K, in
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gloomy gorge of those mountains away south of Vesuvius.

All distant views were shut out by sterile volcanic heights.

A mountain stream ra^ed beneath its walls, and eagles

screamed about its turrets.

I had been sent to this place at so tender an age as soon

to lose all distinct recollection of the scenes I had left behind.

As my mind expanded, therefore, it formed its idea of the

world from the convent and its vicinity, and a dreary world

it appeared to me. An early tinge of melancholy was thus

infused into my character; and the dismal stories of the

monks, about devils and evil spirits, with which they

affrighted my young imagination, gave me a tendency to

superstition which I could never effectually shake off. They
took the same delight to work upon my ardent feeHngs that

had been so mischievously exercised by my father's household.

I can recollect the horrors with which they fed my heated

fancy during an eruption of Vesuvius. We were distant

from that volcano, with mountains between us ; but its con-

vulsive throes shook the solid foundations of nature. Earth-

quakes threatened to topple down our convent towers. A
lurid, baleful hght hung in the heavens at night, and show-

ers of ashes, borne by the wind, fell in our narrow valley.

The monks talked of the earth being honeycombed beneath

us ', of streams of molten lava raging through its veins ; of

caverns of sulphurous flames roaring in the center, the abodes

of demons and the damned ; of fiery gulfs ready to yawn be-

neath our feet. All these tales were told to the doleful ac-

companiment of the mountain's thunders, whose low bellow-

ing made the walls of our convent vibrate.

One of the monks had been a painter, but had retired

from the world and embraced this dismal life in expiation

of some crime. He was a melancholy man, who pursued his

art in the solitude of his cell, but made it a source of penance

to him. His employment was to portray, either on canvas

or in waxen models, the human face and human form in the

agonies of (Jeath and in all the stages of dissolution and de-

cay. The fearful mysteries of the chamel house were un-
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folded in his labors—the loathsome banquet of the beetle

and the worm.—I turn with shuddering even from the rec-

ollection of his works. Yet, at that time, my strong but ill-

directed imagination seized with ardor upon his instructions

in his art. Anything was a variety from the dry studies

and monotonous duties of the cloiste". In a little while I

became expert with my pencil, and my gloomy productions

were thought worthy of decorating some of the altars of

the chapel.

In this dismal way was a creature of feeling and fancy

brought up. Everything genial and amiable in my nature

v/as repressed, and nothing brought out but what was un-

profitable and ungracious. I was ardent in my tempera-

ment
;

quick, mercurial, impetuous, formed to be a creature

aU love and adoration ; but a leaden hand was laid on all my
finer qualities. I was taught nothing but fear and hatred.

I hated my uncle, I hated the monks, I hated the convent in

which I was immured. I hated the world, and I almost

hated myself, for being, as I supposed, so hating and hateful

an animal.

When I had nearly attained the age of sixteen, I was
suffered, on one occasion, to accompany one of the brethren

on a mission to a distant part of the coimtry. We soon left

behind us the gloomy valley in which I had been pent up for

so many years, and, after a short journey among the moun-
tains, emerged upon the voluptuous landscape that spreads

itself about the Bay of Naples. Heavens 1 how transported

was I, when I stretched my gaze over a vast reach of deli-

cious sunny country, gay with groves and vineyards; with

Vesuvius rearing its forked summit to my right; the blue

Mediterranean to my left, with its enchanting coast studded

with shining towns and sumptuous villas; and Naples, my
native Naples, gleaming far, far in the distance.

Good God I was this the lovely world from which I had
been excluded! I had reached that age when the sensibiU-

ties are in all their bloom and freshness. Mine had been

checked and chilled. They now burst forth with the sud»

.<»i'&
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denness of a retarded spring. My heart, hitherto unnatu-

rally shrunk up, expanded into a riot of vague, but delicious

emotions. The beauty of nature intoxicated, bewildered me.

The song of the peasants ; their cheerful looks ; their happy
avocations; the picturesque gayety of their dresses; their

rustic music ; their dances ; all broke upon me like witch-

craft. My soul responded to the music ; my heart danced

in my bosom. All the men appeared amiable, all the women
lovely.

I returned to the convent, that is to say, my body re-

turned, but my heart and soul never entered there again. I

could not forget this glimpse of a beautiful and a happy
world ; a world so suited to my natural character. I had

felt so happy while in it; so different a being from what I

felt myself when in the convent—that tomb of the living.

I contrasted the countenances of the beings I had seen, full

of fire and freshness and enjoyment, with the palUd, leaden,

lack-luster visages of the monks; the music of the dance,

with the droning chant of the chapel. I had before found

the exercises of the cloister wearisome ; they now became in-

tolerable. The dull round of duties wore away my spirit;

my nerves became irritated by the fretful tinkling of the con-

vent bell; evermore dinging among the mountain echoes;

evermore calling me from my repose at night, my pencil

by day, to attend to some tedious and mechanical ceremony

of devotion.

I was not of a nature to meditate long without putting

my thoughts into action. My spirit had been suddenly

aroused, and was now all awake within me. I watched

my opportunity, fled from the convent, and made my way
on foot to Naples. As I entered its gay and crowded streets,

and beheld the variety and stir of life around me, the luxu?y

of palaces, the splendor of equipages, and the pantomimic

animation of the motley populace, I seemed as if awakened

to a world f enchantment, and solemnly vowed that nothing

should force me back to the monotony of the cloister.

I had to inquire my way to my father's palace, for I had

m
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beeu so } or.iig on leaving it that I knew not its situation. I

found ^c:Me difl&culty in getting admitted to my father's pres-

eiicL, lui I lie domestics scarcely knew that there was such a
belli; . :..} ii:yself in existence, and my monastic dress did not

opci'i' ill my favor. Even my father entertained no recol-

lecl'oi: cI iny person. I told him my name, threw myself at

his feci, implored his forgiveness, and entreated that I might
not bj : c:>t back to the convent.

He received me with the condescension of a patron rather

than T-ie kindness of a parent. He listened patiently but

coldly lo my tale of monastic grievances and disgusts, and
pronii. e:l to think what else could be done for me. This

coldi.f J blighted and drove back all the t.^ank affection of

my net are that was ready to spring forth at the least warmth
of pii rental kindness. All my early feelings toward my
fail)-.!' revived; I again looked up to him as the stately mag-
niilcoiit being that had daunted my childish imagination, and
felt £ :: if I had no pretensions to his sympathies. My brother

en;.;;; ::i::3ed aU his care and love; he inherited his nature, and
ciii: • "d himself toward me with a protecting rather than a
frrtomal air. It wounded my pride, which was great. I

colli 1 brook condescension from my father, for I looked up
tr> him with awe as a superior being; but I could not brcok

p;i(lonage from a brother, who, I felt, was intellectually my
inierior. The servants perceived that I was an unwelcome
intruder in the paternal mansion, and, menial-like, they

treated me with neglect. Thus baffled at every point, my
afxiictions outraged wherever they would attach themselves,

I lacame sullen, silent, and desponding. My feelings, driven

h'l'^ik upon myself, entered and preyed upon my own heart.

I remained for some days an unwelcome guest rather than a

restored son in my father's house. I was doomed never to

bo properly known there. I was made, by wrong treatment,

strange even to myself; and they judged of me from my
strangeness.

I was startled one day at the sight of one of the monks of

my convent gliding out of my father's rooija. He saw me.

I ii. :•
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but pretended not to notice me; and this very hypocrisy

made me suspect something. I had become sore and sus-

ceptible in my feehngs; everything inflicted a wound on

them. In this state of mind I was treated with marked dis-

respect by a pampered minion, the favorite servant of my
father. All the pride and passion of my nature rose in an
instant, and I struck him to the earth.

My father was passing by ; he stopped not to inquire the

reason, nor indeed could he read the long course of mental

sufferings which were the real cause. He rebuked me with

anger and scorn ; he summoned all the haughtiness of his

nature, and grandeur of his look, to give weight to the con-

tumely with which he treated me. I felt I had not deserved

it— I felt that I was not appreciated—I felt that I had that

within me which merited better treatment ; my heart swelled

against a father's injustice. I broke through my habitual

awe of him. I replied to him with impatience ; my hot spirit

flushed in my cheek and kindled in my eye, but my sensitive

heart swelled as quickly, and before I had half vented my
passion I felt it suffocated and quenched in my tears. My
father was astonished and incensed at this turning of the

worm, and ordered me to my chamber. I retired in silence,

choking with contending emotions.

I had not been long there when I overheard voices in an

adjoining apartment. It was a consultation between my father

and the monk, about the means of getting me back quietly

to the convent. My resolution was taken. I had no longer

a home nor a father. That very night I left the paternal

roof. I got on board a vessel about making sail from the

harbor, and abandoned myself to the wide world. No mat-

ter t3 what port she steered; any part of so beautiful a world

was better than my convent. No matter where I was cast

by fortune ; any place would be more a home to me than the

home I had left behind. The vessel was bound to Genoa.

We arrived there after a voyage of a few dpys.

As I entered the harbor, between the moles which em-

brace it, and beheld the amphitheater of palaces and churches

1^
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and splendid gardens, rising one abo^e another, I felt at once

its title to the appellation of Genoa the Superb. I landed on
the mole an utter stranger, without knowing what to do or

whither to direct my steps. No matter ; I was released from
the thraUdom of the convent and the humiliations of home

!

When I traversed the Strada Balbi and the Strada Nuova,
those streets of palaces, and gazed at the wonders of archi-

tecture around me ; when I wandered at close of day, amid
a gay throng of the briUiant and the beautiful, through the

green alleys of the Aqua Verdi, or among the colonnades

and terraces of the magnificent Doria Oardens ; I thought it

impossible to be ever otherwise than ha])py in Genoa.

A few days sufficed to show me my mistake. My scanty

purse was exhausted, and for the first time in my life I ex-

perienced the sordid distress of penury. I had never known
the want of money, and had never adverted to the possibility

of such an evil. I was ignorant of the world and all its

ways ; and when first the idea of destitution came over my
mind its effect was withering. I was wandering pensively

through the streets which no longer delighted my eyes, when
chance led my steps into the magnificent church of the An-
nunciata.

A celebrated painter of the day was at that moment su-

perintending tiie placing of one of his pictures over an altar.

The proficiency which I had acquired in his art during my
residence in the convent had made me an enthusiastic ama-
teur. I was struck, at the first glance, with the painting.

It was the face of a Madonna. So innocent, so lovely, such

a di^dne expression of maternal tenderness ! I lost for the

moment all i*ecollection of myself in the enthusiasm of my
art. I clasped my hands together, and uttered an ejacula-

tion of delight. The painter perceived my emotion. He was
flattered and gratified by it. My air and manner pleased

him, and he accosted me. I felt too much the want of friend-

ship to repel the advances of a stranger, and there was some-

thing in this one so benevolent and winning that in a moment
he gained my confidence.

:4f6
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I told him my story and my situation, concealing only my
name and rank. He appeared strongly interested by my re-

cital ; invited me to his house, and from that time I became
his favorite pupil. He thought he perceived in me extraor-

dinary talents for the art, and his encomiums awakened all

my ardor. What a blissful period of my existence was it

that I passed beneath his roof. Another being seemed

created within me, or rather, all that was amiable and ex-

cellent was drawn out. I was as recluse as ever I had been

at the convent, but how different was my seclusion. My
time was spent in storing my mind with lofty and poetical

ideas ; in meditating on all that was striking and nobl« his-

tory or fiction ; in studying and tracing all that was jlime

and beautiful in nature. I was always a visionary, in ';gina-

tive being, but now my reveries and imaginings all elevated

me to rapture.

I looked up to my master as to a benevolent genius that

had opened to me a region of enchantment. I became de-

votedly attached to him. He was not a native of Genoa, but

had been drawn thither by the solicitation of several of the

nobility, and had resided there but a few years, for the com-
pletion of certain works he had undertaken. His health was
delicate, and h<j had to confide much of the filling up of his

designs to the pencils of his scholars. He considered me as

particularly happy in delineating the human countenance ; in

seizing upon characteristic though fleeting expressions and
fixing them powerfully upon my canvas. I was employed

continually, therefore, in sketching faces, and often when
some particular grace or beauty or expression was wanted
in a countenance, it was intrusted to my pencil. My bene-

factor was fond of bringing me forward ; and partly, perhaps,

through my aotual skill, and partly by his {)artial praises, I

began to be noted for the expression of my countenances.

Among the various works which he had undertaken was
a historical piece for one of the palaces of Genoa, in which

were to be introduced the likenesses of several of the family.

Among these was one intrusted to my pencil. It was that
^ *U Vol. II.
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of a young girl who as yet was in a convent for her educa-

tion. She came out for the purpose of sitting for the picture.

I first saw her in an apartment of one of the sumptuous pal-

aces of Genoa. She stood before a casement that looked out

upon the bay : a stream of vernal sunshine fell upon her, and
shed a kind of glory round her as it lighted up the rich crim-

son chamber. She was but sixteen years of age—and oh,

how lovely I The scene broke upon me like a mere vision of

spring and youth and beauty. I could have fallen down and
worshiped her. She was like one of those fictions of poets

and painters, when they would express the beau ideal that

haunts their minds with shapes of indescribable perfection.

I was permitted to sketch her countenance in various po-

sitions, and I fondly protracted the study that was undoing

me. The more I gazed on her the more I became enamored

;

there was something almost painful in my intense admiration.

I was but nineteen years of age ; shy, diffident, and inexperi-

enced. I was treated with attention and encouragement, for

my youth and my enthusiasm in my art had won favor for

me ; and I am inclined to think that there was something in

my air and manner that inspired interest and respect. Still

the kindness with which I was treated could not dispel the

embarrassment into which my own imagination threw me
when in presence of this lovely being. It elevated her into

something almost more than mortal. She seemed too ex-

quisite for earthly use; too delicate and exalted for human
attainment. As I sat tracing her charms on my canvas,

with my eyes occasionally riveted on her features, I drank

in delicious poison that made me giddy. My heart alter-

nately gushed with tenderness and ached with despair.

Now I became more than ever sensible of the violent fires

that had lain d'irmant at the bottom of my soul. You who
are born in a more temperate climate and under a cooler sky

have little idea of the violence of passion in our southern

bosoms.

A few days finished my task; Bianca returned to her

convent, but her image remained indelibly impressed upon
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her

pon

my heart. It dwelt on my imagination ; it became my per-

vading idea of beauty. It had an effect even upon my pencil

;

I became noted for my felicity in depicting female loveliness;

it was but because I multiplied the image of Bianca. I

soothed, and yet fed my fancy, by introducing her in all the

productions of my master. I have stood with delight in one

of the chapels of the Annunciata, and heard the crowd extol

the seraphic beauty of a saint which I had painted; I have

seen them bow down in adoration before tne painting : they

were bowing before the loveliness of Bianca.

I existed in this kind of dream, I might almost say delir-

ium, for upward of a year. Such is the tenacity of my imag-

ination that the image which was formed in it continued in

all its power and freshness. Indeed, I was a solitary, medi-

tative being, much given to reverie, and apt to foster ideas

which had once taken strong possession of me. I was roused

from this fond, melancholy, deUcious dream by the death of

my worthy benefactor. I cannot describe the pangs his death

occasioned me. It left me alone and almost broken hearted.

He bequeathed to me his little property ; which, from the

Uberality of his disposition and his expensive style of living,

was indeed but small ; and he most particularly recommended
me, in dying, to the protection of a nobleman vrho had been

his patron.

The latter was a man who passed for munificent. He
was a lover and an encourager of the arts, and evidently

wished to be thought so. He fancied he saw in me indica-

tions of future excellence ; my pencil had already attracted

attention ; he took me at once under his protection ; seeing

that I was overwhelmed with grief, and incapable of exert-

ing myself in the mansion of my late benefactor, he invited

me to sojourn for a time in a villa which he possessed on the

border of the sea, in the picturesque neighborhood of Sestri

de Ponenti.

I found at the villa the count's only son Filippo : he was
nearly of my age, prepossessing in his appearance, and fasci-

nating in his manners ; he attached himself to me, and seemed

:
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to court my gocd opinion. I thought there was something

of profession in his kindness, snd of caprice in his disposition;

but I had nothing else near me to attach myself to, and my
heart felt tho D«ed of something to repose itself upon. His

education had been neglected; he looked upon me as his

superior in mental powers and acquirements, and tacitly

acknowledged my superiority. I felt that I was his equal

in birth, and that gave an independence to my manner
which had its effect. The caprice and tyranny I saw some-

times exercised on others, over whom he had power, were

never manifested toward me. Wo became intimate friends

and frequent companions. Still I loved to be alone, and to

indulge in the reveries of my own imagination, among the

beautiful scenery by which I was surrounded.

The villa stood in the midst of ornamented grounds, finely

decorated with statues and fountains, and laid out into groves

and alleys and shady bowers. It commanded a wide view

of the Mediterranean, and the picturesque Ligurian coast.

Everything was assembled here that could gratify the taste

or ayfr&eably occupy the mind. Svoothed by the tranquillity

of this elegant retreat, the turbulence of my feelings grad-

ually subsided, and, blending with the romantic spell that

still reigued over my imagination, produced a soft voluptu-

ous melancholy.

I had not been long under the roof of the count when our

solitude was enlivened by another inhabitant. It was a

daughter of a relation of the count, who had lately died in

reduced circumstances, bequeathing this only child to his

protection. I had heard much of her beauty from Filippo,

but my fancy had become so engrossed by one idea of beauty

as not to admit of any other. We were in the central saloon

of the villa when she arrived. She was still in mourn-

ing, and approached, leaning on the count's arm. As they

ascended the marble portico, I was struck by the elegance of

her figure and movement, by the grace with which the mez-

zarOy the bewitching veil of Genoa, was folded about her

slender form. They entered. Heavens ! w hat was my sur-

I



of

11-

Tates of a Jrz\i9i%r 317

prise when I beheld Bianca before me. It was herself; pale

with grief; but still more matured in loveliness than when
I had last beheld her. The time that had elapsed had de-

veloped the graces of her person ; and the sorrow she had

imdergone had diffused over her countenance an irresistible

tenderness.

She blushed and trembled at seeing me, and tears rushed

into her eyes, for she remembered in whose company she had
been accustomed to behold me. For my part, I cannot eX'

press what were my emotions. By degrees I overcame the

extreme shyness that had formerly paralyzed me in her pres-

ence. "We were drawn together by sympathy of situation.

We had each lost our best friend in the world ; we were each,

in some measure, thrown upon the kindness of others. When
I* came to know her intellectually, all my idoal picturings of

her were confirmed. Her newness to the world, her delight-

ful susceptibility to everything beautiful and agreeable in

nature, reminded me of my own emotions when first I

escaped from the convent. Her rectitude of thinking de-

lighted my judgment ; the sweetness of her nature wrapped
itself round my heart ; and then her young and tender and

budding loveliness sent a deUcious madness to my brain.

I gazed upon her with a kind of idolatry, as something

more than mortal ; and I felt humiliated at the idea of mv
comparative unworthiness. Yet she was mortal; and one of

mortality's most susceptible and loving compounds; for she

loved me

!

•

H )W first I discovered the transporting truth I cannot

recolif^ci • I believe it stole upon me by degrees, aa a wonder
past hope or belief. We were both at such a tender and lov-

ing age ; in constant intercourse with each other ; mingling

in the same elegant pursuits ; for music, poetry, and painting

were our mutual delights, and we were almost separated from

society, among lovely and romantic scenery ! Is it strange

that two yoi ^ hearts thus brought together should readily

twine round each other?

Oh, gods ! what a dream—a transient dream ! of unalloyed

1
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delight then passed over my soul I Then it was that the

world around me was indeed a paradise, for I had woman

—

lovely, delicious woman, to share it with me. How often

have I rambled over the picturesque shores of Sestri, or

climbed its wild mountains, with the coast gemmed with

villas, and the blue sea far below me, ano. the slender Pharo
of Genoa on its romantic promontory ii the distance ; and as

I sustained the faltering steps of Bianco, have thought there

could no unhappiness enter into so beautiful a world. Why,
oh, why is this budding season of life and love so transient

—

why is this rosy cloud of love that sheds such a glow over

the morning of our days so. prone to brew up into the whirl-

wind and the storm

!

I was the first to awaken from this blissful delirium of

the affections. I had gained Bianca's heart ; what was I to

do Virith it? I had no wealth nor prospects to entitle me to

her band. Yv"as I to take advantage of her ignorance of the

world, of her confiding affection, and draw her down to my
own poverty? Was this requiting the hospitality of the coimt?

—was this requiting the lov0 of Bianca?

Now first I began to feel that even successful love may
have its bitterness. A corroding care gathered about my
heart. I moved about the palace like a guilty being. I felt

as if I had abused its hospitality—as if I were a thief within

its walls. I could no longer look with unembarrassed mien

in the countenance of the count. I accused myself of perfidy

to him, and I thought he read it in my looks and began to

distrust and despise me. His manner had always been osten-

tatious and condescending, it now appeared cold and haughty.

Filippo, too, became reserved and distant ; or at least 1 sus-

pected him to be so. Heavens !—was this mere coinage of

my brain: was I to become suspicious of all the world?—

a

poor surmising wretch; watching looks and gestures, and
torturing myself with misconstructions. Or if true—was
I to remain beneath a roof where I was merely tolerated,

and linger there on sufferance? *'Thi8 is not to be endured !"

exclaimed I; "I will tear myself from this state of self-aba se-

hi '.^
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ment ; I will break through this fascination and fly. Fly?

—

whither?—from the world—for where is the world when I

leave Bianca behind me!"
My spirit was naturally proud, and swelled within me at

the idea of being looked upon with contumely. Many times

I was on the point of declaring my family and rank, and as-

serting my equality, in the presence of Bianca, when I thought

her relatives assumed an air of superiority. Bui the feeling

was transient. I considered myself discarded arid contemned

by my family ; and had solemnly vowed never to own rela-

tionship to them, until they themselves should claim it.

The struggle of my mind preyed upon my happiness and
my health. It seemed as if the uncertainty of being loved

would be less intolerable than thus to be assured of it, and

yet not dare to eujoy the conviction. I was no longer the

enraptured admirer of Bianca; I no longer hung in ecstasy

on the tones of her voice, nor drank in with in.^tiate gaze

the beauty of her countenance. Her very smiles ceased to

delight me, for I felt culpable in having won them.

She could not but be sensible of the change in me, and

inquired the cause with her usual frankness and simplicity

.

I oculd not evade the inquiry, for my heart was full to ach-

ing. I told her all the conflict of my soul ; my devouring

passion, my bitter self-upbraiding. "Yes!" said I, "I am
imworthy of you. I am an offcast from my family—a wan-
derer—a nameless, homeless wanderer, with nothing but pov-

erty foi" my portion, and yet I have dared to love you—have

dared to aspire to your love!"

My agitation moved her to tears ; but she saw nothing in

my situation so hopeless as I had depicted it. Brought up

in a convent, she knew nothing of the world, its wants, its

cares—and indeed, what woman is a worldly casuist in mat-

ters of the heart!—Nay, more—she kindled into a Hweet en-

thusiasm when she spoke of my fortunes and myself. We
had dwelt together on the works of the famous masters. I

had related to her their histories; the high reputation, the

influence, the magfuificence to which they had attained—the
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companions of princes, the favorites of kings, the pride and

boast of nations. All this she applied to me. Her love saw
nothing in their greatest productions that I was not able to

achieve; and when I saw the lovely creature glow with

fervor, and her whole countenance radiant with the visions

of my glory, which seemed breaking upon her, I was snatched

up for the moment into the heaven of her own imagination.

I am dwelling too long upon this part of my story
;
yet

I cannot help Ungering over a period of my life on which,

with all its cares and conflicts, I look back with fondness;

for as yet my soul was unstained by a crime. I do not know
what might have been the result of this struggle between

pride, delicacy, and passion, had I not read in a Neapolitan

gazette an account of the sudden death of my brother. It

was accompanied by an earnest inquiry for inteUigence con-

cerning me, and a prayer, should this notice meet my eye,

that I would hasten to Naples, to comfort an infirm and
afflicted father.

I was naturally of an affectionate disposition; but my
brother had never been as a brother to me; I had long con-

sidered mj'-self as disconnected from him, and his death caused

me but httle emotion. The thoughts of my father, infirm

and suffering, touched me, however, to the quick; and when
I thought of him, that lofty magnificent being, now bowed
down and desolate, and suing to me for comfort, all my re-

sentment for past neglect was subdued, and a glow of filial

affection was awakened within me.

The predominant feeling, however, that overpowered all

others was transpoii; at the sudden change in my whole fort-

unes. A home—a name—rank—wealth awaited me; and
love painted a still more rapturous prospect in the distance.

I hastened to Bianca, and threw myself at her feet. '*0h,

Bianca," exclaimed I, "at length I can claim you for my
own. I am no longer a nameless adventurer, a neglected,

rejected outcast. Look—read, behold the tidings that restore

me to my name and to myself I"

I will not dwell on the scene that ensued. Bianca rejoiced
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in the reverse of my situation, because she saw it lightened

my heart of a load of care ; for her own part she had loved

me for myself, and had never doubted that my own merits

would command both fame and fortune.

I now felt all my native pride buoyant within me. I no

longer walked with my eyes bent to the dust ; hope elevated

them to the skies ; my soul was lighted up with fresh fires,

and beamed from my countenance.

I wished to impart the change in my circumstances to the

count ; to let him know who and what I was, and to make
formal proposals for the hand of Bianca ; but the count was
absent on a distant estate. I opened my whole soul to

Filippo. Now first I told him of my passion ; of the doubts

and fears that had distracted me, and of the tidings that had

suddenly dispelled them. He overwhehned me with con-

gratulations and with the warmest expressions of sympathy.

I embraced him in the fullness of my heart, I felt compunc-

tious for having suspected him of coldness, and asked his

forgiveness for having ever doubted his friendship.

Nothing is so warm and enthusiastic as a sudden expan-

sion of the heart between young men. Filippo entered into

our concerns with the most eager interest. He was our con-

fidant and counselor. It was determined that I should hasten

at once to Naples to re-establish myself in my father's affec-

tions and my paternal home, and the moment the reconcilia-

tion was effected and my father's consent insured, I should

return and demand Bianca of the count. Filippo engaged to

secure his father's acquiesence ; indeed, he undertook to watch

over our interests, and was the channel through which we
were to correspond.

My parting with Bianca was tender—delicious—agoniz-

ing. It was in a little pavilion of the garden which had been

one of our favorite resorts. How often and often did I re-

turn to have one more adieu—to have her look once more on

me in speechless emotion—to enjoy once more the rapturous

sight of those tears streaming down her lovely cheeks—to

seize once more on that delicate hand, the frankly accorded

U
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pledge of love, and cover it with tears and kisses! Heavens!
There is a delight even in the parting agony of two lovers

worth a thousand tame pleasures of the world. I have her

at this moment before my eyes—at the window of the pavil-

ion, putting aside the vines that clustered about the casement

—her Ught form beaming forth in virgin white—her counte-

nance all tears and smiies—sending a thousand and a thou-

sand adieus after me, as, hesitating, in a delirium of fondness

and agitation, I faltered my way down the avenue.

As the bark bore me out of the harbor of Genoa, how
eagerly my eyes stretched along the coast of Sestri, till it

discerned the villa gleaming from among trees at the foot of

the mountain. As long as day lasted, I gazed and gazed

upon it, till it lessened and lessened to a mere white speck in

the distance ; and still my intense and fixed gaze discerned

it, when all other objects of the coast had blended into indis-

tinct confusion, or were lost in the evening gloom.

On arriving at Naples, I hastened to my paternal home.

My heart yearned for the long-withheld blessing of a father's

love. As I entered the proud portal of the ancestral palace,

my emotions were so great that I could not speak. No one

knew me. The servants gazed at me with curiosity and sur-

prise. A few years of intellectual elevation and development

had made a prodigious change in the poor fugitive stripling

from the convent. Still that no one should know me in my
rightful home was overpowering. I felt like the prodigal

son returned. I was a stranger in the house of my father.

I burst into tears, and wept aloud. When I made myself

known, however, all was cb.inged. I who had once been

almost repulsed from its walls, and forced to fly as an exile,

was welcomed back with acclamation, with servility. One
of the servants hastened to prepare my father for my recep-

tion ; my eagerness to receive the paternal embrace was so

great that I could not await his return, but hurried after

him.

What a spectacle met my eyes as I entered the chamber.

My father, whom I had left in the pride of vigorous age,
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whose noble and majestic bearing had so awed my young
imagination, was bowed down and withered into decrepitude.

A paralysis had ravaged his stately form, and left it a shak-

ing ruin. He sat propped up in his chair, with pale, relaxed

visage and glassy, wandering eye. His intellects had evi-

dently shared in the ravage of his frame. The servant was
endeavoring to make him comprehend the visitor that was at

hand. I tottered up to him and sunk at his feet. All his

past coldness and neglect were forgotten in his present suffer-

ings. I remembered only that he was my parent, and that

I had deserted him. I clasped his knees ; my voice was al-

most stifled with convulsive eobs. "Pardon—pardon—oh
my father I" was all that I could titter. His apprehension

seemed slowly to return to him. He gazed at me for some
moments with a vague, inquiring look ; a convulsive tremor

quivered about his lips ; he feebly extended a shaking hand,

laid it upon my head, and burst into an infantine flow of

tears.

From that moment he would scarcely spare me from his

sight. I appeared the only object that his heart responde^i

to in the world : all else was as a blank to him. He had
almost lost the powers of speech, and the reasoning facultj

seemed at an end. He was mute and passive ; excepting that

fits of child-Uke weeping would sometimes come over him
without any immediate cause. If I left the room at any
time, his eye was incessantly fixed ol the door till my return,

and on mj"^ entrance there was another gush of tears. .

To talk with him of my concerns in this ruined state of

mind would have been worse than useless : to have left him,

for ever so short a time, would have been cruel, unnatural.

Here then was a new trial for my affections. I wrote to

Bianca an account of my return and of my actual situation

;

painting in colors vivid, for they were true, the torments I

suffered at our being thus separated; for to the youthful

lover every day of absence is an age of love lost. I inclosed

the letter in one to Filippo, who was the channel of our corre-

spondence. I received a reply from him full of friendship

I
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and sympathy; from Bianca full of assurances of affection

and constancy.

Week after week, month after month elapsed, without

making any change in my circumstances. The vital flame,

which had seemed nearly extinct when first I met my father,

kept fluttering on without any apparent diminution. I

watched him constantly, faithfully—I had almost said pa-

tiently. I knew that his death alone would set me free
;
yet

I never at any moment wished it. I felt too glad to he able

to make any atonement for past disobedience; and, denied

as I had been all endearments of relationship in my early

days, my heart yearned toward a father who, in his age and
helplessness, had thrown himself entirely on me for comfort.

My passion for Bianca ^'ained daily more force from absence

;

by constant meditation it wore itself a deeper and deeper

channel. I made no new friends nor acquaintance ; sought

none of the pleasure of Naples which my rank and fortune

threw open to mo. Mine was a heart that confined itself to

few objects, but dwelt upon those with the intenser passion.

To sit by my father, and administer to his wants, and to

meditate on Bianca in the silence of his chamber, was my
constant habit. Sometimes I amused myself with my pencil

in portraying the image that was ever present to my imagina-

tion. I transferred to canvas every look and smile of hers

that dwelt in my heart. I showed them to my father in

hopes of awakening an interest in his bosom for the mere
shadow of my love ; but he was too far sunk in intellect to

take any more than a childlike notice of them.

When I received a letter from Bianca it was a new source

of solitary luxury. Her letters, it is true, were less and less

frequent, but they were always full of assurancee of unabated

affection. They breathed not the frank and innocent warmth
with which she expressed herself in conversation, but I ac-

counted for it from the embarrassment which inexperienced

minds have often to express themselver; upon paper. Filippo

assured me of her unaltered consta^icy. They both lamented

in the strongest terms our continued separation, though they

r<\
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did justice to the filial feeling that kept me by my father's

side.

Nearly eighteen months elapsed in thin protracted exile.

To me they were so many ages. Ardent and impetuous by
nature, I scarcely know how I should have supported so long

an absence, had I not felt assured that the faith of Bianca

was equal to my own. At length my father died. Life

went from him almost imperceptibly. I hung over him in

mute affliction, and watched the expiring spasms of nature.

His last faltering accents whispered repeatedly a blessing on

me—alas! how has it been fulfilled!

When I had paid due honors to his remains, and laid them
in the tomb of our ancestors, I arranged briefly my affairs;

put them in a posture to be easily at my command from a

distance, and embarked once more, with a bounding heart,

for Genoa.

Our voyage was propitious, and oh! what was my rapture

when first, in the dawn of morning, I saw the shadowy sum-

mits of the Apennines rising almost like clouds above the

horizon. The sweet breath of summer just moved us over

the long wavering billows that were rolling us on toward

G^noa. By degrees the coast of Sestri rose like a sweet crea-

tion of enchantment from the silver bosom of the deep. I

beheld the line of villages and palaces studding its borders.

My eye reverted to a well-known point, and at length, from

the confusion of distant objects, it singled out the villa which
contained Bianca. It was a mere speck in the landscape, but

glimmering from afar, the polar star of my heart.

Again I gazed at it for a livelong summer's day ; but oh

how different the emotions between departure and return. It

now kept growing and growing, instead of lessening and less-

ening on my sight. My heart seemed to dilate with it. I

looked at it through a telescope. I gradually defined one

feature after another. The balconies of the central saloon

where first I met Bianca beneath its roof ; the terrace where

we so often had passed the delightful summer evenings ; the

awning that shaded her chamber window—I almost fancied
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I saw her form beneath it. Could she but know her lover

was in the bark whose white sail now gleamed on the sunny

bosom of the seal My fond impatience increased as we
neared the coast. The ship seemed to lag lazily over the

billows ; I could almost have sprung into the sea and swum
to the desired shore.

The shadows of evening gradually shrouded the scene;

but the moon arose in all her fullness and beauty, and shed

the tender hght so dear to lovers over the romantic coast of

Sestri. My whole soul was bathed in unutterable tenderness.

I anticipated the heavenly evenings I should pass in wander-

ing with Bianca by the light of that blessed moon.

It was late at night before we entered the harbor. As
early next morning as I could get released from the formali-

ties of landing I threw myself on horseback and hastened

to the villa. As I galloped round the rocky promontory on

which stands the Faro, and saw the coast of Sestri opening

upon me, a thousand anxieties and doubts suddenly sprang

up in my bosom. There is something fearful in returning to

those we love, while yet uncertain what ills or changes ab-

sence may have effected. The turbulence of my agitation

shook my very frame. I spurred my horse to redoubled

speed; he was covered with foam when we both arrived

panting at the gateway that opened to the grounds aroxmd

the villa. I left my horse at a cottage and walked through

the grounds, that I might regain tranquillity for the ap-

proaching interview. I chid myself for having suffered mere
doubts and surmises thus suddenly to overcome me ; but I

was always prone to be carried away by these gusts of the

feelings.

On entering the garden everything bore the same look as

when I had left it; and this imchanged aspect of things

reassured me. There were the alleys in which I had so often

walked with Bianca; the same shades under which we had

so often sat during the noontide heat. There were the siame

flowers of which she was fond ; and which appeared still to

be under the ministry of her hand. Everything around



Talt8 of a Jn\n\9r 327

looked and breathed of Bianca; hope and joy flushed in

my bosom at every step. I passed a little bower in which
we had often sat and read together. A book and r. glove lay

on the bench. It was Bianca's glove ; it was a volume of

the Metestasio I had given her. The glove lay in my favor-

ite passage. I clasped them to my heart. "All is safe I'*

exclaimed I, with rapture, *'she loves me I she is still my
ovni!"

I bounded Ughtly along the avenue down which I had
faltered so slowly at my departure. I beheld her favorite

pavilion which had witnessed our parting scene. The win-

dow was open, with the same vine clambering about it, pre-

cisely as when she waved and wept me an adieu. Oh I how
transporting was the contrast in my situation. As I passed

near the pavilion, I heard the tones of a female voice. They
thrilled through me vnih an appeal to my heart not to be

mistaken. Before I could think I felt they were Bianca's.

For an instant I paused, overpowered with agitation. I

feared to break in suddenly upon her. I softly ascended the

steps of the pavilion. The door was open. I saw Bianca

seated at a table ; her bacK was toward me ; she was warbling

a soft melancholy air, and was occupied in drawing. A
glance sufficed to show me that she was copying one of my
own paintings. I gazed on her for a mon. nt ir a deUcious

tumult of emotions. She paused in her singing ; a heavy

sigh, almost a sob followed. I could no longer contain my-
self. "Bianca!" exclaimed I, in a half smothered voice.

She started at the sound; brushed back the ringlets that

hung clustering about her face; darted a glance at me; ut-

tered a piercing shriek, and would have fallen to the earth

had I not caught her in my arms.

"Bianca! my own Bianca!" exclaimed I, folding her to

my bosom ; my voice stifled in sobs of convulsive joy. She

lay in my arms vdthout sense or motion. Alarmed at the

effects of my own precipitation, I scarce knew what to do.

I tried by a thousand endearing words to call her back to

consciousness. She slowly recovered, and half opening her

«
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eyes—"Where am I?** murmured she faintly. "Here,"

exclaimed I, pressing her to my bosom. "Here! close to

the heart that adores you; in the arms of your faithful

Ottavio!"

"Oh, no! no! no!" shrieked she, starting into sudden life

and terror
—"away! away! leave '^e! leave me!"

She tore herself from my ai^s; rushed to a corner of the

saloon, and covered her face with her hands, as if the very

bight of me were baleful. I was thunderstruck— I could not

believe my senses. I followed her, trembling, confounded.

I endeavored to take her hand, but she shrunk from my
very touch with horror.

"Good heavens, Bianca," exclaimed I, "what is the mean-
ing of this? Is this my reception after so long an absence?

Is this the love you professed for me?"
At the mention of love, a shuddfiring ran through her.

She turned to me a face wild with anguish. "No more of

that! no more of that!" gasped she—"talk not to me of love

—I—I—am married!"

I reeled as if I had received a mortal blow. A sickness

struck to my very heart. I caught at a window frame for

support. For a moment or two everything was chaos around

me. When I recovered, I beheld Bianca lying on a sofa;

her face fc'iried in the pillow and sobbing convulsively. In-

digration at her fickleness for a moment overpowered every

other feeling.

"Faithless—perjured— " cried I, striding across the room.

But another glance at that beautiful being in distress checked

all my wrath. Anger could not dwell together with her idea

in my soul.

"Oh, Bianca!" exclaimed I, in anguish, "could I have

dreamed of this; could I have suspected you would have

been false to me? *

She raised her face all streaming with tears, all disordered

>vith emotion, and gave me one appealing look—"False to

you!—they told me you were dead!"

"What," said I, "in spite of our constant correspondence?"

I*
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She gazed wildly at me: "Correspondence!—what corre-

spondence?"

"Have you not repeatedly received and replied to my
letters?"

She clasped her hands with nolemnity and fervor: "As I

hope for mercy, never!"

A horrible surmise shot through my brain: "Who told

you I was dead?"

"It was reported that the ship in which you embarked for

Naples perished at sea."

"But who told you the report?"

She paused for an instant, and trembled

—

"FiHppol"

"May the God of heaven curse him!" cried I, extending

my clinched fists aloft.

"Oh, do not curse him—do not curse him!" exclaimed

she—"He is—he is—my husband!"

This was all that w£is wanting to unfold the perfidy that

had been practiced upon me. My blood boiled like hquid fire

in my veins. I gasped with rage too great for utterance. I

remained for a time bewildered by the whirl of horrible

thoughts that rushed through my mind. The poor victim of

deception before me thought it was with her I was incensed.

She faintly murmured forth her exculpation. 1 will not

dwell upon it. I saw in it more than she meant to reveal.

I saw with a glance how both of us had been betrayed.

"'Tis well!" muttered I to myself in smothered accents of

concentrated fury. "He shall account to me for this!"

Bianca overheard me. New terror flashed in her coun-

tenance. "For mercy's sake do not meet him—say nothing

of what has passed—for my sake say nothing to him—I only

shall be the sufferer!"

A new suspicion darted across my mind: "What!" ex-

claimed I; "do you then fear him—is he unkind to you

—

tell me," reiterated I, grasping her hand and looking her

eagerly in the face
—

"tell me

—

dares he to use you harshly?"

"No! no! no!" cried she faltering and embarrassed; but

1
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the glance at her face had told me volumes. I saw in her

pallid and wasted features, in the prompt terror and sub-

dued agony of her eye, a whole history of a mind broken down
by tyranny. Great God! and was this beauteous flower

snatched from me to be thus trampled upon? The idea

roused me to madness. I clinched my teeth and my hands;

I foamed at the mouth; every passion seemed to have re-

solved itself into the fury that like a lava boiled within my
heart. Bianca shrunk from me in speechless affright. As
I strode by the window my eye darted down the alley.

Fatal moment ! I beheld Filippo at a distance ! My brain

was in delirium—I sprang from the pavilion, and was before

him with the quickness of lightning. He saw me as I came
rushing upon him—^he turned pale, looked wildly to right

and left, as if he would have fled, and trembling drew his

sword:

"Wretch!'* cried I, "well may you draw your weapon!"
I spoke not another word—I snatched forth a stiletto, put

by the sword which trembled in his hand, and buried my
poniard in his bosom. He fell with the blow, but my rage

was unsated. I sprang upon him with the blood-thirsty

feeling of a tiger : redoubled my blows, manglv3d him in my
frenzy, grasped him by the throat, until with reiterated

wounds and strangling convulsions he expired in my grasp.

I remained glaring on the countenance, horrible in death,

that seemed to stare back with its protruded eyes upon me.

Piercing shrieks roused me from my delirium. I looked

round and beheld Bianca flying distractedly toward us. My
brain whirled. I waited not to meet her, but fled from the

scene of horror. I fled forth from the garden like another

Cain, a hell within my bosom and a curse upon my head. I

fled without knowing whither—almost without knowing why
—my only idea wap. to get further and further from the

horrors I had left behind ; as if I could throw space between

myself and my conscience. I fled to the Apennines, and
wandered for days and days among their savage heights.

How I existed I cannot tell—what rocks and precipices I
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braved, and how I braved them, I know not. I kept on and
on—trying to outtravel the curse that clung to me. Alas,

the shrieks of Bianca rung forever in my ear. The horrible

countenance of my victim was forever before my eyes.

*'The blood of Filippo cried to me from the ground. " Rocks,

trees, and torrents all resounded with my crime.

Then it was I felt how much more insupportable is the

anguish of remorse than every other mental pang. Oh I

could I but have cast off this crime that festered in my
heart ; could I but have regained the innocence that reigned

in my breast as I entered the garden at Sestri ; could I but

have restored my victim to life, I felt as if I could look on

with transport even though Bianca were in his arms.

By degrees this frenzied fever of remorse settled into a

permanent malady of the mind. Into one of the most horrible

that ever poor wretch was cursed with. Wherever I went, the

countenance of him I had slain apjieared to follow me. Where-
ever I turned my head I beheld it behind me, hideous with

the contortions of the dying moment. I have tried in every

way to escape from this horrible phantom ; but in vain. I

know not whether it is an illusion of the mind, the conse-

quence of my dismal education at the convent, or whether a

phantom really sent by heaven to punish me ; but there it

ever is—at all times—in all places—nor has time nor habit

had any effect in familiarizing me with its terrors. I have

traveled from place to place, plunged into amusements—tried

dissipation and distraction of every kind—all—all in vain.

I once had recourse to my pencil as a desperate experi-

ment. I painted an exact resemblance of this phantom face.

I placed it before me in hopes that by constantly contemplat-

ing the copy I might diminish the effect of the original. But
I only doubled instead of diminishing the misery.

Such is the curse that has clung to my footsteps—that has

made my life a burden—but the thoughts of death, terrible.

God knows what I have suffered. What days and days, and
nights and nights, of sleepless torment. What a never-dying

worm has preyed upon my heart ; what an unquenchable fire
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has burned within my brain. He knows the wrongs that

wrought upon my poor weak nature; that converted the

tenderest of affections into the deadliest of fury. He knows
best whether a frail erring creature has expiated by long-

enduring torture and measureless remorse the crime of a

moment of madness. Often, often have I prostrated myself

in the dust, and implored that He would give me a sign of

His forgiveness, and let me die.

Thus far had I written some time since. I had meant to

leave this record of misery and crime with you, to be read

when I should be no more. My prayer to Heaven has at

length been heard. You were witness to my emotions last

evening at the performance of the Miserere; when the

vaulted temple resounded with the words of atonement and
redemption. I heard a voice speaking to me from the midst

of the music ; I heard it rising above the pealing of the organ

and the voices of the choir; it spoke to me in tones of celes-

tial melody; it promised mercy and forgiveness, but de-

manded from me full exp icition. I go to make it. To-mor-

row I shall be on my way to Genoa to surrender myself to

justice. You who have pitied my sufferings; who have
poured the balm of sympathy into my wounds, do not shrink

from my memory with abhorrence now that you know my
story. Recollect, when you read of my crime I shall have
atoned for it with my blood I

When the baronet had finish'jd, there was a universal

desire expressed to see the paintirg of this frightful visage.

After much entreaty the baronet consented, on condition

that they should only visit it one by one. He called his

housekeeper and gave her charge to conduct the gentlemen

singly to the chamber. They all returned varying in their

stories: some affected in oneway, some in another; some
more, some less ; but all agreeing that there was a certain

something about the painting that had a very odd effect upon
the feelings.

I stood in a deep bow window with the baronet, and could

.W
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not help expressing my wonder. "After all,** said I, "there

are certain mysteries in our nature, certain inscrutable im-

pulses and influences, that warrant one in being superstitious.

Who can account for so many persons of different characters

being thus strangely affected by a mere painting?**

"And especially when not one of them has seen it!'* said

the baronet with a smile.

"How?** exclaimed I, "not seen it?**

"Not one of them!'* replied he, laying his finger on his

lips in sign of secrecy. **I saw that some of them were in a

bantering vein, and I did not choose that the memento of the

poor Italian should be made a jest of. So I gave the house-

keeper a hint to show them all to a different chamber!**

Thus end the Stories of the Nervous Gentleman.

PA/^T SECOND
BUCKTHORNE AND HIS FRIENDS

" 'Tis a very good world that we live in,

To lend, or to spend, or to give in

;

But to beg, or to borrow, or get a man's own^
Tis the very worst world, sir, that ever was

known.''

—

Linesfrom an Inn Window

r

»*:3
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LITERARY LIFE

Among the great variety of characters which fall in a

traveler*^ way, I became acquainted, during my sojourn in

London, with an eccentric personage of the name of Buck-

thome. H? was a literary man, had lived much in the

metropolis, and liad acquired a great deal of curious though

unprofitable knowledge concerning it. Ho was a great ob-
I*
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server of character, and could give the natural history of

every odd animal that presented itself in this great wilder-

ness of men. Finding me very curious about literary life

and literary characters, he took much pains to gratify my
curiosity.

**The literary world of England," said he to me one day,

^4s made up of a number of little fraternities, each existing

merely for itself, and thinking the rest of the world created

only to look on and admire. It may be resembled to the

firmament, consisting of a number of systems, each com-
posed of its own central sun with its revolving train of moons
and sateUites, all acting in the most harmonious concord, but

the comparison fails in part, inasmuch as the literary world

has no general concord. Each system acts independently

of the rest, and indeed considers all other stars as mere ex-

halations and transient meteors, beaming for a while with

false fires, but doomed soon to fall and be forgotten; while

its own luminaries are the lights of the universe, destined to

increase in splendor and to shine steadily on to immortality."

"And pray," said I, "how is a man to get a peep into

one of these syfetems you talk of? I presume an intercourse

with authors is a kind of intellectual exchange, where one

must bring his commodities to barter, and always give a
quid pro quo."

"Pooh, pooh—how you mistake," said Buckthome, smil-

ing; "you must never think to become popular among wits

by shining. They go into society to shine themselves, not to

admire the brilliancy of others. I thought as you do when
I first cultivated the society of men of letters, and never

went to a blue-stocking coterie without studying my part

beforehand as diligently as an actor. The consequence was,

I soon got the name of an intolerable proser, and should in

a Uttie while have been completely exconmiunicated had I

not changed my plan of operations. From thenceforth I

became a most assiduous listener, or if ever I were eloquent

it was tete-a-tete with an author in praise of his own works,

or, what is nearly as acceptable, in disparagement of the
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works of his contemporaries. If ever he spoke favorably of

the productions of some particular friend, I ventured boldly

to dissent from him, and to prov'> that his friend was a block-

head ; and much as people say of the pertinacity and irrita-

biUty of authors, I never found one to take offense at my
contradictions. No, no, sir, authors are particularly candid

in admitting the faults of their friends.

** Indeed, I was extremely sparing of my remarks on all

modem works, excepting to make sarcastic observations on

the most distinguished writers of the day. I never ventured

to praise an author that had not been dead at least half a

century ; and even then I was rather cautious ; for you must
know that many old writers have been enUsted imder the

banners of different, sects, and their merits have become as

complete topics of party pi'ejudice and dispute as the merits

of living statesmen and politicians. Nay, there have been

whole periods of literature absolutely taboo''d^ to use a South

Sea phrase. It is, for example, as much as a man's reputa-

tion is worth, in some circles, to say a word in praise of any
writers of the reign of Charles the Second, or even of Queen
Anne; they being all declared to be Frenchmen in disguise."

"And pray, then,*' said I, "when am I to know that I

am on safe grounds; being totally unacquainted with the

literary landmarks and the boundary lines of fashionable

taste?"

"Oh," replied he, "there is fortunately one tract of litera-

ture that forms a kind of neutral ground, on which all the

Uterary world meet amicably ; lay down their weapons and
even run riot in their excess of good humor ; and this is the

reigns of Elizabeth and James. Here you may praise away
at a venture; here it is 'cut and come again,' and the more
obscure the author, and the more quaint and crabbed his

style, the more your admiration will smack of the real relish

of the connoisseur; whose taste, like that of an epicure, is

always for game that has an antiquated flavor.

"But," continued he, "as you seem anxious to know
something of Uterary society, I will take au opportunity to

11
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introduce you to some coterie, where the talents of the day-

are assembled. I cannot promise you, however, that they

will be of the first order. Somehow or other, our groat

geniuses are not gregarious, they do not go in flocks, but fly

singly in general society. They prefer mingling, like common
men, with the multitude ; and are apt to carry nothing of the

author about them but the reputation. It is only the inferior

orders that herd togfether, acquire strength and importance

by their confederacies, and bear all the distinctive character-

istics of their species.

"
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A IJTERARY DINNER
»

A PEW days after this conversation with Mr. Buckthome,
he called upon me, and took me with hiji to a regular literary

dinner. It was given by a great bookseller, or rather a com-

pany of booksellers, whose firm surpassed in length even

that of Shadrach, Meschach, and Abednego.

I was surprised to find between twenty and thirty guesid

assembled, most of whom I had never seen before. Buck-

thorne explained this to me by informing me that this was a

"business dinner," or kind of field day, which the house gave
about twice a year to its authors. It is true, they did occa-

sionally give snug dinners to three or four literary men at a
time, but theu these were generally select authors; favorites

of the public ; such as had arrived at their sixth and seventh

editions. "There are," said he, "certain geographical bound-

aries in the land of literature, and you may judge tolerably

well of an author's popularity by the wine his bookseller

gives him. An author crosses the port line about the third

edition and gets into claret, but when he has reached the

sixth and seventh, he may revel in champagne and bur-

gundy."

"And pray," said I, "how far may these gentlemen have
I'eached that I see around me; are any of these claret

drinkers?"
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**Not exactly, not exactly. Yuu find at tb^se gfi'eat din-

ners the common steady run of authors, one, two, edition

men ; or if any others are invited they are a, are that it is a

kind of republican meeting.—You understand me—a meet-

ing of the republic of letters, and that they nust expect

nothing but plain substantial fare."

These hints enabled me to comprehend i '>i*e fully the

arrangc.ment of the table. The two ends were occupied by
two partners of the house. And the host seemed to have

adopted Addison's ideas as to the literary precedence of his

guests. A popular poet had the post of honor, opposite to

whom was a hot-pressed traveler in quarto, with plates. A
grave-looking antiquarian, who had produced several solid

works, which were much qu^t^ed and Httle read, was treated

with great respect, and seat d r "xt to a neat, dressy gentle-

man in black, who had w'ttei i thin, genteel, hot-pressed

octavo on poUtical econoi? v that was getting into fashion.

Several three-volume duode imo men of fair currency were
placed about the center >f the table ; while the lower end

was taken up with small ^octs, translators, and authors, who
had not as yet risen into much notice.

The conversation during dinner was by fits and starts;

breaking out here and there in various parts of the table in

small flashes, and ending in smoke. The poet, who had the

confidence of a man on good terms with the world and inde-

pendent of his bookseller, was very gay and brilliant, and
said many clever things, which set the partner next him in

a roar, and delighted all the company. The other partner,

however, maintained his sedateness, and kept carving on,

with the air of a thorough man of business, intent upon the

occupation of the moment. His gravity was explained to

me by my friend Buckthorne. He informed me that the

concerns of the house were admirably distributed among the

partners. *'Thus, fo:• instance," said he, *'the grave gentle-

man is the carving partner who attends to the joints and the

other is the laughing partner who attends to the jokes."

The general conversation was chiefly carried on at the
* * *16 Vol. II.
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upper end of the table ; as the authors there seemed to pos-

sess the greatest courage of the tongue. As to the crew at the

lower end, if they did not make much figure in talking, they

did in eating. Never was there a more determined, inveter-

ate, thoroughly sustained attack on the trencher, than by
this phalanx of masticatore. "When the cloth was removed,

and the wine began to circulate, they grew very merry and

jocose among themselves. Their jokes, however, if by
chance any of them reached the upper end of the table,

seldom produced much effect. Even the laughing partner

did not seem to think it necessary to honor them with a

smile; which my neighbor Buckthome accounted for, by
informing me that there was a certain degree of popularity

to be obtained, before a bookseller could afford to laugh at

an author's jokes.

Among this crew of questionable gentlemen thus seated

below the salt, my eye singled out one in particular. He
"^/as rather shabbily dressed ; though ho had evidently made
the most of a rusty black coat, and wore his shirt-frill plaited

and puffed out voluminously at the bosom. His face was
dusky, but florid—perhaps a little too florid, particularly

..'->out the nose, though the rosy hue gave the greater luster

to a twinkling black eye. He had a little the look of a boon

companion, with that dash of the poor devil in it vrhich gives

an inexpressibly mellow tone to a man's homor. 1 had

seldom seen a face of richer promise ; but never was promise

so ill kept. He said nothing; ate and drank with the keen

appetite of a gazetteer, and scarcely stopped to laugh even at

the good jokes from the upper end of the table. I inquired

who he w as. Buckthome looked at him attentively.
*

'Qad, *

'

said he, "I have seen that face before, but where I cannot

recollect. He cannot be an author of any note. I suppose

some writer of sermons or grinder of foreign travels."

After dinner we retired to another room to take tea and
coffee, where we were re-enforced by a cloud of inferior

guests. Authors of small volumes in boards, and pamphlets

stitched in blue paper. These had not as yet arrived to

Li,
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the importance of a dinner invitation, but were invited oc-

casionally to pass the evening "in a friendly way." They
were very respectful to the partners, and indeed seemed to

stand a little in awe of them; but they paid very devoted

court to the lady of the house, and were extravagantly fond

of the children. I looked round for the poor devil author

in the rusty black coat and magnificent frill, but he had

disappeared immediately after leaving the table; having a

dread, no doubt, of the glaring light of a drawing-room.

Finding nothing further to interest my attention, I took my
departure as soon as coflFee had been served, leaving the port

and the thin, genteel, hot-pressed, octavo gentlemen masters

of the field.
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THE CLUB OF QUEER FELLOWS

I THINK it was but the very next evening that, in coming

out of Covent Garden Theater with my eccentric friend

Buckthome, he proposed to give me another peep at life and

character. Finding me willing for any research of the kind,

he took me through a variety of the narrow courts and lanes

about Covent Garden, until we stopped before a tavern from

which we heard the bursts of merriment of a jovial party.

There would be a loud peal of laughter, then an interval,

then another peal, as if a prime wag were telling a story.

After a little while there was a song, and at the close of each

stanzi^ a hearty roar and a vehement thumping on the table.

"This is the place," whispered Buckthome. "It is the

*Club of Queer Fellows.* A great resort of the small wits,

tnird-rate actors, and newspaper critics of the theaters. Any
one can go in on paying a shilling at the bur for the use of

the club."

"We entered, therefore, without ceremony, and took our

seats at a long table in a dusky comer of the room. The club

was assembled round a table, on which stood beverages of

various kinds, according to the taste of the individual. The
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members were a set of queer fellows indeed ; but what was
my surprise on recognizing in the prime wit of the meeting

the poor devil author whom I had remarked at the book-

sellers' dinner for his promising face and his complete taci-

turnity. Matters, however, were entirely changed with him.

There he was a mere cipher : here he was lord of the as-

cendant ; the choice spirit, the dominant genius. He sat at

the head of the table with his hat on, and an eye beaming
even more luminously than his nose. He had a quiz and a
filip for every one, and a good thing on every occasion.

Nothing could be said or done without eliciting a spark from
him ; and I solemnly declare I have heard much worse wit

even from noblemen. His jokes, it must be confessed, were
rather wet, but they suited the circle in which he presided.

The company were in that maudlin mood when a little wit

goes a great way. Every time he opened his lips there was
sure to be a roar, and sometimes before he had time to speak.

We were fortunate enough to enter in time for a glee

composed by him expressly for the club, and which he sang

with two boon companions, who would have been worthy
subjects for Hogarth's pencil. As they were each provided

with a written copy, I was enabled to procure the reading

of it.

Merrily, merrily push round the glass

And merrily troll the glee,

For he who won't drink till he wink is an ass,

So neighbor I drink to thee.

Merrily, merrily puddle thy nose,

Until it right rosy shall be

;

For a jolly red nose, I ^pcak under the rose,

Is a sign of good company.

r. 1' *;•
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We waited until the party broke up, and no one but the

wit remained. He sat at the table with his legs stretched

under it, and wide apart ; his hands in his breeches pockets

;

his head drooped upon his breast; and gazing with lack-

luster countenance on an empty tankard. His gayety was
gone, his fire completely quenched.
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My companion approached and startled him from his fit

of brown study, introducing himself on the strength of their

having dined together at the booksellers*.

"By the way,** said he, "it seems to me I have seen you
before; your face is surely the face of an old acquaintance,

though for the life of me I cannot tell where I have known
you."

"Very likely,** replied he with a smile: "many of my old

friends have forgotten me. Though, to tell the truth, my
memory in this instance is as bad as your own. If, how-
ever, it will assist your recollection in any way, my name is

Thomas Dribble, at your service.'*

"What, Tom Dribble, who was at old BircheU*s school in

Warwickshire?*'

"The same,** said the other, coolly.

"Why, then we are old schoolmates, though it*s no won-

der you don*t recollect me. I was your junior by several

years; don't you recollect Uttle Jack Buckthome?"

Here then ensued a scene of schoolfellow recognition;

and a world of talk about old school times and school pranks.

Mr. Dribble ended by observing, with a heavy sigh, "that

times were sadly changed since those days."

"Faith, Mr. Dribble," said I, "you seem quite a different

man here from what you were at dinner. I had no idea

that you had so much stuff in you. There you were all

silence; but here you absolutely keep the table in a roar."

"Ah, my dear sir," replied he, with a shake of the head

and a shrug of the shoulder, "I*m a mere glowworm. I

never shine by dayhght. Besides, it*s a hard thing for a

poor devil of an author to shine at the table of a rich book •

seller. Who do you think would laugh at anything I could

say, when I had some of the current wits of the day about

me? But here, though a poor devil, I am among still poorer

devils than myself; men who look up to me as a man of

letters and a bel esprit, and all my jokea pasa as sterling gold

from the mint.

"

"You surely do yourself injustice, sir,* aid I; "I have

i
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certainly heard more good things from you this evening than

from any of those health ©sprits by whom you appear to have
been so daunted."

"Ah, sir! but they have luck on their side; they are in

the fashion—there's nothing like being in fashion. A man
that has once got his character up for a wit is always sure

of a laugh, say what he may. He may utter as much non-

sense as he pleases, and all will pass current. No one stops

to question the coin of a rich man ; but a poor devil cannot

pass off either a joke or a guinea without its being examined

on both sides. Wit and coin are always doubted with a
threadbare coat.

"For my part,** continued he, giving his hat a twitch a
little more on one side, "for my part, I hate your fine din-

ners ; there's nothing, sir, Uke the freedom of a chop-house.

I'd rather, any time, have my steak and tankard among my
own set, than drink claret and eat venison with your cursed

civil, elegant company, who never laugh at a good joke from

a poor devil, for fear of its being vulgar. A good joke grows
in a wet soil ; it flourishes in low places, but withers on your

d—d high, dry grounds. I once kept high company, sir,

until I nearly ruined myself; I grew so dull, and vapid, and
genteel. Nothing saved me but being arrested by my land-

lady and thrown into prison ; where a course of catch-clubs,

eight-penny ale, and poor-devil company, manured my mind
and brought it back to itself again.'*

As it was now growing late we parted for the evening;

though I felt anxious to know more of this practical philos-

opher. I was glad, therefore, when Buckthorne proposed to

have another meeting to talk over old school times, and in-

quired his schoolmate's address. The latter seemed at first

a little shy of naming his lodgings ; but suddenly assuming

an air of hardihood—"Green Arbor Court, sir," exclaimed

he;. "numlK?r - in Green Arbor Court. You must know the

place. Classic ground, sir! classic ground! It was there

Goldsmith wrote his 'Vicar of Wakefield.' I always like to

live in literary haunts. ))
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I was amused with this whimsical apology for shabby-

quarters. On our way homeward Buckthorne assured me
that this Dribble had been the prime wit and great wag of

the school in their boyish day^, and one of those unlucky

urchins denominated bright geniuses. As he perceived me
curious respecting his old schoolmate, he promised to take

me with him in his proposed visit to Green Arbor Court.

A few mornings afterward he called upon me, and we set

forth on our expedition. He led me through a variety of

singular alleys, and courts, and blind passages; for he ap-

peared to be profoundly versed in all the intricate geography

of the metropolis. At length we came out upon Fleet

Market, and traversing it, turned up a narrow street to the

bottom of a long steep flight of stone steps, named Break-

neck Stairs. These, he told me, led up to Green Arbor
Court, and that down them poor Goldsmith might many a

time have risked his neck. When we entered the court, I

could not but smile to think in what out-of-the-way comers

genius produces her bantlings ! And the muses, those capri-

cious dames, who, forsooth, so often refuse to visit palaces,

and deny a single smile to votaries in splendid studies and
gilded drawing-rooms—what holes and burrows will they

frequent to lavish their favors on some ragged disciple

!

This Green Arbor Court I found to be a small square of

tall and miserable houses, the very intestines of which seemed

turned inside out, to judge from the old garments and frip-

pery that fluttered from every window. It appeared to be a
region of washerwomen, and lines were stretched about the

little square, on which clothes were dangling to dry. Just

as we entered the square, a scuffle took place between two
viragos about a disputed right to a washtub, and immediately

the whole community was in a hubbub. Heads in mob caps

popped out of every window, and such a clamor of tongues

ensued that I was fain to stop my ears. Every Amazon took

part with one or other of the disputants, and brandiHhed lun*

arms dripping with soapsuds, and fired away from her win-

dow as from the embrazure of a fortress; while the swarms
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of children nestled and cradled in every procreant chamber
of this hive, waking with the noise, set up their shrill pipes

to swell the general concert.

Poor Goldsmith ! what ? time must he have had of it, with

his quiet disposition and nervoup habits, penned up in this

den of noise and vulgarity. How strange that while every

sight and sound was sufficient to imbitter the heart and fill

it with misanthropy, his pen should be dropping the honey of

Hybla. Yet it is more than probable that he drew many of

his inimitable pictures of low life from the scenes which sur-

rounded him in this aboc e. The circumstance of Mrs. Tibbs

being obliged to wash h9r husband *s two shirts in a neigh-

bor's house, who refused to lend her washtub, may have
been no sport of fancy, but a fact passing under his own eye.

His landlady may have set for the picture ; and Beau Tibbs'

scanty wardrobe have been a facsimile of his own.

It was with some difficulty that we found our way to

Dribble's lodgings. They were up two pair of stairs, in a

room that looked upon the court, and when we entered he

was seated on the edge of his bed, writing at a broken table.

He received us, however, with a free, open, poor devil air

that was irresistible. It is true he did at first appear slightly

confused ; buttoned up his waistcoat a little higher and tucked

in a stray frill of linen. But he recollected himself in an

instant; gave a half swagger, half leer, as he stepped forth

to receive us; drew a th^'ee-legged^stool for Mr. Buckthorne;

[)ointed me to a lumbering old damtisk chair that looked like

a dethroned monarch in exile, and bade us welcome to his

garret.

We soon got engaged in conversation. Buckthorne and
he had much to say about early school scenew ; and as noth-

ing opens a man's heart more than recollections of the kind,

we soon drew from him a brief outline of his literary career.
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THE POOR DEVIL AUTHOR

I BEGAN life unluckily by being the wag and bright fellow

at school ; and I had the further misfortune of becoming the

great genius of my native village. My fatlier was a country

attoi ney, and intended that I should succeed him in business

;

but I had too much genius to study, and he was too fond of

my genius to force it into the traces. So I fell into bad com-

pany and took to bad habits. Do not mistake me. I mean
that I fell into the company of village literati and village

blues, and took to writing village poetry.

It was quite the fashion in the villr.ge to be literary. We
had a little knot of choice spirits who assembled frequently

together, formed ourselves into a Literary, Scientific and
Philosophical Society, and fancied ourselves the most learned

philos in existence. Every one had a great character as-

signed him, suggested by some casual habit or affectation.

One heavy fellow drank an enormous quantity of tea ; rolled

in his armchair, talked sententiously, pronounced dogmatic-

ally, and was consiiered a second Dr. Johnson; another,

who happened to be a curate, uttered coarse jokes, wrote dog-

gerel rhymes, and was the Swift of our association. Thus
we had also our Popes and Goldsmiths and Addisons, and a

blue-stocking lady, whose drawing-room we frequented, who
corresponded about nothing with all the world, and wrote

letters with the stiffness and formality of a printed book,

was cried up as another Mrs. Montagu. I was, by common
consent, the juvenile prodigy, the poetical youth, th(i great

goniuH, the pride and hope of the village, through whom it

was to become one day as celebrate<l as Stratford-on-Avon.

My father died and left me his blessing and his businesH.

His blessing brought n'' money into my pocket; and as to his
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business it soon deserted me : for I was busy writing poetry,

and could not attend to law; and my f'lients, though they

had great respect for my talents, had no faith in a poetical

attorney.

I lost my business, therefore, spent my money and fin-

ished my poem. It was the "Pleasures of Melancholy," and
was cried up to the skies by the whole circle. The "Pleas-

ures of Imagination," the "Pleasures of Hope," and the

"Pleasures of Memory," though each lied placed its author in

the first rank of poets, were blank prose in comparison. Our
Mrs. Montagu would cry over it from beginning to end. It

was pronounced by all the members of the Literary, Scien-

tific and Philosophical Society the greatest poem of the age,

and all anticipated the noise it would make in the great

world. There was not a doubt but the Lond\.>ii booksellers

would be mad after it, and the only fear of my friends was,

that I would make a sacrifice by selling it too cheap. Every
time they talked the matter over they increased the price.

They reckoned up the great sums given for the poems of cer-

tain popular writers, and determined that mine was worth

more than all put together, and ought to be paid for accord-

ingly. For my part, I was modest in my expectations, and
determined that I would be satisfied with a thousand guineas.

So I put my poem in my pocket and set off for London.

My journey was joyous. My heart was light as my
pursa, and my head full of anticipations of fame and fortune.

With what swelling pride did I cast my eyes upon o?.d Lon-

don from the hoights of Highgate. I was like a general

looking down upon a place he expects to conquer. The great

metropolis lay stretched before me, buried under a home-
made cloud of murky smoke, that wrapped it from the bright-

ness of a simny day, and formed for it a kind of artificial

V)ad woather. At the outskirts of the city, away to the west,

the smoke gradually decreased until all was clear and sunny,

jmd the view stretched uninterrui)ted to the blue line >i the

Kenti>»'i Hills.

My oye turned fondly to where the mighty cupola of St.
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Paul's swelled dimly through this misty chaos, and I pict-

ured to myself the solemn realm of learning that lies aliout

its base. How soon should the "Pleasures of Melancholy"

throw this world of booksv^llers and printers into a bustle of

business and delight! Hjw soon should I hoar my name
repeated by printers' devils throughout Pater Noster Row,
and Angel Court, and Ave Maria Lane, until Amen corner

should echo back the sound

!

Arrived in town, I repaired at once to the most fashion-

able publisher. Every new author patronizes him of course.

In fact, it had been determined in the village circle that he

should be the fortunate man. I cannot tell you how vain-

gloriously I walked the streets; my head was in the clouds.

I felt the airs of heaven playing about it, and fancied it

already encircled by a halo of Uterary glory. As I passed by
the windows of bookshops, I anticipated the timo when my
work would be shining among the hot-pressed wonders of the

day; and my face, scratched on copper, or cut in wood,

figuring in fellowship with those of Scott and Byron and
Moore.

When I applied at the publisher's house tliei'e was somo-

thvig in the loftiness of my air, and the dinginess of my
drt ^s, that struck the clerks with reverence. They doubtless

too« me for some person of consequence, probably a digger

of Greek roots, or a penetrator of pyramids. A proud man in

a dirty shirt is always an imposing character in the world of

letters; one must feel in llectually secure before he can

venture to dress shabbily ; lone but a great scholar or a great

genius dares to be dirt} so I was ushered at once to the

sanctum sanctorum of tlv high-priest of Minerva.

The publishing of bv ks is a very different aft'air nowa-
days from what it wn in the time of Bernard Lintot. I

found the publisher a fashionably-dressed man, in an elegant

drawing-room, furnished with sofas and portraits of cele-

brated authors, and cases of splendidly bound books. He
was writing letters at an elegant table. Tliis was transacting

business in style. The pla^o seemed suited to the magnifi-
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from the drawing-room ^vindow. I have been told since

that he considered mo either a madman or a fool. I leave

you to judge how much he was in the wrong in his opinion.

When I turned the corner my c 38t fell. I cooled down
in my pride and my expectations, and reduced my terms with

the next bookseller to whom I applied. I had no better sue

cess ; nor with a third ; nor with a fourth. I then desired the

booksellera to make an oflfer themselves; but the deuce an

offer would they make. They told me poetry was a mere
drug ; everybody wrote poetry ; the market was overstocked

with it. And then, they said, the title of my poem was not

taking: that pleasures of all kinds were worn threadbare;

nothing but horrors did nowadays, and even these were

almost worn out. Tales of pirates, robbers, and bloody

Turks might answer tijlerably well ; but then they must come
from some established well-known name, or the pubUc would

not look at them.

At last I offered to leave my poem with a bookseller to

read it and judge for himself. "Why, really, my dear Mr.

—a—a—I forget your name," said he, cutting an eye at my
rusty coat and shabby gaiters, "really, sir, we are so pressed

with business jubt now, and have so many manuscripts on

hand to read, that we have not time to look at any new pro-

duction, but if you can call again in a week or two, or say

the middle of next month, we may be able to look over your

writings and give you an answer. Don't forget, the month

after next—good morning, sir—happy to see you any time

you are passing this way"—so saying, he bowed me out

in the civilest way imaginable. In short, sir, iustejul of an

eager ^0lnl)otition to secure my poem I could not even get it

reatl ! In the meantime I was harassed by letters from my
friends, wanting to know wlien the work was to appear;

who was to be my publisher; but above all things warning

me not to let it go too cheap.

There was but one alternative left. I determined to pub-

lish the poem myself ; and to have my triumph over the book-

sellers, wlien it should become the fashion of the day. I
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accordingly published the "Pleasures of Melancholy*' and
ruined myself. Excepting the copies sent to the reviews, and
to my friends in the country, not one, I believe, ever left the

bookseller's warehouse. The printer's bill drained my purse,

and the only notice that was taken of my work was con-

tained in the advertisements paid for by myself.

I could have borne all this, and have attributed it as

usual to the mismanagement of the publisher, or the want of

taste ill the public ; and could have made the usual appeal to

posterity; but my village friends would not let me rest in

quiet. They were picturing me to themselves feasting with

the great, communing with the literary, and in the high

course of fortune and renown. Every httle while, sor ^ one

came to me with a letter of introduction from the village

circle, recommending him to my attentions, and requesting

that I would mai^e him known in society ; with a hint that

an introduction to the house of a celebrated literary noble-

man would be extremely agreeable.

I determined, therefore, to change my lodgings, tlrop my
correspondence, and disappear altogether from the vitw of

my village admirers. Besides, I was anxious to make one

more poetic attempt. I was by no means disheartened by
the failure of my first. My poem was evidently too didactic.

The public was wise enough. It no longer read for instruc-

tion. *'They want horrors, do they?" said I, "I 'faith then

they shall have enough of them." So I looked out for some
quiet retired place, where I might be out of reach of my
friends, and have leisure to cook up some delectable dish of

poetical *'hell-broth."

I had some difficulty in finding a place to my min^, when
chance threw me in the way of Canonbury Castle. It is an

ancient brick tower, hard by "merry Islington"; the remains

of a hunting-seat of Queen Elizabeth, where she took the

pleasures of the country, when the neighborhood was all

woodland. "What gave it particular interest in my eyes was
the circumstance that it had been the residence of a poet. It

was here Goldsmith resided when he wrote his "Deserted

M ' .V
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Village.** 1 waa shown the very apartment. It was a relic

of the original style of the castle, with paneled wainscots

and Gothic windows. I was pleased with its air of antiquity,

and with its having been the residence of poor Goldy.

*'Goldsmith was a pretty poet,*' said I to myself, "a very

pretty poet; though rather of the old school. He did not

think and feel so strongly as is the fashion nowadays ; but

had he lived in these times of hot hearts and hot heads ho

would have written quite differently.*'

In a few days I was quietly established in my new quar-

ters; my books all arranged, my writing desk placed by a

window looking out into the fields ; and I felt as snug as

Robinson Crusoe, when he had finished his bower. For

several days I enjoyed all the novelty of change and the

charms which grace a new lodgings before one has found

out their defects. I rambled about the fields where I fancied

Goldsmith had rambled. I explored merry IsUngton; ate

my solitary dinner at the Black Bull, which according to

tradition was a country seat of Sir Walter Raleigh, and

would sit and sip my wine and muse on old times, in a

quaint old room, where many a council had been held.

All this did very well for a few days : I was stimulated

by novelty; inspired by the associations awakened in my
mind by these curious haunts, and began to think I felt the

spirit of composition stirring within me ; but Sunday came,

and with it the whole city world, swarming about Canon-

bury Castle. I could not open my window but I was stunned

with shouts and noises from the cricket ground. The late

quiet road beneath my window was alive with the troad of

feet and clack of tongues; and to complete my misery, I

foimd that my quiet retreat was absolutely a "show house!'*

the tower and its contents being shown to strangers at six-

pence a head.

There was a perpetual tramping upstairs of citizens and

their families, to look about the country from tl:e top of the

tower, and to take a peep at the city through the telescope,

to try if they could discern their own chimneys. And then.
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in the midst of a vein of thought, or a moment of inspiration,

I was interrupted, and all my ideas put to flight, by my in-

tolerable landlady's tapping at the door, and asking me if I

would "jist please to let a lady and gentleman come in to take

a look at Mr. Goldsmith's room."

If you know anything of what an author's study is, and
what an author is himself, you must know that there was
no standing this. I put a positive interdict on my room's

being exhibited ; but then it was shown when I was absent,

and my papers put in confusion ; and on returning home one

day, I absolutely found a cursed tradesman and his daugh-

ters gaping over my manuscripts ; and my landlady in a panic

at my appearance. I tried to make out a little longer by tak-

ing the key in my pocket, but it would not do. I overheard

mine hostess one day telling some of her customers on the

stairs that the room was occupied by an author, who was
always in a tantrum if interrupted ; and I immediately per-

ceived, by a slight noise at the door, that they were peeping

at me through the keyhole. By the head of Apollo, but this

was quite too much ! with all my eagerness for fame, and
my ambition of the stare of the million, I had no idea of be-

ing exhibited by retail, at sixpence a head, and that through

a keyhole. So I bade adieu to Canonbury Castle, merry Is-

lington, and the haunts of poor Goldsmith, without having

advanced a single line in my labors.

My next quarters were at a small whitewashed cottage,

which stands not far from Hempstead, just on the brow of a

hill, looking over Chalk Farm, and Cambden Town, remark-

able for the rival houses of Mother Red Cap and Mother
Black Cap; and so across CrackskuU Common to the distant

city.

The cottage is in nowise remarkable in itself ; but I re-

garded it with reverence, for it had been the asylum of a

persecuted author. Hither poor Steele had retreated and
lain perdue when persecuted by creditors and bailiffs ; those

immemorial plagues of authors and free-spirited gentlemen

;

and here he had written many numbers of the "Spectator."
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It was from hence, too, that he had dispatched those Uttle

notes to his lady, so full of affection and whimsicality; in

which the fond husband, the careless gentleman, and the

shifting spendthrift, were so oddly blended. I thought, iis

I first eyed the window of his apartment, that I could sit

within it and write volumes.

No such thing! It was haymaking season, and, as ill

luck would have it, immediately opposite the cottage was a

httle alehouse with the sign of the load of hay. "Whether it

was there in Steele's time or not I cannot say ; but it set all

attempt at conception or inspiration at defiance. It was the

resort of all the Irish haymakers who mow the broad fields

in the neighborhood ; and of drovers and teamsters who travel

that road. Here would they gather in the endless smnmer
twilight, or by the light of the harvest moon, and sit roimd

a table at the door; and tipple, and laugh, and quarrel, and
fight, and sing drowsy songs, and dawdle away the hours

until the deep solemn notes of St. Paul's clock would warn
the varlets home.

In the daytime I was still less able to write. It was broad

summer. The hajnnakers were at work in the fields, and the

perfume of the new-mown hay brought with it the recollec-

tion of my native fields. So instead of remaining in my
room to write, I went wandering about Primrose Hill and
Hempstead Heights and Shepherd's Field, and all those Ar-

cadian scenes so celebrated by London bards. I cannot tell

you how many delicious hours I have passed lying on the

cocks of new-mown hay, on the pleasant slopes of some of

those hills, inhaling the fragrance of the fields, while the

summer fly buzzed about me, or the grasshopper leaped into

my bosom; and how I have gazed with half-shut eye upon

the smoky mass of London, and listened to the distant sound

of its population, and pitied the poor sons of earth, toiling in

its bowels, like gnomes in "the dark gold mine."

People may say what they please about Cockney pas-

torals: but, after all, there is a vast deal of rural beauty

about the western vicinity of London ; and any one that has
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looked down upon the valley of "West End, with its soft bosom
of green pasturage, lying open to the south, and dotted with

cattle; the steeple of Hempstead rising among rich groves on
the brow of the hill, and the learned height of HaiTow in the

distance ; will confess that never has he seen a more abso-

lutely rural landscape in the vicinity of a great metropolis.

Still, however, I found myself not a whit the better off

for my frequent change of lodgings ; and I began to discover

that in Hterature, as in trade, the old proverb holds good, "a
rolling stone gathers no moss.'*

The tranquil beauty of the country played the very ven-

geance with me. I could not mount my fancy into the ter-

magant vein. I could not conceive, amid the smiHng land-

scape, a scene of blood and murder; and the smug citizens in

breeches and gaiters put all ideas of heroes and bandits out

of my brain. I could think of nothing but dulcet subjects.

"The pleasures of spring"—"the pleasures of solitude"—"the

pleasures of tranquillity"
—"the pleasures of sentiment"

—

nothing but pleasures ; and I had the painful experience of

"the pleasures of melancholy" too strongly in my recollection

to be beguiled by them.

Chance at length befriended me. I had frequently in my
ramblings loitered about Hempstead Hill ; which is a kind of

Parnassus of the metropolis. At such times I occasionally

took my dinner at Jack Straw's Castle. It is a country inn

so named. The very spot where that notorious rebel and his

followers held their council of war. It is a favorite resort of

citizens when rurally inclined, as it commands fine fresh air

and a good view of the city.

I sat one day in the public room of this inn, ruminating

over a beefsteak and a pint of port, when my imagination

kindled up with ancient and heroic images. I had long

wanted a theme and a hero; both suddenly broke upon my
mind ; I determined to write a poem on the history of Jack
Straw. I was so full of my subject that I was fearful of be-

ing anticipated. I wondered that none of the poets of the

day, in their researches after ruffian heroes, had ever thought

^• >.
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of Jack Straw. I went to work pell-mell, blotted several

sheets of paper with choice floating thoughts, and battles,

and descriptions, to be ready at a moment's warning. In a

few days' time I sketched out the skeleton of my poem, and

nothing was wanting but to give it flesh and blood. I used

to take my manuscript and stroll about Caen Wood, and read

aloud ; and would dine at the castle, by way of keeping up
the vein of thought.

I was taking a meal there, one day, at a rather late hour,

in the public room. There was no other company but one

man, who sat enjoying his pint of port at a window, and

noticing the passers-by. He was dressed in a green shooting

coat. His countenance was strongly marked. He had a

hooked nose, a romantic eye, excepting that it had some-

thing of a squint ; and altogether, as I thought, a poetical

style of head. I was quite taken with the man, for you must
know I am a little of a physiognomist : I set him down at

once for either a poet or a philosopher.

As I like to make new acquaintances, considering every

man a volume of human nature, I soon fell into conversation

with the stranger, who, I was pleased to find, was by no

means difficult of access. After I had dined, I joined him
at the window, and we became so sociable that I proposed

a bottle of wine together; to which he most cheerfully as-

sented.

I was too full of my poem to keep long quiet on the sub-

ject, and began to talk about the origin of the tavern, and

the history of Jack Straw. I found my new acquaintance

to be perfectly at home on the topic, and to jump exactly

with my humor in every iespect. I became elevated by the

wine and the conversation. In the fullness of an author's

feeliugs, I told him of my projected poem, and repeated some
passages ; and he was in raptures. He was evidently of a

strong poetical turn.

"Sir," said he, filling my glass at the same time, "our

poets don't look at home. I don't see why we need go out

of old England for robbers and rebels to write about. I like
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your Jack Straw, sir. He's a home-made hero. I like him,

sir. I Hke him exceedingly. He's EngUsh to the backbone,

damme. Give me honest old England, after all ; them's my
sentiments, sir!"

*'I honor your sentiments," cried I zealously. "Thej'' are

exactly my own. An English ruffian for poetry is as good

a ruffian for poetry as any in Italy or Germany, or the Archi-

pelago; but it is hard to make our poets think so."
"*More shame for them!" replied the man in green. *'What

a plague would they have? "What have we to do with their

Archipelagos of Italy and Germany? Haven't we heaths

and commons and highways on our own little island? Ay,
and stout fellows to pad the hoof over them too? Come, sir,

my service to you— 1 agree with you perfectly."

"Poets in old times had right notions on this subject,"

continued I; "witness the fine old ballads about Robin Hood,

Allen A'Dale, and other stanch blades of yore."

"Right, sir, right," interrupted he. "Robin Hood! He
was the lad to cry stand! to a man, and never flinch."

"Ah, sir," said I, "they had famous bands of robbers in

the good old times. Those were glorious poetical days. The
merry crew of Sherwood Forest, who led such a roving pict-

uresque life, *under the greenwood tree. ' I have often wished

to visit their haunts, and tread the scenes of the exploits of

Friar Tuck, the Clym of the Clough, and Sir "William

of Cloudeshe."

"Nay, sir," said the gentleman in green, "we have had
several very pretty gangs since their day. Those gallant

dogs that kept about the great heaths in the neighborhood of

London; about Bagshot, and Hounslow, and Black Heath,

for instance—come, sir, my service to you. You don't

drink."

"I suppose," said I, emptying my glass
—"I suppose you

have heard of the famous Turpin, who was born in this very

village of Hempstead, and who used to lurk with his gang; in

Epping Forest, about a hundred years since?"

"Have I?" cried he—"to be sure I have! A hearty old

iX- w
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old

blade that ; sound as pitch. Old Turpentine I—as we used to

call him. A famous fine fellow, sir."

"Well, sir," continued I, "I have visited Waltham Ab-

bey, and Chinkford Church, merely from the stories I heard

when a boy of his exploits there, and I have searched Ep-

ping Forest for the cavern where he used to conceal himself.

You must know," added I, "that I am a sort of amateur of

highwaymen. They were dashing, daring fellows ; the last

apologies that we had for the knight-errants of yore. Ah,
sir! the country has been sinking gradually into tameness

and commonplace. We are losing the old English spirit.

The bold knights of the past have all dwindled down into

lurking footpads and sneaking pickpockets. There's no such

thing as a dashing gentleman-like robbery committed nowa-
days on the king's highway. A man may roll from one end

of England to the other in a drowsy coach or jingling post-

chaise without any other adventure than that Xtt. being occa-

sionally overturned, sleeping in damp sheets, or having an
ill-cooked dinner.

"We hear no more of public coaches being stopped and
robbed by a well-mounted gang of resolute fellows with pis-

tols in their hands and crapes over their faces. What a

pretty poetical incident was it, for example, in domestic life,

for a family carriage, on its way to a country seat, to be at-

tacked about dusk ; the old gentleman eased of his purse and
watch, the ladies of their necklaces and ear-rings, by a po-

litely-spoken highwayman on a blood mare, who afterward

leaped the hedge and galloped across the country, to the ad-

miration of Miss Carolina the daughter, who would write

a long and romantic account of the adventure to her friend

Miss Juliana in town. Ah, sir! we meet with nothing of

such incidents nowadays."
"That, sir"—said my companion, taking advantage of a

pause, when I stopped to recover breath and to take a glass

of wine, which he had just poured out—"that, sir, craving

your pardon, is not owing to any want of old English pluck.

It is the effect of this cursed system of banking. People do
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not travel with bags of gold as they did formerly. They
have post notes and drafts on bankers. To rob a coach is

like catching a crow ; where you have nothing but carrion

flesh and feathers for your pains. But a coach in old times,

sir, was as rich as a Spanish galleon. It turned out the yel-

low boj's bravely ; and a private carriage was a cool hundred
or two at least."

I cannot express how much I was delighted with the sal-

lies of my new acquaintance. He told me that he often fre-

quented the castle, and would be glad to know more of me

;

and I promised myself many a pleasant afternoon with him,

when I should read him my poem, as it proceeded, and bene-

fit by his remarks ; for it was evident he had the true poetical

feeling.

"Come, sir!" said he, pushing the bottle ; "damme. Hike
you !—You're a man after my own heart. I'm cursed slow

in making n«w acquaintances in general. One must stand

on the reserve, you know. But when I meet with a man of

your kidney, damme, my heart jumps at once to him. Them's
my sentiments, sir. Come, sir, here's Jack Straw's health!

I presume one can drink it nowadays without treason!'*

"With all my heart," said I gayly, "and Dick Turpin's

into the bargain!"

"Ah, sir," said the man in green, "those are the kind of

men for poetry. The Newgate calendar, sir ! The Newgate
calendar is your only reading! There's the place to look for

bold deeds and dashing fellows."

We were so much pleased with each other that we sat

until a late hour. I insisted on paying the bill, for both my
purse and my heart were full ; and I agreed that he should

pay the score at our next meeting. As the coaches had all

gone that run between Hempstead and London, he had to re-

turn on foot. He was so delighted with the idea of my poem
that he could talk of nothing else. He made me repeat such

passages as I could remember, and though I did it in a very

mangled manner, having a wretched memory, yet he was in

raptures.

: « .
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Every now and then he would break out with some scrap

which he would misquote most terribly, but would rub his

hands and exclaim, "By Jupiter, that's fine! that's noble!

Damme, sir, if I can conceive how you hit upon such

ideas!"

I must confess I did not always relish his misquotations,

which sometimes made absolute nonsense of the passages

;

but what author stands upon trifles when he is praised?

Never had I sj»ent a more delightful evening. I did not

perceive how the time flew. I could not bear to separate,

but continued walking on, arm-in-arm with him, past my
lodgings, through Cambden Town, and across CrackskuU

Common, talking the whole way about my poem.

When we were half-way across the common he interrupted

me in the midst of a quotation by telling me that this had
been a famous place for footpads, and was still occasionally

infested by them ; and that a man had recently been shot

there in attempting to defend himself.

*'The more fool he!" cried I. "A man is an idiot to risk

life, or even limb, to save a paltry purse of money. It's

quite a different case from that of a duel, where one's honor

is concerned. For my part," added I, *'I should never think

of making resistance against one of those desperadoes."

"Say you so?" cried my friend in green, turning suddenly

upon me, and putting a pistol to my breast, "why, then have

at you, my lad!—come, disburse! empty! unsack!'*

In a word, I found that the muse had played me another

of her tricks, and had betrayed me into the hands of a foot-

pad. There was no time to parley ; he made me turn my
pockets inside out; and hearing the sound of distant foot-

steps, he made one fell swoop upon purse, watch, and all,

gave me a thwack over my unlucky pate that laid me sprawl-

ing on the ground, and scampered away with his booty.

I saw no more of my friend in green until a year or two
afterward ; when I caught a sight of his poetical countenance

among a crew of scapegraces, heavily ironed, who were on

the way for transportation. He recognized me at once, tipped
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me an impudent wink, and asked me how I came on with the

history of Jack Straw's castle.

The catastrophe at Crackskull Common put an end to my
summer's campaign. I was cured of my poetical enthusiasm

for rebels, robbers, and highwaymen. I was put out of con-

ceit of my subject, and, what was worse, I was lightened of

my purse, in which wtis almost every farthing I had in the

world. So I abandoned Sir Richard Steele's cottage in de-

spair, and crept into less celebrated, though no less poetical

and airy loilgings in a garret in town.

I see you are growing weary, so I will not detain you

with any more of my luckless attempts to get astride of Pe-

gasus. Still I could not consent to give up the trial and
abandon those dreams of renown in which 1 had indulged.

How should I ever be able to look the literary circle of my
native village in the face if I were so completely to falsify

their predictions. For some time longer, therefore, I con-

tinued to write for fame, and of course was the most mis-

erable dog in existence, besides being in continual risk of

starvation.

I have many a time strolled sorrowfully along, with a sad

heart and an empty stomach, about five o'clock, and looked

wistfully down the areas in the w^est end of the town; and
seen through the kitchen windows the fires gleaming, and
the joints of meat turning on the spits and dripping with
gravy ; and the cook maids beating up puddings, or trussing

turkeys, and have felt for the moment that if I could but

have the run of one of those kitchens, Apollo and the muses
might have the hungry heights of Parnassus for me. Oh,
sir ! talk of meditations among the tombs—they are nothing

so melancholy as the meditations of a poor devil without

penny in pouch, along a line of kitchen windows toward
dinner-time.

At length, when almost reduced to famine and despair,

the idea all at once entered my head that perhaps I was not

so clever a fellow as the village and myself had supposed.

It was the salvation of me. The moment the idea popped
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into my brain it brought conviction and comfort with it. I

awoke as from a dream. I K**ve up immortal famo to tlioao

wL j could live on air; took to writing for more bn^ad, and
have ever since led a very tolerable life of it, Thorcj is no

man of letters so much at his ease, sir, as ho that hjis no
character to gain or lose. I had Uy train myself to it a little,

however, and to clip my wings short at first, or thoy would
have carried me up into poetiy in spite of myself. So I de-

tennined to begin by the opposite extreme, and abandoning

the higher regions of the craft, I came plump down to the

lowest, and turned creeper.

"Creeper," interrupted I, "and pray what is that?" Oh,

sir 1 I see you are ignorant of the language of the craft ; a

creeper is one who furnishes the newspapers with paragraphs

at so much a line ; one that goes about in quest of misfort-

unes; attends the Bow Street office, the courts of justice, and

every other den of mischief and iniquity. We are paid at

the rate of a penny a line, and as we can sell the same para-

graph to almost every paper, we sometimes pick up a very

decent day's work. Now and then the muse is unkind, or

the day uncommonly quiet, and then we rather starve ; and
sometimes the unconscionable editors will clip our paragraphs

when thej"" are a little too rhetorical, and snip off twopence or

threepence at a go. I have many a time had my pot of por-

ter snipped off of my dinner in this way ; and have had to

dine with dry lips. However, I cannot complain. I rose

gradually in the lower ranks of the craft, and am now, I

think, in the most comforta,ble region of literature.

"And pray," said I, "what may you be at present?"

"At present," tinid he, "I am a regular job writer, and
turn my hand to anything. I work up the writings of others

at so much a sheet; turn off translations; write second-rate

articles to fill up reviews and magazines ; compile travels and

voyages, and furnish theatrical criticisms for the newspapers.

All this authorship, you perceive, is anonymous ; it gives no

reputation, except among the trade, where I am considered

an author of all work, and am always sure of employ. That's
* * *10 Vol. II.
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the only reputation I want. I sleep soundly, without dread

of duns or critics, and leave immortal fame to those that

choose to fret and fight about it. Take my word for it, the

only happy author in this world is he who is below the care

of reputation.'
»>

The preceding anecdotes of Buckthome's early school-

mate, and a variety of peculiarities which I had remarked in

himself, gave me a strong curiosity to know something of

his own history. There was a dash of careless good humor
about him that pleased me exceedingly, and at times a whim-
sical tinge of melancholy ran through his humor that gave it

an additional relish. He had evidently been a little chilled

and buffeted by fortune, without being soured thereby, as

some fruits become mellower and sweeter from having been

bruised or frostbitten. He smiled when I expressed my de-

sire. "I have no great story,'* said he, "to relate. A mere
tissue of errors and follies. But, such as it is, you shall have

one epoch of it, by which you may judge of the rest." And
so, without any further prelude, he gave me the following

anecdotes of his early adventures.

BUCKTHORNE, OR THE YOUNG MAN
OF GREAT EXPECTATIONS

I WAS bom to very little property, but to great expecta-

tions; which is perhaps one of the most xmlucky fortunes that

a man can be bom to. My father was a country gentleman,

the last of a very ancient and honorable but decayed family,

and resided in an old hunting lodge in "Warwickshire. He
was a keen sportsman and lived to the extent of his moderate

income, so that I had little to expect from that quarter; but

then I had a rich uncle by the mother's side, a penurious,

accumulating curmudgeon, who it was confidently expected

would make md his heir; because he was an old bachelor; be-

). f V
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cause I was named after him, and because he hated all the

world except myself.

He was, in fact, an inveterate hater, a raiser even ^~i mis-

anthropy, and hoarded up a grudge as he did a guinea. Thus,

though my mother was an only sister, he had never forgiven

her marriage with my father, against whom he had a cold,

still, immovable pique, which had lain at the bottom of his

heart, like a stone in a well, ever since they had been school-

boys together. My mother, however, considered me as the

intermediate being that was to bring everything again into

harmony, for she looked upon me as a prodigy—God bless

her ! My heart overflows whenever I recall her tenderness

:

she was the most excellent, the most indulgent of motliers.

1 was her only child ; it was a pity she had no more, for she

had fondness of heart enough to have spoiled a dozen

!

I was sent, at an early age, to a public school, sorely

against my mother's wishes, but my father insisted that it

was the only way to make boys hardy. The school was kept

by a conscientious prig of the ancient system, who did his

duty by the boys intrusted to his care ; that is to say, we
were flogged soundly when we did not get our lessons. We
were put into classes and thus flogged on in droves along the

highways of knowledge, in much the same manner as cattle

are driven to market, where those that are heavy in gait or

short in leg have to suffer for the superior alertness or longer

limbs of their companions.

For my part, I confess it with shame, I was an incorrigi-

ble laggard. I have always had the poetical feeling, that is

to say, I have always been an idle fellow and prone to play

the vagabond. I used to get awa;y from my books and school

whenever I could, and ramble about the fields. I was sur-

rounded by seductions for such a temperament. The school-

house was an old-fashioned whitewashed mansion of wood
and plaster, standing on the skirts of a beautiful village.

Close by it was the venerable church with a tall Gothic spire.

Before it spread a lovely green valley, with a Uttle stream

glistening along through willow groves ; while a line of blue
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hills that bounded the landscape gave rise to many a summer
day dream as to the fairyland that lay beyond. In spite of

all the scourgings I suffered at that school to make me love

my book, I cannot but look back upon the place with fond-

ness. Indeed, I considered this frequent flagellation as the

common lot of humanity, and the regular mode in which

scholars were made. My kind mother used to lament over

my details of the sore trials I underwent in the cause of learn-

ing ; but my father turned a deaf ear to her expostulations.

He had been flogged through school himself, and swore there

was no other way of making a man of parts ; though, let me
speak it with all due reverence, my father was but an indif-

ferent illustration of his own theory, for he was considered a

grievous blockhead.

My poetical temperament evinced itself at a very early

period. The village church was attended every Sunday by
a neighboring squire—^the lord of the manor, whose park

stretched quite to the village, and whose spacious country

seat seemed to take the church under its protection. Indeed,

you would have thought the church had been consecrated to

him instead of to the Deity. The parish clerk bowed low

before him, and the vergers humbled themselves into the

dust in his presence. He always entered a little late and
with some stir, striking his cane emphatically on the ground

;

swaying* his hat in his hand, and looking loftily to the right

and left, as ho walked slowly up the aisle, and the parson,

who always ate his Sunday dinner with him, never com-

menced service until he appeared. He sat with his family

in a large pew gorgeously lined, humbling himself devoutly

on velvet cushions, and reading lessons of meekness and low-

liness of spirit out of splendid gold and morocco prayer-books.

Whenever the parson spoke of the difficulty of a rich man's
entering the kingdom of heaven, the eyes of the congrega-

tion would turn toward the "grand pew,'* and I thought the

squire seemed pleased with the application.

The pomp of this pew and the aristocratical air of the

family struck my imagination wonderfully, and I fell des-
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perately in love with a little daughter of the squire's about

twelve years of age. This freak of fancy made me more
truant from my studies than ever. I used to stroll about the

squire's park, and would lurk near the house, to catch ghmpees
of this little damsel at the windows, or playing about the

lawns, or walking out with her governess.

I had not enterprise or impudence enough to venture from

my concealment ; indeed, I felt like an arrant poacher, until

I read one or two of Ovid's Metamorphoses, when I pictured

myself as some sylvan deity, and she a coy wood nymph of

whom I was in pursuit. There is something extremely deh-

cious in these early awakenings of the tender passion. I can

feel, even at this moment, the thrilUng of my boyish bosom,

whenever by chance I caught a glimpse of her white frock

fluttering among the shrubbery. I now began to read poetry.

I carried about in my bosom a volume of Waller, which I

had purloined from my mother's library; and I applied to my
little fair one all the compliments lavished upon Sacharissa.

At length I danced with her at a school-ball. I was so

awkward a booby that I dared scarcely speak to her; I was
filled with awe and embarrassment in her presence; but I

was so inspired that my poetical temperament for the first

time broke out in verse ; and I fabricated some glowing lines,

in which I berhymed the Uttle lady under the favorite name
of Sacharissa. 1 slipped the verses, trembUng and blushing,

into her hand the next Sunday as she came out of church.

The little prude handed them to her mam Jia ; the mamma
handed them to the squire ; the squire, who had no soul for

poetry, sent them in dudgeon to the schoolmaster; and the

schoolmaster, with a barbarity worthy of the dark ages, gave

me a sound and peculiarly hiuniUating flogging for thus

trespassing upon Parnassus.

This was a sad outset for a votary of the muse. It ought

to have cured me of my passion for poetry ; but it only con-

firmed it, for I felt the spirit of a martyr rising ^vithin me.

What was as well, perhaps, it cured me of my passion for

the young lady; for I felt bo indignant at the ignominious
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horsing I had incurred in celebrating her charms that I could

not hold up my head in church.

Fortunately for my wounded sensibility, the midsummer
holydays came on, and I returned home. My mother, as

usual, inquired into all my school concerns, my little pleas-

ures, and cares, and sorrows ; for boyhood has its share of

the one as well as of the others. I told her all, and she was
indignant at the treatment I had experienced. She fired up
at the arrogance of the squire, and the prudery of the daugh-

ter; and as to the schoolmaster, she wondered where was the

use of having schoolmasters, and why boys could not remain

at home and be educated by tutors, under the eye of their

mothers. She asked to see the verses I had written, and she

was delighted with them; for to confess the truth, she had

a pretty taste in poetry. She even showed them to the par-

son's wife, who protested they were charming, and the

parson's three daughters insisted on each having a c^py

of them.

All this was exceedingly balsamic, and I was still more
consoled and encouraged when the young ladies, who were

the blue-stockings of the neighborhood, and had read Dr.

Johnson's lives quite through, assured my mother that great

geniuses never studied, but were always idle ; upon which I

began to surmise that I was myself something out of the

common run. My father, however, was of a very different

opinion, for when my mother, in the pride of her heart,

showed him my copy of verses, he threw them out of the

window, asking her **if she meant to make a balladlnonger

of the boy." But he was a careless, common-thinking man,

and I cannot say that I ever loved him much; my mother

absorbed all my filial affection.

I used occasionally, during holydays, to be sent on short

visits to the uncle who was lo make me his heir ; they thought

it would keep me in his mind, and render him fond of me.

He was a withered, anxious looking old fellow, and lived in

a desolate old country seat, which he suffered to go to ruin

from absolute niggardliness. He kept but one man-servant,
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who had lived, or rather starved, with him for years. No
woman was allowed to sleep in the house. A daughter of

the old servant lived by the gate, in what had been a porter's

lodge, and was permitted to come into the house about an
hour each day, to make the beds, and cook a morsel of pro-

visions.

The park that surrounded the house was all run wild; the

trees grown out of shape; the fish-ponds stagnant; the urns

and statues fallen from their pedestals and buried among the

rank grass. The hares and pheasants were so little molested,

except by poachers, that they bred in great abundance, and
spoiled about the rough lawns and weedy avenues. To
guard the premises and frighten ofif robbers, of whom he

was somewhat apprehensive, and visitors, whom he held in

almost equal awe, my uncle kept two or three bloodhoxmds,

who were always prowling round the house, and were the

dread of the neighboring peasantry. They were gaunt and
half-starved, seemed ready to devour one from mere hunger,

and were an effectual check on any stranger's approach to

this wizard castle.

Such was my uncle's house, which I used to visit now
and then during the holydays. I was, as I have before said,

the old man's favorite; that is to say, he did not hate me so

much as he did the rest of the world. I had been apprised

of his character, and cautioned to cultivate his good-will ; but

I was too young and careless to be a courtier ; and indeed

have never been sufficiently studious of my interests to let

them govern my feelings. However, we seemed to jog on

very well together; and as my visits cost him almost noth-

ing, they did not seem to be very unwelcome. I brought

with me my gun and fishing-rod, and half supplied the table

from the park and the fish-ponds.

Our meals were solitary and unsocial. My uncle rarely

spoke ; he pointed for whatever he wanted, and the servant

perfectly understood him. Indeed, his man John, or Iron

John, as he was called in the neighborhood, was a counter-

part of his master. He was a tall, bony old fellow, with a
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dry wig that seemed made of cow's tail, and a face as tough

as though it had been made of bull's hide. He was generally

clad in a long, patched livery coat, taken out of the ward-

robe of the house ; and which bagged loosely about him, hav-

ing evidently belonged to some corpulent predecessor, in the

more plenteous days of the mansion. From long habits of

taciturnity, the hinges of his jaws seemed to have grown ab-

solutely rusty, and it cost him as much effort to set them
ajar, and to let out a tolerable sentence, as it would have done

to set open the iron gates of the park and let out the family

carriage that was dropping to pieces in the coach-house.

I cannot say, however, but that I was for some time

amused with my uncle's peculiarities. Even the very deso-

lateness of the estabUshment had something in it that hit my
fancy. When the weather was fine I used to amuse myself,

in a solitary way, by rambling about the park, and coursing

like a colt across its lawns. The hares and pheasants seemed
to stare with surprise, to see a human being walking these

forbidden grounds by dayUght. Sometimes I amused myself

by jerking stones, or shooting at birds with a bow and ar-

rows; for to have used a gun would have been treason.

Now and then my path was crossed by a little red-headed,

ragged-tailed urchin, the son of the woman at the lodge, who
ran wild about the premises. I tried to draw him into famil-

iarity, and to make a companion of him ; but he seemed to

have imbibed the strange, imsocial character of everything

around him; and always kept aloof; so I considered him as

another Orson, and amused myself with shooting at him
with my bow and arrows, and he would hold up his breeches

with one hand, and scamper away like a deer.

There was something in all this loneliness and wildness

strangely pleasing to me. The great stables, empty and
weather-broken, with the names of favorite horses over the

vacant stalls; the windows bricked and boarded up; the

broken roofs, garrisoned by rooks and jackdaws; all had a

singularly forlorn appearance : one would have concluded the

house to be totally uninhabited, were it not for a httle thread

^:.i^.
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of blue smoke which now and then curled up hke a cork-

screw from the center of one of the wide chimneys when my
uncle's starveling meal was cooking.

My uncle's room was in a remote corner of the building,

strongly secured and generally locked. I was never admitted

into this stronghold, where the old man would remain for the

greater part of the time, drawn up like a veteran spider in

the citadel of his web. The rest of the mansion, however,

was open to me, and I sauntered about it unconstrained.

The damp and rain which beat in through the broken win-

dows crumbled the paper from the walls; mouldered the

pictures, and gradually destroyed the furniture. I loved to

rove about the wide, waste chambers in bad weather, and
listen to the howling of the wind, and the banging about of

the doors and window-shutters. I pleased myself with the

idea how completely, when I came to the estate, I would

renovate all things, and make the old building ring with

merriment, till it was astonished at its own jocundity.

The chamber which I occupied on these visits was the

same that had been my mother's when a girl. There was
still the toilet-table of her own adorning; the landscapes of

her own drawing. She had never seen it since her marriage,

but would often ask me if everything was still the same. All

was just the same; for I loved that chamber on her account,

and had taken pains to put everything in order, and to mend
all the flaws in the windows with my own hands. I antici-

pated the time when I should once more welcome her to the

house of her fathers, and restore her to this little nestling-

place of her childhood.

At length my evil genius, or, what perhaps is the same
thing, the muse, inspired me with the notion of rhyming
again. My uncle, who never went to church, used on Sun-

days to read chapters out of the Bible ; and Iron John, the

woman from the lodge, and myself, were his congregation.

It seemed to be all one to him what he read, so long as it

was something from the Bible : sometimes, therefore, it would

be the Song of Solomon ; and this withered anatomy would

'I
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read about being "stayed with flagons and comforted with

apples, for he was sick of love.
'

' Sometimes he would hobble,

with spectacle on nose, through whole chapters of hard He-
brew names in Deuteronomy; at which the poor woman
would sigh and groan as if wonderfully moved. His favor-

ite book, however, was "The Pilgrim's Progress"; and when
he came to that part which treats of Doubting Castle and
Giant Despair, I thought invariably of him and his desolate

old country seat. So much did the idea amuse me that I

took to scribbling about it under the trees in the park ; and

in a few days had made some progress in a poem, in which

I had given a description of the place, under the name
of Doubting Castle, and personified my uncle as Giant

Despair.

I lost my poem somewhere about the house, and I soon

suspected that my uncle had found it; as he harshly inti-

mated to me that I could return home, and that I need not

come and see him again until he should send for me.

Just about this time my mother died.—I cannot dwell

upon the circumstance; my heart, careless and wayworn as

it is, gushes with the recollection. Her death was an event

that perhaps gave a turn to all my after fortunes. With her

died all that made home attractive, for my father was harsh,

as I have before said, and had never treated me with kind-

ness. Not that he exerted any unusual severity toward me,

but it was his way. I do not complain of him. In fact, I

have never been much of a complaining disposition. I seem
born to be buffeted by friends and fortune, and nature has

made me a careless endurer of buflfetings.

I now, however, began to grow very impatient of remain-

ing at school, to be flogged for things that 1 did not like. I

longed for variety, especially now that I had not my uncle's

to resort to, by way of diversifying the dullness of school

with the dreariness of his country seat. I was now turned

of sixteen ; tall for my age, and full of idle fancies. I had a

roving, inextinguishable desire to see different kinds of life,

and different orders of society; and this vagrant humor had
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been fostered in me by Tom Dribble, the prime wag and
great genius of the school, who had all the rambling pro-

pensities of a poet.

I used to sit at my desk in the school, on a fine summer's
day, and instead of studying the book which lay open before

me, my eye was gazing through the window on the green

fields and blue hills. How I envied the happy groups seated

on the tops of stage-coaches, chatting, and joking, and laugh-

ing, as they were whirled by the schoolhouse, on their way
to the metropolis. Even the wagoners, trudging along be-

side their ponderous teams, and traversing the kingdom,

from one end to the other, were objects of envy to me. I

fancied to myself what adventuies they must experience,

and what odd scenes of life they must witness. All this was,

doubtless, the poetical temperament working within me, and
tempting me forth into a world of its own creation, which I

mistook for the world of real life.

While my mother lived, this strong propensity to rove

was counteracted by the stronger attractions of home, and

by the powerful ties of affection which drew me to her side

;

but now that she was gone, the attractions had ceased, the

ties were severed. I had no longer an anchorage ground for

my heart ; but was at the mercy of every vagrant impulse.

Nothing but the narrow allowance on which my father kept

me, and the consequent penury of my purse, prevented me
from mounting the top of a stage-coach and launching myself

adrift on the great ocean of life.

Just about this time the village was agitated for a day or

two by the passing through of several caravans, containing

wild beasts, and other spectacles for a great fair annually

held at a neighboring town.

I had never seen a fair of any consequence, and my curi-

osity was powerfully awakened by this bustle of preparation.

I gazed with respect and w onder at the vagrant personages

who accompanied these caravans. I loitered about the vil-

lage inn, listening with curiosity and delight to the slang

talk and cant jokes of the showmen and their followers; and

1.
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I felt an eager desire to witness this fair, which my fancy

decked out as something wonderfully fine.

A holyday afternoon presented, when I could be absent

from the school from noon until evening. A wagon was
going from the village to the fair. I could not resist the

temptation, nor the eloquence of Tom Dribble, who was a

truant to the very heart's core. We hired seats, and set off

full of boyish expectation. I promised myself that I would
but take a peep at the land of promise, and hasten back again

before my absence should be noticed.

Heavens ! how happy I was on arriving at the fair ! How
I was enchanted with the world of fun and pageantry aroimd

me ! The humors of Punch ; the feats of the equestrians

;

the magical tricks of the conjurers! But what principally

caught my attention was—an itinerant theater; where a

tragedy, pantomime, and farce were all acted in the course

of half an hour, and more of the dramatis personse murdered
than at either Drury Lane or Covent Garden in a whole
evening. I have since seen many a play performed by the

best actors in the world, but never have I derived half the

delight from any that I did from this fin?t representation.

There was a ferocious tyrant in a skull cap hke an in-

verted porringer, and a dress of red baize, magnificently em-
broidered with gilt leather ; with his face so bewhiskered and
his eyebrows so knit and expanded with burned cork that he

made my heart quake within me as he stamped about the lit-

tle stage. I was enraptured too with the surpassing beauty

of a distressed damsel, in faded pink silk, and dirty white

muslin, whom he held in cruel captivity by way of gaining

her affections; and who wept and wrung her hands and
flourished a ragged pocket-handkerchief from the top of an
impregnable tower, of the size of a band-box.

Even after I had come out from the play, I could not tear

myself from the vicinity of tTie theater ; but lingered, gazing,

and wondering, and laughing at the dramatis personse, as

they performed their antics, or danced upon a stage in front

of the booth, to decoy a new set of spectators.

v^,
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I was so bewildered by the scene, and so lost in the crowd
of sensations that kept swarming upon me, that I was like

one entranced. I lost my companion Tom Dribble, in a
tumult and scuffle that took place near one of the shows, but

I was too much occupied in mind to think long about him.

I strolled about until dark, when the fair was lighted up, and
a new scene of magic opened upon me. The illiunination of

the tents and booths ; the brilliant effect of the stages deco-

rated with lamps, with dramatic groups flaunting about them
in gaudy dresses, contrasted splendidly with the surrounding

darkness ; while the uproar of drums, trumpets, fiddles, haut-

boys, and cymbals, mingled with the harangues of the show-

men, the .queaking of Punch, and the shouts and laughter

of the crowd, all imited to complete my giddy distraction.

Time flew without my perceiving it. When I came to

myself and thought of the school, I hastened to return. I

inquired for the wagon in which I had come : it had been

gone for hours. I asked the time : it was almost midnight

!

A sudden quaking seized me. How was I to get back to

school? I was too weary to make the journey on foot, and I

knew not where to apply for a conveyance. Even if I should

find one, could I venture to disturb the schoolhouse long

after midnight? to arouse that sleeping lion, the usher, in

the very midst of his night's rest? The idea was too dreadful

for a delinquent schoolboy. All the horrors of return rushed

upon me—my absence must long before this have been re-

marked—and absent for a whole night!—a deed of darkness

not easily to ^ye expiated. The rod of the pedagogue budded
forth into tenfold terrors before my affrighted fancy. I

pictured to myself pimishment and humiliation in every

variety of form; and my heart sickened at the picture.

Alas! how often are the petty ills of boyhood as painful to

our tender natures as are the sterner evils of manhood to

our robuster minds.

I wandered about among the booths, and I might have

derived a lesson from my actual feelings, how much the

charms of this world depend upon ourselves ; for I no longer
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saw anything gay [or delightful in the revelry around me.

At length I lay down, wearied and perplexed, behind one of

the large tents, and covering myself with the margin of the

tent cloth, to keep off the night chill, I soon fell asleep.

I had not slept long, when I was awakened by the noise

of merriment within an adjoining booth. It was the itiner-

ant t'eater, rudely constructed of boards and canvas. I

peeped through an aperture, and saw the whole dramatis

personsB, tragedy, comedy, pantomime, all refreshing them-

selves after the final dismissal of their auditors. They were

merry and gamesome, and made their flimsy theater ring

with their laughter. I was astonished to see the tragedy

tyrant in red baize and fierce whiskers, who had made my
heart quake as he strutted about the boards, now trans-

formed into a fat, good-humored fellow ; the beaming [por-

ringer laid aside from his brow, and his jolly face washed
from all the terroi*s of burned cork. I was delighted, too, to

see the distressed damsel in faded silk and dirty muslin, who
had trembled under his tyranny and afflicted me so much
by her sorrows, now seated familiarly on his knee and
quaffing from the same tankard. Harlequin lay asleep on

one of the benches; and monks, satyrs and vestal virgins

were grouped together, laughing outrageously at a broad

story, told by an unhappy count who had been barbarously

murdered in the tragedy.

This was, indeed, novelty to me. It was a peep into

another planet. I gazed and listened with intense curiosity

and enjoyment. They had a thousand odd stories and jokes

about the events of the day, and burlesque descriptions and
mimickings of the spectators who had been admiring them.

Their conversation was full of allusions to their adventures

at different places where they had exhibited ; the characters

they had met with in different villages ; and the ludicrous

difficulties in which they had occasionally been involved.

All past cares and troubles were now turned by these thought-

less beings into matter of merriment ; and made to contribute

to the gayety of the moment. They had been moving from
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fair to fair about the kingdom, and were the next morning
to set out on their way to London.

My resolution was taken. I crept from my nest, and
scrambled through a hedge into a neighboring field, where I

went to work to make a tatterdemalion of myself. I tore my
clothes; soiled them with dirt; begrimed my face and hands;
and, crawHng near one of the booths, purloined an old hat,

and left my new one in its place. It was an honest theft,

and I hope may not hereafter rise up in judgment against me.
I now ventured to the scene of merrymaking, and, pre-

senting myself before the dramatic corps, offered myself as

a volunteer. I felt terribly agitated and abashed, for
* 'never

before stood I in such a presence." I had addressed myself

to the manager of the company. He was a fat man dressed

in dirty white ; with a red sash fringed with tinsel swathed

round his body. His face was smeared with paint, and a

majestic plume towered from an old spangled black bonnet.

He was the Jupiter tonans of this Olympus, and was sur-

rounded by the inferior gods and goddesses of his court. He
sat on the end of a bench, by a table, with one arm akimbo
and the other extended to the handle of a tankard, which he

had slowly set down from his Ups, as he surveyed me from

head to foot. It was a moment of awful scrutiny, and I fan-

cied the groups around all watching us in silent suspense,

and waiting for the imperial nod.

He questioned me as to who I was ; what were my quali-

fications ; and what terms I expected. I passed myself off

for a discharged servant from a gentleman's family ; and as,

happily, one does not require a special recommendation to get

admitted into bad company, the questions on that head were

easily satisfied. As to my accomplishments, I would spout a

little poetry, and knew several scenes of plays, which I had
learned at school exhibitions. I could dance , that was
enough; no further questions were asked me as to accom-

plishments; it was the very thing they wanted; and, as I

asked no wages, but merely meat and drink, and safe con-

duct about the world, a bargain was struck in a moment.
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Behold me, therefore, transformed of a sudden, from a

gentleman student to a dancing buffoon; for such, in fact,

waH the character in which I made my debut. I was one of

those who formed the groups in the dramas, and were prin-

cipally employed on the stage in front of the booth, to attract

company. I was equipped as a satyr, in a dress of drab frieze

that fitted to my shape ; with a great laughing mask, orna-

mented with huge ears and short horns. I was pleased with

the disguise, because it kept me from the danger of being

discovered, while we were in that part of the country ; and,

as I had merely to dance and make antics, the character

was favorable to a debutant, being almost on a par with

Simon Snug's part of the Lion, which required nothing but

roaring.

I cannot tell you how happy I was at this sudden change

in my situation. I felt no degradation, for I had seen too

little of society to be thoughtful about the differences of rank

;

and a boy of sixteen is seldom ari&tocratical. I had given

up no friend; for there seemed to be no one in the world ^ jat

cared for me, now my poor mother was dead. I had given

up no pleasure, for my pleasure was to ramble about and in-

dulge the flow of a poetical imagination, and I now enjoyed

it in perfection. There is no life so truly poetical as that of

a dancing buffoon.

It may be said that all this argued groveling inclinations.

I do not think so ; not that I mean to vindicate myself in any
great degree ; I know too well what a whimsical compound
I am. But in this instance I was seduced by no love of low

company, nor disposition to indulge in low vices. I have

always despised the brutally vulgar; and I have always had

a disgust at vice, whether in high or low life. I was gov-

erned merely by a sudden and thoughtless impulse. I had
no idea of resorting to this profession as a mode of life ; or of

attaching myself to these people, as my future class of so-

ciety. I thought merely of a temporary gratification of my
curiosity, and an indulgence of my humors. I had already a

strong relish for the peculiarities of character and the vari-

'::^»"
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eties of uituation, and I have always bet^n fond of the comedy
of life, and desirous of seeing it through all its shifting

scenes.

In mingling, therefore, among mountebanks and buffoons

I was protected by the very vivacity of imagination which had

led me among them. I moved '^.bout enveloped, as it were,

in a protecting delusion which my fancy spread around me.

I assimilated to these people only as they struck me poeti-

cally ; their whimsical ways and a certain picturesqueness in

their mode of life entertained me ; but I was neither amused
nor coiTupted by their vices. In short, I mingled among
them, as Prince Hal did among his graceless associates,

merely to gratify my humor.

I did not investigate my motives in this manner at the

time, for I was too careless and thoughtless to reason about

the matter ; but I do so now, when I look back with trem-

bling to think of the ordeal to which I unthinkingly exposed

myself, and the manner in which I passed through it.

Nothing, I am convinced, but the poetical temperament, that

hurried me into the scrape, brought me out of it without my
becoming an arrant vagabond.

Full of the enjoyment of the moment, giddy with the

wildness of animal spirits, so rapturous in a boy, I capered,

I danced, I played a thousand fantastic tricks about the stage,

in the villages in which we exhibited ; and I was universally

pronounced the most agreeable monster that had ever been

seen in those parts. My disappearance from school had
awakened my father's anxiety ; for I one day heard a de-

scription of myself cried before the very booth in which 1

was exhibiting; with the offer of a reward for any intelli-

gence of me. I had no great scruple about letting my father

suffer a little uneasiness on my account ; it would pimish him
for past indifference, and would make him value me the

more when he found me again. I have wondered that some
of my comrades did not recognize in me the stray sheep that

was cried; but they were all, no doubt occupied by their

own concerns. They were all laboring seriously in their
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antic vooations, for folly was a mere trade with most of

them, and they often grinned and cajwred with heavy hearts.

With me, on the contrary, it was all real. I acted con

ainore^Riid rattled and laughed from the irrepressihle gayety

of my spirits. It is true that, now and then, I started and
Ux)ked grave on receiving a sudden thwack from the wooden
sword of Harle(iuin, in the course of my gambols; as it

brought to mind the birch of my schoolmaster. But I soon

got accustomed to it; and bore all the cuffing, and kicking,

and tumbling about that form the practical wit of your

itinerant pantomime, with a good humor that made me a

prodigious favorite.

The country campaign of the troupe was soon at an end

and we set oflf for the metrojKjlis, to perform at the fairs

which are held in its vicinity. The greater part of our the-

atrical proj)erty was sent on direct, to be in a state of prepara-

tion for the oj^ning of the fairs ; while a detachment of the

company traveled slowly on, foraging among the villages.

I was amused with the desultory, haphazard kind of life we
led ; here to-day, and gone to-morrow. Sometimes reveling

in ale-houses ; sometimes feasting under hedges in the green

fields. When audiences were crowded and business profi.table,

we fareil well, and when otherwise we fared scantily, and con-

soled ourselves with anticipations of the next day's success.

At length the increasing frequency of coaches hurrying

past us, covered with passengers ; the increasing number of

carriages, carts, wagons, gigs, droves of cattle and flocks of

sheep, all thronging the road ; the snug country boxes with

trim flower gardens twelve feet square, and their trees twelve

feet high, all powdered with dust ; and the innumerable sem-

inaries for young ladies and gentlemen, situated along the

road, for the benefit of country air and rural retirement : all

these insignia announced that the mighty London was at

hand. The hurry, and the crowd, and the bustle, and the

noise, and the dust, increased as we proceeded, until I saw
the great cloud ci s^^ioke hanging in the air, like a canopy

of state, over this queen of cities.
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In this way, then, did I enter the metropolis : a strolling

vagabond ; on the top of a caravan with a crew of vagabonds

about me; but I was fis happy as a prince, for, like Prince

Hal, I felt myself superior to my situation, and knew that I

could at any time cast it off and emerge into my proper

sphere.

How my eyes sparkled as we passed Hyde Park comer,

and I saw splendid equipages rolling by, with powdered

footmen behind, in rich liveries, and fine nosegays, and gold-

headed canes ; and with lovely women within, so sumptuously

dressed and so surpae ^ngly fair. I was always extremely

sensible to female beauty : and here I saw it in all its fascina-

tion; for, whatever may be said of "beauty unadorned,"

there is something almost awful in female loveliness decked

out in jeweled state. The swan-Uke neck encircled with

diamonds, the raven locks clustered with pearls, the ruby

glowing on the snowy bosom, are objects that I could ne^er

contemplate without emotion; and a dazzling white aim
clasped with bracelets, and taper transparent fingers laden

with sparkling rings, are to me irresistible. My very eyes

ached as I gazed at the high and courtly beauty that passed

before me. It surpassed all that my imagination had con-

ceived of the sex. I shrunk, for a moment, into shame at

the company in which I was placed, and repined at the vast

distance that seemed to intervene between me and these

magnificent beings.

I forbear to give a detail of the happy life which I led

about the skirts of the metropolis, playing at the various

fairs held there during the latter part of spring and the be-

ginning of summer. This continual change from place to

place, and scene to scene, fed my imagination with novelties,

and kept my spirits in a perpetual state of excitement.

As I was tall of my age I aspired at one time to play

heroes in tragedy ; but after two or three trials I was pro-

nounced by the manager totally unfit for the line ; and our

first tragic actress, who was a large woman, and held a small

hero in abhorrence, confirmed his decision.
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The fact is, I had attempted to give point to language

which had no point, and nature to scenes which had no
nature. They said I did not fill out my characters; and
they were right. Tie characters had all been prepared for

a different sort of man. Our tragedy hero was round,

robustious fellow, with an amazing voice ; who stamped and
slapped his breast until his wig shook again; and who roared

and bellowed out his bombast, until every phrase swelled

upon the ear like the sound of a kettle-drum. I might as

well have attempted to fill out his clothes as his characters.

"When we had a dialogue together, I was nothing before him,

with my slender voice and discriminating manner. I might

as well have attempted to parry a cudgel with a small sword.

If he found me in any way gaining ground upon him, he

would take refuge in his mighty voice, and throw his tones

Hke peals of thunder at me, until they were drowned in the

still louder thunders of applause from the audience.

To tell the truth, I suspect that I was not shown fair

play, and that there was management at the bottom; for

without vanity, I think I was a better actor than he. As I

had not embarked in the vagabond line through ambition, I

did not repine at lack of preferment; but I was grieved to

find that a vagrant life was not without its cares and anxi-

eties, and that jealousies, intrigues, and mad ambition were

to be found even among vagabonds.

Indeed, as I became more familiar with my situation, and
thb .lelusions of fancy began to fade away, I discovered that

my associates were not the happy careless creatures I had at

first imagined them. They were jealous of each other's

talents; they quarreled about parts, the same as the actors

on the grand theaters; they quarreled about dresses; and
there was one robe of yellow silk, trimmed with red, and a

head-dress of three rumpled ostrich feathers, which were

continually setting the ladies of the company by the ears.

Even those who had attained the highest honors were not

more happy than the rest ; for Mr. Flimsey himself, our first

tragedian, and apparently a jovial, good-humored fellow,
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confessed to me one day, in the fullness of his heart, that he

was a miserable man. He had a brother-in-law, a relative

by marriage, though not by blood, who was manager of a

theater in a small country town. And this same brother

(*'a little more than kin, but less than kind'*) looked down
uixm him, and treated him with contumely, because forsooth

he was but a strolling player. I tried to console him with

the thoughts of the vast applause he daily received, but it

was all in vain. He declared that it gave him no delight,

and that he should never be a happy man until the name of

Flimsey rivaled the name of Crimp.

How little do those before the scenes know of what passes

behind; how little can they judge, from the countenances of

actors, of what is passing in their hearts. I have known two
lovers quarrel Hke cats behind the scenes, who were, the

moment after, to fly into each other's embraces. And I

have dreaded, when our Belvidera was to take her farewell

kiss of her Jaffier, lost she should bite a piece out of his

cheek. Our tragedian was a rough joker ofif the stage; our

prime clown the most peevish mortal living. The latter used

to go about snapping and snarUng, with a broad laugh

painted on his countenance ; and I can assure you that, what-

ever may be said of the gravity of a monkey, or the melan-

choly of a gibed cat, there is no more melancholy creature i: i

existence than a mountebank off duty.

The only thing in which all parties agreed was to back-

bite the manager, and cabal against his regulations. This,

however, I have since discovered to be a common trait of

human nature, and to take place in all communities. It

would seem to be the main business of man to repice at gov-

ernment. In all situations of life into which I have looked,

I have found mankind divided into two grand parties : those

who ride and those who are ridden. The great struggle

of life seems to be which shall keep in the saddle. This,

it appears to me, is the fundamental principle of poUtics,

whether in great or little life. However, I do not mean to

moralize; but one cannot always sink the philosopher.

r.
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Well, then, to return to myself. It was determined, as

I said, that I was not fit for tragedy, and, unluckily, as my
study was bad, having a very poor memory, I was pro-

nounced unfit for comedy also : besides, the line of young
gentleman was already engrossed by an actor with whom I

could not pretend to enter into competition, he having filled

it for almost half a century. I came down again therefore

to pantomime. In consequence, however, of the good offices

of the manager's lady, who had taken a liking to me, I was
promoted from the part of the satyr to that of the lover ; and
with my face patched and painted, a huge cravat of paper,

a steeple-crowned hat, and danghng, long-skirted, sky-blue

coat, was metamorphosed into the lover of Columbine. My
part did not call for much of the tender and sentimental. I

had merely to pursue the fugitive fair one; to have a door

now and then slammed in my face; to run my head occa-

sionally against a post ; to tumble and roll about with Panta-

loon and the clown ; and to endure the hearty thwacks of

Hai-lequin's wooden sword.

As ill luck would have it, my poetical temperament began
to ferment within me, and to work out new troubles. The
inflammatory air of a great metropolis added to the rural

scenes in which the fairs were held; such as Greenwich
Park; Epping Forest; and the lovely vaUey of West End,
had a powerful effect upon me. While in Greenwich Park
I was witness to the old holyday games of running down
hill; and kissing in the ring; and then the firmament of

blooming faces and blue eyes that would be turned toward

me as I was playing antics on the stage ; all these set my
young blood, and my poetical vein, in full flow. In short, I

played my character to the life, and became desperately en-

amored of Colmnbine. She was a trim, well-made, tempt-

ing girl, with a roguish, dimpling face, and fine chestnut

hair clustering all about it. The moment I got fairly smit-

ten, there was an end to all playing. I was such a creature

of fancy and feeling that I could not put on a pretended,

when I was powerfully affected by a real emotion. I could
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not sport with a fiction that came so near to the fact. I be-

came too natural in my acting to succeed. And then, what
a situation for a lover! I was a mere stripling, and she

played with my passion ; for girls soon grow more adroit

and knowing in these matters than your awkward young-

sters. "What agonies had I to suffer. Every time that she

danced in front of the booth and made such liberal displays

of her charms, I was in torment. To complete my misery,

I had a real rival in Harlequin ; an active, vigorous, knowing
varlet of six-and-twenty. What had a raw, inexperienced

youngster like me to hope from such a competition?

I had still, however, some advantages in my favor. In

spite of my change of life, I retained that indescribable some-

thing which always distinguishes the gentleman ; that some-

thing which dwells in a man's air and deportment, and not

in his clothes ; and which it is as difficult for a gentleman to

put off as for a vulgar fellow to put on. The con^pany gen-

erally felt it, and used to call me little gentlemai -yack. The
girl felt it too; and in spite of her predilection for my pow-

erful rival, she liked to flirt with me. This only aggravated

my troubles, by increasing my passion and awakening the

jealousy of her party-colored lover.

Alas! think what I suffered at being obliged to keep up
an ineffectual chase after my Columbine through whole pan-

tomimes ; to see her carried off in the vigorous arms of the

happy Harlequin; and to be obliged, instead of snatching

her from him, to tumble sprawling with Pantaloon and the

clown ; and bear the infernal and degrading thwacks of my
rival's weapon of lath ; which, may Heaven confound him

!

(excuse my passion) the villain laid on with a malicious good-

will; nay, I could absolutely hear him chuckle and laugh

beneath his accursed mask.—I beg pardon for growing a

little warm in my narration. I wish to be cool, but these

recollections will sometimes agitate me. I have heard and
read of many desperate and deplorable situations of lovers;

but none, I think, in which true love was ever exposed to so

severe and peculiar a trial.

^i
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This could not last long. Flesh and blood, at least such

flesh and blood as mine, could not bear it. I had repeated

heart-burnings and quarrels with my rival, in which he

treated me with the mortifying forbearance of a man toward

a child. Had he quarreled outright with me, I could have

stomached it; at least I should have known what part to

take ; but to be hiunored and treated as a child in tho pres-

ence of my mistress, when I felt all the bantam spirit of a
little man swelling within me—gods, it was insufferable

!

At length we were exhibiting one day at "West End fair,

which was at that time a very fashionable resort, and often

beleaguered by gay equipages from town. Among the spec-

tators that filled the front row of our little canvas theater

one afternoon, when I had to figure in a pantomime, was a
party of young ladies from a boarding-gchool, with their

governess. Guess my confusion when, in the midst of my
antics, I beheld among the nimiber my quondam flame ; her

whom I had berhymed at school; her for whose charms I

had smarted so severely ; the cruel Sacharissa ! What was
worse, I fancied she recollected me ; and was repeating the

story of my humiliating flagellation, for I saw her whisper-

ing her companions and her governess. I lost all conscious-

ness of the part I was acting, and of the place where I was.

I felt shrunk to nothing, and could have crept into a rat

hole—imluckily, none was open to receive me. Before I

could recover from my confusion, I was tumbled over by

Pantaloon and the clown; and I felt the swor^. of Harlequin

making vigorous assaults, in a manner most degrading to

my dignity.

Heaven and earth ! was I again to suffer martyrdom in

this ignominious manner, in the knowledge, and even before

the very eyes of this most beautiful, but most disdainful of

fair ones? All my long-smothered wrath broke out at once;

the dormant feelings of the gentleman arose within me;
stung to the quick by intolerable mortification, I sprang on

my feet in an instant; leaped upon Harlequin like a young
tiger; tore off his mask; buffeted him in the face, and soon
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shed more blood on the stage than had been spilt upon it

during a whole tragic campaign of battles and murders.

As soon as Harlequin recovered from his surprise he re-

turned my assault with interest. I was nothirg in his hands.

I was game to be sure, for I was a gentleman; but he had
the clownish advantages of bone and muscle. I felt as if I

could have fought even unto the death ; and I was likely to

do so; for he was, according to the vulgar phrase, *'putting

my head into Chancery," when the gentle Columbine flew to

my assistance. God bless the women; they are always on

the side of the weak and the oppressed.

The battle now became general ; the dramatis personse

ranged on either side. The manager interfered in vain. In

vain were his spangled black bonnet and towering white

feathers seen v/hiskdng about, and nodding, and bobbing, in

the thickest of the fight. Warriors, ladies, priests, satyrs,

kings, queens, gods and goddesses, all joined pell-mell in the

fray. Never, since the conflict under the walls of Troy,

had there been such a chance-medley warfare of combatants,

human and divine. The audience applauded, the ladies

shrieked and fled from the theater, and a scene of discord

ensued that baffles all description.
^

Nothing but the interference of the peace officers restored

some degree of order. The havoc, however, that had been

made among dresses and decorations put an end to all further

acting for that day. The battle over, the next thing was to

inquire why it was begun ; a common question among poli-

ticians, after a bloody and unprofitable war; and one not

always easy to be answered. It was soon traced to me, and
my unaccountable transport of passion, which they could only

attribute to my having run amuck. The manager was
judge and jury, and plaintiff into the bargain, and in such

cases justice is always speedily administered. He came out

of the fight as sublime a wreck as the Santissima Trinidada.

His gallant plumes, which once towered aloft, were drooping

about his ears. His robe of state hung in ribbons from his

back and but ill concealed the ravages he had suflfered in the
* * *17 Vol. II.
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rear. He had received kicks and cuffs from all sides, during

the tumult; for every one took the opportimity of slyly grati-

fying some lurking gradge on his fat carcass. He was a

discreet man, and did not choose to declare war with all his

company ; so he swore all those kicks and cuffs had heen

given by me, and I let him enjoy the opinion. Some wounds
he bore, however, which were the incontestable traces of a

woman's warfare. His sleek rosy cheek was scored by trick-

ling furrows, which were ascribed to the nails of my intrepid

and devoted Columbine. The ire of the monarch was not to

be appeased. He had suffered in his person, and he had
suffered in his purse ; his dignity too had been insulted, and
that went for something ; for dignity is always more irascible

the more petty the potentate. He wreaked his wrath upon
the beginners of the affray, and Columbine and myself were

discharged, at once, from the company.

Figure me, then, to yourself, a stripling of little more
than sixteen ; a gentleman by birth ; a vagabond by trade

;

turned adrift upon the world ; making the best of my way
through the crowd of West End fair; my mountebank dress

fluttering in rags about me ; the weeping Coliunbine hanging

upon my arm, in splendid but tattered finery ; the tears cours-

ing one by one down her face ; carrying off the red paint in

torrents, and literally "preying upon her damask cheek.'*

The crowd made way for us as we passed and hooted in

our rear. I felt the ridicule of my situation, but had too

much gallantry to desert this fair one, who had sacrificed

everything for me. Having wandered through the fair, we
emerged, like another Adam and^ Eve, into unknown regions,

and "had the world before us where to choose." Never was
a more disconsolat>e pair seen in the soft valley of West End.

The luckless Columbine cast back many a lingering look at

the fair, which seemed to put on a more than usual bplendor;

its tents, and booths, and party-colored groups, all brighten-

ing in the sunshine, and gleaming among the trees; and its

gay flags and streamers playing and fluttering in the light

summer airs. With a heavy sigh she would lean on my arm
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and proceed. I had no hope or consolation to give her ; but

she had linked herself to my fortunes, and she was too much
of a woman to desert me.

Pensive and silent, then, we traversed the beautiful nelds

that lie behind Hempstead, and wandered on, until the fid

die, and the hautboy, and the shout, and the laugh, were swal-

lowed up in the deep sound of the big bass drum, and even

that died away into a distant rumble. We passed along the

pleasant sequestered walk of Nightingale Lane. For a pair

of lovers what scene could be more propitious?—But such

a pair of lovers! Not a nightingale sang to soothe us: the

"^oiT gypsies who were encamped there during the fair made
no offer to tell the fortunes of such an ill-omened couple,

whose fortunes, I suppose, they thought too legibly written

to need an interpreter; and the gypsy children crawled into

their cabins and peeped out fearfully at us as we went by.

For a moment I paused, and was almost tempted to turn

gypsy, but the poetical feeling for the present was fully sat-

isfied, and I passed on. Thus we traveled, and traveled, like

a prince and princess in nursery chronicle, until we had
traversed a part of Hempstead Heath and arrived in the

vicinity of Jack Straw's castle.

Here, wearied and dispirited, we seated ourselves on the

margin of the hill, hard by the very milestone where Whit-

tington of yore heard the Bow bells ring out the presage of

his future greatness. Alas! no bell rung in invitation to us,

as we looked disconsolately upon the distant city. Old Lon-

don seemed to wrap itself up imsociably in its mantle of

brown smoke, and to offer no encouragement to such a couple

of tatterdemalions.

For once, at least, the usual course of the pantomime was
reversed. Harlequin was jilted, and the lover had carried

off Columbine in good earnest. But what was I to do with

her? I had never contemplated such a dilemma; and I now
felt that even a fortunate lover may be embarrassed by his

good fortune. I really knew not what was to become of me;
for I had still the boyish fear of returning home ; standing in

It
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awe of the stem temper of my father, and dreading the ready

arm of the pedagogue. And even if I were to venture home,

what was I to do with Columbine? I could not take her in

my hand, and throw myself on my knees, and crave his for*

giveness and his blessing according to dramatic usage. The
very dogs would have chased such a draggle-tailed beauty

from the grounds.

In the midst of my doleful dmnps, some one tapped me
on the shoulder, and looking up I saw a couple of rough
sturdy fellows standing behind me. Not knowing what to

expect I jumped on my legs, and was preparing again to

make battle; but I was tripped up and secured in a twinkling.

"Come, come, yoimg master," said one of the fellows in

a gruff but good humored tone, "don*t let's have any of your

tantrums ; one would have thought you had had swing enough
for this bout. Come, it's high time to leave off harlequinad-

ing, and go home to your father."

In fact, I had a couple of Bow Street officers hold of me.

The cruel Sacharissa had proclaimed who I was, and that a
reward had been offered throughout the country for any tid-

ings of me ; and they had seen a description of me which had
been forwarded to the police office in town. Those harpies,

there "ore, for the mere sake of filthy lucre, were resolved to

deliver me over into the hands of my father and the clutches

of my pedagogue.

It was in vain that I swore I would not leave my faithful

and affiicted Columbine. It was in vain that I tore myself

from their grasp and flew to ber; and vowed to protect her;

and wiped the tears from her cheek, and with them a whole

blush that might have vied with the carnation for brilliancy.

My persecutors were inflexible ; they even seemed to exult in

our distress; and to enjoy this theatrical display of dirt, and

finery, and tribulation. I was carried off in despair, leaving

my Coliunbine destitute in the wide world ; but many a look

of agony did I cast back at her, as she stood gazing piteously

after me from the brink of Hempstead Hill; so forlorn, so

fine, so ragged, so bedraggled, yet so beautiful.

>(,'-%
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Thus ended my first peep into the world. I returned

home, rich in good-for-nothing experience, and dreading the

reward I was to receive for my improvement. My reception,

however, was quite different from what I had expected. My
father had a spice of the devil in him, and did not seem to

like me the worse for my freak, which he termed **sowing

my wild oats." He happened to have several of his sporting

friends to dine with him the very day of my return; they

made me tell some of my adventures, and laughed heartily

at them. One old fellow, with an outrageously red nose,

took to me hugely. I heard him whisper to my father that

I was a lad of mettle, and might make something clever; to

which my father replied that ''I had good points, but was
an ill-broken whelp, and required a great deal of the whip.'*

Perhaps this very conversation raised me a little in his esteem,

for I found the red-nosed old gentleman was a veteran fox-

hunter of the neighborhood, for whose opinion my father

had vast deference. Indeed, I believe he would have par-

doned anything in me more recidily than poetry ; which he

called a cursed, sneaking, puling, housekeeping employment,

the bane of all true manhood. He swore it was unworthy of

a youngster of my expectations, who was one day to have so

great an estate, and would be able to keep horses and hounds

and hire poets to write songs for him into the bargain.

I had now satisfied, for a time, my roving propensity. I

had exhausted the poetical feeling. I had been heartily

buffeted out of my love for theatrical display. I felt hu-

miliated by my exposure, and was willing to hide my head

anywhere for a season ; so that I might be out of the way of

the ridicule of the world; for I found folks not altogether so

indulgent abroad as they were at my father's table. I could

not stay at home ; the house was intolerably doleful now that

my mother was no longer there to cherish me. Everything

aroimd spoke mournfully of her. The little flower-garden in

which she delighted was all in disorder and overrun with

weeds. I attempted, for a day or two, to arrange it, but my
heart grew heavier and heavier as I labored. Every little

i»3
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broken-down flower that I had seen her rear so tenderly

seemed to plead in mute eloquence to my feelings. There
was a favorite honeysuckle which I had seen her often train-

ing with assiduity, and had heard her say it should be the

pride of her garden. I found it groveling along the ground,

tangled and wild, and twining round every worthless weed,

and it struck mo as an emblem of myself : a mere scatterling,

running to waste and uselessness. I could work no longer in

the garden.

My father sent me to pay a visit to my uncle, by way of

keeping the old gentleman in mind of me. I was received,

as usual, without any expression of discontent; which v/e al-

ways considered equivalent to a hearty welcome. Whether
he had ever heard of my strolling freak or not I could not

discover; he and his man were both so taciturn. I spent a

day or two roaming about the dreary mansion and neglected

park ; and felt at one time, I believe, a touch of poetry, for I

was tempted to drown myself in a fish-pond; I rebuked the

evil spirit, however, and it left me. I found the same red-

headed boy running wild about the park, but I felt in no

humor to hunt him at present. ^ On the contrary, I tiied to

coax him to me, and to make friends with him, but the young
savage was untamable.

When I returned from my uncle's I remained at home for

some time, for my father was disposed, he said, to make a

man of me. He took me out hunting with him, and I be-

came a great favorite of the red-nosetl squire, because I rode

at everything; never refused the boldest leap, and was al-

ways sure to be in at the death. I used often, however, to

offend my father at hunting dinners, by taking the wrong
side in politics. My father was amazingly ignorant—so ig-

norant, in fact, as not to know that he knew nothing. He
was stanch, however, to church and king, and full of old-

fashioned prejudices. Now, I had picked up a little knowl-

edge in politics and' religion during my rambles with the

strollers, and found myself capable of setting him right as to

many of his antiquated notions. I felt it my duty to do so;
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we were apt, therefore, to differ occasionally in the political

discussions that sometimes arose at these hunting dinners.

I was at that age when a man knows least and is most
vain of his knowledge ; and when he is extremely tenacious

in defending his opinion upon subjects about which he knows
nothing. My father was a hard man for any one to argue

with, for he never knew when he was refuted. I sometimes

posed him a little, but then he had one argument that always

settled the question ; he would threaten to knock me down.

I believe he at last grew tired of me, because I both out-

talked and outrode him. The red-nosed squire, too, got out

of conceit of me, because in the heat of the chnse I rode over

him one day as he and his horse lay sprawling in the dirt.

My father, therefore, thought it high time to send me to col-

lege; and accordingly to Trinity College at Oxford was I

sent.

I had lost my habits of study while at home ; and I was
not Ukely to find them again at college. I found that study

was not the fashion at college, and that a lad of spirit only

ate his terms ; and grew wise by dint of knife and fork. I

was always prone to follow the fashions of the company into

which I fell; so I threw by my books and became a man of

spirit. As my father made me a tolerable allowance, not-

withstanding the narrowness of his income, having an eye

always to my great expectations, I was enabled to appear to

advantage among my fellow-students. I cultivated all kinds

of sports and exercises. I was one of the most expert oars-

men that rowed on the Isis. I boxed and fenced. I was a

keen huntsman, and my chambers in college were always

decorated with whips of all kinds, spurs, foils, and boxing

gloves. A pair of leather breeches would seem to be throw-

ing one leg out of the half-open drawers, and empty bottles

lumbered the bottom of every closet.

I soon grew tired of this, and relapsed into my vein of

mere poetical indulgence. I was charmed with Oxford, for

it was full of poetry to me. I thought I should never grow
tired of wandering about its courts and cloisters, and visiting

^
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the different college halls. I used to love to g«t in places

surrounded hy the colleges, where all modem buildings were
screened from the sight ; and to walk about them in twilight,

and see the professors and students sweeping along in the

dusk in their caps and gowns. There was complete delusion

in the scene. It seemed to transport me among the edifices

and the people of old times. It was a great luxury, too, for

me to attend the evening service in the new college chapel,

and to hear the fine organ and the choir swelling an anthem
in that solenm building ; where painting and music and archi-

tecture seem to combine their grandest effects.

I became a loiterer, also, about the Bodleian library, and

a great dipper into books ; but too idle to follow any course

of study or vein of research. One of my favorite haunts was
the beautiful walk, bordered by lofty elms, along the Isis,

under the old gray walls of Magdalen College, which goes

by the name of Addison's "Walk ; and was his resort when a

student at the college. I used to take a volume of poetry in

my hand, and stroll up and down this walk for hours.

My father came to see me at college. He asked me how
I came on with my studies; and what kind of hunting there

was in the neighborhood. He examined my sporting ap-

paratus; wanted to know if any of the professors were fox-

hunters ; and whether they were generally good shots ; for

he suspected this reading so much was rather hurtful to the

sight. Such was the only person to whom I was responsible

for my improvement : is it matter of wonder, therefore, that

I became a confirmed idler?

I do not know how it is, but I cannot be idle long without

getting in love. I became deeply smitten with a shopkeep-

er's daughter in the high street ; who in fact was the admi-

ration of many of the students. I wrote several sonnets in

praise of her, and spent half of my pocket-money at the shop,

in buying articles which I did not want, that I might have

an opportunity of speaking to her. Her father, a severe-

looking old gentleman, with bright silver buckles and a crisp,

curled wig, kept a strict guard on her ; as the fathers gen-

• h i-
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erally do upon their daughters in Oxford; and well they

may. I tried to get into his good graces, and to be sociable

with him ; but in vain. I said several good things in his

shop, but he never laughed ; he had no relish for wit and
humor. He was one of those dry old gentlemen who keep

youngsters at bay. He had already brought up two or three

daughters, and was experienced in the ways of students. He
was as knowing and wary as a gray old badger that has often

been hunted. To see hira on Sunday, so stiff and starched

in his demeanor; so precise in his dress; with his daughter

under his arm, and his ivory-headed cane in his hand, was
enough to deter all graceless youngsters from approaching.

I managed, however, in spite of his vigilance, to have

several conversations with the daughter, as I cheapened

articles in the shop. I made terrible long bargains, and
examined the articles over and over, before I purchased. In

the meantime, I would convey a sonnet or an acrostic under

cover of a piece of cambric, or slipped into a pair of stock-

ings ; I would whisper soft nonsense into her ear as I hag-

gled about the price ; and would squeeze her hand tenderly

as I received my halfpence of change, in a bit of whity-brown

paper. Let this serve as a hint to all haberdashers who
have pretty daughters for shop-girls and young students for

customers. I do not know whether my words and looks

were very eloquent ; but my poetry was irresistible ; for, to

tell the truth, the girl had some literary taste, and was sel-

dom without a book from the circulating library.

^»y the divine power of poetry, therefore, which is irre-

sistible with the lovely sex, did I subdue the heart of this fair

little haberdasher. "We carried on a sentimental correspon-

dence for a time across the counter, and I supplied her with

rhyme by the stockingful. At length I prevailed on her to

grant me an assignation. But how was it to be effected?

Her father kept her always under his eye ; she never walked

out alone ; and the house was locked up the moment that the

shop was shut. All these difficulties served but to give zest

to the adventure. I proposed that the assignation should

^
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be in her own chamber, into which I would climb at night.

The plan was irresistible. A cruel father, a secret lover,

and a clandestine meeting I All the Uttle girPs studies from
the circulating library seemed about to be realized. But what
had I in view in making this assignation? Indeed I know
not. I had no evil intentions: nor can I say that I had any
good ones. I liked the girl, and wanted to have an opportu-

nity of seeing more of her; and the assignation was made, as

I have done many things else, heedlessly and without fore-

thought. ! asked myself a few questions of the kind, after

all my arrangements were made ; but the answers were very

imsatisfactory. "Am 1 to ruin this poor thoughtless girl?'*

said I to myself. **Nol*' was the prompt kind indignant an-

swer.—"Am I to run away with her?'* "Whither—and to

what purpose?"—" Well, then, am I to marry her?" "Pah!
a man of my expectations marry a shopkeeper's daughter!"—"What, then, am I to do with her?" "Hum—^why.—Let

me get into her chamber first, and then consider"—and so

the self-examination ended.

Well, sir, "come what come might," I stole imder cover

of the darkness to the dwelling of my dulcinea. All was
quiet. At the concerted signal her window was gently

opened. It was just above the projecting bow-window of

her father's shop, which assisted me in mounting. The
house was low, and I was enabled to scale the fortress with

tolerable ease. I clambered with a beating heart; I reached

the casement ; I hoisted my body half into the chamber and

was welcomed, not by the embraces of my expecting fair

one, but by the grasp of tli j crabbed-looking old father in the

crisp curled wig.

I extricated myself from his clutches and endeavored to

make my retreat; but I was confounded by his cries of

thieves! and robbers! I was bothered, too, by his Sunday

cane ; which was amazingly busy about my head as I de-

scended; and against which my hat was but a poor protec-

tion. Never before had I an idea of the activity of an old

man's arm, and hardness of the ioiob of an ivory-headed
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cane. In my hurry and confusion I missed my footing, and
fell sprawling on the pavement. I was immediately sur-

rounded by myrmidons, who I doubt not were on the watch
for me. Indeed, I was in no situation to escape, for I had
sprained my ankle in the fall and could not stand. I v. is

seized as a housebreaker; and to exonerate myself from a
greater crime I had to accuse myself of a !ess. I made
known who I was, and why I came there. Alas! the var-

lets knew it already, and were only amusing themselves at

my expense. My perfidious muse had been playing me one

of her slippery tricks. The old curmudgeon of a father had
found my sonnets and acrostics hid away in holes and cor-

ners of his shop ; he had no taste for poetry like his daugh-

ter, and had instituted a rigorous though silent observation.

He had moused upon our letters ; detected the ladder of ropes,

and prepared everything for my reception. Thus was I ever

doomed to be led into scrapes by the muse. Let no man
henceforth carry on a secret amour in poetry.

The old man's ire was in some measure appeased by the

pummeling of my head and the anguish of my sprain : so he

did not put me to death on the spot. He was even humane
enough to furnish a shutter, on which I was carried back to

college like a wounded warrior. The porter was roused to

admit me ; the college got« was thrown open for my entry

;

the affair was blazed abroad the next morning, and became
the joke of the college from the buttery to the hall.

I had leisure to repent during several weeks' confinement

by my sprain, which I passed in translating Boethius' "Con-
solations of Philosophy." I received a most tender and ill-

spelled letter from my mistress, who had been sent to a

relation in Coventry. She protested her innocence of my
misfortunes, and vowed to be true to me *'till death." I

took no notice of the letter, for I was cured, for the present,

both of love and poetry. "Women, however, are more con-

stant ij;:i their attachments than men, whatever philosophers

may say to the contrary. I am assured that she actually re-

mained faithful to her vow for several months ; but she had
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to deal with a cruel father, whose heart was as hard as the

knob of his cane. He was not to be touched by tears or

poetry ; but absolutely compelled her to marry a reputable

young tradesman; who made her a happy woman in spite

of herself, and of all the rules of romance ; and what is more,

the mother of several children. They are at this very day a
thriving couple and keep a snug comer shop, just opposite

the figure of Peeping Tom at Coventry.

I will not fatigue you by any more details of my studies

at Oxford, though they were not always as severe as these

;

nor did I always pay as dear for my lessons. People may
say what they please, a studious life has its charms, and
there are many places more gloomy than the cloisters of a

university.

To be brief, then, I hved on in my usual miscellaneous

manner, gradually getting a knowledge of good and evil,

until I had attained my twenty-first year. I had scarcely

come of age when I heard of the sudden death of my father.

The shock was severe, for though he had never treated me
with kindness, still he was my father, and at his death I felt

myself alone in the world.

I returned home to act as chief mourner at his funeral. It

was attended by many of the sportsmen of the county ; for

he was an important member of their fraternity. According

to his request his favorite hunter was led after the hearse.

The red-nosed fox-hunter, who had taken a little too miicli

wine at the house, made a maudlin eulogy of the deceased,

and wished to give the view-halloo over the grave ; but he

was rebuked by the rest of the company. They all shook

me kindly by the hand, said many consolatory things to me,

and invited me to become a member of the hunt in my father's

place.

When I found myself p^ane in my paternal home, a crowd

of gloomy feelings came thronging upon me. It was a place

that always seemed to sober me, and bring me to reflection.

Now, especially, it looked so deserted and melancholy; the

furniture displaced about the room; the chairs in groups, as
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their departed occupants had sat, either in whispering tete-a-

tetes, or gossiping clusters; the bottles and decanters and

wine-glasses, half emptied, and scattered about the tables

—

all dreary traces of a funeral festival. I entered the little

breakfasting room. There were my father's whip and spurs

hanging by the fireplace, and his favorite pointer l3ring on

the hearth-rug. The poor animal came fondling about me,

and licked my hand, though he had never before noticed me

;

and then he looked round the room, and whined, and wagged
his tail slightly, and gazed wistfully in my face. I felt the

full force of the appeal. "Poor Dash!'* said I, "we are both

alone in the world, with nobody to care for us, and we'll take

care of one another." The dog never quitted me afterward.

I could not go into my mother's room : my heart swelled

when I passed within sight of the door. Her portrait hung
in the parlor, just over the place where she used to sit. As
I cast my eyes on it I thought it looked at me with tender-

ness, and I burst into tears. My heart had long been seared

by living in public schools, and buffeting about among
strangers who cared nothing for me; but the recollection

of a mother's tenderness was overcoming.

I was not of an age or a temperament to be long depressed.

There was a reaction in my system that always brought me
up again after every pressure ; and indeed my spirits were

most buoyant after a temporary prostration. I settled the

concerns of the estate as soon as possible ; realized my prop-

erty, which was not very considerable, but which appeared

a vast deal to me, having a poetical eye that magnified every-

thing; and finding myself, at the end of a few months, free

of all further business or restraint, I determined to go to

London and enjoy myself. "Why should not I?—I was young,

animated, joyous ; had plenty of funds for present pleasures,

and my uncle's estate in the perspective. Let those mope at

college and pore over books, thought I, who have their way
to make in tho world ; it would be ridiculous drudgery in a

youth of my expectations.

Well, air, away to London I rattled in a tandem, deter-
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mined to take the town gayly. I passed through several of

the villages where I had played the jack-pudding a few years

before ; and I visited the scenes of many of my adventures

and follies, merely from that feeling of melancholy pleasure

which we have in stepping again in the footprints of fore-

gone existence, even when they have passed among weeds
and briers. I made a circuit in the latter part of my jour-

ney, so as to take in West End and Hempstead, the scenes

of my last dramatic exploit, and of the battle royal of the

booth. As I drove along the ridge of Hempstead Hill, by
Jack Straw's castle, I paused at the spot where Columbine
and I had sat down so disconsolately in o^ir ragged finery,

and looked dubiously upon London. I almC'St expected to

see her again, standing on the bill's brink, "like Niobe all

tears"—mournful as Babylon in ruins!

"Poor Columbine!'* said I, with a heavy sigh, "thou

wert a gallant, generous girl—a true woman, faithful to the

distressed, and ready to sacrifice thyself in the cause of

worthless man!"
I tn'ed to whistle off the recollection of her ; for there was

always something of self-reproach with it. I drove gayly

along the road, enjoying the stare of hostlers and stable-boys

as I managed my horses knowingly down the steep street of

Hempstead ; when, just at the skirts of the village, one of the

traces of my leader came loose. I pulled up ; and as the ani-

mal was restive and my servant a bungler, I called for as-

sistance to the robustious master of a snug alehouse, who
stood at his door with a tankard in his hand. He came read-

ily to assist me, followed by his wife, with her bosom half

open, a child in her arms, and two more at her heels. I

stared for a moment as if doubting my eyes. I could not be

mistaken ; in the fat, beer-blown landlord of the alehouse I

recognized my old rival Harlequin, cind in his slattern spouse,

the once trim and dimpling Columbine.

The change of my looks, from youth to manhood, and the

change of my circumstances, prevented them from recogniz-

ing me. They could not suspect, in the dashing young buck,
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fashionably dressed and driving his own equipage, their for-

mer comrade, the painted beau, with old peaked hat and
long, flimsy, sky-blue coat. My heart yearned with kind-

ness toward Columbine, and I was glad to see her estabhsh-

ment a thriving one. As soon as the harness was adjusted,

I tossed a small purse of gold into her ample bosom ; and
then, pretending to give my horses a hearty cut of the whip,

I made the lash curl with a whistling about the sleek sides of

ancient Harlequin. The horses dashed off like lightning,

and I was whirled out of sight before either of the parties

could get over their surprise at my hberal donations. I have

always (!onsidered this as one of the greatest proofs of my
poetical /genius. It was distributing poetical justice in per-

fection.

I now entered London en cavalier^ and became a blood

upon town. I took fashionable lodgings in the West End

;

employed the first tailor; frequented the regular lounges;

gambled a little ; lost my money good-himaoredly , and gained

a number of fashionable good-for-nothing acquaintances.

Had I had more industry and ambition in my nature, I

might have worked my way to the very height of fashion,

as I saw many laborious gentlemen doing around me. But
it is a toilsome, an anxious, and an unhappy life ; there are

few beings so sleepless and miserable as your cultivators of

fashionable smiles.

I was quite content with that kind of society which forms

the frontiers of fashion, and may be easily taken possession

of. I found it a light, easy, productive soil. I had but to

go about and sow visiting cards, and I reaped a whole har-

vest of invitations. Indeed, my figure and address were by
no me ins against me. It was whispered, too, among the

young ladies that I was prodigiously clever, and wrote poetry

;

and the old ladies had ascertained that I was a young gentle-

man of good family, handsome fortune, and "great expecta-

tions."

I now was carried away by the hurry of gay life, so in-

toxicating to a young man; and which a man of poetical
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temperament enjoys so highly on his first tasting of it. That
rapid variety of sensations ; that whirl of brilliant objects

;

that succession of pungent pleasures. I had no time for

thought ; I only felt. I never attempted to write poetry

;

my poetry seemed all to go off by transpiration. I lived

poetry ; it was all a poetical dream to me. A mere sensual-

ist knows nothing of the delights of a splendid metropolis.

He lives in a round of animal gratifications and heartless

habits. But to a young man of poetical feelings it is an ideal

world ; a scene of enchantment and delusion ; his imagina-

tion is in perpetual excitement, and gives a spiritual zest to

every pleasure.

A season of town-life somewhat sobered me of my intoxi-

cation ; or rather I was rendered more seiious by one of my
old complaints—I fell in love. It was with a very pretty,

though a very haughty fair one, who had come to London
under the care of an old maiden aunt, to enjoy the pleasures

of a winter in town, and to get married. There was not a

doubt of her commanding a choice of lovers; for she had
long been the belle of a little cathedral town ; and one of the

prebendaries had absolut^ely celebrated her beauty in a copy

of Latin verses.

I x^aid my court to her, and was favorably received both

by her and her aunt. Nay, I had a marked preference shown
me over the younger son of a needy baronet, and a captain

of dragoons on half pay. I did not absolutely take the field

in form, for I was determined not to be precipitate ; but I

drove my equipage frequentlj'^ through the street in which

she liv ed, and was always sure to see her at the window

;

generally with a book in her hand. I resumed my knack at-

rhyming, and sent her a long copy of verses ; anonymously,

to be sure ; but she knew my handwriting. They displayed,

however, the most delightful ignorance on the subject. The
young lady showed them to me ; wondered who they could

be written by ; and declared there was nothing in this world

she loved so much as poetry : while the maiden aunt would

put her pinching spectacles on her nose, and read them, with



Tales of a Jn\j9\er 401

)wn

bain

ield

it I

lich

)w;

at-

'he

bid
)rld

Ud
dth

blunders in sense and sound that were excruciating to an

author's ears ;
protesting there was nothing equal to them in

the whole elegant extracts.

The fashionable season closed without my adventuring to

make a declaration, though I certainly had encouragement.

I was not perfectly sure that I had effected a lodgment in

the young lady's heart; and, to tell the truth, the aunt over-

did her part, and was a little too extravagant in her liking of

me. I knew that maiden aunts were not apt to be captivated

by the mere personal merits of their nieces' admirers, and I

wanted to ascertain how much of ah tnis favor I owed t^ my
driving an equipage and having great expectations.

I had received many hints how charming their ative

town was during the summer months; what pleasant svxjiety

they had ; and what beautiful drives about the neighborhood.

They had not, therefore, returned home long, before I made
my appearance in dashing style, driving down the principal

street. It is an easy thing to put a little quiet cathedral

town in a buzz. The very next morning I was seen at

prayers, seated in the pew of the reigning belle. All the

congregation was in a flutter. The prebends eyed me from

their stalls
;
questions were whispered about the aisles after

service, "Who is he?" and "What is he?" and the replies

were as usual—**A young gentleman of good family and
fortime, and great expectations.'*

I was pleased with the peculiarities of a cathedral town,

where I found I was a personage of some consequence. I

was quite a brilliant acquisition to the young ladies of the

cathedral circle, who were glad to have a beau that was not

in a black coat and clerical wig. You must know that there

was a vast distinction between the classes of society of the

town. As it was a place of some trade, there were many
wealthy inhabitants among the commercial and manufac-

turing classes, who lived in style and gave many entertain-

ments. Nothing of trade, however, was admitted into the

cathedral circle—faugh ! the thing could not be thought of.

The cathedral circle, therefore, was apt to be very select,
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vp y dignified, and very dull. They had evening parties, at

which the old ladies played cards with the prebends, and the

young ladies sat and looked on, and shifted from one chair

to another about the room, until it was time to go home.
It was difficult to get up a ball, from the want of partners,

the cathedral circle being very deficient in dancers; and on

those occasions, there was an occasional drafting among the

d.incing men of the other circle, who, however, were gen-

erally regarded with great reserve and condescension by the

gentlemen in powdered wigs. Several of the young ladies

assured me, in confidence, that they had often looked with

a wistful eye at the gayety of the other circle, where there

was such plenty of young beaux, and where they all seemed

to enjoy themselves so merrily ; but that it would be degrada-

tion to think of descending from their sphere.

I admired the degree of old-fashioned ceremony and su-

perannuated courtesy that prevailed in this little place. The
bowings and courtesyings that would take place about the

cathedral porch after morning service, where knots of old

gentlemen and ladies would collect together to ask after each

other's health, and settle the card party for the evening.

The little presents of fruits and delicacies, and the thousand

petty messages that would pass from house to house ; for in

a tranquil community Uke this, living entirely at ease, and
having little to do, little duties and little civilities and little

amusements fill up the day. I have smiled, as I looked from

my window on a quiet street near the cathedral, in the mid-

dle of a warm summer day, to see a corpulent powdered foot-

man in rich livery carrying a small tart on a large silver

salver. A dainty titbit, sent, no doubt, by some worthy old

dowager to top off the dinner of her favorite prebend.

Nothing could be more delectable, also, than the breaking

up of one of their evening card parties. Such shaking of

hands; such mobbing up in cloaks and tippets I There were

two or three old sedan chairs that did the duty of the whole

place ; though the greater part made their exit in clogs or

pattens, with a footman or waiting-maid carrying a lantern

I: ..
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in advance ; and at a certain hour of the night the clank of

pattens and the gleam of these j«<;k lanterns, here and there,

about the quiet Uttle town, gave notice that the cathedral

card party had dissolved, and the luminaries were severally

seeking their homes. To such a community, therefore, or

at least to the female part of it, the accession of a gay, dash-

ing young beau was a matter of some importance. The old

ladies eyed me with complacency through their spectacles,

and the young ladies pronounced me divine. Everybody re-

ceived me favorably, excepting the gentleman who had writ-

ten the Latin verses on the belle.—Not that he was jealous

of my success with the lady, for he had no pretensions to

her; but he heard my verses praised wherever he went, and

he could not endure a rival with the muse.

I was thus carrying everything before me. I was the

Adonis of the cathedral circle ; when one evening there was
a public ball which was attended likewise by the gentry of

the neighborhood. I took great pains with my toilet on the

occasior, and I had never looked better. I had determined

that night to make my grand assault on the heart of the

young lady, to batter it with all my forces, and the next

morning to demand a surrender in due form.

I entered the ball-room amid a buzz and flutter, which

generally took place among the young ladies on my appear-

ance. I was in fine spirits; for, to tell the truth, I had ex-

hilarated myself by a cheerful glass of wine on the occasion.

I talked, and rattled, and said a thousand silly things, slap-

dash, with all the confidence of a man sure of his ^auditors

;

and everything had its effect.

In the midst of my triumph I observed a little knot gath-

ering together in the upper part of the room. By degrees it

increased. A tittering broke out there; and glances were

cast round at me, and then there would be fresh tittering.

Some of the young ladies would hurry away to distant parts

of the room, and whisper to their friends; wherever tliey

went there was still this tittering and glancing at me. I did

not know what to make of all this. I looked at myself from
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head to foot; and peeped at my back in a glass, to see if

anything was odd about my parson ; any awtw^ard expos-

ure; any whimsical tag hanging out—no—everything was
right. I was ? perfect picture.

I determined that it mast be some choice saying of mine
that was bandied about in this knot of merry beauties, and I

determined to enjoy one of ray good things in the rebound.

I stepped gently, therefore, up the room, smiling at every

one as I passed, who, I must say, all smiled and tittered in

return. I approached the group, smirking and perkii^ my
chin, like a man wh(3 is full of pled^iant feeHng, and sure of

being v/ell received. The cluster of httle belles opened as I

advanced.

Heavens and earth ! whom should I perceive in the midst

of iihem but my early and tormenting flame, the everlasting

Pacharissa! She was grown up, it is true, into the full

bea.uty of womanhood, but showed by the provoking merri-

merjt of her countenance that she perfectly recollected me
aiid the ridiculous flagellations of which she had twice been

the cause

I saw at once the exterminating cloud of ridicule that was
bursting over me. My crest fell. The flame of love went
suddenly out in my bosom ; or was extinguished by over-

whelming shame. How I got down the room I know not; I

fancied eveiry one tittering at me. Just as I reached the

door I caugllit a glance of my mistress and her aimt listening

to the whispers of my poetic rival ; the old lady raising her

hands and eyes, and the face of the young one lighted up
with scorn ineffable. I paused to see no more; but made
two steps from the top of the stairs to the bottom. The next

morning, before sunrise, I beat a retreat; and did not feel

the blushes cool from my tingUng cheeks until I had lost

sight of the old towers of the cathedral.

I now returned to town thoughtful and crestfallen. My
money was nearly spent, for I had lived freely and without

calculation. The dream of love was over, and the reign of

pleasure at an end. I determined to retrench while I had
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yet a trifte left ; so selling my equipage and horses fc-r half

their value, I quietly put the money in my pocket and turned

pedestrian. I had not a doubt that, with my great expecta-

tions, I could at any time raise funds, either on usury or by

borrowing; but 1 was principled against both one and the

other ; and resolved, by strict economy, to make my slender

purse hold out until my uncle should give up the ghost ; or,

rather, the estate.

I stayed at home, therefore, and read, and would have

written, bi\f; I had already suffered too much from my poeti-

cal productions, which had generally involved me in some
ridiculous scrape. I gradually acquired a rusty look, and

had a straitened, money-borrowing air, upon which the

world began to shy me. I have never felt disposed to (juar-

rel with the world for its conduct. It has abvays used me
well. When I have been flush, and gay, and disposed for

society, it has caressed me; and when I have been pinched,

and reduced, and wished to be alone, why, it has left me
alone ; and what more could a man desire?—Take my wort^

for it, this world is a more obliging world than people gen-

erally represent it.

Well, sir, in the midst of my retrenchment, my retire-

ment, and my studiousness, I received news that my uncle

was dangerously ill. I hastened on the wings of an heir's

affections to receive his dying breath and his last testament.

I found him attended by his faithful valet, old Iron John

;

by the woman who occasionally worked about the house;

and by the foxy-headed boy, young Orson, whom I bad
occasioT^ixliy hunted about the park.

Iron John gasped a kind of asthmatical salutation as I

entered the room, and received me with something almost

like a smile of welcome. The woman sat blubbering at the

foot of the bed ; and the foxy-headed Orson, who had now
grown up to be a lubberly lout, stood gazing in stupid va-

cancy at a dip ^ce.

My uncle lay stretched upon his back. The chamber was
without fire or any of the comforts of a sick-room. The cob-
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webs flaunted from tLe ceiling. The tester was covered with

dust, and the curtains were tattered. From underneath the

bed peeped out one end of his strong box. Against the

wainycot were suspended rusty blunderbusses, horse pistols,

and a cut-and-thrust sword, with which he had fortified his

roor 1 to defend his life and treasure. He had employed no
physician during his illness, and from t'^.e scanty reUcs lying

on the table ('.eemed almost to have denied himself the as-

sistance of a cook.

When I entered the room he was lying motionless; his

eyes fixed and his mouth ope:a ; at the first look I thought

him a corpse. The noise of my entrance made him turn his

head. At the sight of me a ghastly smile came over his face,

and his ^/lazing eye gleamed with satisfaction. It was the

only smile he had ever given me, and it went to my heart.

*'Poor old man!" thought I, "why would you not let me
love you?—Why would you force me to leave you thus deso-

late, when I see that my presence has the power to cheei

you?"
"Nephew," said he, after several dfforts, and in a low

gasping voice
—"I am glad you are come. I shal' now die

with satisfaction. Look," said he, raising his withered hand
and pointing—"look—in that box on the table you will find

that I have not forgotten you."

I pressed his hand to my heart, and the tears stood in my
eyes. I sat down by his bedside, and watched him, but he

never spoke again. My presence, however, gave him evi-

dent satisfaction—for every now and then, as he looked al

me, a vague smile would come over his visage, and he womld
feebly point to the sealed box on the table. As the day wore
away, his life seemed to wear away with it. Toward suntiet,

his hand sunk on the bed and lay motionloss ; his eyes grew
glazed ; his mouth remained open, and thus he gradually died.

I could not but feel shocked at this absolute extinction of

my kindred. I dropped a tear of real sorrow over this strange

old man, who had thus reserved his smile of kindness to his

death-bed; like an evening sun after a gloomy day, juei
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shining out to set in darkness. Leaving the corpse in charge

of the domestics, I retired for the night.

It was a rough night. The winds seemed as if singing

my uncle's requiem about the mansion ; and the bloodhounds

howled without as if they knew of the death of their old

master. Iron John almost grudged me the tallow candle to

bum in my apartment and light up its dreariness ; so accus-

tomed had he been to starveling economy. I could not sleep.

The recollection of my uncle's dying scene and the dreary

sounds about the house, affected my mind. These, however,

were succeeded by plans for the future, and I lay awake the

greater part of the night, indulging the poetical anticipation

how soon I would make these old walls ring with cheerful

life, and restore the hospitaHty of my mother's ancestors.

My uncle's funeral was decent, but private. I knew
there was nobody that respected his memory ; and I was
determined that none should be summoned to sneer over his

funeral wines, and make merry at his grave. He was buried

in the church of the neighboring village, though it was not

the burying place of his race ; but he had expressly enjoined

that he should not be buried with his family ; he had quar

velad with the mof>t of them when living, and he carried his

resentments even into the grave.

I defrayed the expenses of the funeral out of my own
purse, that I might have done with the undertakers at once,

and clear the ill-omened birds from the premises. I invited

the parson of the parish and the lawyer from the village to

attend at the house the next morning and hear the reading

of the will- I treated them to an excellent breakfast, a pro-

fusion that had not been seen at the house for many a year.

As soon as the breakfast things were removed, I summoned
Iron John, the woman, and the boy, for I was particular in

having every one present and proceeding regularly. The
box was placed on the table. All was silence. I broke the

seal; raised the lid: and beheld—not the will, but my ac-

cursed poem of "Doubting Castle and Giant Despair!"

Could any mortal have conceived that this o^d withered
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man, so taciturn, and apparently lost to feeling, oouM have
treasured up for years the thoughtless pleasantry of a boy,

to punish him with such cruel ingenuity? I now could

accoimt for his dying smile, the only one he had ever given

me. . He had been a grave man all his life; it was stiange

that he should die in the enjoyment of a joke ; and it was
hard that that joke should be at my expense.

The lawyer and the parson seemed at a loss to compre-

hend the matter. ''Here must be some mistake," said the

lawyer, "there is no will here."

"Oh," said Iron John, creaking forth his rusty jaws,

** if it is a will you are looking for, I believe I can find one."

He retired with the same singular smile with which he
had greeted me on my anival, and which I now appre-

hended boded me no good. In a little while he returned

with a will perfect at all points, properly signed and sealed

and witnessed; worded with horrible correctness; in which
he left large legacies to Iron John and his daughter, and the

residue of his fortune to the foxy-headed boy; who, to my
utter astonishment, was his son by this very woman; he
having married her privately, and, as I verily believe, for no
other purpose than to have an heir, and so balk my father

and his issue of the inheritance. There was one little pro-

viso, in which he mentioned that having discovered his

nephew to have a pretty turn for poetry, he presumed he had
no occasion for wealth : he recommended him, however, to the

patronage of his heir; and requested that he might have a
garret, rent free, in Doubting Castle.

t»lii;'j:.._ M . <
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GRAVE REFLECTIONS OF A DISAP-
POINTED MAN

Mb. Bugkthobne had paused at the death of his uncle,

and the downfall of his great expectations, which formed, as

he said, an epoch in his history; and it waa not until some
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little time afterward, and in a very sober mood, that he

resmned his party-colored narrative.

After leaving the domains of my defimct micle, said he,

when the gate closed between me and what was once to have

been mine, I felt Lhrust out naked into the world, and com-

pletely abandoned to fortune. What was to become of me?

I had been brought up to nothing but expectations, and they

had all been disappointed. I had no relations to look to for

counsel or assistance. The world seemed all to have died

away from me. Wave after wave of relationship had ebbed

off, and I was left a mere hulk upon the strand. I am not

apt to be greatly cast down, but at this time I felt sadly dis-

heartened. I could not realize my situation, nor form a con-

jecture how I was to get forward.

. I was now to endeavor to make money. The idea was
new and strange to me. It was like being asked to discover

the philosopher's stone. I had never thought about money,

other than to put ray hand into my pocket and find it, or it

there were none there, to wait until a new supply came from

hoii e. I had considered life as a mere space of time to be

filled up with enjoyments ; but to have it portioned out into

long hours and days of toil, merely that I might gain bread

to give me strength to toil on ; to labor but for the purpose of

perpetuating a life of labor, was new and appading to me.

This may appear a very simple matter to some, but it will

be understood by every unlucky wight in my predicament,

who has had the misfortune of being bom to great expecta-

tions.

I passed several days in rambling about the scenes of my
boyhood ;

partly because I absolutely did not know what to do

with myself, and partly because I did not know that I should

ever see them again. I clung to them as one clings to a

wreck, though he knows he must eventually cast himself

loose and swim for his life. I sat down on a hill within

sight of my paternal home, but 1 did not venture to approach

it, for I felt compunction at the thoughtlessness with which

I had dissipated my patrimony. But was I to blame, when
* * *18 Vol. II.
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I had the rich possessions of my curmudgeon of an uncle in

expectation?

The new possessor of the place was making great altera-

tions. The house was almost rebuilt. The trees which stood

about it were cut down; my mother's flower-garden was
thrown into a lawn ; all was undergoing a change. I turned

my back upon it with a sigh, and rambled to another part of

the country.

How thoughtful a little adversity makes one. As I came
within sight of the schoolhouse where I had so often boen

flogged in the cause of wijdom, you would hardly have
recognized the truant boy who but a few years since had
eloped so heedlessly from its walls. I leaned over the paling

of the playground, and watched the scholars at their games,

and looked to see if there might not be some urchin among
them, like I was once, full of gay dreams about hfe and the

world. The playground seemed smaller than when I used

to sport about it. The house and park, too, of the neighbor-

ing squire, the father of the cruel Sacharissa, had shrunk in

size and diminished in magnificence. The distant hills no
longer appeared so far off, and, alas! no longer awakened
ideas of a fairy land beyond.

As I was rambling pensively through a neighboring

meadow, in which I had many a time gathered primroses, I

met the very pedagogue who had been the tyrant and dread

of my boyhood. I had sometimes vowed to myself, when
suffering under his rod, that I would have my revenge if ever

I met him when I had grown to be a man. The time had
come ; but I had no disposition to keep my vow. The few
years which had matured me into a vigorous man had
shrunk him into decrepitude. He appeared to have had a
paralytic stroke. I looked at him, and wondered that this

poor helpless mortal could have been an object of terror to

me I That I should have watched with anxiety the glance of

that failing eye, or dreaded the power of that trembling

handl He tottered feebly along the path, and had some
difficulty in getting over a stile. I ran and assisted him.
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He looked at me with surprise, but did not recognize me, and
made a low bow of humility and thanks. I had no disposi-

tion to make myself known, for I felt that I had nothing to

boast of. The painp he had taken and the pains he had in-

flicted had been equally useless. His repeated predictions

were fully verified, and I felt that little Jack Buckthome, the

idle boy, had grown up to be a very good-for-nothing man.
This is all very comfortless detail ; but as I have told you

of my follies, it is meet that I show you how for once I was
schooled for them.

The most thoughtless of mortals will some time or other

have this day of gloom, when he will be compelled to reflect.

I felt on this occasion as if I had a kind of penance to per-

form, and I made a pilgrimage in expiation of my past levity.

Having passed a night at Leamington, I set off by a pri-

vate path which leads up a hill, through a grove, and across

quiet fields, until I came to the small village or rather ham-
let of Lenington. I sought the \ illage church. It is an old

low edifice of gray st^me on the brow of a small hill, looking

over fertile fields to where the proud towers of Warwick
Castle lifted themselves against the distant horizon. A part

of the churchyard is shaded by large trees. Under one of

these my mother lay buried. You have, no doubt, thought

me a light, heartless being. I thought myself so—but there

are moments of adversity which let us into some feelings of

our nature, to which we might otherwise remain perpetual

strangers.

I sought my mother's grave. The weeds were already

matted over it, and the tombstone was half hid among net-

tles. I cleared them away and they stung my ha,ads; but I

was heedless of the pain, for my heart ached too severely.

I sat down on the grave, and read over and over again the

epitaph on the stone. It was simple, but it was true. I had
written it myself. I had tried to write a poetical epitaph,

but in vain; my feelings refused to utter themselves in

rhyme. My heart had gradually been lllling during my
lonely wanderings ; it was now charged to the brim and over-

*i
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flowed. I sank upon the grave and buried my face in the

tall grass and wept like a child. Yes, I wept in manhood
upon the grave, as I had in infancy upon the bosom of my
mother. Alas! how Uttle do we appreciate a mother's ten-

derness while Uving ! How heedless are we, in youth, of all

her anxieties and kindness. But when she is dead and gone;

when the cares and coldness of the world come withering to

our hearts ; when we find how hard it is to find true sym-
pathy, how few love us for ourselves, how few will befriend

us in our misfortunes; then it is we think of the mother we
have lost. It is true I had always loved my mother, even

in my most heedless dnys; but I felt how inconsiderate and

ineffectual had been my lov^e. My heart melted as I re-

traosd the days of infancy, when I was led by a motherV;

hand and rocked to sleep in a mother's arms, and was with-

out care or sorrow. "01 my mother!" exclaimed I, bury-

ing my face again in the grass of the grave— ** Oh, that I

were once more by your side ; sleeping, never to wake again,

on the cares and troubles of this world!"

I am not naturally of a morbid temperament, and the

violence of my emotion gradually exhausted itself. It was a

bearty, honest, natural discharge of griefs which had been

slowly accumulating, and gave me wonderful reUef . I rose

from the grave as if I had been offering up a sacrifice, and
I felt as if that sacrifice had been accepted.

I sat down again on the grass, and plucked, one by one,

the weeds from her grave; the tears trickled more slowly

down my cheeks, and ceased to be bitter. It was a comfort

to think that she had died before sorrow and poverty camo
upon her child, and thit all his r^reat expectations were
blasted.

I leaned x>iy cheek upon my hand and looked upon the

landscape. Its quiet beauty soothed me. The whistle of a

peasant from an adjoining field came cneerjly «;o my ear. I

seemed to respire hope and comfort ^^ 1th the free air that

whispered through the leaves and played Ughtly with my
hair, and dried tba tears upon my cheek. A lark, rising
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from the field before me, and leaving, as it were, a stream of

song behind him as he rose, lifted my fancy with him. He
hovered in the air just above the place where the towers of

Warwick Castle marked the horizon ; and seemed as if flut-

tering with delight at his own melody. "Surely,** thought

I, "if there were such a thing as transmigration of souls,

this might be taken for some poet, let loose from earth, but

still reveling in song, and caroling about fair fields and
lordly towns."

At this moment the long forgotten feeling of poetry rose

within me. A thought sprung at once into my mind: "I
will become an author,'* said I. "I have hitherto indulged

in poetry as a pleasure, and it has brought me nothing but

pain. Let me try what it will do, when I cultivate it with

devotion as a pursuit."

The resolution, thus suddenly aroused within me, heaved

a load from off my heart. I felt a confidence in it from the

verj pLace where it was formed. It seemed as though my
mother's spirit whispered it to me from her grave. "I will

henceforth," said I, "endeavor to be all that she fondly

imagined me. I will endeavor to act as if she were witness

of my actions. I will endeavor to acquit myself in such

manner that when I revisit her grave there may, at least,

be no compunctious bitterness in my tears."

I bowed down and kissed the turf in solemn attestation of

my vow. I plucked some primroses that were growing there

and laid them next my heart. I left the churchyard with

my spirits once more lifted up, and set out a third time for

London, in the character of an author.

Here my companion made a pause, and I waited in anx-

ious suspense ; hoping to have a whole volume of literary life

unfolded to me. He seemed, however, to have sunk into a

fit of pensive musing; and when after some time I gently

roused him by a question or t'.vo as to his literary career,

"No," said he, smiling, "over that part of my story I wish to

leave a cloud. Let the mysteries of the cry ft rest sacred tor

r.
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me. Let those who have never adventured into the republic

of letters still look upon it as a fairy land. Let them sup-

pose the author the very being they picture him from his

works : I am not the man to mar their illusion. I am not

the man to hint, while one is admiring the silken web of

Persia, that it has been spun from the entrails of a miserable

worm."
"Well," said I, "if you will tell me nothing of your lit-

erary history, let me know at least if you have had any
further intelligence from Doubting Castle."

"Willingly," replied he, "though I have but little to

communicate."

THE BOOBY SQUIRE

A LONG time elapsed, said Buckthome, without my re-

ceiving any accounts of my cousin and his estate. Indeed,

I felt so much soreness on the subject that I wished, if pos-

sible, to shut it from my thoughts. At length chance took

me into that part of the country, and I could not refrain

from making some inquiries.

I learned that my cousin had grown up ignorant, self-

wiUed, and clownish. His ignorance and clownishness had
prevented his mingling with the neighboring gentry. In

spite of his great fortune he had been unsuccessful in an at-

tempt to gain the hand of the daughter of the parson, and
had at length shrunk into the limits of such society as a mere
man of wealth can gather in a country neighborhood.

He kept horses and hounds and a roaring table, at which
were collected the loose livei*s of the country round and the

shabby gentlemen of a village in the vicinity. When he

could get no other company he would smoke and drink with

his own servants, who in their ti'^-n fleeced and despised him.

Still, with all this apparent prodigality, he had a leaven of

the old man in him, which showed that he was his truebom
son. He Uved far within his income, was vulgar in his ex-
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penses, and penurious on ma^ry points on which a gentleman

would be extravagant. His house servants were obhged

occasionally to work on the estate, and part of the pleasure

grounds were plowed up and devoted to husbandry.

His table, though plentifid, was coarse ; his liquors, strong

and bad ; and more ale and whisky were expended in his

establishment than generous wine. He was loud and arro-

gant at his own table, and exacted a rich man's homage
from his vulgar and obsequious guests.

As to Iron John, his old grandfather, he had grown im-

patient of the tight hand his own grandson kept over him,

and quarreled with him soon after he came to the estate.

The old man had retired to a neighboring village, where he

lived on the legacy of his late master, in a small cottage,

and was as seldom seen out of it as a rat out of his hole in

daylight.

The cub, like Caliban, seemed to have an instinctive at-

tachment to his mother. She resided with him ; but, from

long habit, she acted more as a servant than as mistress of

the mansion ; for she toiled in all the domestic drudgery, and

was oftener in the kitchen than the parlor. Such was the

information which I collected of my rival cousin, who had
BO unexpectedly elbowed me out of all my expectations.

I now felt an irresistible hankering to pay a visit to this

scene of my boyhood; and to get a peep at the odd kind of

life that was passing %vithin the mansion of my maternal

ancestors. I determined to do so in disguise. My booby

cousin had never seen enough of me to be very familiar with

my countenance, and a few years make great difference be-

tween youth and manhood. I understood he was a breeder

of cattle and proud of his stock. I dressed myself, therefore,

as a substantial farmer, and with the assistance of a red

scratch that came low down on my forehead, made a com-
plete change in my physiognomy.

It was past three o'clock when I arrived at the gate of

the park, and was admitted by an old woman, who was
washing in a dilapidated building which had once been a
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porter's lodge. I advanced up the reinains of a uoblu

avenue, many of the trees of which had been cut down and

sold for timber. The grounds were in scarcely better keeping

tlian during my uncle's lifetime. The grass was overgrown
with weeds, and the trees wanted pruning and clearing of

dead branches. Cattle were grazing about the lawns, and
ducks and geese Swimming in the fish-ponds.

The road to the house bore very few traces of carriage

wheels, as my cousin received few visitors but such as came
on foot or horseback, and never used a carriage himself.

Once, indeed, as I was told, he had had the old family car-

riage drawn out from among the dust and cobwebs of the

coach-house and furbished up, and had drove, with his

mother, to the village church to take formal possession of the

family pew ; but there was such hooting and laughing after

them as they passed through the village, and such giggling

and bantering about the church door, that the pagepnt had
never made a reappearance.

As I approached the house, a legion of whelps sallied out

barking at me, accompanied by the low howling, rather than

barking, of two old wornout bloodhounds, which I recognized

for the ancient life-guards of my uncle. The house had stiU

a neglected, random appearance, though much altered for

the better since my last visit. Several of the windows were
broken and patched up with boards; and others had been

bricked up to save taxes. I observed smoke, however, rising

from the chimneys; a phenomenon rarely witnessed in the

ancient establishment. On passing that part of the house

where the dining-room was situated, I heard the sound of

boisterous merriment ; where three or four voices were talk-

ing at once, and oaths and laughter were horribly mingled.

The uproar of the dogs had brought a servant to the

door, a tall, hard-fisted country clown, with a livery coat

put over the undergarments of a plowman. I requested to

see the master of the house, but was told he was at dinner

with some "gemmen" of the neighborhood. I made known
my biisinesB, and sent in to know if I might talk with the
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master about his cattle; for I felt a great desire to have a

peep at him at his orgies. Word was returned that he was
engaged with compau}*, and could not attend to ousiness,

but that if I would ''step in and take a diink of something,

I was heartily welcome." I accordingly entered the hall,

where whips and hats of all kinds and shapes were lying on

an oaken table ; two or three clownish servants were loung-

ing about; everything had a look of confusion and care-

let:>sness.

The apartments through which I passed had the same air

of departed gentility and sluttish housekeeping. The once

rich curtains were faded and dusty; the furniture greased

and tarnished. On entering the dining-room I found a

number of odd, vulgar-looking, rustic gentlemen seated

round a table, on which were bottles, decanters, tankards,

pipes, and tobacco. Several dogs were lying about the room,

or sitting and watching their masters, and one was gnawing
a bone under a side-table.

The master of the feast sat at the head of the board. He
was greatly altered. He had grown thick-seb and rather

gummy, with a fiery, foxy head of hair. There was a sin-

gular mixture of foolishness, arrogance, and conceit in his

countenance. He was dressed in a vulgarly fine style, with

leather breeches, a red waistcoat, and green ooat, and was
evidently, like his guests, a little flushed with drinking. The
whole company stared at me with a whimsical muggy look,

like men whose senses were a little obfuscated by beer

rather than wine.

My cousin (God forgive me! the appellation sticks in my
throat), my cousin invited me with awkward civihty, or, as

he intended it, condescension, to sit to the table and drink.

Wa talked, as usual, about the weather, the crops, politics,

and hard times. My cousin was a loud politiciaji, and

evidently accustomed to talk without contradiction svt his

own table. He was amazingly loyal, and talked of stand-

ing by the throne to the last guinea, "as every gentleman of

fortune should do." The village exciseman, who was half

c^
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asleep) could just ejaculate, "very true," to everything he
Haid.

The conversation turned upon cattle; he boasted of his

breed, his mode of managing it, and of the general manage-
ment of his estate. This unluckily drew on a history of the

place and of the family. He spo^ . of my late uncle with the

greatest irreverence, which I could easily forgive. He men-
tioned my name, and my blood began to boil. He described

my frequent visits to my uncle when I was a lad, and I

found the varlet, even at that time, imp as he was, had
known that he was to inherit the estate.

He described the scene of my uncle's death, and the open-

ing of the will, with a degree of coarse humor that I had not

expected from him; and, vexed a;^ I was, I could not help

joining in the laugh ; for I have always rehshed a joke, even

though made at my own expense. He went on to speak of

my various pursuits, my strolling freak, and that somewhat
nettled me. At length he talked of my parents. He ridi-

culed my father : I stomached even that, though with great

diflSculty. He mentioned my mother with a sneer—^and in

an instant he lay sprawling at my feet.

Here a scene of tumult succeeded. The table was nearly

overturned. Bottles, plasses, and tankards rolled crashing

and clattermg about the floor. The company seized hold of

both of us to keep us from doing further mischief. I strug-

gled to get loose, for I was boiling with fury. My cousin

defied me to strip and fight him on the lawn. I agreed : for

I felt the strength of a giant in me, and I longed to pummel
him soimdly.

\way then we were borne. A ring was formed. I had

a second assigned me in true boxing style. My cousin, as

he advanced to fig! it, said something about his generosity in

showing me such fair play, when I had made such an un-

provoked attack upon him at his own table.

"Stop there 1'* cried I, in a rage—"unprovoked 1—know
that I am John Buckthorne, and you have insulted the

memory of my mother."

.":;«.
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The lout was suddenly struck by what I said. He drew
back and reflected for a moment.

"Nay, damn it," said he, "that's too much—that's clear

another thing. I've a mother myself, and no one shall speak

ill oi her, bad as she is."

He paused again. Nature seemed to have a rough strug-

gle in his rude bosom.

"Damn it, cousin," cried he, 'M'm sorry for what I said.

Thou'st served me right in knocking me down, and I like

thee the better tor it. Here's my hand. Come and hve

with me, and damme but the best room in the house, and

tlie bc»3t horse in the stable, shall be at thy service,"

I declare to you I was strongly moved at this instance of

nature breaking her way through such a lump of flesh. I

forgave the fellow in a moment all his crimes of having been

born in wedlock and inheriting my esttite. I shook the hand

he offered me, to convince him that I bore him no ill will

;

and then, making my way through the gaping crowd of toad-

eaters, bade adieu to my uncle's domains forever. This is

the last I have ^een or heard of my cousin, or of the domestic

concerns of Doubting Castle.

THE STROLLING MANAGER

As I was walking one morning with Buckthorne, near

one of the principal theaters, he directed my attention to a

group of those equivocal beings that may often be seen

hovering about the stage-doors of theaters. They were mar-

velously ill-favoretl in their attire, their coats buttoned up to

their chins ; yet they wore their hats smartly on one side,

and had a certain knowing, dirty-gentlemanlike air, which

is common to the subalterns of the di*ama. Buckthorne

knew them well by early experience.

These, said he, are the ghosts of departed kings and

heroes
i

fellows who sway scepters and truncheons ^ com-

i
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niHiul kiiiK^loniH ami armioH; and after giving away realiiiH

and tivaxurt's ovor niglit, have warce a Bhilliug to pay for a

Ijn.ilvfasi in tlio tnorning. Yot thoy have tiie true vagaboiitl

abliorrtMuv of all ihsoful aTul induHtrioim employment; and
thoy have their ploasuroH too: one of which is to lounge in

this way i!i the sunshine, at the stage-door, during dHMirsa Is,

and make hackneye<l theatrical jokes on all iMissers-by.

Nothing lis aiore traditional and legitimate than the stage.

Old BcxMiery, old clothes, old sentiments, old i*anting, and old

jokes, are han<led down from generation to generation ; and
will prohahly continue to bti so, until time shall be no more.

Every hanger-on of a theater becomes a wag by inheritance,

and tit>urishes about at tii{)-rooms antl six-penny clubs, with

the pro|H»rty jokes of the gi*een-r<H)ni.

While amusing ourselves with reconnoitering this group,

we noticed one in jMirticular who ap{)eared to be the oracle.

He was a weather- l)eaten veteran, a little bronzed by time

and btvr, who had, no doubt, grown gray in the parts of

robbers, c^inlinals, Roman senators, and walking noblemen.

**There'8 something in the set of that hat, and the turn

of that j)hy8iognomy, that is extremely familiar to me," said

Buckthorne. lie U)oked a little closer. "I cannot be mis-

taken," added he, "th.at nuist be my old brother of the

truncheon, Flimsey, the trngic hero of the strolling com-
pany.'*

It wa8 he in fact. The ]H>or fellow showed evident signs

that times were hard with him ; he was so finely and shab-

bily dresseil. His coat was somewhat threadbare, and of the

Lord Townly cut^ single-brejisted, and scarcely capable of

meeting in front of his Ixxly; which, from long intimacy,

had acquired the symmetry and robustness of a beer-barrel.

He wore a pair of dingy white stockinet pantiiloons, which

hml much mlo to reath his waistcoat; a great quantity of

dirty cravat; and a pair of old russet colored tragedy Ixx^ts.

When his companions had dispersed, Buckthorne drew

him aside and made himself known to him. The tragic

veteriui could jjcarcely recognize him, or believe tliat he was
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really his (iiiomlam iiMHoc^iate *' little ^ntlomaii Jack,'* Buck-

thorns invit<Ml him to a niMKhboriiiK c^off<H)-hoiiHe to talk over

ohl tiint'H; and in the conrne of a little while we wore put in

jioMHf^HHion of hiH history in brief.

Ho had continiie<l to act tho heroes in the strolling cwnn-

pany for some time after Buckthome ha<l left it, or rather

had iN^n driven from it so abruptly. At len^h the niana-

j?er ditnl, and the troupe was thrown into confusion. Evory
one HHpired to the crown; every one wtis for takin{< the lead;

and tho manager's widow, although a tragedy (juoon, and a

biiinstono to lKK)t, pronounced it utterly ini|)ossible to koep

any rontrol over niwh a set of tonip«5Htuous rascallions.

Upon this hint I spoko, said FlimHy— I stepped forward,

and olVtired my services in the most effecjtual way. They
woie m'copttul. In a week's time I married the widow and
8ur(r»H^d(Ml to tho throne. **Tho fimoral baked meats did

coldly furnish forth tho niarriaj^o tjiblo,** as Hamlet says.

But tho ^ijhost of iny prwltHrtwsor never haimted me; and I

inhorited crowns, scoptei's, 1k)w1s, dagg >rH, and all the stage

trappings and trumixM-y, not omitting the widow, without the

least molesttition.

I now led a flourishing life of it; for our company was
pretty strong and attractive, and tis my wife and I took the

heavy parts of tragedy, it was a groat saving to the treasury.

We carried off the palm from all tho rival shows at country

fairs; and 1 assure you we have even drawn full hcjuses, and
been applauded by the critics at Bartlemy Fair itself, though

we had Ast'ey's troupe, the Irish giant, and "the death of

Nelson** in waxwork to contend against.

I soon began to experience, however, the cares of (!om-

mand. I discovered that there were cabals breaking out in

the comimny, headed by tluj clown, who you may recollect

was a terribly peevish, fractious fellow, and always in ill-

humor. I had a great mind to tuni him off at once, but I

could not do without him, for there was not a droller scoun-

drel on the stage. His very sha|)e was comic, for he had

but to turn his back upon the audience and ail the ladies
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were ready to die with laughing. He felt his importance*

and took advantage of it. He would keep the audience in a
continual roar, and then come behind the scenes and fret and
fume and play the very devil. I excused a great deal in

him, however, knowing that comic actors are a HtUe prone

to this infirmity of temper.

I had another trouble of a nearer and dearer nature to

struggle with ; which was, the affection of my wife. As ill

luck would have it, she took it into her head to be very fond
of me, and became intolerably jealous. I could not keep a
pretty girl in the company, and hardly dared embrace an
ugly one, even when my part required it. I have known her

to reduce a fine lady to tatters, "to very ii^^,** as Hamlet
says, in an instant, and destroy one of the very beet dresses

in the wardrobe, merely because she saw me kiss her at the

side scenes—though 1 give you my honor it was done merely

by way of rehearsal.

This was doubly annoying, because I have a natural lik-

ing to pretty faces, and wish to have them about me ; and
beca^ise they are indispensable to the success of a company
at a fair, where one has to vie with so many rival theaters.

But when once a jealous wife gets a freak in her head there's

no use in talking of interest or anything else. Egad, sirs, I

have more than once trembled when, during a fit of her tan-

trums, she was playing high tragedy, and flourishing her

thin dagger on the stage, lest she "should give way to her

humor and stab some fancied rival in good earnest.

I went on better, however, than could be expected, con-

sidering the weakness of my flesh and the violence of my
rib. I had not a much worse time of it than old Jupiter,

whose spouse was continually ferreting out some new intrigue

and making the heavens almost too hot to hold him.

At length, as luck would have it, we were performing

at a country fair, when I understood the theater of a neigh-

boring town to be vacant. I had always been desirous to be

enrolled in a settled company, and the height of my desire

was to get on a par with a brother-in-law, who was manager

V
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her

of a regular theater, and who had looked down upon me.
Here was an opportunity not to lie neglected. I concluded
an agreement with the proprietors, and in a few days opened
the theater with great eclat.

Behold me now at the sunmiit of my ambition, "the high
topgallant ^jf my joy," as Thomas says. No longer a chief-

tain of a wandering tribe, but the monarch of a legitimate

throne—and entitled to call even the great potentates of

Covent Garden and Drury Lane cousin.

You no doubt think my happiness complete. Alas, sir!

I was one of the most uncomfortable dogs hving. No one

knows, who has not tried, the miseries of a manager; but,

above all, of a country manager—no one can conceive the

contentions and (quarrels within doors, the oppressions and
vexations from without.

I was pestered with the bloods and loungers of a country

town, who infested my green-room, and played the mischief

among my actresses. But there was no shaking them off. It

would have been ruin to affront them ; for, though trouble-

some friends, they would have been dangerous enemies.

Then there were the village critics and village amateurs,

who were continually tormenting me with advice, and get-

ting into a passion if I would not take it—especially

the village doctor and the village attorney; who had
both been to London occasionally, and knew what acting

should be.

I had also to manage as arrant a crew of scapegraces

as were ever collected together within the walls of a the-

ater. I had been obliged to combine my original troupe

with some of the former troupe of the theater, who were

favorites with the public. Here was a mixture that produce<l

perpetual ferment. Tliev wore all the time either fighting

or frolicking with each otlier, and I scarcely knew which

mood was k>ast troublesome. If they (juarreled, everything

went wrong ; au<^ if they were friends, they were continually

phiying off some confounded prank upon each other, or upon

me ; for I had imhappily aco^uired among them the character

^i

i'.

m
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of an eaey, good-natured fellow, the worst character that a
manager can possess.

Their waggery at times drove me almost crazy ; for there

is notliing so vexatious as the hackneyed tricks :>nd hoaxes

and pleasantries of a veteran band of theatncal vagabonds.

I relished them well enough, it is true, while I was merely

one of the company, but as manager I found them detestable.

They were incessantly bringing some disgrace upon the the-

ater by their tavern frolics, and their pranks r.bout the

country town. All my lectures upon the importance of keep-

ing up the dignity of the profession and the respectabiUty of

the company were in vain. The villains could not sympa-
thize with the deUcate feelings of a man in station. They
even trifled with the seriousness of stage business. I have
had the whole piece interrupted and a crowded audience cf

at least twenty-five pounds kept waiting, because the actort\

had hid away the breeches of Rosalind ; and have known
Hamlet stalk solemnly on to deliver his soliloquy, with a

dish-clout pinned to his skirts. Such are the baleful conse-

quences of a maiiager*s getting a character for good nature.

I was intolerably annoyed, too, by the great actors who
came down starring^ as it is called, from London. Of all

baneful influences, keep me from that of a London star. A
first-rate actress, going the rounds of the country theaters,

is as bad as a blazing comet, whisking about the heavens,

and shaking fire, and plagues, and discords from its tail.

The moment one of these "heavenly bodies*' appeared on

my horizon, I was sure to be in hot water. My theater was
overrun by provincial dandies, copper-washed coimterfeits of

Bond Street loimgers; who are always proud to be in the

train of an actress from town, and anxious to be thought on

exceediag good terms with her. It was really a relief to me
when some random young nobleman would come in pursuit

of the bait, and awe all this small fry to a distance. I have

always felt myself more at ease with a nobleman than with

the dandy of a country town.

And then the injuries I suffered in my personal dignity

Vi*r
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and my managerial authority from the visits of these great

London actors. Sir, I was no longer master of myself or my
throne. I was hectored and lectured in my own green-room,

and made an absolute nincompoop on my own sta^e. There

is no tyrant bo absolute and capricious as a London star at a

comitry theater.

I dreaded the sight of all of them ; and yet if I did not en-

gage them I was sure of having the public clamorous against

me. They drew full houses, and appeared to be making my
fortune; but they swallowed up all the profits by their in-

satiable demands. They were absolute tape-worms to my
little theater; the more it took in, the poorer it grew. They
were sure to leave me with an exhausted public, empty
benches, and a score or two of affronts to settle among the

townsfolk, in consequence of misunderstandings about the

taking of places.

But the worst thing I had to undergo in my managerial

career was patronage. Oh, sir, of all things deliver me from

the patronc^e of the great people of a country town. It was
my ruin. You must know that this town, though small,

was filled with feuds and parties, and great folks ; being a

busy little trading and manufacturing town. The mischief

was, that their greatness was of a kind not to be settled by

reference to the court calendar, or college of heraldry. It

was therefore the most quarrelsome kind of greatness in

existence. You smile, sir, but let me tell you there are no

feuds more furious than the frontier feuds, which take place

on these "debatable lands" of gentility. The most violent

dispute that I ever knew in high life was one that occurred

at a country town, on a question of precedence between the

ladies of a manufacturer of pins and a manufacturer of

needles.

At the town where I was situated there were perpetual

altercations of the kind. The head manufacturer's lady, for

instance, was at daggers drawings with the head shop-

keeper's, and both were too rich and had too many friends to

be treated lightly. The doctor's and lawyer's ladies held

»4l
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their iieads still higher; but they in their turn were kept in

check by the wife of a country banker, who kept her own
carriage ; while a masculine widow of cracked character and
second-hand fashion, who lived in a large house, and was
in some way related to nobiUty, looked down upon them all.

She had been exiled from the great world, but here she ruled

absolute. To be sure her manners were not over-elegant,

nor her fortime over-large; but then, sir, her blood—oh,

her blood carried it all hollow ; there was no withstanding a

woman with such biood in hor veins.

Aft^r yJl el lic frequent batdes for precedence at ball"

and assemblk^H, wr^ih some of the sturdy dames of the neigh-

borhood, wh^ -iMJii < pon their wealth and their reputations

;

but then she had two aashing daughters, who dressed as fine

as dragons, and had as high blood .is their mother, and
seconded her in everything. So they carried their point with

high heads, and everybody hated, abused, and stood in awe
of the Fantadlins.

Such was the state of the fashionable world in this self

important little town. Unluckily I was not as well ac-

quainted with its politics as I should have been. I had
found myself a stranger and in great perplexities during

my first season ; I determined, therefore, to put myself un-

der the patronage of some powerful name, and thus to take

the field witl: the prejudices of the public in my favor. I

cast round my thoughts for the purpose, and in an evil hour

they fell upon Mrs. Fantadlin. No one seemed to me to

have a more absolute sway in the world of fashion. I had
always noticed that her party slammed the box door the

loudest at the theater; had most beaux attending on them;

and talked and laughed loudest during the performance ; and
then the Miss Fantadlins wore always more feathers and
flowers than any other ladies ; and used quizzing glasses in-

cessantly. The first evening of my theater's reopening,

therefore, was announced in flaring capitals on the play

bills, ''under the patronage of the Honorable Mrs. Fan-

tadlin.'*
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Sir, the whole community flew to arms! The banker's

wife felt her dignity grievously insulted at n<^t having the

preference ; her husband being high baiUff , and the richest

mnn in the place. She immediately issued inv ations for

a large party, for the night of the performauc>), Jid asked

many a lady to it whom she never had noticed ' >iore. The
fashionable world had long groaned under the tyranny of

tho FantadUns, and were glad to make a common cause

against this new instance of assumption.—Presume to pat-

ronize the theater ! insufferable ! Those, too, who had never

before been noticed by the banker's lady were ready to en-

list in any quarrel, for the honor of her acquaintance. All

minor feuds were therefore 'orgotten. The doctor's lady

and the lawyer's 'lady met toj^^tJ r; and the manufacturer's

lady and the shopkeeper's hdy j.4sed each other; and all,

headed by the banker's la ';, jted the theater a 6ore, and
determined to encourage noti ng but the Indian Jugglers,

and Mr. Walker's Eidoni^ x)-;.

Alas for poor PillgarlicK 1 I little knew the mischief that

was brewing against me. My box book remained blank.

The evening arrived, but no audience. The music struck up
to a tolerable pit and gallery, but no fashionables ! I peeped

anxiously from behind the curtain, but the time passed away

;

the play was retarded until pit and gallery became furious

;

and I had to raise the curtain, and play my greatest part in

tragedy to "a beggarly account of empty boxes."

It is true the Fantadlins came late, as was their custom,

and entered like a tempest, with a flutter of feathers and red

shawls ; but they were evidently disconcerted at finding they

had no one to admire and envy them, and were enraged at

this glaring defection of their fashionable followers. All the

beaumonde were engaged at the banker's lady's rout. They
remained for some time in soUtary and uncomfortable state,

and though they had the theater almost to themselves, yet,

for the first time, they talked in whispers. They left the

house at the end of the first piece, and I never saw them
afterward.
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Such was the rock on which I spht. 1 never got over the

patronage of the Fantadhn family. It became the vogue to

abuse the theater and declare the performers shocking. An
equestrian troupe opened a circus in the town about the same
time, and rose on my ruins. My iiouse was deserted; my
actors grew discontented because they were ill paid; my
door became a hammering-place for every bailiii' in the

county; and my wife became more and more shrewish and
tormenting the more I wanted comfort.

The establishment now became a scene of confusion and
peculation. I was considered a ruined man, and of course

fair game for every one to pluck at, as every one plunders a
sinking ship. Day after daj' some of the troupe deserted,

and, like deserting soldiers, carried oflf their arms and ac-

couterments with them. In this manner my wardrobe took

legs and walked away ; my finery strolled all over the coun-

try ; my swords and daggera glittered in every barn ; until at

last my tailor made "one fell swoop," and carried oflF three

dress coats, half a dozen doublets, and nineteen pair of flesh-

colored pantaloons.

This was the "be all and the end all'' of my fortune. I

no longer hesitated what to do. Egad, thought I, since steal-

ing is the order of the day, I'll steal too. So I secretly gath-

ered together the jewels of my wardrobe
;
packed up a hero's

dress in a handkerchief, slung it on the end of a tragedy

sword, and quietly stole oflf at dead of night—"the bell then

beating one"—leaving my queen and kingdom to the mercy
of my rebellious subjects, and my merciless foes, the bum-
bailiflfs.

Such, sir, was the "end of all my greatness." 1 was
heartily cured of all passion for governing, and returned

once more into the ranks. I had for some time the usual

run of an actor's life. I played in various country theaters,

at fairs, and in bams; sometimes hard pushed, sometimes

flush, until on one occasion I came within an ace of making
my fortune, and becoming one of the wonders of the age.

I was playing the part of Richard the Third in a country
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bam, and absolutely "out-Heroding Herod." An agent of

one of the great London theaters was present. He was on

the lookout for something that might be got up as a prodigy.

The theater, it seems, was in desperate condition—nothing

but a miracle could save it. He pitched upon me for that

miracle. I had a remarkable bluster in my style and swag-

ger in my gait, and having taken to drink a Uttle during my
troubles, my voice was somewhat cracked ; so that it seemed

like two voices nm into one. The thought struck the agent

to bring me out as a theatrical wonder; as the restorer of

natural and legitimate acting ; as the only one who could

understand and act Shakespeare rightly. He waited upon
me the next morning and opened his plan. I shrunk from

it with becoming modesty ; for well as I thought of myself,

I felt myself unworthy of such praise.

" 'Sblr^d, man!" said he, "no praise at all. You don't

imagine that I think you all this. I only want the public to

think so. Nothing so ea.sy as gulling the public- if you only

set up a prodigy. You need not try to act well, you must
only act furiously. No matter what you do, or bow you act,

so that it be but odd and strange. We will have all the pit

packed, and the newspapers hired. Whatever you do differ-

ent from famous actors it shall be insisted that you are right

and they were wrong. If you rant, it shall be pure passion;

if you are vulgar, it shall be a toiioh of natui-e. Every one

shall be prepared to fall into raptures, and shout and yell,

at certain points which you shall make. If you do but escape

pelting the first night, your fortune and the fortune of the

theater is made."

I set off for London, therefore, full of new hopes. I was
to be the restorer of Shakespeare and nature, and the legiti-

mate drama ; my very swagger was to be lien^ic, and my
cracked voice the standard of elocution. Alas, sir ! m3'^ usual

luck attended me. Before I arrived in the metropolis a rival

wonder had appeared. A woman who could dance the slack

rope, and run up a cord from the stage to the gallery with

fireworks all round her. She was seized on by t^e manage-



il

if
.^'•^v'

•

Lv •..••>,-..
J.

r\'

430 U/orKs of U/asl^io^toi) IrulQ^

ment with avidity ; she was the saving of the gpreat national

theater for the season. Nothing was talked of but Madame
Saqui's 6reworks and Hame-colored pantaloons ; and nature,

Shakespeare, the legitimate drama, and poor Pillgarlick were
completely left in the lurch.

However, as the manager was in honor l)ound to provide

for me, he kept his word. It had been a turn up of a die

whether I should be Alexander the Great or Alexander the

coppersmith: the latter carried it. I could not be put at

the head of the drama, so I was put at the tail. In other

words, I was enrolled among the number of what are called

useful men; who, let me tell you, are the only comfortable

actors on the stage. We are safe from hisses and below the

hope of applause. We fear not the success of rivals, nor

dread the critic's pen. So long as we get the words of our

parts, and they are not often many, it is all we care for.

We have our own merriment, our own friends, and our own
admirers ; for every actor has his friends and admirers, from
the highest to the lowest. The first-rate actor dines with the

noble amateur, and entertains a fashionable table with scraps

and songs and theatrical slip-slop. The second-rate actors

have their second-rate friends and admirers, with whom they

likewise spout tragedy and talk slip-slop; and so down even

to us; who have our friends and admirers among spruce

clerks and aspiring apprentices, who treat us to a dinner

now and then, and enjoy at tenth hand the same scraps and
songs and slip-slop that have been served up by our more
fortunate brethren at the tables of the great.

I now, for the first time in my theatrical Ufe, knew what
true pleasure is. I have known enough of notoriety to pity

the poor devils who are called favorites of the public. I

would rather be a kitten in the arms of a spoiled child, to

be one moment petted and pampered, and the next moment
thumped over the head with the spoon. I smile, too, to see

our leading actors fretting themselves with envy and jeal-

ousy about a trumpery renown, questionable in its quaUty

and imcertain in its duration. I laugh, too, though of course



Jales of a Traveler 431

in my sleeve, at the bustle and importance and trouble and

perplexities of our manager, who is harassing himself to

death in the hopeless effort to please everybcnly.

I have found among my fellow-subalterus two or three

quondam managers, who, like myself, have wielded the

scepters of country theatciti; and wo have many a sly joke

together at the expense of the manager and the pubhc. Some-

times, too, we meet like deposed and oxiled kings; talk over

the events of our respective reigns ; moralized over a tankard

of ale, and laugh at the humbug of the great and Uttle world

;

which, I take it, is the very essence of practical philosophy.

Thus end the anecdotes of Buckthc>me tmd his friends.

A few mornings after our hearing the history of the ex-

manager he bounced into my room before I was out of bed.

"Give me joy! give me joy!" said he, rubbing his hands

with the utmost glee, '*my great expectations are realized!"

I stared at him with a look of wonder and inquiry.

"My booby cousin is dead!" cried he; "may he rest in

peace ! He nearly broke his neck in a fall from his horse

in a fox-chase. By good luck he lived long enough to make
his will. He has made me his heir, partly out of an odd

feeling of retributive justice, and partly beoause, as he says,

none of his own family or friends knew how to enjoy such

an estate. I*m off to the country to take possession. I've

done with authorship.—That for the critics!" said he, snap-

ping his fingers. "Come down to Doubting Castle when I get

settled, and, egad ! I'll give you a rouse. '
* So saying, he shook

me heartily by the hand and bounded off in high spirits.

A long time elapsed before I heard from him again. In-

deed, it was but a short time since that I received a letter

written in the happiest of moods. He was getting the estate

into fine order, everything went to his wishes, and, what was
more, he was married to SacharisHa; who, it seems, had al-

ways entertained an ardent tljough secret attachment for

him, which he fortunately diai-overed jusl jfter coming to

his estate.
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"I find,'* said he, "you ai« ti little given to the sin of

authorship, which I renounce. If the anecdotes I have given

you of my story are of any interest you may make use of

them ; but come down to Doubting Castle and see how we
live, and I'll give you my whole London life over a social

glass; and a rattling history it shall he about authors and
reviews.

»>

If ever I visit Doubting Castle, and get the history he

promises, the public shall be sure to hear of it.
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/M/?r THIRD

THE ITALIAN BANDITTI

THE INN AT TERRACINA

Crack! crack! crack! crack! crack!

"Here comes the estafette from Naples," said mine host

of the inn at Terracina, "bring out the relay."

The estafette came as usual gallojjing uj) the road, brand-

ishing over his head a short-handled whip, with a long knotted

lash ; every smack of which made a report like a pistol. He
was a tight square-set young fellow, in the customary uni-

form—a smart blue coat, ornamented with facings and gold

lace, but so short behind as to reach scarcely below his waist-

band, and cocked up not unlike the tail of a wren. A cocked

hat, edged with gold lace; a pair of stiff riding boots; but

instead of the usual leathern breeclu>8 he had a fragment of

a pair of drawers that sctircely furnished an apology for

motiesty to hide behind.

The estafette galloped up to the door and jumped from

his horse.

"A glass of rosoUo, a fresh horse, and a pair of breeches,"

>.<
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said he, *^aiid quickly—I am behind my time, and must be

oflf."

"San QensLTol** replied the host, **why, where hast thou

left thy garment?'*
'*Among the robbers between this and Fondi.**

"What! rob an estafette ! I never heard of such folly.

What could they hope to get from thee?**

**My leather breeches!'* replied the eetafette. "They
were brand-new, and shone like gold, and hit the fancy of

the captain.*'

"Well, these fellows grow worse and worse. To meddle

with an estafette I And that merely for the sake of a pair of

leather breeches !
*
*

The robbing of a government messenger seemed to strike

the host with more astonishment than any other enormity

that had taken place on the road ; and indeed it was the first

time so wanton an outrage had been committed ; the robbers

generally taking care not to meddle with anything belonging

to government.

The estafette was by this time equipped ; for he had not

lost an instant in making his preparations while talking.

The relay was ready ; the rosolio tossed off. He grasped the

reins and the stirrup.

"Were there many robbers in the band?** said a hand-

some, dark young man, stepping forward from the door of

the inn.

"As formidable a band as ever I saw,** said the estafette,

springing into the saddle.

"Are they cruel to travelers?" said a beautiful yoimg
Venetian lady, who had been hanging on the gentleman's

arm.

"Cruel, signora!" echoed the estafetto, giving a glance

lit the lady as he put spurs to his horse. "Cor/w> del Bavco!

they stiletto all the men, and as to the women—

"

Crack! crack! crack! crack! crack !--the last wurds wore

drowned in the smacking of the whip, and away galloped the

estafette along the road to the Pontine marshes.

no Vol. II.
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"Holy Virgfinl*' ejaculated the fair Venetian, "what will

become of us!"

The inn of Terracina stands just outside of the walls of

the old town of that name, on the frontiers of the Roman ter-

ritory. A little, lazy Italian town, the inhabitants of which,

apparently heedless and listless, are said to be little better

than the brigands which surround them^ and indeed are half

of them supposed to be in some way or other connected with

the robbers. A vast, rocky height rises perpendicularly above

it, with the ruins of the castle of Theodoric the Goth crown-

ing its summit ; before i i; spreads the wide bosom of the Medi-

terranean, that sea witiiout flux or reflux. There seems an

idle pause in everything about this place. The port is with-

out a sail, excepting that once in a while a solitary felucca

may be seen disgorging its holy cargo of baccala, the meager
provision for the Quaresima or Lent. The naked watch

towers, rising here and there along the coast, speak of pi-

rates and corsairs which hover about these shores; while the

low huts, as stations for soldiers, which dot the distant road,

as it winds through an olive grove, intimate that in the ascent

there is danger for the traveler and facility for the bandit.

Indeed, it is between this town and Fondi that the road

to Naples is mostly infested by banditti. It winds among
rocky and solitary places, where the robbers are enabled to

see the traveler from a distance, from the brows of hills or

impending precipices, and to lie in wait for him at the lonely

and difficult passes.

At the time that the estafette made this sudden appear-

ance, almost in cuerpOy the audacity of the robbers had risen

to an unparalleled height. They had their spies and emis-

saries in every town, village, and osteria, to give them notice

of the quality and movements of travelers. They did not

scruple to send messages into the country towns and villas,

demanding certain sums of money, or nrticles of dress and

luxury ; with nienacnes of vengeance in case of refusal. They
had plundered carnui<;es ; carried people of rank and fortune

into the mounttiins, and obliged them to write fov heavy ran-
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in their power.

The police exerted its rigor in vain. The brigands were
too numerous and powerful for a weak police. They were

countenanced and cherished by several of the villages; and
though now and then the limbs of malefactors hung black-

ening in the trees near which they had committed some
atrocity, or their heads stuck upon posts in iron cages made
some dreary part of the road still more dreary, still they

seemed to strike dismay into no bosom but ^;hat of the

traveler.

The dark, handsome young man and the Venetian lady

whom I have mentioned had arrived early that afternoon in

a private carriage, drawn by mules and attended by a single

servant. They had been recently married, were spending

the honeymoon in traveling through these deUcious coun-

tries, and were on their way to visit a rioh aunt of the young
lady's at Naples.

The lady was yoimg and tender and timid. The stories

she had heard along the road had filled her with apprehen-

sion, no more for herself than for her husband; for though

she had been marked almost a month, she still loved him
almost to idolatry. When she reached Terracina the rumors

of the road had increased to an alarming magnitude; and

the sight of two robbers' skulls, grinning in iron cages on

each side of the old gateway of the town, brought her to a

pause. Her husband had tried in vain to reassure her. They
had lingered all the afternoon at the inn, until it was too late

to think of starting that evening, and the parting words of

the estafette completed her affright.

''Let us return to Rome, '

' said she. putting her arm within

her husband's and drawing toward him as if for protection
—**let us return to Rome and give up this visit to Naples."

"And give u,) the visit to your aunt, too," said the hus-

band.

*'Nay—what is my aunt in comparison with your safety?"

said she, looking up tenderly in his face.
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There was something in her tone and manner that showed

she really was thinking more of her hunband's safety at that

moment than of her own ; and being recv^ntly married, and

a match of pure affection, too, it is very possible that she

was. At least her husband thought so. Indeed, any one

who has heard the sweet, musical tone of a Venetian voice,

and the melting tenderness of a Venetian phrase, and felt

the soft witchery of a Venetian eye, would not wonder at

the husband's believing whatever they professed.

He clasped the white hand that had been laid within his,

put his arm round her slender waist, and drawing her fondly

to his bosom—"This night at least," said he, "we'll pass at

Terracina.'*

Crnck! crack! crack! crack! crack!

Another apparition of the road attracted tnc attention of

mine host and his guests. From the road across the Pontine

marshes a carriage drawn by half a dozen horses came driv-

ing at a furious pace—the postilions smacking their whips like

mad, as is the case when jonscious of the greatness or the

munificence of their fare. It was a landaulet, with a servant

mounted on the dickey. The compact, highly finished, yet

proudly simple construction of the carriage; the quantity of

neat, well-arranged trunks and conveniences*, the loads of

box coats and upper benjamins on the dickey—and the frosh,

burly, gruff-looking face at the window, proclaimed at once

that it was the equipage of an Englishman.

"Fresh horses to Fondi,'' said the Englishman, as the

landlord came bowing to the carriage door.

"Would not his excellenza alight and take some refresh-

ment?"

"No—he did not mean to eat until he got to Fondi!'*

"But the horses will be some time in getting ready—

"

"Ah—that's always the case—nothing but delay in this

cursed country."

"If his excellenza would only walk into the house—**

No, no, no!—I tell you no!—I want nothing but horses,

n^d pp quick as >ossible. John! see that the horses are got
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ready, and doii*t let us be kept here an hour or two. Tell

him if we're delayed over the time, 1^11 lodge a complaint

with the postmaster.'*

John touched his hat, and set off to obey his master's

orders, with the taciturn obedience of an English servant.

He was a ruddy, round-faoed fellow, with hair cropped close;

a short coat, drab breeches, and long gaiters; and appeared

to have almost as much contempt as his master for every-

thing around him.

In the meantime the Elnglishman got out of the carriage

and walked up and down before the inn, with his hands in

his pockets : taking no notice of the crowd of idlers who were

gazing at him and his equipage. Ke was tall, stout, and
well made ; dressed with neatness and precision, wore a trav-

oling-cap of the color of gingerbread, and had rather an un-

happy expression aVout the comers of his mouth ; partly from

not having yet made his dinner, and partly from not having

l>een able to get on at a greater rate than seven miles an

hour. Not that he had any other cause for haste than an

Englishman's usual hurry to get to the end of a journey; or,,

to use uhe regular phrase, *'to get on."

Aft'^r some time the servant returned from the stable

with ab sour a look as his master.

**Ai8 the horses i-eady, John?"

**Nc, sir—I never saw such a place. There's no getting

anything done. I think your honor had better step into the

house and get something to ea it will be a long while before

we get to Fundy."
**D—n the house—it's a aere trick—I'll not eat any-

thing, just to spite them," said the Englishman, still more

crusty at the prospect of beii so long without his dinner.

"They say your honor' v ery wrong," said John, "to set

off at this late hour. The oad's full of highwaymen."
"Mere tales to get custom."

"The estafette which parsed us was stopped by a whole

^Hiig," said John, increasing his emphasis with each addi-

liunal piece of information.

''4
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"I don't believe a word of it.**

"They robbed him of his breeches,'* said John, giving at

the same time a hitch to his own waistband.

"All humbug!**

Here the dark, handsome young man stepped forward,

and addressing the Englishman vary politely in broken En-
glish, invited him to partake of a repast he was about to

make. *'Thank*ee," said the Englishman, thrusting his

hands deeper into his pockets, and casting a slight side

glance of suspicion at the young man, as if he thought

from his civility he must have a design upon his purse.

"We shall be most happy if you will do us that favor,'*

said the lady, in her soft Venetian dialect. There was a
sweetness in her accents that was most persuasive. The
Englishman cast a look upon her countenance ; her beauty

was still more eloquent. His features instantly relaxed. He
made an attempt at a civil bow. "With great pleasure, sig-

nora," said he.

In short, the eagerness to "get on** was suddenly slack-

ened ; the (determination to famish himself as far as Fondi

by way of punishing the landlord was abandoned; John
chose the best apartment in the inn for his master's recep-

tion, and preparations were made to remain there until

morning.

The carriage was unpacked of such of its contents as

were indispensable for the night. There was the usual

parade of trunks, and writing-desks, and portfolios, and
dressing-boxes, and those other oppressive conveniences

which burden a comfortable man. The observant loiterers

about the inn door, wrapped up in great dirt-colored cloaks,

with only a hawk*s eye uncovered, made many remarks to

each other on this quantity of luggage that seemed enough

for an army. And the domestics of the inn talked with

wonder of the splendid dressing-case, with its gold and

silver furniture, that was spread out on the toilet tal/l*»,

and the bag of gold that chinked as it was taken out of

the trunk. The strange "Milor*s'* wealth, and the treas-

• J.
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ures he carried about him, were the talk, that evening,

over all Terracina.

The Englishman ^ook some time to make his ablutions

and arrange his dress ior table, and after considerable labor

and effort in putting himself at his ease, made his appear-

ance, with stiff white cravat, his clothes free from the least

speck of dust, and adjusted with precision. He made a
formal bow on entering, which no doubt he meant to be cor-

dial, bui which any one else would have considered cool, and
took his seat.

The supper, as it was termed by the ItaUan, or dinner, as

the Englishman called it, was now served. Heaven and
earth, and the waters under the earth, had been moved to

furnish it, for there were birds of the air and beasts of the

eai*th and fish of the sea. The Englishman's servant, too,

had turned the kitchen topsy-turvy in his zeal to cook his

master a beefsteak; and made his appearance loaded with

ketchup, and soy, and Cayenne pepper, and Harvey sauce,

and a bottle of port i^nne, from that warehouse, the carriage,

in which his master h^^h raed desirous of carrying England

about the world with iiin. Everything, however, according

to the Englishman, was execrable. The tureen of soup was
a black sea, with livers and limbs and fragments of all kinds

of birds and beasts floating like wrecks about it. A meager
winged animal, which my host called a delicate chicken, was
too delicate for his stomach, for it had evidently died of a
consumption. The macaroni was smoked. The beefsteak

was tough buffalo's flesh, and the countenance of mine host

confirmed the assertion. Nothing seemed to hit his palate

but a dish of stewed eels, of which he ate with great relish,

but had nearly refunded them when told that they were

vipers, caught among the rocks of Terracina, and esteemed

a great delicacy.

In short, the Englishman ate and growled, and ate and

growled, like a cat eating in company, pronouncing himself

poisoned by every dish, yet eating on in defiance of death

and the doctor. The Venetian lady, not accustomed to En-

V.
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gliah travelers, almost repented having persuaded him to the

meal; for though very gracious to her, he was so crusty to

all the world beside that she stood in awe of him. There is

nothing, however, that conquers John Bull's crustiness sooner

than eating, whatever may be the cookery; and nothing

brings him into good humor with his company sooner than

eating together; the Englishman, therefore, had not half

finished liis repast and his bottle, before he began to think

the Venetian a very tolerable fellow for a foreigner, and his

wife almost handsome enough to be an Englishwoman.
In the course of the repast the tales of robbers which

harassed the mind of the fair Venetian were brought into

discussion. The landlord and the waiter served up such a
number of them as they served up the dishes that they al-

most frightened away the poor lady's appetite. Among
these was the story of the school of Terracina, still fresh

in every mind, where the students were carried up the moun-
tains by the banditti, in hopes of ransom, and one of them
massacred, to bring the parents to terms for the others.

There was a story also of a gentleman of Rome, who delayed

remitting the ransom demanded for his son, detained by the

banditti, and received one of his son's ears in a letter with

information that the other would be remitted to him soon,

if the money were not forthcoming, and that in this way he

woulJ receive the boy by installments until he came to terms.

The fair Venetian shuddered as she heard these tales.

The landlord, like a true story-teller, doubled the dose when
he suw how it operated. He was just proceeding to relate

the misfortunes of a great English lord and his family, when
the Englishman, tired of his volubility, testily interrupted

him, and pronounced these accounts mere traveler's tales, or

the exaggerations of peasants and innkeepers. The landlord

was indignant at the doubt leveled at his stories, and the in-

nuendo leveled at his cloth; he cited half a dozen stories still

more terrible, to corroborate those he liad already told.

**I don't believe a word of them," said the Englishman.

''But the robbers had been tried and executed."
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"AUafarcel"
"But their heads were stuck up along the road."

**01d skulls accumulated during a century/'

The landlord muttered to himg If as he went out at the

door, **San Genaro, come sono singolari questi Inglesi."

A fresh hubbub outside of the inn announced the arrival

of more travelers; and from the variety of voices, or rather

clamorSf the clattering of horses* hoofs, the rattling of wheels,

and the general uproar both within and without, the arrival

seemed to be numerous. It was, in fact, the procaccio and

its convoy—a kind of caravan of merchandise that sets out

on stated days under an escort of soldiery to protect it from

the robbers. Travelers avail themselves of the occasion, and
many carriages accompany the procaccio. It was a long

time before either landlord or waiter returned, being hurried

away by the tempest of new custom. "When mine host ap-

peared, there was a smile of triumph on his coimtenance.

—

"Perhaps,** said he, as he cleared away the table, "perhaps

the signer has not heard of what has happened.**

"What?** said the Englishman, dryly.

"Oh, the procaccio has arrived, and has brought accounts

of fresh exploits cf the robbers, signor.'*

"Pish!**

"There*s more news of the English Milor and his family,**

said the host, emphatically.

"An English lord.—What English lord?**

"Milor Popkin.**

"Lord Popkin? I never heard of such a title!*'

"O /Sicwro —a great nobleman that passed through here

lately with his milady and daughters—a magnifico—one of

the grand councilors of London—un alraanno.**

"Almanno—almanno?—tut! he means alderman.*'

"Sicuro, aldermanno Popkin, and the principezza Popkin,

and the signorina Popkin!** said mina hoHt, triumphantly.

He would now have entered into a full detail, but was
thwarted by the Englishman, who seemed deiv^rmined not

to credit or indulge him in his stories. An ItaUan tongue,
i
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howevor, is not easily checked : that of mine host continued

to run on with increasing volubility as he conveyed the frag-

ments of the repast out of the room, and the last that could

be distinguished of his voice, as it died away along the cor-

ridor, was the constant recurrence of the favorite word Pop-

kin—Popkin—Popkin —pop—pop^pop.

The arrival of the procaccio had indeed filled the house

with stories as it had with guests. The Englishman and his

companions walked out after supper into the great hall or

common room of the inn, which runs through the center

building; a gloomy, dirty-looking apartment, with tables

placed in various parts of it, at which some of the travelers

were seated in groups, while others strolled about in fam-

ished impatience for their evening's meal. As the procaccic

was a kind of caravan of travelers, there were people of

every class and country, who had come in all kinds of ve-

hicles; and though they kept in some measure in separate

parties, yet the being imited under one common escort had

jumbled them into companionship on the road. Thei«* for-

midable number and the formidable guard that acoompanfed

them had prevented any molestation from the banditti; hvi*

every carriage had its tale of wonder, and one vied with an^

other in the recital. Not one but had seen groups of robbers

peering over the rocks; or their guns peeping out from among
the bushes, or had been reconnoitered by some suspicious-

looking fellow with scowling eye, who disappeared on seeing

the guard.

The fair Venetian listened to all these stories with that

eager curiosity with which we seek to pamper any feeling of

alarm. Even the Englishman began to feel interested in the

subject, and desirous of gaining more correct information

than these mere flying reports. He mingled in one of the

groups which appeared to be the most respectable, and which
was assembled round a tall, thin person, with long Roman
nose, a high forehead, and lively prominent eye, beaming
from under a green velvet traveling-cap with gold tassel.

He was holding foi*th with all the fluency of a man who talks
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well and lik. xi exert his talent. He was of Rome ; a sur-

geon by profesHion, a poet by cboice, and one who was some-

thing of an improTvisatore. He soon gave the Englishman
abundance of infonnation respecting the banditti. *'The

fact is/* said he, **that many of the people in the villages

among the mountains are robbers, or rather the robbers find

perfect asylum among them. They range over a vast extent

of wild impracticable country, along the chain of Apennines,

bordering on different states; they know all the difficult

passes, the short cuts and strongholds. They are secure of

the good-will of the poor and peaceful inhabitants of those

regions, whom they never disturb, and whom they often en-

rich. Indeed, they are looked upon as a sort of illegitimate

heroes among the mountain villages, and some of the fron-

tier towns, where they dispose of their plunder. From these

mountains they keep a lookout upon the plains and valleys,

and meditate their descents.

'*The road to Fondi, which you are about to travel, is one

of the places most noted for their exploits. It is overlooked

from some distance by little hamlets, perched upon heights.

From nence, the brigands, like hawks in their nests, keep on

the watch for such travelers as are likely to afford either

booty or ransom. The windings of the road enable them to

see carriages long before they pass, so that they have time

to get to some advantageous lurking-place from whence to

pounce upon their prey."

"But why does not the police interfere and root them
out?" said the Englishman.

"The police is too weak and the banditti are too strong,"

replied the improvvisatore. "To root them out would be a

more difficult task than you imagine. They are connected

and identified with the people of the villages and the peas-

antry generally ; the numerous bands have an undoi*standing

with each other, and with people of various conditions in all

parts of the country. They know all that is going on ; a

gens d*amies cannot stir without their Ix-'ing iiware of it.

They have their spies and emissaries in every direction ; they

11
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lurk about towns, villages, inns—mingle in every crowd,

pervade every place of resort. I should not be surprised,"

said he, *'if some one should be supervising us at this

moment."
The fair Venetian looked round fearfully and turned pale.

"One pecuHarity of the Italian banditti," continued the

improvvisatore, "is that they wear a kind of uniform, or

rather costimie, which designates their profession. This is

probably done to take away from its skulking lawless char-

acter, and to give it something of a military air in the eyes

of the common people ; or perhaps to catch by outward dash

and show the fancies of the young men of the villages. These

dresses or costumes ^ re often rich and fanciful. Some wear
jackets and breeches of bright colors, richly embroidered;

broad belts of cloth; or sashes of silk net; broad, high-

crowned hats, decorated with feathers or variously-colored

ribbons, and silk nets for the hair.

"Many of the robbers are peasants who follow ordinary

occupations in the villages for a part of the year, and take

to the mountains for the rest. Some only go out for a sea-

son, as it were, on a hunting expedition, and then resume

the dress and habits of common life. Many of the young
men of the villages take to this kind of life occasionally from

a mere love of adventure, the wild wandering spirit of youth

and the contagion of bad example ; but it is remarked that

they can never after brook a long continuance in settled life.

They get fond of the imbounded freedom and rude license

they enjoy ; and there is something in this wild moimtain life

checkered by adventure and peril that is wonderfully fas-

cinating, independent of the gratification of cupidity by the

plunder of the wealthy traveler.

"

Here the improvvisatore was interrupted by a lively Nea-

politan lawyer. "Your mention of the younger robbers,"

said he, "puts me in mind of an adventure of a learned

doctor, a friend of mine, which happened in this very neigh-

borhood."

A yrish was of course expressed to hear the adventure of
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the doctor by all except the improvvisatore, who, being fond

of talking and of hearing himself talk, and accustomed

moreover to harangue without interruption, looked rather

annoyed at being checked when in full career.

The Neapolitan, however, took no notice of his chagrin,

but related the following anecdote.

I:

THE ADVENTURE OF THE LITTLE
ANTIQUARY

My friend the doctor was a thorough antiquary : a Uttle,

rusty, musty old fellow, always groping among ruins. He
relished a building as you Englishmen relish a cheese, the

more mouldy and cnmibling it was the more it was to his

taste. A shell of an old nameless temple, or the cracked

walls of a broken-down amphitheater, would throw him into

raptures; and he took more delight in these crusts and cheese

parings of antiquity than in the best-conditioned modern
edifice.

He had taken a maggot into his brain at one time to hunt

after the ancient cities of the Pelasgi which are said to exist

to this day among the mountains of the Abruzzi; but the

condition of which is strangely unknown to antiquaries. It

is said that he had made a great many valuable notes and
memorandums on the subject, which he always carried about

with him, either for the purpose of frequent reference, or

because he feared the precious documents might fall into the

hands of brother antiquaries. He had therefore a large

pocket behind, in which he carried them, banging against

his rear as he walked.

Be this as it may ; happening to pass a few days at Ter-

racina, in the course of his researches, he one day mounted
the rocky cliffs which overhang the town to visit the castle

of Theodoric. He was groping about these ruins, toward

the hour of sunset, buried in his reflections—his wits no doubt
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wool-gathering among the Goths and Romans—when he
heard footsteps behind him.

He turned and beheld five or six young fellows, of rough,

saucy demeanor, clad in a singular manner, half peasant,

half huntsman, with fusils in their hands. Their whole

appearance and carriage left him in no doubt into what
company he had fallen.

The doctor was a feeble httle man, poor in look and poorer

in purse. He had but httle money in his pocket ; but he had
certain valuables, such as an old silver watch, thick as a

turnip, with figures on it large enough for a clock, aud a set

of seals at the end of a steel chain, that dangled half down to

his knees ; all which were of precious esteem, being family

reUcs. He had also a seal ring, a veritable antique intaglio,

that covered half his knuckles ; but what he most valued was
the precious treatise on the Pelasgian cities, which he would
gladly have given all the money in his pocket to have had
safe at the bottom of his trunk in Terracina.

However, he plucked up a stout heart; at least as stout a

heart as he could, seeing that he was but a puny little man
at the best of times. So he wished the hunters a "buon
giomo." They returned his salutation, giving the old gen-

tleman a sociable slap on the back that made his heart leap

into his throat.

They fell into conversation, and walked for some time

together among the heights, the doctor wishing them all the

while at the bottom of the crater of Vesuvius. At length

they came to a small osteria on the mountain, where they

proposed to enter and have a cup of wine together. The
doctor consented; though he would as soon have been invited

to drink hemlock.

One of the gang remained sentinel at the door; the others

swaggered into the house ; stood their fusils in a corner of

the room; and each drawing a pistol or stiletto out of his

belt, laid it, with some emphasis, on the table. They now
called lustily for wine ; drew benches round the table, and
hailing the doctor as though he had been a boon companion
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of long standing, insisted upon his sitting down and making
merry. He complied with forced grimace, but with fear and
trembling; sitting on the edge of his bench; supping down
heartburn with every drop of Uquor; eying ruefully the

black muzzled pistols, and cold, naked stilettos. They pushed

the bottle bravely, and pHed him vigorously ; sang, laughed,

told excellent stories of robberies and combats, and the little

doctor was fain to laugh at these -cut-throat pleasantries,

though his heart was dymg away at the very bottom of his

bosom.

By their own account they were young men from the

villages, who had recently taken up this line of life in the

mere wild caprice of youth. They talked of their exploits as

a sportsman talks of his amusements. To shoot down a
traveler seemed of Httle more consequence to them than to

shoot a hare. They spoke with rapture of the glorious rov-

ing life they led; free as birds; here to-day, gone to-morrow;

ranging the forests, climbing the rocks, scouring the valleys,

the world their own wherever they could lay hold of it; full

purses, merry companions; pretty women.—The Uttle anti-

quary got fuddled with their talk and their wine, for they did

not spare bumpers. He half forgot his fears, his seal ring,

and his family watch; even the treatise on the Pelasgian

cities which was warming under him, for a time faded from
his memory, in the glowing picture which they drew. He
declares that he no longer wonders at the prevalence of

this robber mania among the mountains; for he felt at the

time that, had he been a young man and a strong man,
and had there been no danger of the galleys in the back-

ground, he should have been half tempted himself to turn

bandit.

At length the fearful hour of separating arrived. The
doctor was suddenly called to himself and his fears by seeing

the robbers resume their weapons. He now quaked for his

valuables, and above all for his antiquarian treatise. He
endeavored, however, to look cool and unconcerned; and
drew from out of his deep pocket a long, lank, leathern purse,
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far gone in consumption, at the bottom of which a few coin

chinked with the trembling of his hand.

The chief of the party observed his movement ; and lay-

ing his hand upon the antiquary's shoulder—**Harkee!

Signor Dottorel** said he, "we have drank together as

friends and comrades, let us part as such. We understand

you; we know who and what you are; for we know who
everybody is that sleeps at Terracina, or that puts foot upon
the road. You are a rich man, but you carry all your wealth

in your head. We can't get at it, and we should not know
what to do with it if we could. I see you are uneasy about

your ring; but don't worry your mind; it is not worth tak-

ing
;
you think it an antique, but it's a counterfeit—a mere

sham."
Here the doctor would have put in a word, for his anti-

quarian pride was touched.

"Nay, nay," continued the other, "we've no time to dis-

pute about it. Value it as you please. Come, you are a

brave little old signor—one more cup of wine and we'll pay
the reckoning. No compliments—I insist on it. So—now
make the best of your way back to Terracina; it's growing
late—buono viaggio!—and hark'ee, take care how you wan-
der among these moimtains."

They shouldered their fusils, sprang gayly up the rocks,

and the little doctor hobbled back to Terracina, rejoicing

that the robbers had let his seal ring, his watch, and his

treatise escape unmolested, though rather nettled that

they should have pronounced his veritable intaglio a coun-

terfeit.

The improvvisatore had shown many symptoms of im-

patience during this recital. He saw his theme in danger of

being taken out of his hands by a rival story-teller, which to

an able talker is always a serious grievance ; it was also in

danger of being taken away by a Neapolitan, and that was
still more vexatious ; as the members of the different Italian

states have an incessant jealousy of each other in all things,

great and small. He took advantage of the first pause of

.h
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the Neapolitan to catch hold again of the thread of the con-

versation.

**As I was saying," resumed he, "the prevalence of these

banditti is so extensive ; their power so combined and inter-

woven with other ranks of society
—

"

"For that matter," said the NeapoUtan, '*I have heard

that your government has had some understanding with

these gentry, or at least winked at them."

"My government?" said the Roman, impatiently.

"Ay—they say that Cardinal Gonsalvi—

"

"Hush!" said the Roman, holding up his finger, and
rolling his large eyes about the room.

"Nay—I only repeat what I heard commonly rumored in

Rome," replied the other, sturdily. "It was whispered that

the cardinal had been up to the mountain, and had an inter-

view with some of the chiefs. And I have been told that

when honest people have been kicking their heels in the car-

dinal's ante-chamber, waiting by the hour for admittance,

one of these stiletto-looking fellows has elbowed his way
through the crowd, and entered without ceremony into the

cardinal's presence."

"I know," replied the Roman, "that there have been such

reports, and it is not impossible that government may have

made use of these men at particular periods, such as at the

time of your abortive revolution, when your carbonari were
so busy with their machinations all over the country. The
information that men Uke these could collect, who were

tamiliar, not merely with all the recesses and secret places

of the mountains, but also with all the dark and danger-

ous recesses of society, and knew all that was plotting in

the world of mischief; the utility of such instruments in the

hands of government was too obvious to be overlooked, and
Cardinal Gonsalvi, as a politic statesman, may, perhaps, have

made use of them; for it is well known the robbers, with all

their atrocities, are respectful toward the church, and devout

in their religion.

"

"Religion!—religion?" echoed the Englishman.
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"Yes—religion!** repeated the improwisatore. "Scarce

one of them but will cross himself and say his prayers when
he hears in his mountain fastness the matin or the ave maria
bells soimding from the valleys. They will often confess

themselves to the village priests, to obtain absolution; and
occasionally visit the village churches to pray at some favorite

shrine. I recollect an instance in point : I was one evening

in the village of Frescati, which lies below the mountains of

Abruzzi. The people, as usual in fine evenings in our Italian

towns and villages, were standing about in groups in the

public square, conversing and amusing themselves. I ob-

served a tall, muscular fellow, wrapped in a great mantle,

passing across the square, but skulking along in the dark, as

if avoiding notice. The people, too, seemed to draw back as

he passed. It was whispered to me that he was a notorious

bandit.'*

"But why was he not immediately seized?*' said the

Englishman.

"Because it was nobody's business; because nobody

wished to incur the vengeance of his comrades; because

there were not sufficient gens d*armes near to insure security

against the numbers of desperadoes he might have at hand

;

because the gens d'armes might not have received particular

instructions with respect to him, and might not feel disposed

to engage in the hazardous conflict without compulsion. In

short, I might giv^ you a thousand reasons, rising out of the

state of our government and manners, not one of which after

all might appear satisfactory."

The Englishman shrugged his shoulders with an air of

contempt.

"I have been told," added the Roman, rather quickly,

"that even in your metropolis of London, notorious thieves,

well known to the police as such, walk the streets at noon-

day, in search of their prey, and are not molested unless

caught in the very act of robbery .

"

The Englishman gave another shrug, but with a different

expression.

^^Mi^}
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"Well, sir, I fixed my eye on this daring wolf thus prowl-

ing through the fold, and saw him enter a church. I was
curious lo witness his devotions. You know our spacious,

magnificent churches. The one in which he entered was
vast and shrouded in the dusk of evening. At the extremity

of the long aisles a couple of tapers feebly glimmered on the

grand altar. In one of the side chapels was a votive candle

placed before the image of a saint. Before this image the

robber had prostrated himself. His mantle, partly falling

oflf from his shoulders as he knelt, revealed a form of her-

culean strength ; a stiletto and pistol glittered in his belt, and

the light falling on his countenance showed features not im-

handsome, but strongly and fiercely charactered. As he

prayed he became vehemently agitated; his Ups quivered;

sighs and murmurs, almost groans, burst from him ; he beat

his breast with violence, then clasped his hands and wrung
them convulsively as he extended them toward the image.

Never had I seen such a terrific picture of remorse. I felt

fearful of being discovered by him, and withdrew. Shortly

after I saw him issue from the church wrapped in his mantle

;

he recrossed the square, and no doubt returned to his moun-
tain with disburdened conscience, ready to incur a fresh

arrear of crime."

The conversation was here taken up by two other trav-

elers, recently arrived, Mr. Hobbs and Mr. Dobbs, a linen-

draper and a green-grocer, just returning from a tour in

Greece and the Holy Land : and who were full of the story

of Alderman Popkins. They were astonished that the rob-

bers should dare to molest a man of his importance on

'change; he being an eminent dry-salter of Throgmorton

Street, and a magistrate to boot.

In fact, the story of the Popkins family was but too true

;

it was attested by too many present to be for a moment
doubted; and from the contradictory and coijcordant testi-

mony of half a score, all eager to relate it, the company were

enabled to make out all the particulars.
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE POPKINS
FAMILY

It was but a few days before that the carriage of Alder-

man Popkins had driven up to the inn of Terracina. Those

who have seen an EngUsh family carriage on the Continent

must know the sensation it produces. It is an epitome of

Ekigland ; a little morsel of the old island rolling about the

world—everything so compact, so snug, so finished and
fitting. The wheels that roll on patent axles without rattling

;

the body that hangs so well on its springs, yielding to every

motion, yet proof against every shock. The ruddy faces

gaping out of the windows ; sometimes of a portly old citizen,

sometimes of a voluminous dowager, and sometimes of a fine

fresh hoyden, just from boarding school. And then the

dickeys loaded with well-dressed servants, beef-fed and bluff;

looking down from their heights with contempt on all the

world around; profoundly ignorant of the country and the

people, and devoutly certain that everything not English

must be wrong.

Such was the carriage of Alderman Popkins, as it made
its appearance at Terracina. The courier who had preceded

it to order horses, find who was a Neapolitan, had given a
magnificent account of the riches and greatness of his master,

blundering, with all an Italian's splendor of imagination,

about the alderman's titles and dignities ; the host had added

his usual share of exaggeration, so that by the time the alder-

man drove up to the door he was Milor—Magnifico—Prin-

cipe—the Lord knows what!

The alderman was advised to take an escort to Fondi and
Itri, but he refused. It was as much as a man's life was
worth, he said, to stop him on the king's highway; he would
complain of it to the embassador at Naples; he would make

<i I
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a national affair of it. The principezza Popkins, a fresh,

motherly dame, seemed perfectly secure in the protection of

her husband, so omnipotent a man in the city. The signorini

Popkins, two fine bouncing girls, looked to their brother

Tom, who had taken lessons in boxing ; and as to the dandy
himself, he was sure no scaramouch of an Italian robber

would dare to meddle with an Englishman. The landlord

shrugged his shoulders and turned out the palms of his hands

with a true Itahan grimace, and the carriage of Milor Pop-

kins rolled on.

They passed through several very suspicious places with-

out any molestation. The Misses Popkins, who were very

romantic, and had learned to draw in water colors, were

enchanted with the savage scenery aromid; it was so like

what they had read in Mrs. Radcliffe's romances, they should

like of all things to make sketches. At length, the carriage

arrived at a place where the road wound up a long hill.

Mrs. Popkins had sunk into a sleep ; the young ladies were

reading the last works of Sir Walter Scott and Lord Byron,

and the dandy was hectoring the postiUons from the coach

box. The alderman got out, as he said, to stretch his legs

up the hill. It was a long winding ascent, and obliged him
every now and then to stop and blow and wipe his forehead

with many a pish I and phew ! being rather pursy and short

of wind. As the carriage, however, was far behind him,

and toiling slowly under the weight of so many well-stuffed

trunks and well-stuffed travelers, he had plenty of time to

walk at leisure.

On a jutting point of rock that overhung the road nearly

at the summit of the hill, just where the route began again

to descend, he saw a solitary man seated, who appeared to

be tending goats. Alderman Popkins was one of your

shrewd travelers that always like to be picking up small

information along the road, so he thought he'd just scramble

up to the honest man, and have a little talk with him by

way of learning the news and getting a lesson in Italian.

As he drew near to the peasant he did not half like his looks.
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He was partly reclining on the rocks wrapped in the usual

long mantle, which, with his slouched hat, only left a part

of a swarthy visage, with a keen black eye, a beetle brow,

and a fierce mustache to be seen. He had whistled several

times to his dog Avhich was roving about the side of the hill.

As the alderman approached he rose and greeted him. When
standing erect he seemed almost gigantic, at least in the eyes

of Alderman Popkins; who, however, being a short man,
might be deceived.

The latter would gladly nov,' have been back in the car-

riage, or even on 'change in London, for he was by no means
well pleased with his company. However, he determined to

put the best face on matters, and was beginning a conversa-

tion about the state of the weather, the baddishness of the

crops, and the price of goats in that part of the country,

when he heard a violent screaming. He ran to the edge of

the rock, and, looking over, saw away down the road his

carriage surrounded by robbers. One held down the fat

footman, another had the dandy by his starched cravat, with

a pistol to his head; one was rummaging a portmanteau,

another rummaging the principezza's pockets, while the two
Misses Popkins were screaming from each window of the

carriage, and their waiting maid squalling from the dickey.

Alderman Popkins felt all the fury of the parent and the

magistrate roused within him. He grasped his cane and was
on the point of scrambUng down the rocks, either to assault

the robbers or to read the riot act, when he was suddenly

grasped by the arm. It was by his friend the goatherd,

whose cloak, falUng partly off, discovered a belt stuck full

of pistols and stilettos. In short, he found himself in the

clutches of the captain of the band, who had stationed him-

self on the rock to look out for travelers and to give notice to

his men.

A sad ransacking took place. Trunks were turned inside

out, and all the finery and the frippery of the Popkins family

scattered about the road. Such a chaos of Venice beads and

Roman mosaics, and Paris bonnets of the young ladies
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mingled with the alderman's night-caps and lamb's wool

stockings, and the dandy's hair-brushes, stays, and starched

cravats.

The gentlemen were eased of their purses and their

watches ; the ladies of their jewels ; and the whole party were

on the point of being carried up into the mountain, when
fortunately the appearance of soldiery at a distance obliged

the robbers to make off with the spoils they had secured, and
leave the Popkins family to gather together the remnants of

their effects, and make the best of their way to Fondi.

When safe arrived, the alderman made a terrible bluster-

ing at the inn ; threatened to complain to the embassador at

Naples, and was ready to shake his cane at the whole coun-

try. The dandy had many stories to tell of his scuffles with

the brigands, who overpowered him merely by numbers. As
to the Misses Popkins, they were quite delighted with the

adventure, and were occupied the whole evening in writing

it in their journals. They declared the captain of the band

to be a most romantic-looking man ; they dared to say some
unfortunate lover, or exiled nobleman: and seveial of the

band to be very handsome young men—"quite picturesque!"

"In verity," said mine host of Terracina, "they say the

captain of the band is un galant uomo.^*

"A gallant man!" said the Englishman. "I'd have your

gallant man hanged Uke a dog!"

"To dare to meddle with Englishmen!" said Mr. Hobbs.

"And such a family as the Popkinses!" said Mr. Dobbs.

"They ought to come upon the county for damages!"

said Mr. Hobbs.

"Our embassador should make a complaint to the govern-

ment of Naples," said Mr. Dobbs.

"They should be requested to drive these rascals out of

the country," said Hobbs.

"If they did not, we should declare war against them!"

said Dobbs.

The Englishman was a little wearied by this story, and

by the ultra zeal of his countrymen, and was glad when a
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summons to their supper relieved him from the crowd of

travelers. He walked out with his Venetian friends and a

young Frenchman of an interesting demeanor, who had be-

come sociable with them in the course of the conversation.

They directed their steps toward the sea, which was lighted up
by the rising moon. The Venetia i, out of politeness, left his

beautiful wife to be escorted by the Englishman. The latter,

however, either from shyness or reserve, did not avail himself

of the civility, but walked on without ofifering his arm. The
fair Venetian, v/ith all her devotion to her husband, was a

little nettled at a want of gallantry to which her charms had
rendered her unaccustomed, and took the proffered arm of

the Frenchman with a pretty air of pique, which, however,

was entirely lost upon the phlegmatic delinquent.

Not far distant from the inn they came to where there

was a body of soldiers on the beach, encircling and guarding

a number of galley slaves, who were permitted to refresh

themselves in the evening breeze, and to sport and roll upon
the sand.

"It was difficult," the Frenchman observed, **to conceive

a more frightful mass of crime than was here collected. The
parricide, the fratricide, the infanticide, who had first fled

from justice and turned mountain bandit, and then, by be-

traying his brother desperadoes, had bought a conunutation

of punishment, and the privilege of wallowing on the shore

for an hour a day, with this wretched crew of miscreants!"

The remark of the Frenchman had a strong effect upon
the company, particularly upon the Venetian lady, who
shuddered as she cast a timid look at this horde of wretches

at their evening relaxation. "They seemed," she said, "like

so many serpents, wreathing and twisting together."

The Frenchman now adverted to the stories they had
been listening to at the inn, adding, that if they had any
further curiosity on the subject, he could recoimt an adven-

ture which happened to himself among the robbers, and which
might give them some idea of the habits and manners of

those beings. There was an air of modesty and frankness
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about the Frenchinan which had gained the good-will of the

whole party, not even excepting the Englishman. They all

gladly accepted his proposition; and as they strolled slowly

up and down the seashore, he related the following adventure.

THE PAINTER'S ADVENTURE

upon
who

itches

"like

I AM a historical painter by profession, and resided for

some time in the family of a foreign prince, at his villa,

about fifteen miles from Rome, among some of the most
interesting scenery of Italy. It is situated on the heights of

ancient Tusculum. In its neighborhood are the ruins of the

villas of Cicero, Sylla, Lucullus, Rufinus, and other illustri-

ous Romans, who sought refuge here occasionally, from their

toils, in the bosom of a soft and luxurious repose. From the

midst of delightful bowers, refreshed by the pure moimtain

breeze, the eye looks over a romantic landscape full of poeti-

cal and historical associations. The Albanian mountains,

Tivoli, once the favorite residence of Horace and MsBcenas;

the vast deserted Campagna with the Tiber running through

it, and St. Peter's dome swelling in the midst, the monument,
as it were, over the grave of ancient Rome.

I assisted the prince in the researches which he was mak-
ing among the classic ruins of his vickiity. His exertions

were highly successful. Many wrecks of admirable statues

and fragments of exquisite sculpture were dug up; monu-
ments of the taste and magnificence that reigned in the an-

cient Tusculan abodes. He had studded his villa and its

groimds with statues, relievos, vases, and sarcophagi, thus

retrieved from the bosom of the earth. »

The mode of life pursued at the villa was delightfully

serene, diversified by interesting occupations and elegant

leisure. Every one passed the day according to his pleasure

or occupation ; and we all assembled in a cheerful dinner

party at sunset. It was on the fourth of November, a beau-
* * *20 Vol. II.
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tiful serene day, that we had assembled in the saloon at the

sound of the first dinner-bell. The family were surprised at

the absence of the prince's confessor. They waited for him
in vain, and at length placed themselves at table. They first

attributed his absence to his having prolonged his customary

walk ; and the first part of the dinner passed without any un-

easiness. When the dessert was served, however, without

his making his appearance, they began to feel anxious. They
feared he might have been taken ill in some alley of the

woods; or that he might have fallen into the hands of rob-

bers. At the interval of a small valley rose the mountains

of the Abruzzi, the stronghold of banditti. Indeed, the neigh-

borhood had for some time been infested by them ; and Bar-

bone, a notorious bandit chief, had often been met prowling

about the solitudes of Tusculum. The daring enterprises of

these ruffians were well known ; the objects of their cupidity

or vengeance were insecure even in palaces. As yet they

had respected the possessions of the prince; but the idea of

such dangerous spirits hovering about the neighborhood was
sufficient to occasion alarm.

The fears of the company increased as evening closed in.

The prince ordered out forest guards, and domestics with

flambeaux to search for the confessor. They had not de-

parted long, when a slight noise was heard in the corridor of

the ground floor. The family were dining on the first floor,

and the remaining domestics were occupied in attendance.

There was no one on the ground floor at this moment but

the housekeeper, the laundress, and three field laborers,

who were resting themselves, and conversing with the

women.
I heard the noise from below, and presuming it to be

occasioned by the return of the absentee, I left the table and
hastened downstairs, eager to gain intelligence that might

relieve the anxiety of the prince and princess. I had scarcely

reached the last step when I beheld before me a man dressed

as a bandit; a carbine in his hand, and a stiletto and pistols

in his belt. His countenance had a mingled expression of
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ferocity and trepidation. He sprang upon me, and exclaimed

exuitingly, "Ecco il principe!"

I saw at once into what hands I had fallen, hut endeav-

ored to summon up coolness and presence of mind. A glance

toward the lower end of the corridor showed me several

ruffians, clothed and armed in the same manner with the one
who had seized me. They were guarding the two females

and the field laborers. The robber, who held me firmly by
the collar, demanded repeatedly whether or not I were the

prince. His object evidently was to carry off the prince,

and extort an immense ransom. He was enraged at re-

ceiving none but vague repHes; for I felt the importance

of misleading him.

A sudden thought struck me how I might extricate my-
self from his clutches. I was unarmed, it is true, but I was
vigorous. His companions were at a distance. By a sud-

den exertion I might wrest myself from him and spring up
the staircase, whither he would not dare to follow me singly.

The idea was put in execution as soon as conceived. The
ruffian's throat was bare : with my right hand I seized him
by it, just between the mastoides; withmy left hand I grasped

the arm which held the carbine. The suddenness of my at-

tack took him completely unawares; and the strangling nat-

ure of my grasp paralyzed him. He choked and faltered. I

felt his hand relaxing its hold, and was on the point of jerk-

mg myself away and dartmg up the staircase before he could

recover himself, when I was suddenly seized by some one

from behind.

I had to let go my grasp. The bandit, once more released,

fell upon me with fury, and gave me several blows with the

butt end of his carbine, one of which woimded me severely

in the forehead, and covered me with blood. He took ad-

vantage of my being stunned to rifle me of my watch and
whatever valuables I had about my person.

When I recovered from the effects of the blow, I heard the

voice of the chief of the banditti, who exclaimed : "Quelle e il

principe, siamo contente, audiamo !" (It is the prince, enough.
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let us be off.) The band immediately closed round me and

dragged me out of the palace, bearing off the three laborers

likewise.

I had no hat on, and the blood was flowing from my
wound ; I managed to stanch it, however, with my pocket-

handkerchief, which I bound round my forehead. The cap-

tain of the band conducted me in triumph, supposing me to

be the prince. We had gone some distance before he learned

his mistake from one of the laborers. His rage was terrible.

It was too late to return to the villa and endeavor to retrieve

his error, for by this time the alarm must have been gi^en,

and every one in arms. He darted at me a furious look

;

swore I had deceived him, and caused him to miss his fort-

ime; and told me to prepare for death. The rest of the rob-

bers were equally furious. I saw their hands upon their

poniards; and I knew that death was seldom an empty
menace with these ruffians.

The laborers saw the peril into which their information

had betrayed me, and eagerly assured the captain that I was
a man for whom the prince would pay a great ransom. This

produced a pause. For my part, I cannot say that I had
been much dismayed by their menaces. I mean not to make
any boast of courage ; but I have been so schooled to hard-

ship during the late revolutions, and have beheld death

around me in so many perilous and disastrous scenes, that

I have become, in some measure, callous to its terrors. The
frequent hazard of life makes a man at length as recRless of

it as a gambler of his money. To their threat of death, I

replied: "That the sooner it was executed the better." This

reply seemed to astonish the captain, and the prospect of ran-

som held out by the laborers had, no doubt, a still greater effect

on him. He considered for a moment; assumed a calmer

manner, and made a sign to his companions, who had re-

mained waiting for my death warrant. ^^Forwardj** said

he, "we will see about this matter by-and-by."

"We descended rapidly toward the road of la Molara,

which leads to Rocca Priori. In the midst of this road is

Hi -"f^*
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a solitary inn. The captain ordered the troop to halt at the

distance of a pistol shot from it; and enjoined profound si-

lence. He then approached the threshold alone with noise-

less steps. He examined the outside of the door very nar-

rowly, and then returning precipitately, made a sign for the

troop to continue its march in silence. It has since been as-

certained that this was one of those infamous inns which are

the secret resorts of banditti. The innkeeper had an under-

standing with the captain, as he most probably had with the

chiefs of the different bands. When any of the patrols and

gens d'armes were quartered at his house, the brigands were

warned of it by a preconcerted signal on the door; when
there was no such signal, they might enter with safety and

be sure of welcome. Many an isolated inn among the lonely

parts of the Roman territories, and especially on the skirts

of the mountains, have the same dangerous and suspicious

character. They are places where the banditti gather infor-

mation ; where they concert their plans, and where the un-

wary traveler, remote from hearing or assistance, is some-

times betrayed to the stiletto of the midnight murderer.

After pursuing our icad a Uttle further, we struck off

toward the woody mountains which envelop Rocca Priori.

Our march was long and painful, with many circuits and

windings; at length we clambered a steep ascent, covered

with a thick forest, and when we had reached the center, I

was told to seat myself on the earth. No sooner had I done

so, than, at a sign from their chief, the robbers surrounded

me, and spreading their great cloaks from one to the other,

formed a kind of pavilion of mantles, to which their bodies

might be said to seem as columns. The captain then struck

a light, and a flambeau was lighted immediately. The man-
tles were extended to prevent the light of the flambeau from

being seen through the forest. Anxious as was my situa-

tion, I could not look round upor this screen of dusky drap-

ery, relieved by the bright colors of the robbers' underdresses,

the gleaming of their weapons, and the variety of strong-

marked countenances, lighted up by the flambeau, without
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admiring the picturesque effect of the scene. It was quite

theatrical. ?- ,

The captain now held an ink-horn, and giving me pen
and paper, ordered me to write what he should dictate. I

obeyed. It was a demand, couched in the style of robber

eloquence, "that the prince should send three thousand dol-

lars for my ransom, or that my death should be the conse-

quence of a refusal.

"

I knew enough of the desperate character of these beings

to feel assured this was not an idle menace. Their only mode
of insuring attention to their demands is to make the in-

fliction of the penalty inevitable. I saw at once, however,

that the demand was preposterous, and made in improper

language.

I told the captain so, and assured him that so extrava-

gant a sum would never be granted; "that I was neither a
friend nor relative of the prince, but a mere artist, employed

to execute certain paintings. That I had nothing to offer as

a ransom but the price of my labors; if this were not suffi-

cient my life was at their disposal : it was a thing on which
I set but little value."

I was the more hardy in my reply, because I saw that

coolness and hardihood had an effect upon the robbers. It

is crue, as I finished speaking the captain laid his hand upon
his stiletto, but he restrained himself, and snatching the let-

ter, folded it, and ordered me, in a peremptory tone, to ad-

dress it to the prince. He then dispatched one of the laborers

with it to Tusculum, who promised to return with all possible

speed.

The robbers now prepared themselves for sleep, and I

was told that I might do the same. They spread their great

cloaks on the ground and lay down around me. One was
stationed at a httle distance to keep watch, and was relieved

every two hours. The strangeness and wildness of this moun-
tain bivouac, among lawless beings whose hands seemed ever

ready to grasp the stiletto, and with whom life was so trivial

and insecure, was enough to banish repose. The coldness of
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the earth and of the dew, however, had a still greater effect

than mental causes in disturbing my rest. The airs wafted

to these mountains from the distant Mediterranean diffused

a great chilliness as the night advanced. An expedient sug-

gested itself. I called one of my fellow-prisoners, the labor-

ers, and made him lie down beside me. Whenever one of

my limbs became chilled I approached it to the robust limb

of my neighbor, and borrowed some of his warmth. In this

way I was able to obtain a Uttle sleep.

Day at length dawned, and I was roused from my slum-

ber by the voice of the chieftain. He desired me to rise and
follow him. I obeyed. On considering his physiognomy at-

tentively, it appbd,red a little softened. He even assisted me
in scrambling up the steep forest among rocks and brambles.

Habit had made him a vigorous mountaineer; but I found

it excessively toilsome to climb those rugged heights. We
arrived at length at the summit of the mountain.

Here it was that I felt all the enthusiasm of my art sud-

denly awakened ; and I forgot, in an instant, all perils and
fatigues at this magnificent view of the sunrise in the midst

of the moimtains of Abruzzi. It was on these heights that

Hannibal first pitched his camp, and pointed out Rome to

his followers. The eye embraces a vast extent of country.

The minor height of Tusculum, with its villas, and its sacred

ruins, lie below; the Sabine hills and the Albanian moun-
tains stretch on either hand, and beyond Tusculimi and Fres-

cati spreads out the inmiense Campagna, with its line of

tombs, and here and there a broken aqueduct stretching

across it, and the towers and domes of the eternal city in the

midst.

Fancy this scene lighted up by the glories of a rising sim,

and bursting upon my sight, as I looked forth from among
the majestic forests of the Abruzzi. Fancy, too, the savage

foreground, made still more savage by groups of the banditti,

armed and dressed in their wild, picturesque manner, and

you will not wonder that the enthusiasm of a painter for a

moment overpowered all his other feelings.
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The banditti were astonished at my admiration of a scene

which familiarity had made so conmion in their eyes. I took

iidvantage of their halting at this spot, drew forth a quire of

drawing-paper, and began to sketch the features of the land-

scape. The height, on which I was seated, was wild and
solitary, separated from the ridge of Tusculum by a valley

nearly thre"« miles wide; though the distance appeared less

from the purity of the atmosphere. This height was one of

the favorite retreats of the banditti, commanding a lookout

over the country ; while, at the same time, it was covered

with forests, and distant from the populous haunts of men.
While I was sketching, my attention was called off for

a moment by the cries of birds and the bleatings of sheep. I

looked aroimd, but could see nothing of the animals that ut-

tered them. They were repeated, and appeared to come from

the summits of the trees. On looking more narrowly, I per-

ceived six of the robbers perched on the tops of oaks, which
grew on the breezy crest of the mountain, and commanded
n uninterrupted prospect. From hence they were keeping

a lookout, Hke so many vultures ; casting their eyes into the

depths of the valley below us; communicating with each

other by signs, or holding discourse in sounds, which might

1)0 mistaken by the wayfarer for the cries of hawks and
crows, or the bleating of the mountain flocks. After they

had reconnoitered the neighborhood, and finished their sin-

gular discourse, they descended from their airy perch, and
returned to their prisoners. The captain posted three of

them at three naked sides of the mountain, while he re-

mained to guard us with what appeared his most trusty

companion.

I had my book of sketches in my hand; he requested to

see it, and after having run his eye over it, expressed him-

self convinced of the truth of my assertion that I was a

painter. I thought I saw a gleam of good feeling dawning
in him, and determined to avail myself of it. I knew that

the worst of men have their good points and their accessible

sides, if one would but study them carefully. Indeed, there
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is a singular mixture in the character of the Italian robber.

With reckless ferocity he often mingles traits of kindness and

good himior. He is often not radically bad, but driven to

his course of life by some impremeditated crime, the effect of

those sudden bursts of passion to which the Italian tempera-

ment is prone. This has compelled him to take to the moun-
tains, or, as it is technically termed among them, **andare in

Campagna." He has become a robber by profession; but

like a soldier, when not in action he can lay aside his weapon
and his fierceness and become Uke other men.

I took occasion from the observations of the captain on

my sketchings to fall into conversation with him. I found

him sociable and commtmicative. By degrees I became com-

pletely at my ease with him. I had fancied I perceived about

him a degree of self-love which I determined to make use of.

I assumed an air of careless frankness, and told him that, as

artist, I pretended to the power of judging of the physiog-

nomy; that I thought I perceived something in his features

and demeanor which announced him worthy of higher fort-

unes. That he was not formed to exercise the profession to

which he had abandoned himself; that he had talents and
qualities fitted for a nobler sphere of action; that he had but

to change his course of life, and in a legitimate career the

same courage and endowments which now made him an ob-

ject of terror would insure him the applause and admiration

of society. ^
I had not mistaken my man. My discourse both touched

and excited him. He seized my hand, pressed it, and replied

with strong emotion, "You have guessed the truth; you have

judged me rightly." He remained for a moment silent ; then

with a kind of effort he resumed: "I will tell you some par-

ticulars of my life, and you will perceive that it was the op

pression of others rather than my own crimes that drove me
to the mountains. I sought to serve my fellowmen, and they

have persecuted me from among them.** We seated our-

selves on the grass, and the robber gave me the following

anecdotes of his history.
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THE STORY OF THE BANDIT CHIEF-
TAIN

I AM a native of the village of Prossedi. My father waa
easy enough in circumstances, and we lived peaceably and
independently, cultivating our fields. All went on well with

us until a new chief of the sbirri was sent to our village to

take command of the police. He was an arbitrary fellow,

prying into everything, and practicing all sorts of vexations

and oppressions in the discharge of his office.

I was at that time eighteen years of age, and had a natu-

ral love of justice and good neighborhood. I had also a Httle

education, and knew something of history, so as to be able to

judge a little of men and their actions. All this inspired me
with hatred for this paltry despot. My own family, also,

became the object of his suspicion or dislike, and felt more
than once the arbitrary abuse of his power. These things

worked together on my mind, and I gasped after vengeance.

My character was always ardent and energetic; and acted

upon by my love of justice, determined me by one blow to

rid the country of the tyrant.

Full of my project I rose one morning before peep of day,

and ctticealing a stiletto under my waistcoat—here you see

it!—(and he drew forth a long keen poniard)—I lay in wait

for him in the outskirts of the village. I knew all his haimts,

and his habit of making his roimds and prowling about Uke

a wolf, in the gray of the morning; at length I met him and

attacked him with fury. He was armed, but I took hinn un-

awares, and was full of youth and vigor. I gave him re-

peated blows to make sure work, and laid him lifeless at

my feet.

When I was satisfied that I had done for him, I returned

with all haste to the village, but had the ill-luck to meet two
of the sbirri as I entered it. They accosted me and asked if

»•'•»< -.4,
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I had seen their chief. I assumed an air of tranquillity, and

told them I had not. They continued on their way, and,

within a few hours, brought back the dead body to Prossedi.

Their suspicions of me being already awatened, I was ar-

rested and thrown into prison. Here I lay several weeks,

when the prince, who was Seigneur of Prossedi, directed

judicial proceedings against me. I was brought to trial, and

a witness was produced who pretended to have seen me not

far from the bleeding body, and flying with precipitation, so

I was condemned to the galleys for thirty years.

"Curse on such laws," vociferated the bandit, foaming

with rage; "curse on such a government, and ten thousand

curses on the prince who caused me to bo adjudged so rigor-

ously, while so many other Roman princes harbor and pro-

tect assassins a thousand times more culpable. What had

I done but what was inspired by a love of justice and my
country? Why was my act more culpable than that of Bru-

tus, when he sacrificed CsBsar to the cause of liberty and

justice?** *

There was something at once both lofty and ludicrous in

the rhapsody of this robber chief, thus associating himself

with one of the great names of antiquity. It showed, how-
ever, that he had at least the merit of knowing the remark-

able facts in the history of his country. He became more
calm, and resumed his narrative.

I was conducted to Civita Vecchia in fetters. My heart

was burning with rage. I had been married scarce six

months to a woman whom I passionately loved, and who
was pregnant. My family was in despair. For a long time

I made unsuccessful efforts to break my chain. At length I

found a morsel of iron which I hid carefully, and endeavored

with a pointed flint to fashion it into a kind of file. I occu-

pied myself in this work during the night-time, and when it

was finished, I made out, after a long time, to sever one of

the rings of my chain. My flight was successful.

I wandered for several weeks in the mountains which sur-

round Prossedi, and found means to inform my wife of the
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place where I was concealed. She came often to see me. T

had determined to put myself at the head of an armed band.

She endeavored for a long tune to dissuade me ; but finding

my resolution fixed, she at length united in my project of

vengeance, and brought me, herself, my poniard.

By her means I communicated with several brave fellows

of the neighboring villages, who I knew to be ready to take

to the mountains, and only panting for an opportunity to ex-

ercise their daring spirits. "We soon formed a combination,

procured arms, and we have had ample opportunities of re-

venging ourselves for the wrongs and injuries which most of

us have suffered. Everything has succeeded with us until

now, and had it not been for our blunder in mistaking you
for the prince, our fortunes would have been made.

Here the robber concluded his story. He had talked him-

self into complete companionship, and assured me he no
longer bore me any grudge for the error of which I had been

the innocent cause. He even professed a kindness for me,
and wished me to remain some time with them. He prom-
ised to give me a sight of certain grottoes which they occupied
beyond Villetri, and whither they resorted during the inter-

vals of theii expeditions. He assured me that they led a jovial

life there; had plenty of good cheer; slept on beds of moss,

and were waited upon by young and beautiful females, whom
I might take for models.

I confess I felt my curiosity roused by his descriptions of

these grottoes and their inhabitants : they realized those scenes

in robber-story which I had always looked upon as mere crea-

tions of the fancy. I should gladly have accepted his invita-

tion, and paid a visit to those caverns, could I have felt more
secure in my company.

I began to find my situation less painful. I had evidently

propitiated the good-will of the chieftain, and hoped that he
might release me for a moderate ransom. A new alarm,

however, awaited me. While the captain was looking out

with impatience for the return of the messenger who had
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been sent to the prince, the sentinel who had been posted on
the side of the mountain facing the plain of la Molara came
running toward us with precipitation. "We are betrayed!"

exclaimed he. "The police of Frescati are after us. A party

of carabiniers have just stopped at the inn below the moun-
tain.'' Then laying his hand on his stiletto, he swore, with

a terrible oath, that if they made the least movement toward

the moimtain, my Ufe and the lives of my fellow-prisoners

should answer for it.

The chieftain resinned all his ferocity of demeanor, and
approved of what his companion said; but when the latter

had returned to his post, he turned to me with a softened air

:

"I must act as chief," said he, "and humor my dangerous

subalterns. It is a law with us to kill our prisoners rather

than suffer them to be rescued; but do not be alarmed. In

case we are surprised keep by me; fly with us, and I will

consider myself responsible for your life.**

There was nothing very consolatory in this arrangement

which would have placed me between two dangers ; I scarcely

knew, in case of flight, which I should have most to appre-

hend from, the carbines of the pursuers or the stilettos of

the pursued. I remained silent, however, and endeavored

to maintain a look of tranquiUity.

For an hour was I kept in this state of peril and anxiety.

The robbers, crouching among their leafy coverts, kept an

eagle watch upon the carabiniers below, as they loitered about

the inn ; sometimes lolling about the portal ; sometimes dis-

appearing for several minutes, then sallying out, examining

their weapons, pointing in different directions and apparently

asking questions about the neighborhood; not a movement
or gesture was lost upon the keen eyes of the brigands. At
length we were relieved from our apprehensions. The cara-

biniers, having finished their refreshment, seized their arms,

continued along the valley toward the great road, and grad-

ually left the mountain behind them. "I felt almost cer-

tain," said the chief, "that they could not be sent after us.

They know too well how prisoners have fared in our hands
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on similar occasions. Our laws in this respect are inflexible,

and are necessary for our safety. If we once flinched from

them, there would no longer be such thing as a ransom to be

procured.**

There were no signs yet of the messenger's return. 1 fvas

preparing to resume my sketching, when the captain drew a

quire of paper from his knapsack—"Come,** said he, laugh-

ing, "you are a painter; take my likeness. The leaves of

your portfolio are small; draw it on this.** I gladly con-

sented, for it was a study that seldom presents itself to a

painter. I recollected that Salvator Rosa in his youth had
voluntarily sojourned for a time among the banditti of Cala-

bria, and had fiUed his mind with the savage scenery and
savage associates by which he was surrounded. I seized my
pencil with enthusiasm at the thought. I found the captain

the most docile of subjects, and after various shiftings of posi-

tion, I placed him in ap attitude to my mind.

Picture to yourself a stem, muscular figure, in fanciful

bandit costume, with pistols and poniards in belt, his brawny
neck bare, a handkerchief loosely thrown around it, and the

two ends in front strung with rings of all kinds, the spoils of

travelers; relics and medals hung on his breast; his hat deco-

rated with various-colored ribbons ; his vest and short breeches

of bright colors and finely embroidered ; his legs in buskins

or leggings. Fancy him on a mountain height, among wild

rocks and rugged oaks, leaning on his carbine as if meditat-

ing som«> exploit, while far below are beheld villages and
villas, the scenes of his maraudings, with the wide Oampagna
dimly extending in the distance.

The robber was pleased with the sketch, and seemed to

admire himself upon paper. I had scarcely finished when
the laborer arrived who had been sent for my ransom. He
had reached Tusculum two hours after midnight. He brought

me a letter from the prince, who was in bed at the time of

his arrival. As I had predicted, he treated the demand as

extravagant, but offered five hundred dollars for my ransom.
Having no money by him at the moment, he had sent a note

Y
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for the amount, payable to whomever should conduct me safe

and sound to Rome. I presented the note of hand to the

chieftain; he received it with a shrug. **0f what use are

notes of hand to us?'* said he. "Who can we send with you
to Rome to receive it? We are all marked men, known and
described at every gate and military post, and village church-

door. No, we must have gold and silver; let the sum be

paid in cash and you shall be restored to liberty."

The captain again placed a sheet of paper before me
to communicate his determination to the prince. When I

had finished the letter and took the sheet from the quire,

I found on the opposite side of it the portrait which I had
just been tracing. I was about to tear it off and give it to

the chief. >

*'Hold," said he, "let it go to Rome; let them see what
kind of looking fellow I am. Perhaps the prince and his

friends may form as good an opinion of me from my face as

you have done."

This was said sportively, yet it was evident there was
vanity lurking at the bottom. Even this wary, distrustful

chief of banditti forgot for a moment his usual foresight and
precaution in the common wish to be admired. He never

reflected what use might be made of this portrait in his pur-

suit and conviction.

The letter was folded and directed, and the messenger

departed again for Tusculum. It was now eleven o'clock in

the morning, and as yet we had eaten nothing. In spite of

all my anxiety, I began to feel a craving appetite. I was
glad, therefore, to hear the captain talk something of eating.

He observed that for three days and nights they had loeen

lurking about among rocks and woods, meditating their ex-

pedition to Tusculum, during which all their provisions had
been exhausted. He should now take measures to procure a
supply. Leaving me, therefore, in the chaise of his com-
rade, in whom he appeared to have implicit confidence, he

departed, assuring me that in less than two hours we should

make a good dinner. Where it was to come from was an
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enigma to me, though it was evident these beings had their

secret friends and agents throughout the coimtry.

Indeed, the inhabitants of these mountains and of the

valleys which they embosom are a rude, half civilized set.

The towns and villages among the forests of the Abruzzi,

shut up from the rest of the world, are almost like savage

dens. It is wonderful that such rude abodes, so little known
and visited, should be embosomed in the midst of one of the

most traveled and civilized countries of Europe. Among
these regions the robber prowls unmolested; not a moun-
taineer hesitates to give him secret harbor and assistance.

The shepherds, however, who tend their flocks among the

mountains, are the favorite emissaries of the robbers, when
they would send messages down to the valleys either for ran-

som or supplies. The shepherds of the Abruzzi are as wild

as the scenes they frequent. They are clad in a rude garb of

black or brown sheepskin; they have high conical hats, and
coarse sandals of cloth bound round their legs with thongs,

similar to those worn by the robbers. They carry long staffs,

on which as they lean they form picturesque objects in the

lonely landscape, and they are followed by their ever-con-

stant companion, the dog. They are a curious, questioning

set, glad at any time to relieve the monotony of their solitude

by the conversation of the passer-by, and the dog will lend

an attentive ear, and put on as sagaciouu and inquisitive a

look as his master.

But I am wandering from my story. I was now left

alone with one of the robbers, the confidential companion of

the chief. He was the youngest and most vigorous of the

band, and though his countenance had something of that

dissolute fierceness which seems natural to this desperate,

lawless mode of life, yet there were traits of manly beauty

about it. As an artist I could not but admire it. I had re-

marked in him an air of abstraction and reverie, and at times

a movement of inward suffering and impatience. He now
sat on the ground ; his elbows on his knees, his head resting

between his clinched fists, and his eyes fixed on the earth

^;-- ?•:-
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with an expression of sad and bitter rumination. I had
grown familiar with him from repeated conversations, and
had fomid him superior in mind to the rest of the band. I

was anxious to seize every opportimity of sounding the feel-

ings of these singular beings. I fancied I read in the counte

nance of this one traces of self-condemnation and remorse

;

and the ease with which I had drawn forth the confidence

of the chieftain encouraged me to hope the same with his

followers.

After a little preliminary conversation I ventured to ask

him if he did not feel regret at having abandoned his family

and taken to this dangerous profession. '*I feel," replied he,

"but one regret, and that will end only with my life;** as he

said this he pressed his clinched fists upon his bosom, drew

his breath through his set teeth, and added with deop emo-

tion, **I have something within here that stifles me; it is like

a burning iron consuming my very heart. I could tell y^n

a miserable story, but not now—another time.** He relap..)bd

into his former position, and sat with his head between his

hands, muttering to himself in broken ejaculations, and what
appeared at times to be curses and maledictions. I saw he

was not in a mood to be disturbed, so I left him to himself.

In a little time the exhaustion of his feelings, and probably

the fatigues he had undergone in this expedition, began to

produce drowsiness. He struggled with it for a time, but

the warmth and sultriness of midday made it irresistible,

and he at length stretched himself upon the herbage and

fell asleep.

I now beheld a chance of escape within my reach. My
guard lay before me at my mercy. . His vigorous limbs re-

laxed by sleep; his bosom open for the blow; his carbine

slipped from his nerveless grasp, and lying by his side; his

stiletto half out of the pocket in which it was usually carried.

But two of his comrades were in sight, and those at a con-

siderable distance, on the edge of the mountain ; their backs

turned to us, and their attention occupied in keeping a look-

out upon the plain. Through a strip of intervening forest,
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and at the foot of a steep descent, I beheld the village of

Rocca Priori. To have secured the carbme of the sleeping

brigand, to have seized upon his poniard ai.d have plunged

it in his heart, would have been the work of an instant.

Should he die without noise I might dart through the forest

and down to Bocca Priori before my flight might be discov-

ered. In case of alarm, I should still have a fair start of the

robbers, and a chance of getting beyond the reach of their

shot.

Here then was an opportunity for both escape and ven-

geance; perilous, indeed, but powerfully tempting. Had
my situation been more critical I could not have resisted

it. I reflected, however, for a moment. The attempt, if

successful, would be followed by the sacrifice of my two fel-

low-prisoners, who were sleeping profoundly, and could not

be awakened in time to escape. The laborer who had gone

after the ransom might also fall a victim to the rage of the

robbers, without the money which he brought being saved.

Besides, the conduct of the chief toward me made me feel

certain of speedy deUverance. These reflections overcame

the first powerful impulse, and I calmed the turbulent agita-

tion which it had awakened.

I again took out my materials for drawing, and amused
myself with sketching the magnificent prospect. It was now
about noon, and everything seemed sunk into repose, like the

bandit that lay sleeping before me. The noontide stillness

that reigned over these mountains, the vast landscape below,

gleaming with distant towns and dotted with various habita-

tions and signs of life, yet all so silent, had a powerful efifect

upon my mind. The intermediate valleys, too, that lie among
mountains have a peculiar air of solitude. Few sounds are

heard at midday to break the quiet of the scene. Sometimes

the whistle of a solitary muleteer, lagging with his lazy ani-

mal along the road that winds through the center of the val-

ley; sometimes the faint piping of a shepherd's reed from
the side of the mountain, or sometimes the bell of an ass

slowly pacing along, followed by a monk with bare feet
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and bare shining head, and cariTing provisions to the con-

vent.

I had continued to sketch for some time among my sleep-

ing companions, when at length I saw the captain, of the

band approaching, followed by a peasant leading a mule, on

which was a well-filled sack. I at first apprehended that

this was some new prey fallen into the hands of the robbers,

but the contented look of the peasant soon relieved me, and
I was rejoiced to hear that it was our promised repast. The
brigands now came running from the three sides of the moun-
tain, having the quick scent of vultures. Every one busied

himself in unloading the mule and relieving the sack of its

contents.

The first thing that made its appearance was an enormous

ham of a color and plumpness that would have inspired the

pencil of Teniers. It was followed by a large cheese, a bag
of boiled chestnuts, a Uttle barrel of wine, and a quantity of

good household bread. Everything was arranged on the

grass with a degree of symmetry, and the captain, presenting

me his knife, requested me to help myself. We all seated

ourselves round the viands, and nothing was heard for a time

but the sound of vigorous mastication, or the gurgling of the

barrel of wine as it revolved briskly about the circle. My
long fasting and the mountain air and exercise had given

me a keen appetite, and never did repast appear to me more
excellent or picturesque.

From time to time one of the band was dispatched to

keep a lookout upon the plain : no enemy was at hand, and
the dinner was undisturbed.

. The peasant received nearly twice the value of his pro-

visions, and set off down the mountain highly satisfied with

his bargain. I felt invigorated by the hearty meal I had

made, and notwithstanding that the wound I had received

the evening before was painful, yet I could not but feel ex-

tremely interested and gratified by the singular scenes con-

tinually presented to me. Everything seemed pictured about

these wild beings and their haunts. Their bivouacs, their
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g^ups on guard, their indolent noontide repose on the moun-
tain brow, their rude repast on the herbage among rocks and
trees, eyerything presented a study for a painter. But it

was toward the approach of evening that I felt the highest

enthusiasm awakened.

The setting sun, declining beyond the vast Campagna,
shed its rich yellow beams on the woody smnmits of the Ab-
ruzzi. Several mountains crowned with snow shone bril-

liantly in the distance, contrasting their brightness with

others, which, thrown into shade, assumed deep tints of

purple and violet. As the evening advanced, the land-

scape darkened into a sterner character. The immense
solitude around; the wild mountains broken into rocks and
precipices, intermingled with vast oak, cork, and chestnuts;

and the groups of banditti in the foreground, reminded me
of those savage scenes of Salvator Rosa.

To beguile the time the captain proposed to his comrades

to spread before me their jewels and cameos, as I must doubt-

less be a judge of such articles, and able to inform them of

their nature. He set the example, the others followed it,

and in a few moments I saw the grass before me sparkling

with jewels and gems that would have delighted the eyes

of an antiquary or a fine lady. Among them were several

precious jewels and antique intaglios and cameos of great

value, the spoils doubtless of travelers of distinction. I

found that they were in the habit of selling their booty in

the frontier towns. As these in general were thinly and
poorly peopled, and little frequented by travelers, they could

offer no market for such valuable articles of taste and luxury.

I suggested to them the certainty of their readily obtaining

great prices for these gems among the rich strangers with

which Rome was thronged.

The impression made upon their greedy minds was imme-
diately apparent. One of the band, a young man, and the

least known, requested permission of the captain to depart

the following day in disguise for Rome, for the purpose of

traffic; promising on the faith of a bandit (a sacred pledge
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among them) to return in two days to any place he might

appoint. The captain consented, and a curious scene took

place. The robbers crowded round him eagerly, confiding

to him such of their jewels as they wished to dispose of, and
giving him instructions what to demand. There was bar-

gaining and exchanging and selling of trinkets among them-

selves, and I beheld my watch, which had a chain and valu-

able seals, purchased by the young robber merchant of the

ruffian who had plundered me for sixty dollars. I now con-

ceived a faint hope that if it went to Rome I might some-

how or other regam possession of it.

In the meantime day declined, and no messenger returned

from Tusculiun.

The idea of passing another night in the woods was ex-

tremely disheartening ; for I began to be satisfied with what
I had seen of robber life. The chieftain now ordered his

men to follow him, that he might station them at their posts,

adding, that if the messenger did not return before night

they must shift their quarters to some other place.

I was again left alone with the young bandit who had
before guarded me : he had the same gloomy air and hag-

gard eye, with now and then a bitter sardonic smile. I was
determined to probe this ulcerated heart, and reminded him
of a kind of promise he had given me to tell me the cause of

his suffering.

It seemed to me as if these troubled spirits were glad of

an opportunity to disburden themselves ; and of having some
fresh undiseased mind with which they could communicate.

I had hardly made the request but he seated himself by my
side, and gave me his story in, as nearly as I can recollect,

the following words.

1 i
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I WAS bom at the little town of Frosinone, which lies at

the skirts of the Abruzzi. My father had made a little prop-

erty in trade, and gave me some education, as he intended

me for the church; but I had kept gay company too much to

relish the cowl, so I grew up a loiterer about the place. I

was a heedless fellow, a little quarrelsome on occasions, but

good-humored in the main, so I made my way very well for

a time, until I fell in love. There lived in our town a sur-

veyor or }.and bailiff, of the prince's, who had a young daugh-
ter, a beautiful girl of sixteen. She was looked upon as some-

thing better than the common nm of our townsfolk, and kept

almost entirely at home. I saw her occasionally, and became
madly in love with her, she looked so fresh and tender, and
so different from the sunburned females to whom I had been

accustomed.

As my father kept me in money, I always dressed well,

and took all opportunities of showing myself to advantage in

the eyes of the little beauty. I used to see her at church;

and as I could play a little upon the guitar, I gave her a time

sometimes under her window of an evening ; and I tried to

have interviews with her in her father's vineyard, not far

from the town, where she sometimes walked. She was evi-

dently pleased with me, but she was yoimg and shy, and her

father kept a strict eye upon her, and took alarm at my at-

tentions, for he had a bad opinion of me, and looked for a
better match for his daughter. I became furious at the diffi-

culties thrown in my way, having been accustomed always

to easy success among the women, being considered one of

the smartest young fellows of the place.

Her father brought home a suitor for her; a rich farmer

from a neighboring town. The wedding-day was appointed,

and preparations were making. I got sight of her at her
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window, and I thought she looked sadly at me. I deter-

mined the match should not take place, cost what it might.

I met her intended bridegroom in the market-place, and
could not restrain the expression of my rage. A few hot

words passed between us, when I drew my stiletto and
stabbed him to the heart. I fled to a neighboring church for

refuge; and with a little money I obtained absolution; but I

did not dare to venture from my asylum.

At that time our captain was forming his troop. He had
known me from boyhood, and, hearing of my situation, came
to me in secret, and made such offers that I agreed to enlist

myself among his followers. Indeed, I had more than once

thought of taking to this mode of life, having known several

brave fellows of the mountains, who used to spend their

money freely among us youngsters of the town. I accord-

ingly left my asylum late one night, repaired to the appointed

place of meeting, took the oaths prescribed, and became one

of the troop. We were for some time in a distant part of

the mountains, and our wild adventurous kind of life hit my
fancy wonderfully, and diverted my thoughts. At length

they returned with all their violence to the recollection of

Rosetta. The solitude in which I often found myself gave

me time to brood over her image, and as 1 have kept watch

at night over our sleeping camp in the mountains, my feel-

ings have been roused almost to a fever.

At length we shifted our ground, and determined to make
a descent upon the road between Terracina and Naples. In

the course of our expedition, we passed a day or two in the

woody mountains which rise above Frosinone. I cannot tell

you how I felt when I looked down upon the place and dis-

tinguished the residence of Rosetta. I determined to have

an interview with her ; but to what purpose? I could not

expect that she would quit her home, and accompany me in

my hazardous life among the mountains. She had been

brought up too tenderly for that ; and when I looked upon

the women who were associated with some of our troop, I

could not have borne the thoughts of her being their com-
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panion. All return to my former life was likewise hopeless;

for a price was set upon my head. Still I determined to see

her; the very hazard and fruitlessness of the thing made me
furious to accomplish it.

It is ahout three weeks since I persuaded our captain to

draw down to the vicinity of Frosinone, in hopes of entrap-

ping some of its principal inhabitants and compeUing them
to a ransom. We were lying in ambush toward evening,

not far from the vineyard of Rosetta's father. I stole quietly

from my companions, and drew near to reconnoiter the place

of her frequent walks.

How my heart beat when, among the vines, I beheld the

gleaming of a white dress! I knew it must be Rob?tta's; it

being rare for any female of the place to dress in whit^. I

advanced secretly and without noise, until, putting aside the

vines, I stood suddenly before her. She uttered a piercing

shriek, but I seized her in my arms, put my hand upon her

mouth and conjured her to be silent. I poured out all the

frenzy of my passion; offered to renounce my mode of life,

to put my fate in her hands, to fly with her where we might
Uve in safety together. All that I could say or do would
not pacify her. Instead of love, horror and affright seemed
to have taken possession of her breast.—She struggled partly

from my grasp and filled the air with her cries. In an in-

stant the captain and rest of my companions were around

us. I would have given anything at that moment had she

been safe out of our hands and in her icbbher's house. It

was too late. The captain pronoimced her a prize, and
ordered that she should be borne to the mountains. I rep-

resented to him that she was my prize, that I had a previous

claim to her; and I mentioned my former attachment. He
sneered bitterly in reply; observed that brigands had no
business with village intrigues, and that, according to the

laws of the troop, all spoils of the kind were determined by
lot. Love and jealousy were raging in my heart, but I had
to choose between obedience and death. I surrendered her

to the captain, and we made for the moimtains. . ; ; .^ ^

s^^A'
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She was overcome by affright, and her steps were so feeble

and faltering that it was necessary to siipport her. I could

not endure the idea that my comrades should touch her, and
assuming a forced tranquillity, begged that she might be

confided to me, as one to whom she was more accustomed.

The captain regarded me for a moment with a searching

look, but I bore it without flinching, and he consented. I

took her in my arms : she was almost senseless. Her head

rested on my shoulder, her mouth was near to mine. I felt

hor breath on my face, and it seemed to fan the flame which
devoured me. Oh, God! to have this glowing treasure in

my arms, and yet to think it was not mine

!

We arrived at the foot of the mountain. I ascended it

with difficulty, particularly where the woods were thick; but

I would not relinquish my delicious burden. I reflected with

rage, however, that I must soon do so. The thought that so

delicate a creature must be abandoned to my rude compan-

ions maddened me. I felt tempted, the stiletto in my hand,

to cut my way through them all, and bear her oflf in triumph.

I scarcely conceived the idea before I saw its rashness ; but

my brain was fevered with the thought that any but myself

should enjoy her charms. I endeavored to outstrip my com-

panions by the quickness of my movements; and to get a
little distance ahead, in case any favorable opportunity of

escape should present. Vain effort! The voice of the cap-

tain suddenly ordered a halt. I trembled but had to obey.

The poor girl partly opened a languid eye, but was without

strength or motion. I laid her upon the grass. The captain

darted on me a terrible look of suspicion, and ordered me
to scour the woods with my companions in search of some
shepherd who might be sent. to her father's to demand a

ransom.

I saw at once the peril. To resist with violence was cer-

tain death ; but to leave her alone in the ix)wer of the cap-

tain !—I spoke out then with a fervor inspired by my passion

and my despair. I reminded the captain that I was the first

to seize her; that she was my prize, and that my previous
* *)ii Vol. II.
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attachment for her should make her sacred among my com-

panions. I insisted, therefore, that he should pledge me his

word to respect her; otherwise I should refuse obedience to

his orders. His only reply was to cock his carbine ; and at

the signal my comrades did the same. They laughed with

cruelty at my impotent rage. "What could I do? I felt the

madness of resistance. I was menaced on all hands, and
my companions obliged me to follow them. She remained

alone with the chief—yes, alone—and almost lifeless !

—

Here the robber paused in his recital, overpowered by his

emotions. Great drops of sweat stood on his forehead ; he

panted rather than breathed ; his brawny bosom rose and fell

like the waves of a troubled sea. When he had become a

little calm, he continued his recital.

I was not long in finding a shepherd, said he. I ran with

the rapidity of a deer, eager, if possible, to get back before

what I dreaded might take place. I had left my companions

far behind, and I rejoined them before they had reached one-

half the distance I had made. I hurried them back to the

place where we had left the captain. As we approached, I

beheld him seated by the side of Rosetta. His triumphant

look, and the desolate condition of the unfortunate girl, left

me no doubt of her fate. I know not how I restrained my fury.

It was with extreme difficulty, and by guiding her hand,

that she was made to trace a few characters, requesting her

father to send three hundred dollars as her ransom. The
letter was dispatched by the shepherd. When he was gone,

the chief turned sternly to me: "You have set an example,'*

said he, **of mutiny and self-will, which if indulged would be

ruinous to the troop. Had I treated you as our laws require,

this bullet would have been driven through your brain. But

you are an old friend : I have borne patiently with your fury

and your folly ; I have even protected you from a foolisli

passion that would have unmanned you. As to this girl,

the laws of our association must have their course.*' So
saying, he gave his commands, lots were drawn, and the

helpless girl was abandoned to the troop.
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Here the robber paused again, panting with fury, and it

was some moments before he could resume his story.

Hell, said he, was raging in my heart. I beheld the im-

possibility of avenging myself, and I felt that, according to

the articles in which we stood bound to one another, the cap-

tain was in the right. I rushed with frenzy from the place.

I threw myself upon the earth ; tore up the grass with my
hands, and beat my head, and gnashed my teeth in agony
and rage. When at length I returned I beheld the wretched

victim, pale, disheveled, her dress torn and disordered. An
emotion of pity for a moment subdued my fiercer feelings.

I bore her to the foot of a tree and leaned her gently against

it. I took my gourd, which was Blled with wine, and apply-

ing it to her lips, endeavored to make her swallow a little.

To what a condition was she recovered ! She, whom I had
once seen the pride of Frosinone, who but a short time before

I had bf»held sporting in her father's vineyard, so fresh and

beautiful and happy! Her teeth were clinched; her eyes

fixed on the ground ; her form without motion, and in a state

of absolute insensibility. I hung over her in an agony of

recollection of all that she had been, and of anguish at what
I now beheld her. I darted round a look of horror at my
companions, who seemed like so many fiends exulting in the

downfall of an angel, and I felt a horror at myself for being

their jEiccomplice.

The captain, always suspicious, saw with his usual pene-

tration what was passing within me, and ordered me to go

upon the ridge of woods to keep a lookout upon ihe neighlior-

hood and await the return of the shepherd. I obeyed, of

course, stifling the fury that raged within me, though I felt

for the moment that he was my most deadly foe.

On my \ray, however, a ray of reflection came across my
mind. I parc^ived that the captain was but following with

strictness the terrible laws to which we had sworn fidelity.

That the passion by which I had been blinded might with

justice have been fatal to me but for his forbearance; that he

had penetrated my soul, and had taken precautions, by send-
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ing me out of the way, to prevent my committing any excess

in my anger. From that instant I felt that I was capable of

pardoning him.

Occupied with these thoughts, I arrived at the foot of the

mountain. The country was solitary and secure; and in a

short time I beheld the shepherd ac a distance crossing the

plain. I hastened to meet him. He had obtained nothing.

He had found the father plunged in the deepest distress. He
had read the letter with violent emotion, and then calming

himself with a sudden exertion, he had replied coldly, "My
daughter has been dishonored by those wretches ; let her be

returned without ransom, or let her die!'*

I shuddered at this reply. I knew, according to the laws

of our troop, her death was inevitable. Our oaths required

it. I felt, nevertheless, that, not having been able to have

her to rayself , I could become her executioner

!

The robber again paused with agitation. I sat musing
upon his last frightful words, which proved to what excess

the passions may be carried when escaped from all moral

restraint. There was a horrible verity in this story that re-

minded me of some of the tragic fictions of Dante.

We now come to a fatal moment, resumed the bandit.

After the report of the shepherd, I returned with him, and
the chieftain received from his lips the refusal of the father.

At a signal, which we all understood, we followed him some
distance from the victim. He there pronounced her sentence

of death. Every one stood ready to execute his order; but I

interfered. I observed that there was something due to pity,

as well as to justice. That I was as ready as any one to

approve the implacable law which was to serve as a warning

tc all those who hesitated to pay the ransoms demanded for

our prisoners, but that, though the sacrifice was proper, it

ought to be made without cruelty. The ni^rht is approach-

ing, continued I ; she will soon be wrapped in sleep : let her

then be dispatched. All that I now claim on the score of

former fondness for her is, let me strike the blow. I 'vill do

it as surely but more tenderly than another.
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Several raised their voices against my propoBition, but the

captain imposed silence on them. He told me I might con-

duct her into a thicket at some distance, and he relied upon

my promise.

I hastened to seize my prey. There was a forlorn kind of

triumph at having at length become her exclusive possessor.

I bore her off into the thickness of the forest. She remained

in the same state of insensibility and stupor. I was thankiul

that she did not recollect me ; for had she once murmured
my name, I should have been overcome. She slept at length

in the arms of him who was to poniard her. Many were the

conflicts I underwent before I could bring myself to strike

the blow. My heart had become sore by the recent conflicts

it had undergone, and I dreaded lest, by procrastination,

some other should become her executioner. When her

repose had continued for some time, I separated myself

gently from her, that I might not disturb her sleep, and seiz-

ing suddenly my poniard, plunged it into her bosom. A
painful and concentrated murmur, but without any convul-

sive movement, accorcLpanied her last sigh. So perished this

imfortunate.

iN

%

*t^

He ceased to speak. I sat horrorstruck, covering my
face with my hands, seeking, as it were, to hide from myself

the frightful images he had presented to my mind. I was
roused from this silence by the voice of the captain. "You
sleep," said he, "and it is time to be off. Come, we must
abandon this height, as night is setting in and the messenger

is not returned. I will post some one on the mountain edge

to conduct him to the place where we shall pass the night,"

This was no agreeable news to me. I was sick at heart

with the dismel story I had heard. I was harassed and

fatigued, and the sight of the banditti began to grow in-

supportable^ to me.

The captain ijssembled his comrades. We rapidly de-

scended the forest which we had mounted with so much diffi-

culty in the morning, and soon arrived in what appeai'ed to
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be a frequented road. The robbers proceeded with great

caution, carrying their guns cocked, and looking on every

side with wary and suspicious eyes. They were apprehen-

sive of encountering the civic patrol. "We left Rocca Priori

behind us. There was a fountain near by, and as I was
excessively thii-sty, I begged permission to stop and drink.

The captain himself went, and brought me water in his hat.

We pursued our route, when, at the extremity of an alley

which crossed the road, I perceived a female on horseback,

dressed in white. She was alone. I recollected the fate of

the poor girl in the story and trembled for her safety. .

One of the brigands saw her at the same instant, and,

plunging into the bushes, he ran precipitately in the direction

toward her. Stopping on the border of the alley, he put one

knee to the groimd, presented his carbine ready for menace,

or to shoot her horse if she attempted to fly, and in this way
awaited her approach. I kept my eyes fixed on her with

intense anxiety. I felt tempted to shout, and warn her of

her danger, though my own destruction would have been the

consequence. It was awful to see this tiger crouching ready

for a bound, and the poor innocent victim wandering uncon-

sciously near him. Nothing but a mere chance could save

her. To my joy, the chance turned in her favor. She
seemed almost accidentally to take an opposite path, which
led outside of the wood, where the robber dare not venture.

To this casual deviation she owed her safety.

I could not imagine why the captain of the band had
ventured to such a distance from the height, on which he

had placed the sentinel to watch the return of the messenger.

He seemed himself uneasy at the risk to which he exposed

himself. His movements were rapid and uneasy; I could

scarce keep pace with him. At length, after three hours of

what might be termed a forced march, we mounted the ex-

tremity of the same woods, the summit of which we had
occupied during the day; and I learned with satisfaction

that we had reached our quarters for the night. **You must
be fatigued," said the chieftain; "but it was necessary to

l:..^.
'^'
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survey the environs, so as not to be surprised during the

night. Had we met with the famous civic guard of Rocca
Priori, you would have seen fine sport." Such was the in-

defatigable precaution and forethought of this robber chief,

who really gave continual evidences of mihtary talent.

The night was magnificent. The moon rising above the

horizon in a cloudless sky faintly lighted up the grand features

of the mountains, while lights twinkling here and there, like

terrestrial stars, in the wide, dusky expanse of the landscape,

betrayed the lonely cabins of the shepherds. Exhausted by
fatigue, and by the many agitations I had experienced, I pre-

pared to sleep, soothed by the hope of approaching deUver-

ance. The captain ordered his companions to collect some
dry moss; he arranged with his own hands a kind of mat-

tress and pillow of it, and gave me his ample mantle as a
covering. I could not but feel both surprised and gratified

by such unexpected attentions on the part of this benevolent

cutthroat ; for there is nothing more striking than to find the

ordinary charities, which are matters of course in common
life, flourishing by the side of such stem and sterile crime.

It is Uke finding the tender flowers and fresh herbage of the

vail ^7 growing among the rocks and cinders of the volcano.

before I fell asleep, I had some further discourse with the

captain, who seemed to put great confidence in me. He
referred to our previous conversation of the morning; told

me he was weary of his hazardous profession ; that he had
acquired sufficient property, and was anxious to return to the

world and lead a peaceful life in the bosom of his family.

He wished to know whether it was" not in my power to pro-

cure him a passport for the United States of America. I

applauded his good intentions, and promised to do everything

in my power to promote its success. We then parted for the

night. I stretched myself upon my couch of moss, which,

after my fatigues, felt like a bed of down, and, sheltered by
the robber's mantle from all humidity, I slept soimdly with-

out waking, until the signal to arise.

It was nearly six o'clock and the day was just dawning.
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As the place where we had passed the night was too much
exposed we moved up into the thickness of the woods. A
fire was kindled. While there was any flame, the mantles

were again extended round it ; but when nothing remained

but glowing cinders, they were lowered, and the robbers

seated themselves in a circle.

The scene before me reminded me of some of those de-

scribed by Homer. There wanted only the victim on the

coals, and the sacred knife, to cut off the succulent parts and
distribute them around. My companions might have rivaled

tLe grim warriors of Greece. In place of the noble I'epasts,

however, o^ Achilles and Agamenmon, I beheld displayed

on the graLft the remains of the ham which had sustained so

vigorous an attack on the preceding evening, accompanied

by the rehcs of the bread, cheese and wine. '

We had scarcely commenced our frugal breakfast, when
I heard again an imitation of the bleating of sheep, similar

to what I had heard the day before. The captain answered

it in the same tone. Two men were soon after seen descend-

ing from the woody height, where we had passed the pre-

ceding evening. On nearer approach, they proved to be the

sentinel and the messenger. The captain rose and went to

meet them. He made a signal for his comrades to join him.

They had a short conference, and then returning to me with

eagerness, "Your ransom is paid," said he; "you are free!"

Though I had anticipated deliverance, I cannot tell you

what a rush of delight these tidings gave me. I cared not

to finish my repast, but prepared to depart. The captain

took me by the hand ; requested permission to write to me,

and begged me not to forget the passport. I replied that I

hoped to be of effectual service to him, and that I relied on

his honor to return the prince's note for five hundred dollai's,

now that the cash was paid. He regarded me for a moment
with surprise; then, seeming to recollect himself, "E giusto,"

said he, "eccolo—adiol"* He delivered me the note, pressed

*It is just—there it is—adieu!
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my hand once more, and we separated. The laborers were

permitted to follow me, and we resumed with joy our road

toward Tusculum.
i <

•'ts

The artist ceased to speak ; the party continued for a few

moments to pace the shore of Terracina in silence. The story

they had heard had made a deep impression on them, par-

ticularly on the fair Venetian, who had gradually regained

her husband's arm. At the part that related to the young
girl of Frosinone, she had been violently affected ; sobs broke

from her ; she clung close to her huyband, and as she looked

up to him as if for protection, the moonbeams shining on

her beautifully fair countenance showed it paler than usual

with terror, while tears glittered in her fine dark eyes. "0
caro mio!" would she murmur, shuddering at every atro-

cious circumstance of the story.

"Corragio, mia vita!'' was the reply, as the husband

gently and fondly tapped the white hand that lay upon his

arm.

The Englishman alone preserved his usual phlegm, and

the fair Venetian was piqued at it.

She had pardoned him a want of gallantry toward herself,

though a sin of omission seldom met with in the gallant

climate of Italy, but the quiet coolness which he maintained

in matters which so much affected her, and the slow credence

which he had given to the stories which had filled her with

alarm, were quite vexatious.

"Santa Maria!" said she to her husband as they retired

for the night, "what insensible beings these English are!"

In the morning all was bustle at the inn at Terracina.

The procaccio had departed at daybreak, on its route

toward Rome, but the Englishman was yet to start, and the

departure of an English equipage is always enough to keep

an inn in a bustle. On this occasion there was more than

usual stir ; for the Englishman, having much property about

him, and having been convinced of the real danger of the

road, had appUed to the police and obtained, by dint of liberal
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pay, an escort of eight dragoons and twelve foot-soldiers, aa

far as Fondi.

Perhaps, too, there might have been a little ostentation

at bottom, from which, with great delicacy be it spoken,

EngUsh travelers are not always exempt ; though, to say the

truth, he had nothing of it in his manner. He moved about

taciturn and reserved as usual, among the gaping crowd, in

his gingerbread-colored traveling cap, with his hands in his

pockets. He gave laconic orders to John as he packed away
the thousand and one indispensable conveniences of the

night, double loaded his pistols with great sang-froid, and
deposited them in the pockets of the carriage, takL.^ no
notice of a pair of keen eyes gazing on him from among the

herd of loitering idlers. The fair Venetian now came up
with a request made in her dulcet tones that he would per-

mit their carriage to proceed under protection of his escort.

The Englishman, who was busy loading another pair of pis-

tols for his servant, and held the ramrod between his teeth,

nodded assent as a matter of course, but without lifting up
his eyes. The fair Venetian was not accustomed to such

indifference. **0 Dio!" ejaculated she softly as she retired,

''come sono freddi questi Inglesi." At length off they set hi

gallant style, the eight dragoons prancing in front, the twelve

foot-soldiers marching in rear,, and the carriages moving
slowly in the center to enable the infantry to keep pace with

them. They had proceeded but a few hundred yards when
it was discovered that some indispensable article had been

left behind.

In fact, the Englishman's purse was missing, and John
was dispatched to the inn to search for it.

This occasioned a little delay, and the carriage of the

Venetians drove slowly on. John came back out of breath

and out of humor; the purse was not to be found : his master

was irritated; he recollected the very place whore it lay; the

cursed Italian servant had pocketed it. John was again sent

back. He returned once more, without the purse, but with

the landlord and the whole household at his heels. A thou-
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sand ejaculations and protestations, accompanied by all sorts

of grimaces and contortions. "No purse had been seen—his

excellenza must be mistaken/'

No—his excellenza was not mistaken ; the purse lay on

the marble table, under the mirror : a green purse, half full

of gold and silver. Again a thousand grimaces and con-

tortions, and vows by San Genario that no purse of the kind

had been seen.

The Englishman became furious. "The waiter had
pocketed it. The landlord was a knave. The inn a den of

thieves—it was a d d country—he had been cheated and

plundered from one end of it to the other—but he'd have

satisfaction—he'd drive right oflf to the police."

He was on the point of ordering the postilions to turn

back, when, on rising, he displaced the cushion of the car-

riage, and the purse of money fell chinking to the floor.

All the blood in his body seemed to rush into his face.

"D n the purse," said he, as he snatched it up. He
dashed a handful of money on the ground before the pale,

cringing waiter. "There—be off," cried he; "John, order

the postilions to drive on."

Above half an hour had been exhausted in this alterca-

tion. The Venetian carriage had loitered along ; its pas-

sengers looking out from time to time, and expecting the

escort every moment to follow. They had gradually turned

an angle of the road that shut them out of sight. The little

army was again in motion, and made a very picturesque

appearance as it wound along at the bottom of the rocks ; the

morning sunshine beaming upon the weapons of the soldiery.

The Englishman lolled back in his carriage, vexed with

himself at what had passed, and consequently out of humor
with all the world. As this, however, is no imcommon case

with gentlemen who travel for their pleasure, it is hardly

worthy of remark.

They had wound up from the coast among the hills, and
came to a part of the road that admitted of some prospect

ahead.
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*'I see nothing of the lady's carriage, sir," said John,

leaning over from his coach box.

''Hang the lady's carriage!" said the Englishman,

crustily; "don't plague me about the lady's carriage; must
I be continually pestered with strangers?"

John said not another word, for he understood his mas-

ter's mood. The road grew more wild and lonely; they

were slowly proceeding in a foot pace up a hill; the dra-

goons were some distance ahead, and had just reached the

summit of the hill, when they uttered an exclamation, or

rather shout, and galloped forward. The EngUshman was
roused from his sulky reverie. He stretched his head from

the carriage, which had attained the brow of the hill. Be-

fore him extended a long hollow defile, commanded on one

side by rugged precipitous heights, covered with bushes and
scanty forest trees. At some distance he beheld the carriage

of the Venetians overturned ; a numerous gang of despera-

does yrem rifling it; the young man and his servant were

overpowered and partly stripped, and the lady was in the

hands of two of the ruffians. The Englishman seized his

pistols, sprang from the carriage, and called upon John to

follow him. In the meantime, as the dragoons came for-

ward, the robbers who were busy with the carriage quitted

their spoU, formed themselves in the middle of the road, and,

taking deliberate aim, fired. One of the dragoons fell,

another was wounded, and the whole wore for a moment
checked and thrown in confusion. The robbers loaded again

in an instant. The dragoons had discharged their carbines,

but without apparent effect; they received another volley,

which, though none fell, threw them again into confusion.

The robbers were loading a second time when they saw the

foot-soldiers at hand.—"Scampa via!" was the word. They
abandoned their prey and retreated up the rocks ; the soldiers

after them. They fought from cliff to cliff, and bush to

bush, the robbers turning every now and then to fire upon

their pursuers; the soldiers scrambling after them, and dis-

charging their muskets whenever they could get a chance.
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Sometimes a soldier or a robber was shot down, and came
tumbling among the cliffs. The dragoons kept firing from
below whenever a robber came in sight.

The Englishman had hastened to the scene of action, and
the balls discharged at the dragoons had whistled past him
as he advanced. One object, however, engrossed his atten-

tion. It was the beautiful Venetian lady in the hands of two
of the robbers, who, during the confusion of the fight, canied

her shrieking up the mountains. He saw her dress gleam-

ing among the bushes, and he sprang up the rocks to inter-

cept the robbers as they bore off their prey. The ruggedness

of the steep and the entanglement of the bushes delayed and
impeded him. He lost sight of the lady, but was still guided

by her cries, which grew fainter and fainter. They were off

to the left, while the report of muskets showed that the bat-

tle was raging to the right.

At length he came upon what appeared to be a rugged

footpath, faintly worn in a gully of the rock, and beheld the

ruffians at some distance hurrying the lady up the defile.

One of them hearing his approach let go his prey, advanced

toward him, and leveling the carbine which had been slung

on his back, fired. The ball whizzed through the English-

man's hat and carried with it some of his hair. He returned

the fire with one of his pistols and the robber fell. The other

brigand now dropped the lady, and, drawing a long pistol

from his belt, fired on his adversary with deliberate aim; the

ball passed between his left arm and his side, slightly woimd-
ing the arm. The Englishman advanced and discharged his

remaining pistol, which wounded the robber, but not severely.

The brigand drew a stiletto, and rushed upon his adversary,

who tluded the blow, receiving merely a slight wound, and
defended himself with his pistol, which had a spring bayonet.

They closed with one another, and a desperate struggle en-

sued. The robber was a square-built, thick-set man, power-

ful, muscular and active. The Englishman, though of larger

frame and greater strength, was less active and less accus-

tomed to athletic exercises and feats of hardihood, but he
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showed himself practiced and skilled in the art of defense.

They were on a craggy height, and the Englishman per-

ceived that his antagonist was striving to press him to the

edge,

A side glance showed him also the robber whom he had
first wounded, scrambling up to the assistance of his com-

rade, stiletto in hand. He had, in fact, attained the sununit

of the cliff, and the Englishman saw him within a few steps,

when he heard suddenly the report of a pistol and the ruffian

fell. The shot came from John, who had arrived just in

time to sa\re his master.

The remaining robber, exhausted by loss of blood and the

violence of the contest, showed signs of faltering. His ad-

versary pursued his advantage
;
pressed on him, and, as his

strength relaxed, dashed him headlong from the precipice.

He looked after him and saw him lying motionless among
the rocks 'jelow.

The Englishman now sought the fair Venetian. He
found her senreless on the groiind. With his servant*s as-

sistance he bCiO her down to the road, where her husband
was raving like one distracted.

The occasiona? discharge of firearms along the height

showed that a retreating fight was still kept up by the rob-

bers. The carriage was righted ; the baggage was hastily

replaced; the Venetian, transported with joy and gratitude,

took his lovely and senseless burden in his arms, and the

party resumed their route toward Fondi, escorted by the

dragoons, leaving the foot-soldiers to ferret out the banditti.

While on the way John dressed his master's wounds,

v:hich were found not to be serious.

Before arriving at Fondi the fair Venetian had recovered

from her swoon, and was made conscious of her safety and

of the mode of her deliverance. Her transports were un-

boimded; and mingled with them were enthusiastic ejacula-

tions of gratitude to her deliverer. A thousand times did she

reproach herself for having accused him of coldness and in-

sensibility. The moment she saw him she rushed into his
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arms, and clasped him round the neck with all the vivacity

of her nation.

Never was man more embarrassed by the embraces of

a fine woman.
"My deliverer! my angel!"' exclaimed she.

"Tut! tut!" said the Englishman.

''You are wounded!'' ^uiieked the fair Venetian, as she

saw the blood upon his clothes.

"Pooh—nothing at yJlV'

"O Dio!" exclaimed she, clasping him again round the

neck and sobbing on his bosom.

"Pooh!" said the Englishman, looking somewhat foolish;

"this is all nonsense.'*

, i
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PART FOURTH
.

THE MONEY DIQQERS
FOUND AMONG THE PAPERS OF THE LATE VIEDSICH KNICKERBOCKER

"Now I remember those old women's words
Who in my youth would tell me winter's tales

;

And speak of spirits and ghosts that glide by night

About the place where treasure hath been hid."
—Maelow's Jim> 0/ JlfaWa

«fi

HELL GATE '

About six miles from the renowned city of the Manhat-

toes, and in that P>ound, or arm of the sea, which passes

between the mainland and Nassau or Long Island, there is

a narrow strait, where the current is violently compressed

between shouldering promontories, and horribly irritated and

perplexed by rocks and f^^oals. Being at the l)est of times a
very violent, hasty currc^xc, it takes these impediments in

mighty dudgeon : boiling in whirlpools; brawling and fret-

ting in ripples and breakers; and, in short, indulging in all
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kinds of wrong-headed paroxysms. At such times, woe to

any unlucky vessel that ventures within its clutches.

This termagant humor is said to prevail only at half tides.

At nw water it is as pacific as any other stream. As the tide

rises, it begins to fret ; at half tide it rages and roars as if

bellowing for more water; but when the tide is full it relapses

again into quiet, and for a time seems almost to sleep as

soundly as an alderman after dinner. It may be compared

to an inveterate hard drinker, who is a peaceable fellow

enough when he has no liquor at all, or when he has a skin

full, but when half seas over plays the very devil.

This mighty, blustering, bulljdng little strait was a place

of great difficulty and danger to the Dutch navigators of

ancient days ; hectoring their tub-built barks in a most im-

ruly style ; v/hirling them, about in a manner to make any
but a Dutchman giddy, and not infrequently stranding them
upon rocks and reefs. Whereupon out of sheer spleen they

denominated it Hellegat (literally Hell Gut) and solemnly

gave it over to the devil. This appellation has since been

aptly rendered into English by the name of Hell Gate ; and
into nonsense by the name of Hurl Gate, iccording to cer-

tain foreign intruders who neither understood Dutch nor

English.—May St. Nicholas confound them!

From this strait to the city of the Manhattoes the borders

of the Sound are gi*eatly diversified ; in one part, on the east-

em shore of the island of Mannahatta and opposite BlackwelPs

Island, being very much broken and indented by rocky nooks,

overhung with trees which give them a wild and romantic

look.

The flux and reflux of the tide through this part of the

Sound is extremely rapid, and the navigation troublesome,

by reason of the whirling eddies and counter currents. I

speak this from experience, having been much of a navi-

gator of these small seas in my boyhood, and having more
than once run the risk of shipwreck and drowning in the

course of divers holyday voyages, to which, in common with

the Dutch urchins, I was rather prone.

.'r-
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In the midst of this perilous strait, and hard by a group

of rocks called "the Hen and Chickens," there lay in my
boyish days the wreck of a vessel which had been entangled

in the whirlpools and stranded during a storm. There was
some wild story about this being the wreck of a pirate, and

of some bloody murder, connected with it, which I cannot

now recollect. Indeed, the desolate look of this forlorn hulk,

and the fearful place whtre it lay rotting, were sufficient to

awaken strange notions concemirg it. A row of timber

heads, blackened by time, peered above the surface at high

water ; but at low tide a considerable part of the hull was
bare, and ito great ribs or timbers, partly stripped of their

planks, looked like the skeleton of some sea monster. There

was also the stump of a mas^^, with a few ropes and blocks

swinging about and whistling in the wind, while the sea gull

wheeled and screamed around this melancholy carcass.

The stories connected with this wreck made it an object

of great awe to my boyish fancy; but in truth the whole
neighborhood was full of fable and romance for me, abound-

ing with traditions about pirates, hobgoblins, and buried

money. As I grew to more mature years I made many
researches after the truth of these strange traditions ; for I

have always been a curious investigator of the valuable but

obscure branches of the history of my native province. I

found infinite difficulty, however, in arriving at any precise

information. In seeldng to dig up one fact it is incredible

the number of fables which I unearthed; for the whole

course of the Sound seemed in my yoimger days to be like

the straits of Pylorus of yore, the very region of fiction. I

will aay nothing of the Devil's Stepping Stones, by which

that arch fiend made his retreat from Connecticut to Long
Island, seeing that the subject is Hkely to be learnedly treated

by t. worthy friend and contemporary historian* whom I

*For a very interesting account of the Devil and his Stepping

IStones, see the learned memoir read before the New York Historical

Society since the death of Mr. Knioksrbocker, by his friend, an eminent

jurist of the plaue.
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have furnished with particulars thereof. Neither will I say

anything of the black man in a three-cornered hat, seated in

the stem of a jolly-boat, who used to be seen about Hell Gate
in stormy weather; and who went by the name of the

Pirate's Spuke, or Pirate's Ghost, because I never could

meet with any person of stanch credibility who professed to

have seen this spectrum ; unless it were the widow of Manus
Conkhn, the blacksmith of Frog's Neck, but then, poor

woman, she was a httle purblind, and might have been mis-

taken ; though they said she saw further than other folks in

the dark.

All this, however, was but Uttle satisfactory in regard to

the tales of buried money about which I was most curious

;

and the following was all that I could for a long time collect

that had anything like an air of authenticity.

KIDD THE PIRATE

In old times, just after the territory of the New Nether

lands had been wrested from the hands of their High Mighti-

nesses, the Lords States-General of Holland, by Charles the

Second, and while it was as yet in an unquiet state, the

province was a favorite resort of adventurers of all kinds,

and particularly of buccaneers. These were piratical rovers

of the deep, who made sad work in times of peace among
the Spanish settlements and Spanish merchant ships. They
took advantage of the easy access to the harbor of the Man-
hattoes, and of the laxity of its scarcely-organized govern-

ment, to make it a kind of rendezvous, where they might

dispose of their ill-gotten spoils, and concert new depreda-

tions. Crews of these desperadoes, the runagates of every

country and clime, might be seen swaggering, in open day,

about the streets of the little burgh; elbowing its quiet Myn-
heers; trafficking away their rich outlandish plunder, at half

price, to the wary merchant, and then squandering their
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gains in taverns; drinking, gambling, singing, swearing,

shouting, and astoimding the neighborhood with sudden
brawl and ruffian revelry.

At length the indignation of government was aroused,

pjid it was determined to fe: ret out this vermin brood from
the colonies. Great consternation took place among the

pirates on finding justice in pursuit of them, and their old

haunts turned to places of peril. They secreted their money
and jewels in lonely out-of-the-way places; buried them
about the wild shores of the rivers and seacoast, and dis-

persed themselves over the face of the country.

Among the agents employed to hunt them by sea was the

renowned Captain Kidd. He had long been a hardy adven-

turer, a kind of equivocal borderer, half trader, half smu^'-

gler, with a tolerable dash of the picaroon. He had traded

for some time among the pirates, lurking about the seas in a

little rakish, musquito-built vessel, prying into all kinds of

old places, as busy as a Mother Gary's chicken in a gale of

wind.

This nondescript personage was pitched upon by govern-

ment as the very man to command a vessel fitted out to

cruise against the pirates, since he knew all their haimts and
lurking-places: acting upon the shrewd old maxim of "set-

ting a rogue to catch a rogue.'* Kidd accordingly sailed

from New York in the "Adventure" galley, gallantly armed
and duly commissioned, and steered his course to the Ma-
deiras, to Bonavista, to Madagascar, and cruised at the en-

trance of the Red Sea. Instead, however, of making war
upon the pirates he turned pirate himself : captured friend or

foe; enriched himself with the spoils of a wealthy Indiaman,

manned by Moors, though commanded by an Englishman,

and having disposed of his prize, had the hardihood to return

to Boston, laden with wealth, with a crew of his comrades at

his heels.

His fame had preceded him. The alarm was given of

the reappearance of this cut-purse of the ocean. Measures

were taken for his arrest ; but he had time, it is said, to bury
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the greater part of his treasures. He even attempted to draw
his sword and defend himself when arrested; but was se-

cured and thrown into prison with several of his followers.

They were carried to England in a frigate, where they were
tried, condemned, and hanged at Execution Dock. Kidd
died hard, for the rope with which he was first tied up broke

with his weight, and he tumbled to the ground; he was tied

up a second time, and effectually; from whence arose the

story of his having been twice hanged.

Such is the main outline of Kidd's history; but it has

given birth to an innumerable progeny of traditions. The
circumstance of his having buried great treasures of gold and
jewels after returning from his cruising set the brains of all

the good people along the coast in a ferment. There were
rumoi*s on rumors of great sums found here and there ; some-

times in one part of the country, sometimes in another; of

trees and rocks bearing mysterious marks; doubtless indicat-

ing the spots where treasure lay hidden. Of coins found
with Moorish characters, the plunder of Kidd's eastern prize,

but which the common people took for diabolical or magic
inscriptions.

Some reported the spoils to have been buried in solitary

unsettled places about Plymouth and Cape Cod ; many other

parts of the eastern coast, also, and various places in Long
Island Sound, have been gilded by these rumors, and have
been ranst^cked by adventurous money-diggers.

In all the stories of these enterprises tiiie devil played a

conspicuous part. Either he was conciliated by ceremonies

and invocations, or some bargain or compact was made with

him. Still he was sure to play the money-diggers some slip-

pery trick. Some had succeeded so far as to touch the iron

chest which contained the treasure, when some baffling cir-

cumstance was sure to take place. Either the earth would
fall in and fill up the pit, or some direful noise or apparition

would throw the party into a panic and frighten them from

the place; and sometimes the devil himself would appear and
bear off the prize from their very grasp; and if they visited
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the place on the next day, not a trace would be seen of their

labors of the preceding night.

Such were the vague rumors which for a long time tan-

talized without gratifying my curiosity on the interesting

subject of these pirate traditions. There is nothing in this

world so hard to get at as truth. I sought among my fav

orite sources of authentic information, the oldest inhabitants,

and particularly the old Dutch wives of the province; but

though I flatter myself I am better versed than most men in

the curious history of my native province, yet for a long time

my inquiries were unattended with any substantial result.

At length it happened, one calm day in the latter part of

summer, that I was relaxing myself from the toils of severe

study by a day's amusement in fishing in those waters which

had been the favorite resort of my boyhood. I was in com-

pany with several worthy burghers of my native city. Our
sport was indifferent; the fish did not bite freely; and we
had frequently changed our fishing ground without bettering

our luck. We at length anchored close imder a ledge of

rocky coast, on the eastern side of the island of Mannahatta.

It was a still, warm day. The stream wlairled and dimpled

by us without a wave or even a ripple, and everything was
so calm and quiet that it was almost startUng when the king-

fisher would pitch himself from the branch of some dry tree,

and after suspending himself for a moment in the air to take

his aim, would souse into the smooth water aitar his prey.

While we were lolling in our boat, half drowsy with the

warm stillness of the day and the dullness of our sport, one

of our party, a worthy alderman, was overtaken by a slumber,

and, as he dozed, suffered the sinker of his drop-liue to He

upon the bottom of the river. On waking, he found hb had
caught something of importance, from the weight ; on draw-

ing it to the surface, we were much surprised to find a long

pistol of very curious and outlandish fashion, which, from
its rusted condition, and its stock being worm-eaten and cov-

ered with barnacles, appeared to have been a long time under

water. The unexpected appearance of this document of
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warfare occasioned much speculation among my pacific com-
panions. One supposed it to have fallen there during the

revolutionary war. Another, from the peculiarity of its

fashion, attributed it to the voyagers in the earUest days of

the settlement; perchance to the renowned Adrian Block,

who explored the Soimd and discovered Block Island, since

so noted for its cheese. But a third, after regarding it for

some iime, pronounced it to be of veritable Spanish work-
manship.

''I'll warrant,*' said he, "if this pistol could talk it would
tell strange stories of hard fights among the Spanish Dons.

I've not a doubt but it's a rell? of the buccaneers of old

times."

"Like enoiigh," said another of the party. **There was
Bradish the pirate, who, at the tLne Lord Bellamont made
such a stir after the buccaneera, bu'^.ed money and jewels

somewhere in these parts or on Long Island; and then there

was Captain Kidd— '*

"Ah, that Kidd was a daring dog," said an iron-faced

Cape Cod whaler. "There's a fine old song about him, all

to the tune of .

' ' My name is Robert Kidd,

As I sailed, as I sailed.'

And it tells how he gained the devil's good graces by burying
the Bible:

" ' I had the Bible in my hand,

As I sailed, as I sailed,

And I buried it in the sand,

As I sailed.'

Egad, if this pistol had belonged to him I sl-ould set seme
store by it out of sheer curiosity. Ah, well, thei-e's an odd
story I have heard about one Tom "Walker, who, they say,

dug up some of Kidd's buried money; and as the fish don't

seem to bite at present, I'll tell it to you to pass away
time."

'I
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THE DEVIL AND TOM WALKER

A FEW miles from Boston, in Massachusetts, there is a

deep inlet winding several miles into the interior of the

country from 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 side the land rises

abruptly from the water's edge, into a high ridge on which
grow a few scattered oaks of great age and immense size.

It was under one of these gigantic trees, according to old

stories, that Kidd the pirate buried his treasure. The inlet

allowed a facility to bring the money in a boat secretly ^nd

at night to the very foot of the hill. The elevation of the

place permitted a good lookout to be kept that no one was at

hand, while the remarkable trees formed good landmarks by

which the place might easily be found again. The old stories

add, moreover, that the devil presided at the hiding of the

money, and took it under his guardianship; but this, it is

well known, he always does with buried treasure, particularly

when it has been ill gotten. Be that as it may, Kidd never

returned to recover his wealth; being shortly after seized

at Boston, sent out to England, and there hanged for a

pirate.

About the year 1727, just at the time when earthquakes

were prevalent in New England, and shook many tall sinners

down upon their knees, there lived near this place a meager
miserly fellow of the name of Tom "Walker. He had a wife

as miserly as himself; they were so miserly that they even

conspired to cheat each other. Whatever the woman could

lay hands on she hid away ; a hen could not cackle but she

was on the alert to secure the new-laid egg. Her husband

was continually prying about to detect her secret hoards, and
many and fierce were the conflicts that took place about what
ought to have been common property. They lived in a for-
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lom-looklng house that stood alone and had an air of starva-

tion. A few straggling savin trees, emblems of sterilitj-,

grew near it; no smoke ever curled from its chimney; no
traveler stopped at its door. A miserable horse, whose ribs

were as articulate as the bars of a gridiron, stalked about

a field where a thin carpet of moss, scarcely covering the

ragged beds of pudding-stone, tantalized and balked his

hunger; and sometimes he would lean his head over the

fence, look piteously at the passer-by, and seem to petition

deliverance from this land of famine. The house and its

inmates had altogether a bad name. Tom's wife was a tall

termagant, fierce of temper, loud of tongue, and strong of

ai-m. Her voice was often heard in wordy warfare with her

husband; and his face sometimes showed signs that their

conflicts were not confined to words. No one ventured,

however, to interfere between them; the lonely waj'farer

shrunk within himself at the horrid clamor and clapper-claw-

ing; eyed the den of discord askance, and hurried on his

way, rejoicing, if a bachelor, in his ceUbacy. /

One day that Tom Walker had been to a distant part of the

neighborhood, he took what he considered a .^ort cut home-
ward through the swamp. Like most short cuts, it was an
ill-chosen route. The swamp was thickly grown vith great

gloomy pines and hemlocks, some of them ninety teet high;

which made it dark at noonday, and a retreat for all the

owls of the neighborhood. It was full of pits and quag-

mires, partlj^ covei-ed with weeds and mosses, where the

green surface often betrayed the traveler into a gulf of black

smothering mud ; there were also dark and stagnant pools,

the abodes of the tadpole, the bullfrog, and the water-snake,

and vvrhere trunks of pines and hemlocks lay half drowned,

Ii?lf lotting, looking like alligators sleeping in the mire.

Tom had long been picking his way cautiously through

this treacherous forest; stepping from tuft 'x) 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 scream-
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ing of the bittern, or the quacking of a wild duck, rising on
the wing from some solitary pool. At leng^.ii he arrived at a
piece of firm ground, which ran out like a peninsula into the

deep bosom of the swamp. It had been one of the strong-

holds 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 impreg^nable, and had used as a place

of refuge for their squaws and children. Nothing remained

of the Indian fort but a few embankments gradually sinking

to the level of the surroimding 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 that Tom Walker
reached the old fort, and he paused there for a while 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 sav-

ages held incantations here and made sacrifices to the evil

spirit. Tom Walkei% however, was not a man to be troubled

with any fears of the kind, t , ,: . . ,, , ,, ,

He reposed himself for some time on the trimk 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 laked it out of the vege-

table mould, and lol 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 war-

riors.

"Humph I" said Tom "Walker, as he gave the skull 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
* * *n Vol. II.
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seated directly opposite him on the stump of a tree. He was
exceedingly surprised, having neither seen nor heard 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 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 ax on his shoulder.

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

eyes.

"What are you doing in 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 his neighbor's. Look yonder, and see how
Deacon Peabody is faring."

Tom looked in the direction that the stranger pointed,

and beheld one of the great trees, fair and flourishing with-

out, 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. He now looked round and found most

of the tall trees marked with the names of some great men of

the colony, and all more or less scored by the ax. 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 Hkely to have a good

stock of firewood for winter.*'
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<«i'But what right have you/' said Tom, **to cut down
Deacon Peabody's timber?"

*'The right of prior claim," said the otlier. "This wood-
land 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.
**0h, I go by various names. I am the Wild Himtsman

in some countries; the Black Miner in others. In this neigh-

borhood I am known by the name of the Black Woodsman.
I am he to whom the red men devoted this spot, and now
and then roasted a white man by way of sweet smelling

sacrifice. Since the red men have been eaiterminated by you
white savages I amuse myself by presidiag at the persecu-

tions of Quakers and Anabaptists; I am the great patron and
promp'ter of slave dealers, and the grand master of the Salem
witches."

*'The upshot of all which is, that, if I mistake not," said

Tom, sturdily, ''you are he commonly called Old Scratch."

"The same at your service I" replied the black man, with

a half civil nod. , >

Such was the opening of this interview, according to the

old story, though it has almost too familiar an air to be

credited. One would think that to meet with such a singu-

lar personage in this wild, lonely place would have shaken

any man's nerves : but Tom was a hard-minded fellow, uot

easHy daimted, and he had lived so long with a termagant

wife that he did not even fear the devil.

It is said that after this commencement they had a long

and earnest conversation together, as Tom returned h(»ne-

ward. The black man told him of great sums of money which

had been buried by Kidd the pirate, xmder the oak trees on the

high ridge not far from the morass. All these were imder his

command and protected by his power, so that none could find

them but such as propitiated his favor. These he offered to

{dace within Tom Walker's reach, having conceived an espe

cial kindness for him : but they were to be had only on cer-

tain conditions. What these conditions were may easily be
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surmised, though Tom never disclosed them publicly. They
must have been very hard, for he required time to think of

them, and he was not a man to stick at trifles where money
was in view. When they had reached the edge of the swamp
the stranger paused.

"What proof have I that all you have been telling me is

true?" said Tom.
"There is my signature," said the black man, pressing

l\is finger on Tom*s forehead. So saying, he turned off

among the thickets of the swamp, and seemed, as Tom
said, to go down, down, down into the earth, until nothing

bat his head and shoulders could be seen, and so on until he

totally disappeared.

When Tom reached home he found the black print of a

finger buiiied, as it were, into his forehead, which nothing

could obliterate.

The first news his wife had to tell him was the sudden

death of Absalom Crowninshield, the rich buccaneer. It

was announced in the papers with the usual flourish that "a
great man had fallen in Israel."

Tom recollected the tree which his black friend had just

hewn down, and which was ready for burning. "Let the

freebooter roast," said Tom, "who cares 1" He now felt

convinced that all he had hear*^ and seen was no illusion.

He was not prone to let his wife into his confidence; but

as this was an uneasy secret he willingly shared it with her.

All her avarice was awakened at the mention of hidden gold,

and she urged her husband to comply with the black man's
texms and secure what would make them wealthy for life.

However Tom might have felt disposed to sell himself to the

devil, he waz determined not to do so t<o 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.
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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 repUes. She spoke some-

thing 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 forbore 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; espe-

cially as he found she had carried off in her apron tiie silver

teapot and spoons and every portable article of value. An-
other 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 that

have become confounded by a variety of historians. Some
asserted that she lost her way among the tangled mazes of

the swamp and sunk into some pit or slough; others, i ^ore

uncharitable, hinted that she had eloped with the household

booty, and made off to some other province; while others

assert that the tempter ha^ decoyed her into a dismal quag-

mire, on top of which her hat was found lying. In confirma-

tion of this, it was said a great black man with an az 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

tiiat 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 j>lace, but no wife was to be seen.

He called her name repeatedly, but she was nowhere to be

heard. The bittern alomo responded to his voice, as he flew
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screaming by; or the bullfrog croaked dolefully from a
neighboring pool. At length, it is said, just in the brown
hour of twiUght, when the owls began to hoot and the bats

to flit about, his attention was attracted by the clamor of

carrion crows that were hovering about a cypress tree. He
looked and beheld a bundle tied in a check apron and hang-

ing in the branches of the tree, with a great vulture percLt^d

hard by, as if keeping watch upon it. Be leaped with joy,

for he recognized 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 check apron, but, woful sight! found

nothing but a heart and Uver tied up in it.

Such, according to the most authentic old story, was all

that was to be found of Tom's wife. She had probably at-

tempted to deal with the black man as she had been accus>

tomed to deal with her husband; but though a female scold

is generally considered a match for the dev?^, yet in this in-

stance she appears to have had the worst of it. She must
have died game, however, from the part that remaineci un-

conquered. Indeed, it is said Tom noticed many prints of

cloven feet deeply stamped about the tree, and several hand-

fuls of hair, that looked as if they had been plucked from
the coarse black shock of the woodsman. Tom knew his

wife's prowess by experience. He shrugged his shoulders as

he looked at the sig^s of a fierce clapper-clawing. "Egad,"
said he to himself, "Old Scratch must have had a tough time

ofitl"

Tom consoled himself for the loss of his property by the

loss of his wife ; for he was a Uttle of a philosopher. He even

felt something like gratitude toward the black woodsman,
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 black legs played shy,
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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 any-

thing rather than not gain the promised treasure, he met the

black man one evening in his usual woodman dress, with his

ax on his shoulder, sauntering along the edge of the swamp,
and humming a tune. He affected to receive Tom*s advance

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 importance, he wa43 in-

flexibly obstinate. He insisted that the money found through

his means should be employed in his service. He proposed,

therefore, that Tom should employ it in the black traffic

;

that is to say, that he should fit out a slave ship. This,

however, Tom resolutely refused ; he was bad enough, in all

conscience, but the devil himself could not tempt him to

turn slave dealer.

Finding Tom so squeamish on this point, he did not insist

upon it, but proposed instead that he should turn usurer; the

devil being extremely anxious for the increase of usurers,

looking upon them as his 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 black 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

merchant to bankruptcy—

"
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**I'll drive him to the d ^1,** cried Tom Walker, eageriy.

**You are the usurer for my money!" said the black legs,

with delight. "When will you want the rhino?" - . ;-

"This very night." a

"Done!" said the devil.

"Done!" said Tom Walker.—So they shook hands, and

struck a bargain.

A few days' time saw Tom Walker seated behind his

desk in a counting house in Boston. His reputation for a

ready-moneyed man, who would lend money out for a

good consideration, soon spread abroad. Everybody remem-
bers the days of Governor Belcher, when money was particu-

larly scarce. It was a time of paper credit. The country

had been deluged with government bills; the famous Jjand

Bank had been established; there had been a rage for specu-

lating; the people had run mad with schemes for new settle-

ments; for building cities in the wilderness; land jobbers

went about with maps of grants, and townships, and Eldo-

rados, lying nobody knew where, but which everybody was
ready to purchase. In a word, the great speculating fever

which breaks out every now and then in the country had
raged to an alarming degree, and everybody was dreaming

of making sudden fortunes from nothing. As usual, the

f3ver had subsided ; the dream had gone off, and the imagi-

nary fortunes with it; the patients were left in doleful plight,

and the whole country resounded with the consequent cry of

"hard times."

At this propitious time of public distress did Tom Walker
set up as a usurer in Boston. His door was soon thronged

by customers. The needy and the adventurous; the gam-
bling 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 he

acted like a "friend in need"; that is to say, he always ex-

acted good pay and good security. In proportion to the dis-
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tress of the applicant was the hardness of his terms. He
accumulated bonds and mortgages; gradually squeezed his

customers closer an4 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 hik iself, as usual, a vast house, out of os-

tentation; but left the greater part of it unfinished and unfur-

nished 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. Hav-
ing 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 church-goer. He prayed

loudly 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 at seeing

themselves so suddenly outstripped in their career by this

new-made convert. Tom was pjb rigid in religious as in

money matters; he was a stem supervisor and censurer of

his neighbors, and seemed to think every sin entered up to

their account became a credit on his own side of the page.

He evGH talked of the expediency of reviving the persecution

of Quakei's 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 a larking dread that the devil, after all, would have his

due. That he might not bo taken unawares, therefore, it is

said he always carried a small Bible in his coat pocket. He
had also a great folio Bible on his counting-house desk, and
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would frequently be found reading it when people called on
businoBs; on such occasions he would lay his green spectacles

on the book, to mark the place, while he turned round to

drive some usurious bargain.

Some say tbat Tom grew a little crack-brained in his old

days, and that fancying his end approaching, he had his horse

new shod, saddled and bridled, and buried with his feet up-

permost j because he supposed that at the last day the world

would be turned upside down; in which case he should find

his horse sunding ready for mounting, and he was deter-

mined at the worst to give his old friend a nm for it. This,

hovever, is probably a mere old wives* fable. If he really

did talre such a preci%ution it was totally superfluous; at least

so says the authentic old legend, which closes his story in the

following manner:

On one hot afternoon in the dog days, just as a terrible

black thunder gust was coming up, Tom sat in his coimting-

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 greatest 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 I have made a farthing T*

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 im-

patience.

'*Tom, you*re come fori** said the black fellow, g^iffly.

Tom shrunk back, but too late. He had left his Uttle Bible
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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 astride the horse an i away he gal-

loped in the midst of a thunderstorm. The clerks stuck their

pens behind their ears and stared after him from the win-

dows. Away went Tom "Walker, dashing down the streets

;

his white cap bobbing up and down; his morning-gown flut-

tering in the wind, and his steed striking fire out of the pave-

ment 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 borders of the swamp re-

ported that in the height of the thunder-gust he had heard a
great clattering of hoofs and a howling along the road, and
that when he ran to the window he just 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 toward the old Indian fort ; and that

shortly after a thunderbolt fell in that direction which 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
horrorstruck as might have been expected. Trustees were
appointed to take charge of Tom's effects. There was noth-

ing, however, to administer upon. On searching his coffers

all his bonds and mortgages were found reduced to cinders.

In place of gold and si^'^er his iron chest was filled with chips

and shavings; two skeletons lay in his stable instead of his

half-starved horse^jj and the very next day his great house

took fire and was burned 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, from whence he dug Kidd's money, is to be seen
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to this day; and the neighboring swamp and old Indian fort

iH often haunted in stormy nights by a figure on horseback,

in a 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

prevalent throughout New England, of '*The Devil and Tom
Walker."

Such, as nearly as I can recollect, was the tenor of the

tale told by the Cape Cod whaler. There were divers trivial

particulars which I have nni ted, and which whiled away
.8 n?oming v':>r pie ^^iui i;, * ^ifcil, the time of tide favorable

for fishing being pnssc I -: is proposed that we should go
to land, and refresh ouTb i/es v; der the trees, until the noon-

tide heat should have abated.

We accordingly landed on a delectable part of the island

of Mannahatta, in that shady and embowered tract formerly

imder dominion of the ancient family of the Hardenbrooks.

It was a spot well known to me in the course of the aquatic

expeditions of my boyhood. Not far from where we landed

was an old Dutch family vault, in the side of a bank, which
had been an object of great awe and fable among my school-

boy associates. There were several mouldering coffins with-

in; but what gave it a fearful interest with us was its being

connected in our minds with the pirate wreck which lay

among the rocks of H«^ll Gate. There were also stories of

smuggling connected with it, particularly during a t^'me that

this retired npot was owned by a noted burgher called Ready
Money Prevost; a man of whom it was whispered that he

had many and mysterious dealings with parts beyond seas.

All these things, however, had been jimibled together in our

minds in that vague way in which such things are mingled

up in the tales of boyhood.

While I was musing upon these matters my companions

had spread a repast from the contents of our well-stored pan-

nier, and we solaced ourselves during the warm sunny hours

of midday under the shade of a broad chestnut, on the cool
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grassy carpet that swept down to the water's edge. While

lolling on the grass I summoned up the dusky recollections

of my boyhood respecting this place, and repeated them like

the imperfectly remembered traces of a dream, for the enter-

tainment of niy companions. When I had finished, a worthy
old burghcT, John Josse Vandermoere, the same who once re •

later'u to me the adventures of Dolph Heyliger, broke silenc

iind observed that ne recollected a story about money-dig-

ging which occurred in this very neighborhood. As we
knew him io be one of the most authentic narrators of the

province we begged him to let us have the particulars, and
accordingly, while we refreshed ourselves with a clean long

pipe of Blase Moore's tobacco, the authentic John Josse

Vandermoere related the following tale.

I

I'

.•.,;

ool

WOLFERT WEBBER; OR, GOLDEN
DREAMS

In the year of grace one thousand seven himdred and

—

blank—for I do not remember the precise date; however, it

was somewhere in the early part of the last century, there

lived in the ancient city of the Manhattoes a worthy burgher,

Wolfert Webber by name. He was descended from old Co-

bus Webber of the Brille in Holland, one of the original set-

tlers, famous for introducing the cultivation of cabbages, and
who came over to the province during the protectorship of

Oloffe Van Kortlandt, otherwise called the Dreamer.

The field in which Cobus Webber first planted himself

and his cabbages had remained ever since in the family, who
continued in the same line of husbcmdry, with that praise-

worthy perseverance for whicb our Dutch burghers are

noted. The whole family geniis, during several genera-

tions, was devoted to the study and development of this

one noble vegetable ; and to this concentration of intellect
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may doubtless be ascribed the prodigious size and renown to

which the Webber cabbages attained.

The "Webber dynasty continued in uninterrupted succes-

sion ; and never did a line give more unquestionable proofs

of legitimacy. The eldest son succeeded to the looks as well

as the territory of his sire ; and had the portraits of this line

of tranquil potentates been taken, they would have presented

a row of heads marvelously resembling in shape and magni
tude the vegetables over which they reigned.

Th' oeat of government continued unchanged in the fam-

ily mansion : a Dutch-built house, with a front, or rather

gable-end of yellow brick, tapering to a point, with the cus-

tomary iron weathercock at the top. Everything about the

building bore the air of long-settled ease and security. Flights

of martins peopled the little coops nailed against the walls,

and swallows built their nests under the eaves ; and every

one knows that these house-loving birds bring good luck to

the dwelling where they take up their abode. In a bright

sunny morning in early summer, it was delectable to hear

their cheerful notes, as they sported about in the pure, sweet

air, chirping forth, as it were, the greatness and prosperity

of the Wev> liters.

Thus quietly and comfortably did this excellent family

vegetate under the shade of a mighty buttonwood tree, which
by little and little grew so great as entirely to overshadow
their palace. The city gradually spread its suburbs round

their domain. Houses sprung up to interrupt their prospects.

The rural lanes in the vicinity began to grow into the bustle

and populousness of streets ; in short, with all the habits of

rustic life, they began to find themselves the inhabitants of a

city. Still, however, they maintained their hereditary char-

acter, and hereditary possessions, with all the tenacity of

petty German princes in the midst of the empire. Wolfert

was the last of the line, and succeeded to the patriarchal

bench at the door, under the family tree, and swayed the

scepter of his fathers, a kind of rural potentate in the midst
of a metropolis.

'••' ^"(J,**'*!



JalM of a JraueUr 519

To share the careB and sweets of sovereignty be had taken

unto himself a helpmate, one of that excellent kind called

stirring women; that is to say, she was one of those notable

little housewives who are always busy when there is nothing

to do. Her activity, however, took one particular direction;

her whole life seemed devoted to intense knitting; whether

at home or abroad, walking or sitting, her needles were con-

tinually in motion, and it is even affirmed that by her im-

wearied industry she very nearly supplied her household with

stockings throughout the year. This worthy couple were

blessed with one daughter, who was brought up with great

tenderness and rare; uncommon pains had been taken with

her education, so that she could stitch in every variety of

way, make aU kinds of pickles and preserves, and mark her

own name on a sampler. The influence of her taste was seen

also in the family garden, where the ornamental began to

mingle with the useful; whole rows of fiery marigolds and
splendid hollyhocks bordered the cabbage-beds; and gigantic

sunflowers lolled their broad, jolly faces over the fences, seem-

ing to ogle most affectionately the passers-by.

Thus reigned and vegetated Wolfert Webber over his

paternal acres, peaceably and contentedly. Not but that,

like all other sovereigns, he had his occasional cares and
vexations. The growth of his native city sometimes caused

him annoyance. His little territory gradually became hemmed
in by streets and houses, which intercepted air and sunshine.

He was now and then subject to the irruptions of the border

population that infest the streets of a metropolis, who would
sometimes make midnight forays into his dominions, and
carry off captive whole platoons of his noblest subjects.

Vagrant swire would make a descent, too, now and then,

when the gate was left open, and lay all waste before them

;

and mischievous urchins would often decapitate the illus-

trious sunflowers, the glory of the garden, as they lolled their

heads so fondly over the walls. Still all these were petty

grievances, which might now and then ruffle the surface of

his mind, as a summer breeze will ruffle the surface of a mill-
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pond ; but they could not disturb the deep-seated quiet of his

soul. He would but seize a trusty staff that stood behind the

door, issue suddenly out, and anoint the back of the aggpres-

sor, whether pig or urchin, and then return within doors,

marvelously refreshed and tranquilized.

The chief cause of anxiety to honest "Wolfert, however,

was the growing prosperity of the city. The expenses of liv-

ing doubled and trebled ; but he could not double and treble

the magnitude of his cabbages ; and the number of competi-

tors prevented the increase of price; thus, therefore, while

every one around him grew richer, Wolfert grew poorer, and
he could not, for the life of him, perceive how the evil was
to be remedied.

This growing care, which increased from day to day, had
its gradual effect upon our worthy burgher; inson\uch, that

it at length implanted two or three wrinkles on his brow

;

things imknown before in the family of the Webbers; and it

seemed to pinch up the comers of his cocked hat into an ex-

pression of anxiety, totally opposite to the tranquil, broad-

brimmed, low-crowned beavers of his illustrious progenitors.

Perhaps even this would not have materially disturbed

the serenity of his mind had he had only himself and his wife

to care for; but there was his daughter gradually growing to

maturity ; and all the world knows when daughters begin to

ripen no fruit or flower requires so much looking after. I

have no talent at describing female charms, else fain would
I depict the progress of this little Dutch beauty. How her

blue eyes grew deeper and deeper, and her cherry lips red-

der and redder; and how she ripened and ripened, and
rounded and rounded, in the opening breath of sixteen sum-
mers, until, in her seventeenth spring, she seemed ready to

burst out of her bodice, like a half-blown rosebud.

Ah, well-a-day! could I but show her as she was then,

tricked out on a Sunday morning, in the hereditary finery of

the old Dutch clothes-press, of which her mother had con-

fided to her the key. The wedding dress of her grandmother,

modernized for us with simdry ornaments handed down as
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heirlooms in the family. Her pale brown hair smoothed with
buttermilk in flat waving lines on each side of her fair fore-

head. The chain of yellow virg^in gold that encircled her

neck; the little cross that just rested at the entrance of a soft

valley of happiness, as if it would sanctify the place. The

—

but pooh !—it is not for an old man like me to be prosing about

female beauty : suffice it to say Amy had attained her seven-

teenth year. Long since had her sampler exhibited hearts

in couples desperately transfixed with arrows, and true lovers*

knots worked in deep blue silk; and it was evident she began

to languish for some more interesting occupation than the

rearing of sunflowers or pickling of cucumbers.

At this critical period of female existence, when the heart

within a damsers bosom, like its emblem, the miniature

which hangs without, is apt to be engrossed by a single

image, a new visitor began to make his appearance under

the roof of Wolfert Webber. This was Dirk Waldron, the

only son of a poor widow, but who could boast of more
fathers than any lad in the province; for his mother had had
four husbands, and this only child, so that though bom in

her last wedlock, he might fairly claim to be the tardy fruit

of a long course of cultivation. This son of four fathers

united the merits and the vigor of his sires. If he had not

a great family before him he seemed likely to have a great

one after him ; for you had only to look at the fresh game-
some youth to see that he was formed to be the foimder of a

mighty race. w
This youngster gradually became an intimate visitor of

the family. He talked httle, but he sat long. He filled the

father's pipe when it was empty, gathered up the mother's

knitting-needle or ball of worsted when it fell to the g^und;
stroked the sleek coat of the tortoise-shell cat, and replenished

the teapot for the daughter from the bright copper kettle that

sung before the fire. All these quiet little offices may seem

of trifling import, but when true love is translated into Low
Dutch, it is in this way that it eloquently cTrpresses itst^lf.

They were not lost upon the Webber family. The winriig

"
(

.. '

IC Ml
I III



T'' a

529 U/orKs of U/ael^lQ^toi) Irulp^

r.

LiV

^1

youngster found marvelous favor in the eyes of the mother;

the tortoise-shell cat, albeit the most 8l.>*id and demure of her

kind, gave indubitable signs of approbation of his visits, the

tea-kettle seemed to sing out a cheering note of welcome at

his approach, and if the sly glances of the <3aughter might
be rightly read, as she sat bridling and dimpling, and sew-

ing by her mother's side, she was not a whit behind Dame
"Webber, or grimalkin, or the tea-kettle, in good-will.

Wolfert alone saw nothing of what was going on. Pro-

foundly wrapped up in meditation on the growth of the city

and his cabbages, he sat looking in the fire, and puffing his

pipe in silence. One night, however, as the gentle Amy,
according to custom, lighted her lover to the outer door, and
he, according to custom, took his parting salute, ihe smack
resounded so vigorously through the long, silent entry as to

startle even the dull ear of Wolfert. He was slowly roused

to a new source of anxiety. It had never entered into his

head that this mere child, who, as it seemed but the other day
had been climbing about his knees, and playing with dolls and
baby-houses, could all at once be thinking of love and matri-

moKy. He rubbed his eyes, examined into the fact, and

really found that while he had been dreaming of other mat-

ters she had actually grown into a woman, and, what was
more, had fallen in love. Here were new cares for poor

Wolfert. He was a kind father, but he was a prudent man.
The young man was a very stirring lad ; bat then he had
neither money nor land. Wolfert's ideas all ran in one chan-

nel, and he saw no alternative in case of a marriage but to

portion off the young couple with a comer of his cabbage

garden, the whole of which was barely sufficient for the sup-

port of his family.

Like a prudent father, therefore, he determined to nip this

passion in the bud, and forbade the youngster the house,

thoTigh sorely did it go against his fatherly heart, and many
a silent tear did it cause in the bright eye of his daughter.

She showed herself, however, a pattern of filial piety and
obedience. She never pouted and sulked ; she never fiew in
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the face of parental authority; she never fell into a passion,

or fell into hysterics, as many romantic novel-read young
ladies would do. Not she, indeed! She was none such

heroical rebellious trumpery, I warrant ye. On the con-

trary, she acquiesced like an obedient daughter; shut the

street-door in her lover's face, and if ever she did grant him
an interview, it was either out of the kitchen window or over

the garden fence.

Wolfert was deeply cogitating these things in his mind,

and his brow wrinkled with unusual care, as he wended his

way one Saturday afternoon to a rural inn, about two miles

from the city. It was a favorite resort of the Dutch part of

the community from being always held by a Dutch line of

landlords, and retaining an air and relish of the good old

times. It was a Dutch-built house, that had probably been

a 'v^untry seat of some opulent burgher in the parly time of

ti settlement. It stood near a point of land called Corlears

Hook, which stretches out into the l^ound, and against which

the tide, at its flux and reflux, sets with extraordinary rapid-

ity. The venerable and somewhat crazy mansion was dis-

tinguished from afar by a grove of elms and sycamores that

seemed to wave a hospitable invitation, while a few weeping

willows with their dank, drooping foliage, resembling falling

waters, gave an idea of coolness that rendered it an attract

ive spot during the heats of summer.

He'^, therefore, as I said, resorted many of the old in-

habitants of the Manhattoes, where, while some played at

the shuffle-board and quoits and ninepins, others smoked a

doliberate pipe, and talked over public affairs.

It was on a blustering autumnal afternoon that Wolfert

made his visit to the inn. The grove of elms and willows

was stripped of its loaves, which wliirled in rustling eddies

about the fields. The ninepin alloy was deserted, for the pre-

mature chilliness of the day had driven the company within

doors. As it was Saturday afternoon, the habitual club was
in session, composed principally of regular Dutch burghers,

though mingled occasionally with persons of various char-

i
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actor and country, as is natural in a place of suoh motley

population.

Beside the fireplace, and in a hug^ leathern-bottomed arm-

chair, sat the dictator of this little world, the venerable Rem,
or, as it was pronounced, Ramm Rapelye. He was a man
of WallooiA race, and illustnous for the antiquity of his line,

his great-grandmother having been the first white child bom
in the province. But he was still more illustrious for. his

wealth and dig^ty : he had long filled the noble office of

alderman, and was a man to whom the governor himself

took off his hat. He had maintains d possession of the leath-

ern-bottomed chair from time inmiemorial ; and had gn^ually
waxed in bulk as he sat in his seat of government until in

the coui*se of years he filled its whole magnitude. His word
was decisive with his subjects; for he was so rich a man that

he was never expected to support any opinion by arg^ument.

The landlord waited on him with peculiar officiousness; not

that he paid better than his neighbors, but then the coin of

a rich man seems always to be so much more ac^^ptable.

The landlord had always a pleasant word and a joke to in •

sinuate in the ear of the august Ramm. it is true, Ramm
never laughed, and, indeed, maintained a mastiff like grav-

ity, and even surliness of aspect; yet he now and then re-

warded mine host 'vith a token of approbation, which,

though nothing more nor less than a kind of g^runt, yet

delighted the landlord more than a broad laugh from a

poorer man.
"This will be a rough night for the money-diggers,*' said

mine host, as a gust of wind howled round the house and

rattled at the windows.

"What, are they at their works again?*' said an Englisli

half-pay captain, with one eye, who was a frequent attendant

at the inn.

**Ay, are they," said the landlord, "and well may
they be. They've had luck of late. They say a great

pot of money has been dug up in the field just behind

Stuyvesant's orchard. Folks think it must have been
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buried there in old times by Peter Stuyvesant the Dutch

Governor."

**Fudge I** said the one-eyed man of war, as he added a

small portion of water to a bottom of brandy.

"Well, you may believe or not, as you please,*' said mine
host, somewhat nettled; "but everybody knows that the old

governor buried a great deal of his money at the time of the

Dutch troubles, when the English red-coats seized on the

province. They say, too, the old gentleman walks; ay, and

in the very same dress that he wears in the picture which

hangs up in th*> fani.ly house.'*

"Fudge!** said the half-pay officer.

"Fudge, if you please!—But didn't Comey Van Zandt

see him at midnight, stalking about in the meadow with his

wooden leg, and a drawn sword in his hand that flashed like

fire? And what can he be walking for but because people

have been troubling the place where he buried his money in

old times?'*

Here the landlord was interrupted by several guttural

sounds from Ramm Rapelye, betokening that he was labor-

ing with the unusual production of an idea. As he was too

great a man to be slighted by a prudent publican, mine host

respectfully paused until he should deliver himself. The
corpulent frame of this mighty burgher now gave all the

symptoms of a volcanic mountain on the point of an erup-

tion. First, there was a certain heaving of the abdomen,

not unlike an earthquake; then was emitted a cloud of

tobacco smoke from that crater, hi? mouth ; then there was
a kind of rattle in the throat, as if the idea were workinff its

way up through a region of phlegm ; then there were several

disjointed members of a sentence thrown out, ending in a

cough; at length his voice forced its way in the slow, but

absolute tone of a man who feelH the weight of his purse, if

not of his ideas ; every portion of his sjwech l)eing marked
by a toHty puflF of tobacco smoke.

"Who talks of old Poter Stuyv«sant'H walking—puff

—

Have i)eople no reH})ect for perHonH?—puff—puff—Peter
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Stuyresant knew better what to do with his money thau

to bury it—puff—I know the Stuyvesant family—^puff

—

every one of them—puff—not a more respectable fanaily in

the province—puff—old standers—puff—warm householders

—puff—none of yotur upstarts—puff—puff—puff.—Don't talk

to me of Peter Stuyvesant's walkings—puff—puff—puff

—

puff."

Here the redoubtable Ramm contracted his brow, clasped

up his mouth till it wrinkled at each comer, and redoi:bled

his smoking with such vehemence that the cloudy volumes

Hoon wreathed round his head, as the smoke envelops the

awful summit of Momit Etna.

A general silence followed the sudden rebuke of this very

rich man. The subject, however, was too interesting to be

readily abandoned. The conversation soon broke forth again

from the lips of Peechy Prauw Van Hook, the chronicler of

the club, one of thoso narrative old men who seem to grow
incontinent of words, as they grow old, until their talk ffows

from them almost involuntarily.

Peechy, who could at any time tell as many stories in an
evening as his hearers could digest in a month, now resumed

the conversation by affirming that, to his knowledge, money
had at different times been dug up in various parts of the

island. The lucky persons who had discovered them had
always dreamed of them three times beforehand, and what
was worthy of remark, these treasures had never been found

but by some descendant of the good old Dutch families, wliich

clearly proved tliat they had been buried by Dutchmen in the

olden time.

"Fiddlestick with your Dutchmen!" cried the half-pay

officer. "The Diitch had nothing to do with them. They
were all buried by Kidd the pirate and his crew."

Here a keynote was touched that roused the whole corn-

par". The name of Captain Kidd was hke a talisman in

thoH m : , i.nd was associated with a thousand marvelous

stories.

Tly liuir pay officer Wf } a man of great weight among

L.' ). .
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the peaceable memben of the club, by reason of his miUtary

character, and of the gunpowder scenes which, by his own
account, he had witnessed.

The golden stories of Eidd, however, were resolutely

rivaled Iqr the tales of Peechy Prauw, who, rather than

suffer his Dutch progenitors to be eclipsed by a foreign

freebooter, enriched every spot in the neighborhood with

the hidden ^ "^alth of Peter Stuyvesant and his contempo-

raries.

Not a word of this conversation was lost upon Wolfert

Webber. He returned pensively home, full of magnificent

ideas of buried riches. The soil of his native island seemed

to be turned into gold-dust ; and every field teemed with treas-

ure. His head almost reeled at the thought liow often he

must have heedlessly rambled over places where countless

sums lay, scarcely covered by the turf beneath his feet. His

mind was in a vertigo with this whirl of new ideas. As he

came in sight of the venerable mansion of his forefathers, and
the little realm where the Webbers had so long and so con-

tentedly flourjp^ed, his gorge rose at the narrowness of his

destiny.

"Unlucky V' olfert!" exclaimed he, "others can go to bed

and dream them reives into whole mines of wealth ; they have

but to seize a sp ide in the morning, and turn up doubloons

like potatoes; but thou must dream of hardship, and rise to

poverty—must dig thy field from year's end to year's end,

and—and yet raise nothing but cabbag* !'*

Wolfert Webber went to bed with heavy heart ; and it

was long before the golden visions tl tt disturbed his brain

permitted him to sink into repose. The same visions, how-
ever, extended into his sleeping tb ights, and assumed a

more definite form. He dreamed Uat he had discovered an

immense treasure in the center oi his garden. At every

stroke of the spade he laid bare a golden ingot; diamond
crosses sparkled out of the dust; bugs of money turned up
their bellies, corpulent with piect'H of eight, or venerable

doubloons; and chests, wedged close with nioidores, ducats,

1
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and pistareens, yawned before his ravished eyes and vomited

forth their glittering contents.

Wolfert awoke a poorer man than ever. He had no heart

to go about his daily concerns, which appeared so paltry and
profitless; but sat all day long in the chinmey-comer, pictur-

ing to himself ingots and heaps of gold in the fire. The next

night his dream was repeated. He was again in his garden,

digg^g, and laying open stores of hidden wealth. There

was something very singular in this repetition. He passed

anoth<?r day of reverie, and though it was cleaning-day, and

the house, as usual in Dutch households, completely topsy-

turvy, yet he sat unmoved amid the general uproar.

The third night he went to bed with a palpitating heart.

He put on his red nightcap wrong side outward for good

luck. It was deep midnight before his anxious mind could

Hettle itself into sleep. Again the golden dream was re-

peated, and again he saw his garden teeming with ingots

and money-bags.

Wolfert rose the next morning in complete bewilderment.

A dream three times r'^peated was never known to lie; and
if so, his fortime was made.

In his agitation he put on his waistcoat with the hind part

before, and this was a corroboration of good luck. Ho no
longer doubted that a huge store of money lay buried some-

where in his cabbage-field, coyly waiting to be sought for,

and he ^ df repined at having so long been scratching about

the surface of the soil, instead of digg^g to the center.

He took his seat at the breakfast-table full of these specu-

lations; asked his daughter to put a lump of gold into his tea,

and on handing his wife a plate of slap-jacks, begg^ her to

help herself to a doubloon.

His grand care now was how to secure this immense treas-

ure without its being known. Instead of working regularly

in his grounds in the daytime, he now stole from his bed at

night, and with spade and pickax went to work to rip up
and dig about his paternal acres, from one end to the other.

In a little time the whole garden, which had presented such
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a gooclly and regular appearance, with its j 'alanx of cab-

bages, like a vegetable army in battle array, was reduced

to a scene of devastation, while the relentless Wolfert, with

nightcap on head and lantern and spade in hand, stalked

through the slaughtered ranks, the destroying angel ci his

own vegetable world.

Every morning bore testimony to the ravages of the pre-

ceding night in cabbages of all ages and conditions, from the

tender sprout to the full-grown head, piteously rooted from

their quiet beds like worthless weeds, and left to wither in

the sunshine. It was in vain Wolfert*s wife remonstrated

;

it was in vain his darling daughter wept over the destruction

of some favorite marigold. "Thou shalt have gold of an-

other guess-sort,** he would cry, chucking her under the

chin; "thou shalt have a string of crooked ducats for thy

wedding-necklace, my child.*' His family began really to

fear that the poor man's wits were diseased. He muttered

in his sleep at night of mines of wealth, of pearls and dia-

monds and bars of gold. In the daytime he was moody and
abstracted, and walked about as i^ ^n a trance. Dame Web-
ber held frequent councils with ali the old women of the

neighborhood, not omitting the parish dominie; scarce an

hour in the day but a knot of them might be seen wagging
their white caps k>gether round her door, while the poor

woman made some piteous recital. The daughter, too, was
fain to seek for more frequent consolation from the stolen

interviews of her favored swain. Dirk Waldron. The de-

lectable little Dutch song^ with which she used to dulcify

the house grew less and less frequent, and she would forget

her sewing and look wistfully in her father's face as he sat

pondering by the fireside. Wolfert caught her eye one day
fixed on him thus anxiously, and for a. moment was roused

from his golden reveries.
—"Cheer up, my girl,'* said he, ex-

ultingly, "why dost thou droop?—thou shalt hold up thy

head one day with the and the Schermerhoms, the Van
Homes, and the Van Dams—the patroon himself shall be

glad to get thee for his son !"

* *23 Vol. II.

I
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Amy shook her head at this vainglorious boast, and was
more than ever in doubt of the soundness of the good man's
intellect

In the meantime Wolfert went on digg^g, but the field

was extensive, and as his dream had indicated no precise

spot, he had to dig at random. The winter set in before

one-tenth of the scene of promise had been explored. The
ground became too frozen and the nights too cold for the

labors of the spade. No sooner, however, did the returning

warmth of spring loosen the soil, and the small frogs beg^n

to pipe in the meadows, but Wolfert resumed his labors with

renovated zeal. Still, however, the hours of industry were

reversed. Instead of working cheerily all day, planting and
setting out his vegetables, he remained thoughtfully idle,

until the shades of night summoned him to his secret labors.

In this way he continued to dig from night to night, and
week to week, and month to month, but not a stiver did he

find. On the contrary, the more he digged the poorer he

g^w. The rich soil of his garden was digged away, and
the sand and gravel from beneath were thrown to the sur-

fn(^€. until the whole field presented an aspect of sandy bar-

renness.

In the meantime the seasons gn*adually rolled on. The
little frog^ that had piped in the meadows in early spring,

croaked as b ulfrog^ in the brooks during the summer heats,

and then sunk into silence. The peach tree budded, blos-

somed, and bore its fruit. The swallows and martins came,

twittered about the roof, built their nests, reared their young,

held their congn^ess along the eaves, and then winged their

flight in search of another spring. The caterpillar spun its

winding-sheet, dangled in it from the great buttonwood tree

that shaded the house, turned into a moth, fluttered with

the last sunshine of summer, and disappeared; and finally

tiie leaves of the buttonwood tree turned yellow, then brown,

then rustled one by one to the ground, and whirling about in

little eddies of wind and dust, whispered that winter was at

hand.
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Wolfert gradually awoke from his dream of wealth as the

year declined. He had reared no crop to supply the wants
of his household during the sterility of winter. The season

was long and severe, and for the first time tb*^ family was
really str&'tened in its comforts. By degrees a revulsion

of thought took place in Wolfert's mind, common to those

whose golden dreams have been disturbed by pinching reaU-

ties. The idea gradually stole upon him that he should come
to want. He already considered himself one of the most un-

fortunate men in the province, having lost such an incalcu-

lable amount of undiscovered treasure, and now, when thou-

sands of pounds had eluded his search, to be perplexed for

shillings and pence was cruel in the extreme.

Haggard care gathered about his brow; he went about

with a money-seeking air, his eyes bent downward into the

dust, and carrying his hands in his pockets, as men are apt

to do when they have nothing else to put into them. He
could not even pass the city almshouse without giving it a

rueful glance, as if destined to be his future abode.

The strangeness of his conduct and of his looks occasioned

much speculation and remark. For a long time he was sus-

pected of being crazy, and then everybody pitied him; at

length it began to be suspected that he was txx)):, and then

everybody avoided him.

The rich old burghers of his acquaintance met him outside

of the door when he called, entertained him hospitably on

the threshold, pressed him warmly by the hand on parting,

shook their heads as he walked away, with the kind-hearted

expression of "poor Wolfert," and turned a comer nimbly,

if by chance they saw him approaching as they walked the

streets. Even the barber and cobbler of the neighborhood,

and a tattered tailor in an alley hard by, three of the poijrest

and merriest rogues in the world, eyed him with that abun-

dant sympathy which usuaHy attends a lack of means; and

there is not a doubt but their i)ocket8 would have been at his

command, only that thoy hapix^tuxl to 1x3 empty.

Thus everybody deserted the Webber mansion, as if ]k>v-
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erty were contagious, like the plague ; everybody but honeet

Dirk Waldron, who still kept up his stolen visits to the

daughter, and indeed seemed to wax more affectionate as

the fortunes of his mistress were on the wane.

Many months had elapsed since Wolfert had frequented

his old resort, the rural inn. He was taking a long lonely

walk one Saturday afternoon, musing over his wants and
disappointments, "^hen his feet took instinctively their wonted
direction, and on awaking out of a reverie he found him-

self before the door of the inn. For some moments he hesi-

tated whether to enter, but his heart yearned for companion-

ship; and where can a ruined man find better companionship

than at a tavern, where there is neither sober example nor

sober advice to put him out of countenance?

Wolfert found several of the old frequenters of the tavern

iit their usual posts, and sealed in their usual places; but one

was missing, the great Ramm Rapelye, who for many years

had filled the chair of state. His place was supplied by a

stranger, who seemed, however, completely at home in thn

chair and the tavern. He was rather under-size, but deep-

chested, square, and muscular. His broad shoulders, double

joints, and bow-knees, gave tokens of prodigious strength.

His face was dark and weather-beaten ; a deep scar, as if

from the slash of a cutlass, had almost divided his nose, and
made, a gash in his upper lip through which his teeth shone

like a bulldog's. A mass of iron-gray hair gave a grizzly

finish to his hard-favored visage. His dress was of an am-
phibious character. He wore an old hat edged with tar-

nished lace, and cocked in martial style, on one side of his

head ; a rusty blue military coat with brass buttons, and a

Avide pair of short petticoat trousers, or rather breeches, for

they were gathered up at the knees. He ordered everybody

about him with an authoritative air; talked in a brattling

voice, that sounded like the crackling of thorns under a pot;

damned the landlord and servants with perfect impunity, and
wtis waited upon with greater obsequiousness than had ever

been shown to the mighty Ranmi himself.
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Wolfert*8 curioeit> a« awakened to know who and what
was this stranger who had thus usurped absolute sway in this

ancient domain. He could get nothing, however, but vague
information. Peechy Prauw took him aside, into a remote

comer of the hall, and there in an imder-vioce, and with

great caution, imparted to him all that he knew on the sub-

ject. The inn had been aroused several months before, on a

dark stormy night, by repeated long shouts, that seemed like

the bowlings of a wolf. They came from the water-side;

and at length were distinguished to be hailing the house in

the seafaring manner. ''House-a-hoy!" The landlord turned

out with his head-waiter, tapster, holster, and errand boy

—

that is to say, with his old negro Cuif . On approaching the

place from whence the voice proceeded, they found this am-
phibious-looking personage at the water's edge, quite alone,

and seated on a great oaken sea-chest. How he came there,

whether he had been set on shore from some boat, or had

floated to land on his chest, nobody could tell, for he did not

seem disposed to answer questions, and there was something

in his looks and manners that put a stop to all questioning.

SufSce it to say, he took possession of a comer room of the

inn, to which his chest was removed with great difficulty.

Here he had remained ever since, keeping about the inn and

its vicinity. Sometimes, it is true, he disappeared for one,

two, or three days at a time, going and returning without

giving any notice or account of his movements. He always

appeared to have plenty of money, though often of very

strange, outlandish coinage; and he regularly paid his bill

every evening before turning in.

He had fitted up his room to his own fancy, having slung

a hammock from the ceiling instead of a bed, and decorated

the walls with rusty pistols and cutlasses of foreign work-

manship. A great part of his time was passed in this room,

seated by the window, which commanded a wide view of the

Sound, a sliori. old-fashioned pipe in his mouth, a glass of

rum toddy at his elbow, and a pocket telescope in his hand,

with which he reconnoitered eveiy boat that moved upon the
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water. Large square-rigged vessels seemed to excite but

little attention ; but the moment he descried anything with a

shoulder-of-mutton sail, or that a barge, or yawl, or jolly-

boat hove in sight, up went the telescope, and he examined
it with the most scrupulous attention.

All this might have passed without much notice, for in

those times the province was so much the resort of adven-

turers of all characters and climes that any oddity in dress

or behavior attracted but Httle attention. But in a little

while this strange sea monster, thus strangely cast up on dry

land, began to encroach upon the long-established customs
and customers of the place ; to interfere in a dictatorial man-
ner in the affairs of the ninepin alley and the barroom, until

in the end he usurped an absolute command over the little

inn. It was in vain to attempt to withstand his authority.

He was not exactly quarrelsome, but boisterous and per-

emptory, like one accustomed to tyrannize on a quarter-deck

;

and there was a dare-devil air about everything he said and
did that inspired a wariness in all bystanders. Even the

half-pay officer, so long the hero of the club, was soon silenced

by him ; and the quiet burghers stared with wonder at seeing

their inflammable man of war so readily and quietly extin-

guished.

And then the tales that he would tell were enough to

make a peaceable man's hair stand on end. There was not

a sea fight or marauding or free-booting adventure that had
happened within the last twenty years but he seemed per-

fectly versed in it. He delighted to talk of the exploits of

the buccaneers in the West Indies and on the Spanish Main.

How his eyes would glisten as he described the waylaying of

treasure ships, the desperate fights, yardarm and yardarm

—broadside and broadside—the boarding and capturing of

large Spanish galleons ; with what chuckling relish would he

describe the descent upon some rich Spanish colony; the

rifling of a church ; the sacking of a convent ! You would

have thought you heard some gormandizer dilating upon the

roasting of a savory goose at Michaelmas as he described the
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roasting of some Spanish Don to make him discover his treas-

ure—a detail given with a minuteness that made every rich

old burgher present turn uncomfortably in his chair. All

this would be told with infinite glee, as if he considered it an

excellent joke ; and then he would give such a tyrannical leer

in the face of his next neighbor that the poor man would be

fain to laugh out of sheer faint-heartedness. If any one,

however, pretended to contradict him in any of his stories he

was on fire in an instant. His very cocked hat assumed a

momentary fierceness, and seemed to resent the contradiction.
—"How the devil should you know as well as I! I tell you
it was as I say!" and he would at the same time let sUp a

broadside of thundering oaths and tremendous sea phrases,

such as had never been heard before within those peaceful

walls.

Indeed, the worthy burghers began to surmise that he

knew more of these stories than mere hearsay. Day after

day their conjectures concerning him grew more and more
wild and fearful. The strangeness of his manners, the

mystery that surrounded him, all made him something in-

comprehensible in their eyes. He was a kind of monster of

the deep to them—he was a merman—he was behemoth

—

he was leviathan—in short, they knew not what he was.

The domineering spirit of this boisterous sea urchin at

length grew quite intolerable. He was no respecter of per-

sons; he contradicted the richest burghers without hesita-

tion; he took possession of the sacred elbow chair, which
time out of mind had been the seat of sovereignty of the

illustrious Ramm Rapelye. Nay, he even went so far in one

of nis rough jocular moods as to slap that mighty burgher

on the back, drink his toddy and wink in his face, a thing

scarcely to be believed. From this time Ramm Rapelye

appeared no more at the inn ; his example was followed by
several of the most eminent customers, who were too rich to

tolerate being bullied out of their opinions, or being obliged

to laugh at anothei* man's jokes. The landlord was almost

in despair, but he knew not how to get rid of this sea monster

t!

II
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and his sea-chest, which seemed to have grown like fixtures

or excrescences on his estabHshment.

Such was the account whispered cautiously in Wolfert's

ear, by the narrator, Peechy Prauw, as he held him by the

button in a comer of the hall, casting a wary glance now and
then toward the door of the barroom, lest he should be over-

heard by the terrible hero of his tale.

Wolfert took his seat in a remote part of the room in

silence ; impressed with profound awe of this unknown so

versed in freebooting history. It was to him a wonderful

instance of the revolutions of mighty empires, to find the

venerable Ramm Rapelye thus ousted from the throne; a
inigged tarpaulin dictating from his elbow chair, hectoring

the patriarchs, and filhng this tranquil little realm with brawl
and bravado.

The stranger was on this evening in a more than usually

communicative mood, and was narrating a number of as-

toimding stories of plunderings and burnings upon the high

seas. He dwelt upon them with peculiar reUsh, heightening

the frightful particulars in proportion to their effect on his

peaceful auditors. He gave a long swaggering detail of the

capture of a Spanish merchantman. She was laying be-

calmed during a long summer's day, just off from an island

which was one of the lurking places of the pirates. They
had reconnoitered her with their spyglasses from the shore,

and ascertained her character and force. At night a picked

crew of daring fellows set off for her in a whale boat. They
approached with muffled oars, as she lay rocking idly with

the imduletions of the sea and her sails flapping against the

masts. They were close under her stern before the guard on

deck was aware of their approach. The alarm was given

;

the pirates threw hand grenades on deck and sprang up the

main-chains sword in hand.

The crew flew to arms, but in great confusion ; some were

shot down, others took refuge in the tops ; others were driven

overboard and drowned; while others fought hand to hand
from the main deck to the quarter deck, disputing gallantly
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every inch of ground. There were three Spanish gentlemen

on board with their ladies, who made the most desperate re-

sistance ; they defended the companion-way, cut down sev-

eral of their assailants, and fought like very devils, for they

were maddened by the shrieks of the ladies from the cabin.

One of the Dons was old and soon dispatched. The other

two kept their groimd vigorously, even though the captain

of the pirates was among their assailants. Just then there

was a shout of victory from the main deck. "The ship is

ours!'* cried the pirates.

One of the Dons immediately dropped his sword and sur-

rendered ; the other, who was a hot-headed youngster, and

just married, gave the captain a slash in the face that laid

all open. The captain just made out to articulate the words

"no quarter."

"And what did they do with their prisoners?" said Peechy
Prauw, eagerly.

"Threw them all overboard!** said the merman.
A dead pause followed this reply. Peechy Prauw shrunk

quietly back Uke a man who had unwarily stolen upon the

lair of a sleeping lion. The honest burghers cast fearful

glances at the deep scar slashed across the visage of the

stranger, and moved their chairs a little further off. The
seaman, however, smoked on without moving a muscle, as

though he either did not perceive or did not regard the im-

favorable effect he had produced upon his hearers.

The half-pay officer was the first to break the silence ; for

he was continually tempted to make ineffectual head against

this tyrant of the seas, and to regain his lost consequence in

'he eyes of his ancient companions. lie now tried to match
the gunpowder tales of the stranger by others equally tre-

mendous. Kidd, as usual, was his hero, concerning whom
he seemed to have picked up many of the floating traditions

of the province. The seaman had always evinced a settled

pique against the red-faced warrior. On this occasion he

listened with peculiar impatience. He sat with one arm
akimbo, the other elbow on a table, the hand holding on to
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the small pipe he was pettishly puffing; his legs crossed,

drumming with one foot on the ground and casting every

now and then the side glance of a basilisk at the prosing

captain. At length the latter spoke of Kidd's having as-

cended the Hudson with some of his crew, to land his plunder

in secrecy.

"Kidd up the Hudson!" burst forth the seaman, with a

tremendous oath; "Kidd never was up the Hudson!"
"I tell you he was," said the other. "Ay, and they say

he buried a quantity of treasure on the little flat that runs

out into the river, called the DeviPs Dans Kammer."
"The Devil's Dans Kammer in your teeth!" cried the

seaman. "I tell you, Kidd never was up the Hudson

—

what a plague do you know of Kidd and his haunts?"

"What do I know?" echoed the half-pay officer; "why,
I was in London at the time of his trial, ay, and I had the

pleasure of seeing him hanged at Execution Dock."

"Then, sir, let me tell you that you saw as pretty a fellow

hanged as ever trod shoe leather. Ay!" putting his face

nearer to that of the officer, "and there was many a coward
looked on that might much better have swung in his stead."

The half-pay officer was silenced; but the indignation

thus pent up in his bosom glowed with intense vehemence
in his single eye, which kindled like a coal.

Peechy Prauw, who never could remain silent, now took

up the word, and in a pacifying tone observed that the gen-

tleman certainly was in the right. Kidd never did bury

money up the Hudson, nor indeed in any of those parts,

though many affirm the fact. It was Bradish and others of

the buccaneers who had buried money, some said in Turtle

Bay, others on Long Island, others in the neighborhood of

Hell Gate. Indeed, added he, I recollect an adventure of

Mud Sam, the negro fisherman, many years ago, which some
think had something to do with the buccaneers. As we are

all friends here, and as it will go no further, I'll tell it to you.

"Upon a dark night many years ago, as Sam was return-

ing from fishing in Hell Gate- ii

L/'f-.v«'ii-' ?
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Here the story was nipped in the bud by a sudden move-
ment from the unknown, who, laying his iron fist on the

table, knuckles downward, with a quiet force that indented

the very boards, and looking grimly over his shoulder, with

the grin of an angry bear. "Heark'ee, neighbor," said he,

with significant nodding of the head, "you'd better let the

buccaneers and their money alone—they're rot for old men
and old women to meddle with. They fought hard for their

money, they gave body and soul for it, and wherever it lies

buried, depend upon it he must have a tug with the devil

who gets it."

This sudden explosion was succeeded by a blank silence

throughout the room. Peechy Prauw shrunk within himself,

and even the red faced oflScer turned pale. Wolfert, who,
from a dark comer of the room, had listened with intense

eagerness to all this talk about buried treasure, looked with

mingled awe and reverence on this bold buccaneer, for such

he really suspected him to be. There was a chinking of gold

and a sparkling of jewels in all his stories about the Spanish

Main that gave a value to every period, and Wolfert would
have given anything for the rummaging of the ponderous

sea-chest, which his imagination crammed full of golden

chalices and crucifixes and jolly round bags of doubloons.

The dead stillness that had fallen upon the company was
at length interrupted by the stranger, who pulled out a pro-

digious watch of curious and ancient workmanship, and
which in Wolfert's eyes had a decidedly Spanish look. On
touching a spring it struck ten o'clock; upon which the sailor

called for his reckoning, and having paid it out of a handful

of outlandish coin, he drank off the remainder of his bever-

age, and, without taking leave of any one, rolled out of the

room, muttering to himself as he stamped upstairs to his

chamber.

It was some time before the company could recover from

the silence into which they had been thrown. The very foot-

steps of the stranger, which were heard now and then as he

traversed his chamber, inspired awe.
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Still the conversation in which they had been engaged

was too interesting not to be resumed. A heavy thunder-

gust had gathered up unnoticed while they were lost in talk,

and the torrents of rain that fell forbade all thoughts of set-

ting o& for home imtil the storm should subside. They drew
nearer together, therefore, and entreated the worthy Peechy

Prauw to continue the tale which had been so discourteously

interrupted. He readily complied, whispering, however, in

a tone scarcely above his breath, and drowned occasionally by
the rolling of the thunder; and he would pause every now
and then, and Usten with evident awe, as he heard the heavy
footsteps of the stranger pacing overhead.

The following is the purport of his story.

THE ADVENTURE OF SAM, THE BLACK
FISHERMAN

COMMONLY DENOMINATED MUD SAM

Everybody knows Mud Sam, the old negro fisherman

who has fished about the Sound for the last twenty or thirty

years. Well, it is now many years since that Sam, who was
then a young fellow, and worked on the farm of Killian

Suydam on Long Island, having finished his work early, was
fishing, one still summer evening, just about the neighbor-

hood of Hell Gate. He was in a light skiff, and being well

acquainted with the currents and eddies, he had been able to

shift his station with the shifting of the tide, from the Hen
and Chickens to the Hog's Back, and from the Hog's Back
to the Pot, and from the Pot to the Frying-pan; but in the

eagerness of his sport Sam did not see that the tide was
rapidly ebbing, imtil the roaring of the whirlpools and rapids

warned him of his danger, and he had some difficulty in

shooting his skiff from among the rocks and breakers, and

getting to the point of Blackwell's Island. Here he cast
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anchor for some time, waiting ti e turn of the tide to enable

him to return homeward. As the night set in it grew blus-

tering and gusty. Dark clouds came bundling up in the

west ; and now and then a growl of thunder or a flash of

lightning told that a siunmer storm was at hand. Sam
pulled over, therefore, \mder the lee of Manhattan Island,

and coasting along came to a snug nook, just under a steep

beetling rock, where he fastened his skiff to the root of a tree

that shot out from a cleft and spread its broad branches like

a canopy over the water. The gust came scouring along;

the wind threw up the river in white surges ; the rain rattled

among the leaves, the thunder bellowed worse than that

which is now bellowing, the lightning seemed to lick up the

surges of the stream ; but Sam, snugly sheltered under rock

and tree, lay crouched in his skiflf, rocking upon the billows

until he fell asleep. When he awoke all was quiet. The
gust had passed away, and only now and then a faint gleam
of lightning in the east showed which way it had gone. The
night was dark and moonless ; and from the state of the tide

Sam concluded it was near midnight. He was on the point

of making loose his skiff to return homeward, when he saw
a light gleaming along the water from a distance, which
seemed rapidly approaching. As it drew near he perceived

it came from a lantern in the bow of a boat which was glid-

ing along under shadow of the land. It pulled up in a small

cove, close to where he was. A man jmnped on shore, and
searching about with the lantern exclaimed, **This is the

place—here's the iron ring.'* The boat v,as then made fast,

and the man, returning on board, assisted his comrades in

conveying something heavy on shove. As the light gleamed

among them, Sam saw that they were five stout, desperate-

looking fellows, in red woolen caps, with a leader in a three-

cornered hat, and that some of them were armed with dirks,

or long knives, and pistols. They talked low to one another,

and occasionally in some outlandish tongue which he could

not imderstand.

On landing they made their way among the bushes, tak-
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ing turns to relieve each other in lugging their burden up the
rockj'^ bank. Sam's curiosity was now fully aroused, so

leaving his skiff he clambered silently up the ridge that over-

looked their path. They had stopped to rest for a moment,
and the leader was looking about among the bushes with his

lantern. *'Have you brought the spades?'* said one. "They
are here," replied another, who had them on his shoulder.

"We must dig deep, where there will be no risk of dis-

covery," said a third.

A cold chill ran through Sam's veins. He fancied he

saw before him a gang of murderers, about to bury their

victim. His knees smote together. In his agitation he shook

the branch of a tree with which he was supporting himself

as he looked over the edge of the cliff.

"What's that?" cried one of the gang. "Some one stirs

among the bushes I"

The lantern was held up in the direction of the noise.

One of the red-caps cocked a pistol, and pointed it toward

the very place where Sam was standing. He stood motion-

less—breathless; expecting the next moment to be his last.

Fortunately his dingy complexion was in his favor and made
no glare among the leaves.

"'Tis no one," said the man with the lantern. "What
a plague ;

you would not fire off your pistol and alarm the

country."

The pistol was uncocked; the burden was resumed, and
the party slowly toiled along the bank. Sam watched them
as they went ; the light sending back fitful gleams through

the dripping bushes, and it was not till they were fairly out

of sight that he ventured to draw breath freely. He now
thought of getting back to his boat and making his escape

out of the reach of such dangerous neighbors; but curiosity

was all-powerful with poor Sam. He hesitated and lingered

and listened. By and by he heard the strokes of spades.

"They are digging the gravel" said he to himself; and
the cold sweat started upon his forehead. Every stroke of a
spade, as it sounded through the silent groves, went to his

i,!'.*.,
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heart; it was evident there was as little noise made as pos-

sible ; everything had an air of mystery and secrecy. Sam
had a great relish for the horrible—a tale of murder was a
treat for him ; and he was a constant attendant at executions.

He could not, therefore, resist an impulse, in spite of every

danger, to steal nearer, and overlook the villains at their

work. He crawled along cautiously, therefore, inch by inch

;

stepping with the utmost care among the dry leaves, lest

their rustling should betray him. He came at length to

where a steep rock intervened between him and the gang

;

he saw the light of their lantern shining up against the

branches of the trees on the other side. Sam slowly and
silently clambered up the surface of the rock, and raising his

head above its naked edge, beheld the villains immediately

below him, and so near that though he dreaded discovery he

dared not withdraw lest the least movement should be heard.

In this way he remained, with his round black face peering

above the edge of the rock, like the sun just emerging above

the edge of the horizon, or the round-cheeked moon on the

dial of a clock.

The red-caps had nearly finished their work ; the grave was
filled up, and they were carefully replacing the turf. This

done, they scattered dry leaves over the place. "And now,"
said the leader, "I defy the devil himself to find it out."

"The murderers!" exclaimed Sam, involimtarily.

Tag whole gang started, and looking up beheld the round,

black head of Sam just above them. His white eyes strained

half out of their orbits; his white teeth chattering, and his

whole visage shining with cold perspiration.

* *We're discovered !

*
' cried one.

"Down with him!" cried another.

Sam heard the cocking of a pistol, but did not pause for

the report. He scrambled over rock and stone, through bush

and brier; rolled down banks like a hedge-hog; scrambled

up others like a catamount. In every direction he heard some
one or other of the gang hemming him in. At length he

reached the rocky ridge along the river; one of the red-caps
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was hard behind him. A steep rock like a wall rose direct!}-

in bis way ; it seemed to cut off all retreat, when he espied

the strong cord-like branch of a grape-vine, reaching half

way down it. He sprang at it with the force of a desperate

man, seized it with both hands, and, being young and agile,

succeeded in swinging himself to the summit of the cliff.

Here he stood in full relief against the sky, when the red-cap

cocked his pistol and fired. The ball whistled by Sam's head.

With the lucky thought of a man in an emergency, he ut-

tered a yell, fell to the ground, and detached at the same
time a fragment of the rock, which tumbled with a loud

splash into the river.

''I've done his business,'* said the red-cap to one or two
of his comrades as they arrived panting. "He'll tell no tales,

except to the fishes in the river."

His pursuers now turned ofT to meet their companions.

Sam sliding silently down the surface of the rock, let himself

quietly into his skiff, cast loose the fastening, and abandoned
himself to the rapid current, which in that place runs like a
mill-stream, and soon swept him off from the neighborhood.

It was not, however, until he had drifted a great distance

that he ventured to ply his oars ; when he made his skiff dart

like an arrow through the strait of Hell Gate, never heeding

the danger of Pot, Frying-pan, or Hog's Back itself; nor did

he feel himself thoroughly secure until safely nestled in bed

in the cockloft of the £»ncient farmhouse of the Suydams.

Heio the worthy Peechy paused to take breath and to

take a sip of the gossip tankard that stood at his elbow. His

auditors remained with open mouths and outstretched necks,

gaping like a nest of swallows for an additional mouthful.

"And is that all?" exclaimed the half-pay officer.

"That's all that belongs to the story," said Peechy Prauw.
"And did Sam never find out what was buried by the

red-caps?" said Wolfert, eagerly; whose mind was haunted

by nothing but ingots and doubloons.

"Not that I know of; he had no time to spare from his

work ; and, to tell the truth, he did not like to run the risk
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of another race among the rocks. Besides, how should he

recollect the spot where the grave had been digg-ed? every-

thing would look different by daylight. And then, where
was the use of looking for a dead body, when there was no
chance of hanging the murderers?'

'

**Ay, but are you sure it was a dead body they buried?"

said Wolfert.

"To be sure," cried Peechy Prauw, exultingly. *'Does it

not haunt in the neighborhood to this very day?'

'

"Haunts!" exclaimed several of the party, opening their

eyes still wider and edging their chairs still closer.

"Ay, haunts," repeated Peechy; "has none of you heard

of father red-cap that haunts the old burned farmhouse in

the woods, on the border of the Sound, near Hell Gate?"

"Oh, to be sure, I've heard tell of something of the kind,

but then I took it for some old wives* fable."

"Old wives' fable or not," said Peechy Prauw, "that

farmhouse stands hard by the very spot. It's been unoccu-

pied time out of mind, and stands in a wild, lonely part of

the coast; but those who fish in the neighborhood have often

heard strange noises there ; and lights have been seen about

the wood at night; and an old fellow in a red cap has been

seen at the windows more than once, which people take to

be the ghost of the body that was buried there. Once upon
a time three soldiers took shelter in the building for the

night, and rummaged it from top to bottom, when they found

(3ld father red-cap astride of a cider-barrel in the cellar, with

a jug in one hand and a goblet in the other. He offered them
a drink out of his goblet., but just as one of the soldiers was
putting it to his mouth—Whew ! a flash of ^re blazed through

the cellar, blinded every mother's son of them for several

minutes, and when they recovered their eyesight, jug, gob-

let, and red-cap had vanished, and nothing but the empty
cider-barrel remained."

Here the half-pay officer, who was growing very muzzy
and sleepy, and nodding over his liquor, with half-extin-

guished eye, suddenly gleamed up like an expiring rushlight.

It
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"That's all humbug!" said he, as Peechy finished his

last story.

"Well, I don't vouch for the truth of it myself," said

Peechy Prauw, "though all the world knows that there's

something strange about the house and grounds; but as to

the story of Mud Sam, I believe it just as well as if it had
happened to myself."

The deep interest taken in this conversation by the com-

pany had made them unconscious of the uproar that pre-

vailed abroad among the elements, when suddenly they were

all electrified by a tremendous clap of thunder. A Imnber-

ing crash followed instantaneously that made the building

shake to its foundation. All started from their seats, im-

c^-gining it the shock of an earthquake, or that old father red-

cap was coming among them in all his terrors. They Hst-

ened for a moment, but only heard the rain pelting against

the windows, and the wind howling among the trees. The
explosion was soon explained by the apparition of an old

negro's bald head thrust in at the door, his white goggle eyes

contrasting with his jetty poll, which was wet with rain and
shone like a bottle. In a jargon but half intelligible he an-

nounced that the kitchen chimney had been struck with

lightning.

A sullen pause of the storm, which novt rose and sunk in

gusts, produced a momentary stillness. In this interval the

report of a musket was heard, and a long shout, almost like

a yell, resounded from the shore. Every one crowded to the

window; another musket shot was heard, and another long

shout that mingled wildly with a rising blast of wind. It

seemed as if the cry came up from the bosom of the waters;

for though incessant flashes of lightning spread a light about

the shore, no one was to be seen.

Suddenly the window of the room overhead was opened,

and a loud haUoo uttered by the mysterious stranger. Sev-

eral bailings passed from one party to the other, but in a

language which none of the company in the bar-room could

understand; and presently they heard the window closed,
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and a great noise overhead as if all the furniture were pulled

and hauled about the room. The negro servant was sum-
moned, and shortly after was seen assisting the veteran to

lug the ponderous sea-chest downstairs.

The landlord was in amazement. ""What, you are not

going on the water in such a storm?*'

"Storm!" said the other, scornfully, "do you call such a

sputter of weather a storm?'*

"You'll get drenched to the skin—You'll catch your

death!" said Peechy Prauw, affectionately.

"Thunder and lightning!" exclaimed the merman, "don't

preach about weather to a man that has cruised in whirl-

winds and tornadoes."

The obsequious Peechy was again struck dumb. The
voice from the water was again heard in a tone of impa-

tience; the bystanders stared with redoubled awe at this

man of storms, who seemed to have come up out of the

deep and to be called back to it again. As, with the assist-

ance of the negro, he slowly bore his ponderous sea-chest

toward the shore, they eyed it with a superstitious feeling;

half doubting whether he were not really about to embark
upon it, and launch forth upon the wild waves. They fol-

lowed him at a distance with a lantern.

"Douse the light!" roared the hoarse voice from the

water. "No one wants lights here!"

"Thunder and lightning!" exclaimed the veteran; "back
to the house with you!"

Wolfert and his companions shrunk back in dismay. Still

their curiosity would not allow them entirely to withdraw.

A long sheet of lightning now flickered across the waves, and
discovered a boat, filled with men, just under a rocky point,

rising and sinking with the heaving surges, and swashing

the water at every heave. It was with difficulty held to the

rocks by a boat hook, for the current rushed furiously round

the point. The veteran hoisted one end of the lumbering

sea-chest on the gunwale of the boat ; he seized the handle

at the other end to lift it in, when the motion propelled the

^
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boat from the shore; the chest slipped ofif from the gmiwale,

smik into the waves, and pulled the veteran headlong after

it. A loud shriek was uttered by all on shore, and a volley

of execrations by those on board ; but boat and man were
hurried away by the rushing swiftness of the tide. A pitchy

darkness succeeded ; Wolfert Webber indeed fancied that he

tlistinguished a cry for help, and that he beheld the drowning
man beckoning for assistance ; but when the lightning again

gleamed along the water all was drear and void. Neither

man nor boat was to be seen ; nothing but the dashing and
weltering of the waves as they hurried past.

The company returned to the tavern, for they could not

leave it before the storm should subside. They resumed their

seats and gazed on each other with dismay. The whole
transaction had not occupied five minutes, and not a dozen

words had been spoken. When they looked at the oaken
chair they could scarcely reaHze the fact that the strange

being who had so lately tenanted it, full of Ufe and herculean

vigor, should already be a corpse. There was the very glass

he had just drunk from ; there lay the ashes from the pipe

which he had smoked as it were with his last breath. As the

worthy burghers pondered on these things, they felt a terrible

conviction of the uncertainty of hirnian existence, and each

felt as if the ground on which he stood was rendered less

stable by this awful example.

As, however, the most of the company were possessed of

that valuable philosophy which enables a man to bear up
with fortitude against the misfortunes of his neighbors, they

soon managed to console themselves for the tragic end of the

veteran. The landlord was happy that the poor dear man
had paid his reckoning before he went.

"He came in a storm, and he went in a storm; he came
in the night, and he went in the night; he came nobody
knows from whence, and ha has gone nobody knows where.

For aught I know he has gone to sea once more on his

chest and may land to bother some people on the other side

of the world! Though it's a thousand pities," added the
tn
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landlord, "if he has gone to Davy Jones that he had not left

his sea-chest behind him."

"The sea-chest! St. Nicholas preserve us!'* said Peechy

Prauw. "I*d not have had that sea-chest in the house for

any money; I'll warrant he'd come racketing after it at

nights, and making a haunted house of the inn. And as to

his going to sea on his chest, I recollect what happened to

Skipper Onderdonk's ship on his voyage from Amsterdam.
"The boatswain died during a storm, so they wrapped

him up in a sheet, and put him in his own sea-chest and

threw him overboard; but they neglected in their hurry-

skurry to say prayers over him—and the storm raged and

roared louder than ever, and they saw the dead man seated

in his chest, with his shroud for a sail, coming hard after

the ship ; and the sea breaking before him in great sprays

like fire, and there they kept scudding day after day and
night after night, expecting every moment to go to wreck;

and every night they saw the dead boatswain in his sea-chest

trying to get up with them, and they heard his whistle above

the blasts of wind, and he seemed to send great seas moun-
tain high after them, that would have swamped the ship if

they had not put up the dead lights. And so it went on till

they lost sight of him in the fogs of Newfoundland, and

supposed he had veered ship and stood for Dead Man's Isle.

So much for burying a man at sea without saying prayers

over him."

The thimder gust which had hitherto detained the com-

pany was now at an end. The cuckoo clock in the hall

struck midnight; every one pressed to depart, for seldom

was such a late hour trespassed on by these quiet burghers.

As they sallied forth they found the heavens once more

serene. The storm which had lately obscured them had

rolled away, and lay piled up in fleecy masses on the horizon,

lighted up by the bright crescent of the moon, which looked

like a silver lamp hung up in a palace of clouds.

The dismal occurrence of the night, and the dismal narra-

tions they had made , had left a superstitious feeling in every
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mind. They cast a fearful glance at the spot where the

buccaneer had disappeared, almost expecting to see him sail-

ing on his chest in the cool moonshine. The trembling rays

j^littered along the waters, but all was placid ; and the cur-

i-ent dimpled over the spot where he had gone down. The
party huddled together in a little crowd as they repaired

homeward; particularly when they passed a lonely field

where a man had been murdered ; and he who had furthest

to go and had to complete his journey alone, though a vet-

eran sexton, and accustomed, one would think, to ghosts and
goblins, yet went a long way round, rather than pass by his

own churchyard.

Wolfert Webber had now carried home a fresh stock of

stories and notions to ruminate upon. His mind was all of a
whirl with these freebooting tales ; and then these accounts

of pots of money and Spanish treasures, buried here and
there and everywhere about the rocks and bays of this wild

shore, made him almost dizzy.

"Blessed St. Nicholas!" ejaculated he, half aloud, "is

it not possible to come upon one of these golden hoards, and
80 make one's self rich in a twinkHng. How hard that I

must go on, delving and delving, day in and day out, merely

to make a morsel of bread, when one lucky stroke of a spade

might enable me to ride in my carriage for the rest of my
life!"

As he turned over in his thoughts all that had been told

of the singular adventure of the black fisherman, his imagina-

tion gave a totally different complexion to the tale. He saw
in the gang of red-caps nothing but a crew of pirates bury-

ing their spoils, and his cupidity was once more awakened
l)y the possibility of at length getting on the traces of some
of this lurking wealth. Indeed, his infected fancy tinged

everything with gold. He felt like the greedy inhabitant of

Bagdad, when his eye had been greased with the magic oint-

ment of the dervise, that gave him to see all the treasures

of the earth. Caskets of buried jewels, chests of ingots, bags

of outlandish coins, seemed to court him from their conceal-
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ments, and supplicate him to relieve them from their untimely

graves.

On making private inquiries about the grounds said to be

haunted by father red-cap, he was more and more confirmed

in his surmise. He learned that the place had several times

been visited by experienced money-diggers, who had heard

Mud Sam's story, though none of them had met with suc-

cess. On the contrary, they had always been dogged with

ill luck of some kird or other, in consequence, as Wolfert

concluded, of their not going to work at the proper time, and
with the proper ceremonials. The last attempt had been

made by Cobus Quackenbos, who dug for a whole night and
met with incredible difficulty, for as fast as he threw one

shovelful of earth out of the hole, two were thrown in by
invisible hands. He succeeded so far, however, as to im-

cover an iron chest, when there was a terrible roaring, and
ramping, and raging of uncouth figures about the hole, and

at length a shower of blows, dealt by invisible cudgels, that

fairly belabored him oflE the forbidden groimd. This Cobus

Quackenbos had declared on his deathbed, so that there could

not be any doubt of it. He was a man that had devoted

many years of his hfe to money-digging, and it was thought

would have ultimately succeeded had he not died suddenly

of a brain fever in the almshouse.

Wolfert Webber was now in a worry of trepidation and

impatience; fearful lest some rival adventurer should get a

scent of the buried gold. He determined privately to seek out

the negro fisherman and get him to serve as guide to the

place where he had witnessed the mysterious scene of inter-

ment. Sam was easily found ; for he was one of those old

habitual beings that Uve about a neighborhood until they

wear themselves a place in the public mind, and become, in

a manner, public characters. There was not an unlucky

urchin about town that did not know Mud Sam the fisher-

man, and think that he had a right to play his tricks upon
the old negro. Sam was an amphibious kind of animal,

something more of a tish than a man ; he had led the life ot
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an otter for more than half a century, about the shores of the

bay, and the fishing grounds of the Sound. He passed the

greater part of his time on and in the water, particularly

about Hell Gate ; and might have been taken, in bad weather,

for one of the hobgoblins that used to haunt that strait.

There would he be seen, at all times, and in all weathers

;

sometimes in his skiff, anchored among the eddies, or prowl-

ing, Hke a shark, about some wreck, where the fish are sup-

posed to be most abundant. Sometimes seated on a rock

from hour to hour, looming through mist and drizzle, like a

solitary heron watching for its prey. He was well acquainted

with every hole and comer of the Sound ; from the Wallabout

to Hell Gate, and from Hell Gate even unto the Devil's Step-

ping Stones; and it was even affirmed that he knew all the

fish in the river by their Christian names.

Wolfert found him at his cabin, which was not much
larger than a tolerable dog-house. It was rudely constructed

of fragments of wrecks and driftwood, and built on the rocky

shore, at the foot of the old fort, just about what at present

forms the point of the Battery. A *'most ancient and fish-

like smell" pervaded the place. Oars, paddles, and fishing-

rods were leaning against the wall of the fort; a net was
spread on the sands to dry; a skiff was drawn up on the

beach, ard at the door of his cabin lay Mud Sam himself,

indulging in a true negro's luxury—sleeping in the sunshine.

Many years had passed away since the time of Sam's
youthful adventure, and the snows of many a winter had
grizzled the knotty wool upon his head. He perfectly recol-

lected the circumstances, however, for he had often been

called upon to relate them, though in his version of the story

he differed in many points from Peechy Prauw; as is not

infrequently the case with authentic historians. As to the

subsequent researches of money-diggers, Sam knew nothing

about them; they were matters quite out of his Une; neither

did the cautious "Wolfert care to disturb his thoughts on that

point. His only wish was to secure the old fisherman as a

pilot to the spot, and this was readily effected. The long
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time that had intervened since his nocturnal adventure had
effciced all Sam's awe of the place, and the promise of a
trifling reward roused him at once from his sleep and his

sunshine.

The tide was adverse to making the expedition by water,

and Wolfert was too impatient to get to the land of promise

to wait for its turning; they set oflF, therefore, by land. A
walk of four or five miles brought them to the edge of a

wood, which at that time covered the greater part of the

eastern side of the island. It was just beyond the pleasant

region of Bloomen-dael. Here they struck into a long lane,

straggling among trees and bushes, very much overgrown

with weeds and mullem stalks as if but seldom used, and so

completely overshadowed b& to enjoy but a kind of twilight.

Wild vines entangled the trees and flaunted in their faces

;

brambles and briers caught their clothes as they passed;

the garter-snake glided across their path; the spotted toad

hopped and waddled before them, and the restless cat-bird

mewed at them from every thicket. Had Wolfert Webber
been deeply read in romantic legend he might have fancied

himself entering upon forbidden, enchanted ground ; or that

these were some of the guardians set to keep a watch upon
buried treasure. As it was, the loneliness of the place, and
the wild stories connected with it, had their effect upon his

mind.

On reaching the lower end of the lane they found them-

selves near the shore of the Sound, in a kind of amphitheater,

surrounded by forest trees. The area had once been a grass-

plot, but was now shagged with briers and rank weeds. At
one end, and just on the river bank, was a iTiined building,

little better than a heap of rubbish, with a stack of chimneys

rising like a solitary tower out of the center. The current of

the Sound rushed along just below it, with wildly-grown

trees drooping their branches into its waves.

Wolfert had not a doubt that this was the haunted house

of father red-cap, and called to mind the story of Peechy
Prauw. The evening was approaching, and the light, fall-

* * *24 Vol. II.
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ing dubiously among these places, gave a melancholy tone to

the scene, well calculated to foster any lurking feeling of awe
or superstition. The night-hawk, wheeling about in the high-

est regions of the air, emitted his peevish, boding cry. The
woodpecker gave a lonely tap now and then on some hollow

tree, and the fire bird,* as he streamed by them with his

deep-red plumage, seemed like some genius flitting about this

region of mystery.

They now came to an inclosure that had once been a gar-

den. It extended along the foot of a rocky ridge, but was
little better than a wilderness of weeds, with here and there

a matted rose-bush, or a peach or plum tree grown wild and
ragged, and covered with moss. At the lower end of the

garden they passed a kind of vault in the side of the bank,

facing the water. It had the look of a root-house. The
door, though decayed, was still strong, and appeared to have

been recently patched up. "Wolfert pushed it open. It gave
a bar :l grating upon its hinges, and striking against some-

thing like a box, a rattling sound ensued, and a skull rolled

on the floor. Wolfert drew back shuddering, but was reas-

sured on being informed by Sam that this was a family vault

belonging to one of the old Dutch families that owned this

estate ; an assertion which was corroborated by the sight of

coffins of various sizes piled within. Sam had been familiar

with all these scenes when a boy, and now knew that he could

not be far from the place of which they were in quest.

They now made their way to the water's edge, scram-

bling along ledges of rocks, and having often to hold by
shrubs and grapevines to avoid slipping into the deep and
hurried stream. At length they came to a small cove, or

rather indent of the shore. It was protected by steep rocks

and overshadowed by a thick copse of oaks and chestnuts, so

as to be sheltered and almost concealed. The beach sloped

gradually within the cove, but the current swept deep and
black and rapid along its jutting points. Sam paused, raised

his remnant of a hat, and scratched his grizzled poll for a

* Orchard oriole.
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moment, as he reg&rded this nook : then suddenly clapping

his hands, he stepped exultingly forward, and pointed to a

large iron ring, stapled firmly in the rock, just where a broad

^helf of stone furbished a commodious landing-place. It was
the very spot where the red-caps had landed. Years had

changed the more perishable features of the scene ; but rock

and iron yield slowly to the influence of time. On looking

more narrowly, Wolfert remarked three crosses cut in the

rock just above the ring, which had no doubt some mysteri-

ous signification. Old Sam now readily recognized the over-

hanging rock under which his skiff had been sheltered during

the thunder-gust. To follow up the course which the mid-

night gang had taken, however, was a harder task. His

mind had been so much taken up on that eventful occasion

by the persons of the drama as to pay but httle attention to

the scenes ; and places look different by night and day. After

wandering about for some time, however, they came to an
opening among the trees which Sam thought resembled the

place. There was a ledge of rock of moderate height like a

wall on one side, which Sam thought might be the very ridge

from which he overlooked the diggers. Wolfert examined it

narrowly, and at length described three crosses similar to

those above the iron ring, cut deeply into the face of the

rock, but nearly obliterated by the moss that had grown on
them. His heart leaped with joy, for he doubted not but

they were the private marks of the buccaneers to denote the

places where their treasure lay buried. All now that re-

mained was to ascertain the precise spot; for otherwise he

might dig at random without coming upon the spoil, and
he had already had enough of such profitless labor. Here,

however, Sam was perfectly at a loss, and, indeed, perplexed

him by a variety of opinions ; for his recollections were all con-

fused. Sometimes he declared it must have been at the foot

of a mulberry tree hard by; then it was just beside a great

white stone ; then it must have been under a small green

knoll, a short distance from the ledge of rock ; until at length

Wolfert became as bewildered as himself.
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The shadows of evening were now spreading themselves

over the woods, and rock and tree began to mingle together.

It was evidently too late to attempt anything further at pres-

ent; and, indeed, "Wolfert had come unprepared with imple-

ments to prosecute his researches. Satisfied, therefore, with

having ascertained the place, he took note of all its land-

marks, that he might recognize it again, and set out on his

return homeward, resolved to prosecute this golden enterprise

without delay.

The leading anxiety which had hitherto absorbed every

feeling being now in some measure appeased, fancy be-

gan to wander, and to conjure up a thousand shapes and
chimeras as he returned through this haunted region. Pi-

rates hanging in chains seemed to swing on every tree, and
he almost expected to see some Spanish Don, with his throat

cut from ear to ear, rising slowly out of the ground and shak-

ing the ghost of a money-bag.

Their way back lay through the desolate garden, and
"Wolfert's nerves had arrived at so sensitive a state that the

flitting of a bird, the rustling of a leaf, or the falling of a
nut, was enough to startle him. As they entered the con-

fines of the garden they caught sight of a figure at a distance

advancing slowly up one of the walks and bending under the

weight of a burden. They paused and regarded him atten-

tively. He wore what appeared to be a woolen cap, and, still

more alarming, of a most sanguinary red. The figure moved
slowly on, ascended the bank, and stopped at the very door

of the sepulchral vault. Just before entering it he looked

around. What was the horror of Wolfert when he recog-

nized the grizzly visage of the drowned buccaneer. He ut-

tered an ejaculation of horror. The figure slowly raised his

iron fist and shook it with a terrible menace. Wolfert did

not pause to see more, but hurried off as fast as his legs could

carry him, nor was Sam slow in following at his heels, hav-

ing all his ancient terrors revived. Away, then, did they

scramble, through bush and brake, horribly frightened at

every bramble that tagged at their skirts, nor did they pause
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to breathe, until they had blundered their way through this

perilous wood and had fairly reached the highroad to the city.

Several days elapsed befoi-e Wolfert could summon cour-

age enough to prosecute the enterprise, so much had he been

dismayed by the apparition, whether living or dead, of the

grizzly buccaneer. In the meantime, what a connict of mind
did he suffer ! He neglected all his concerns, was moody and
restless all day, lost his appetite, wandered in his thoughts

and words, and committed a thousand blunders. His rest

was broken ; and when he fell asleep, the nightmare, in shape

of a huge money-bag, sat squatted upon his breast. He bab-

bled about incalculable siims; fancied himself engaged in

money-digging; threw the bedclothes right and left, in the

idea that he was shoveling among the dirt, groped under

the bed in quest of the treasure, and lugged forth, as he
supposed, an inestimable pot of gold.

Dame Webber and her daughter were in despair at what
they conceived a returning touch of insanity. There are two
family oracles, one or other of which Dutch housewives con-

sult in all cases of great doubt and perplexity : the dominie

and the doctor. In the present instance they repaired to the

doctor. There was at that time a little, dark, mouldy man
of medicine famous among the old wives of the Manhattoes

for his skill not only in the healing art, but in all matters of

strange and mysterious nature. His name was Dr. Knipper-

hausen, but he was more commonly known by the appella-

tion of the High German doctor.* To him did the poor

women repair for counsel and assistance touching the mental

vagaries o* Wolfert Webber.

They foimd the doctor seated in his little study, clad in

his dark camblet robe of knowledge, with his black velvet

cap, after the manner of Boorhaave, Van Helmont, and other

medical sages ; a pair of green spectacles set in black horn

upon his clubbed nose, and poring over a German folio that

* The same, no doubt, of whom mention is made in the history of

Dolph Heyliger.
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seemed to reflect back the darkness of his physiognomy. The
doctor listened to their statement of the symptoms of Wol-
fert's malady with profound attention ; but when they came
to mention his raving about buried money, the Uttle man
pricked up his ears. Alas, poor women I they Uttle knew the

aid they had called in.

Dr. Knipperhausen had been half his life engaged in

seeking the short cuts to fortune, in quest of which so many
a long lifetime is wasted. He had passed some years of his

youth in the Harz mountains of Germany, and had derived

much valuable instruction from the miners touching the

mode of seeking treasure buried in the earth. He had prose-

cuted his studies also under a traveling sage who united all

the mysterios of medicine with magic and legerdemain. His

mind, therefore, had become stored with all kinds of mystic

lore : he had dabbled a little in astrology, alchemy, and divi-

nation; knew how to detect stolen money, and to tell where
springs of water lay hidden ; in a word, by the dark nature

of his knowledge he had acquired the name of the High Ger-

man doctor, which is pretty nearly equivalent to that of

necromancer. The doctor had often hoard rumors of treas-

ure being buried in various parts of the island, and had long

been anxious to get on the traces of it. No soor'^r were Wol-

fert's waking and sleeping vagaries confided to him than he

beheld in them the confirmed symptoms of a case of money-
digging, and lost no time in probing it to the bottom. "Wol-

fert had long been sorely depressed in mind by the golden

secret, and as a family physician is a kind of father confessor,

he was glad of the opportunity of unburdening himself. So

far from curing, the doctor caught the malady from his pa-

tient. The circumstances unfolded to him awakened all his

cupidity ; he had not a doubt of money being buried some-

where in the neighborhood of the mysterious crosses, and
offered to join Wolfert in the search. He informed him that

much secrecy and caution must be observed in enterprises of

the kind ; that money is only to be digged for at night, with

certain forms and ceremonies—the burning of drugs, the re-
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peating of mystic words, and, above all, that the seekers

must be provided with a divining rod, which had the won-
derful property of pointing to the very spot on the siu*face of

the earth imder which treasure lay hidden. As the doctor

had given much of his mind to these matters, he charged

himself with all the necessary preparations, and, as the quar-

ter of the moon was propitious, he undertook to have the

divining rod ready by a certain night.*

Wolfert*s heart leaped with joy at having met with so

* The following note was found appendfJ to this paper in the hand-

writing of Mr. Knickerbocker. "There has been much written against

the divining rod by those light minds who are ever ready to scoflf at the

mysteries of nature, but I fully join with Dr. Knipperhausen in giving

it my faith. I shall not insist upon its efficacy in discovering the con-

cealment of stolen goods, the boundary-stones of fields, the traces of

robbers and murderers, or even the existence of subterraneous springs

and streams of water: albeit, I think these properties not to be easily

discredited; but of its potency in discovering veins of precious metal,

and hidden sums of money and jewels, I have not the least doubt.

Some said that the rod turned only in the hands of persons who hud

been born in particular months of the year; hence astrologers had re-

course to planetary influence when they would procure a talisman.

Others declared that the properties of the rod were either an effect of

chance, or the fraud of the holder, or the work of the devil. Thus
sayeth the reverend Father Gaspard Schott in his 'Treatise on Magic':

'Propter haec et similia argumenta audacter ego pronuncio vim conver-

sivam virgulae befurcatae nequaquam naturalem esse, sed vel casu vei

fraude virgulam tractantis vel ope diaboli,' etc.

"Georgius Agricula also was of opinion that it was a mere delusion

of the devil to inveigle the avaricious and unwary into his clutches, and
in his treatise 'de re Metallica,' lays particular stress on the mysterious

words pronounced by those persons who employed the divining rod

during his time. But I make not a doubt that the divining rod is one

of those secrets of natural magic, the mystery of which is to be ex-

plained by the sympathies existing between physical things operated

upon by the planets, and rendered efficacious by the strong faith of the

individual. Let the divining rod be properly gathered at the proper

time of the moon, cut into the proper form, used with the necessary

ceremonies, and with a perfect faith in its efficacy, and I can confidently

recommend it to my fellow-citizens as an infallible means of discovering

the various places on the Island of the Manhattoes where treasure hath

been buried in the olden time. D. K."
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learned and able a coadjutor. Everything went on secretly

but swimmingly. The doctor had many consultations with

liis patient, and the good women o: the household lauded the

comforting effect of his visits. In the meantime the wonder-

ful divining rod, that great key to nature's secrets, was duly

prepared. The doctor had thumbed over all his books of

knowledge for the occasion ; and Mud Sam was engaged to

take them in his skiff to the scene of enterprise; to work with

spade and pickax in unearthing the treasure; and to freight

his bark with the weighty spoils they were certain of finding.

At length the appointed night arrived for this perilous

undertaking. Before Wolfert left his home he counseled his.

wife and daughter to go to bed, and feel no alarm if he
should not return during the night. Ijike reasonable x/omen
on being told not to feel alarm they fell immediately into a
panic. They saw at once by his manner that something un-

usual was in agitation; all their fears about the unsettled

state of his mind were roused with tenfold force ; they hung
about him entreating him not to expose himself to th( night

air, but all in vain. When Wolfert was once mounted on
his hobby it was no easy matter to get him out of the saddle.

It was a clear starlight night when he issued out of the por-

tal of the Webber palace. He wore a large flapped hat tied

under the chin with a handkerchief of his daughter's to

secure him from the night damp, while Dame Webber threw

her long red clc k about his shoulders, and fastened it round

his neck.

The doctor had been no less carefully armed and ac-

coutered by his housekeeper, the vigilant Frau Ilsy; and
sallied forth in his camblet robe by way of surtout ; his black

velvet cap under his cocked hat, a thick clasped book under

his aim, a basket of drugs and dried herbs in one hand, and
in the other the miraculous rod of divination.

The great church clock struck ten as Wolfert and the doc-

tor passed by the churchyard, and the watchman bawled in

hoarse voice a long and doleful "All's well!" A deep sleep

had already fallen upon this primitive little burgh : nothing
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disturbed this awful silence, excepting now and then the

bark of some profligate night-walking dog or the serenade

of some romantic cat. It is true, Wolfert fancied more than

once that he heard the sound of a stealthy footfall at a dis-

tance behind them; but it might have been merely the echo

of their own steps echoing along the quiet streets. He
thought also at one time that he saw a tall figure skulking

after them—stopping when they stopped, and moving on as

they proceeded ; but the dim and uncertain lamplight threw

such vague gleams and shadows that this might all have

been mere fancy.

They found the negro fisherman waiting for them, smok-

ing his pipe in the stem of his skiff, which was moored just

in front of his little cabin. A pickax and spade were lying

in the bottom of the boat, with a dark lantern, and a stone

bottle of good Dutch courage, in which honest Sam no doubt

put even more faith than Dr. Knipperhausen in his drugs.

Thus then did these three worthies embark in their cockle

shell of a skiff upon this nocturnal expedition, with a wis-

dom and valor equaled only by the three wise men of

Gotham, who adventured to sea in a bowl. The tide was
rising and running rapidly up the Sound. The current bore

them along almost without the aid of an oar. The profile of

the town lay all in shadow. Here and there a hght feebly

glimmered from some sick chamber, or from the cabin win-

dow of some vessel at anchor in the stream. Not a cloud

obscured the deep starry firmament, the lights of which
wavered on the surface of the placid river; and a shooting

meteor, streaking its pale course in the very direction they

were taking, was interpreted by the doctor into a most pro-

pitious omen.

In a little while they glided by the point of Coriears Hook
with the rural inn which had been the scene of such night

adventures. The family had retired to rest, and the house

was dark and still. Wolfert felt a chill pass over him as

they passed the point where the buccaneer had disappeared.

He pointed it out to Dr. Knipperhausen. While regarding
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it, they thought they saw a hoat actually lurking at the very

place ; but the shore cast such a shadow over the border of

the water that they could discern nothing distinctly. They
had not proceeded far when they heard the low sounds of

distant oars, as if cautiously pulled. Sam plied his oars with

redoubled vigor, and knowing all the eddies and currents of

the stream, soon left their followers, if such they were, far

astern. In a little while they stretched across Turtle Bay
and Kip*s Bay, then shrouded themselves in the deep shad-

ows of the Manhattan shore, and gUded swiftly along, secure

from observation. At length Sam shot his skiflf into a httle

cove, darkly embowered by trees, and made it fast to the

well known iron ring. They now landed, and lighting the

lantern, gathered their various implements and proceeded

slowly through the bushes. Every sound startled them,

even that of their footsteps among the dry leaves; and the

hooting of a screech owl, from the shattered chimney of

father red-cap's ruin, made their blood run cold.

In spite of all Wolfert's caution in taking note of the

landmarks, it was some time before they could find the open

place among the trees where the treasure was supposed to be

buried. At length they came to the ledge of rock; and on

examining its surface by the aid of the lantern, Wolfert rec-

ognized the three mystic crosses. Their hearts beat quick,

for the momentous trial was at hand that was to determine

their hopes.

The lantern was now held by Wolfert Webber, while the

doctor produced the divining rod. It was a forked twig, one

end of which was grasped firmly in each hand, while the cen-

ter, forming the stem, pointed perpendicularly upward. The
doctor moved this wand about, within a certain distance of

the earth, from place to place, but for some time without any

effect, while Wolfert kept the light of the lantern turned full

upon it, and watched it with the most breathless interest.

At length the rod began slowly to turn. The doctor grasped

it with greater earnestness, his hand trembling with the agi-

tation of his mind. The wand continued slowly to turn, un-
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til at length the stem had reversed its position, and pointed

perpendicularly downward; and remained pointing to one

spot as fixedly as the needle to the pole.

**This is the spot!" said the doctor in an almost inaudible

tone.

"Wolfert's heart was in his throat.

** Shall I dig?'* said Sam, grasping the spade.

**Fots tausends, no!" replied the little doctor, hastily.

He now ordered his companions to keep close by him and to

maintain the most inflexible silence. That certain precau-

tions must be taken and ceremonies used to prevent the evil

spirits which keep about buried treasure from doing them
any harm. The doctor then drew a circle round the place,

enough to include the whole party. He next gathered dry

twigs and leaves, and made a fire, upon which he threw cer-

tain drugs and dried herbs which he had brought in his

basket. A thick smoke rose, diffusing a potent odor, savor-

ing marvelously of brimstone and assafoetida, which, how-
ever grateful it might be to the olfactory nerves of spirits,

nearly strangled poor Wolfert, and produced a fit of cough-

ing and wheezing that made the whole grove resound. Dr.

Knipperhausen then unclasped the volume which he had
brought under his arm, which was printed in red and black

characters in German text. While "Wolfert held the lantern,

the doctor, by the aid of his spectacles, read off several forms

of conjuration in Latin and German. He then ordered Sam
to seize the pickax and proceed to work. The close-bound

soil gave obstinate signs of not having been disturbed for

many a year. After having picked his way through the

surface Sam came to a bed of sand and gravel, which he

threw briskly to right and left with the spade.

"Hark!** said "Wolfert, who fancied he heard a trampling

among the dry leaves, and a rustling through the bushes.

Sam paused for a moment, and they listened. No footstep

was near. The bat flitted about them in silence; a bird

roused from its nest by the light which glared up among
the trees, flew circling about the flame. In the profoimd
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stillness of the woodland they could distmguish the current

rippling along the rocky shore, and the distant murmuring
and roaring of Hell Gate.

Sam continued his labors, and had already digged a con-

siderable hole. The doctor stood on the edge, reading for-

mulae every now and then from the black letter volume, or

throwing more drugs and herbs upon the fire ; while Wolfert
bent anxiously over the pit, watching every stroke of the

spade. Any one witnessing the scene thus strangely hghted

up by fire, lantern, and the reflection of Wolfert's red man-
tle, might have mistaken the little doctor for some foul magi-

cian, busied in his incantations, and the grizzled-headed Sam
as some swart goblin, obedient to his commands.

At length the spade of the fisherman struck upon some-

thing that sounded hollow. The sound vibrated to Wolfert*s

heart. He struck his spade again.
** 'Tis a chest," said Sam.
"Full of gold, 1*11 warrant it!** cried "Wolfert, clasping

his hands with rapture.

Scarcely had he uttered the words when a sound from
overhead caught his ear. He cast up his eyes, and lo I by
the expiring light of the fire he beheld, just over the disk of

the rock, what appeared to be the grim visage of the drowned
buccaneer, grinning hideously down upon him.

"Wolfert gave a loud cry and let fall the lantern. His

panic communicated itself to his companions. The negro

leaped out of the hole, the doctor dropped his book and basket

and began to pray in German. All was horror and confu-

sion. The fire was scattered about, the lantern extinguished.

In their hurry-skurry they ran against and confounded one

another. They fancied a legion of hobgoblins let loose upon
them, and that they saw by the fitful gleams of the scattered

embers strange figures in red caps gibbering and ramping
around them. The doctor ran one way. Mud Sam another,

and Wolfert made for the water side. As he plunged strug-

gling onward through bush and brake, he heard the tread of

some one in pursuit. He scrambled frantically forward.
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The footetepe gained upon him. He felt himself grasped by
his cloak, when suddenly his pursuer was attacked in turn

:

a fierce fight and struggle ensued—a pistol was discharged

that lighted up rock and bush for a period, and showed two
figures grappling together—all was then darker than ever.

The contest continued—the combatants clinched each other,

and panted and groaned, and rolled among the rocks. There

was snarling and growling as of a cur, mingled with curses

in which Wolfert fancied he could recognize the voice of the

buccaneer. He would fain have fled, but he was on the brink

of a precipice and could go no further.

Again the parties were on their feet; again there was a

tugging and struggling, as if strength alone could decide the

combat, until one was precipitated from the brow of the cUflf

and sent headlong into the deep stream that whirled below.

Wolfert heard the plunge, and a kind of strangling bubbling

murmur, but the darkness of the night hid everything from
view, and the swiftness of the current swept everything in-

stantly out of hearing. One of the combatants was disposed

of, but whether friend or foe Wolfert could not tell, nor

whether they might not both be foes. He heard the sur-

vivor approach, and his terror revived. He saw, where the

profile of the rocks rose against the horizon, a human form
advancing. He could not be mistaken : it must be the buc-

caneer. Whither should he fly! a precipice was on one side,

a murderer on the other. The enemy approached : he was
close at hand. Wolfert attempted to let himself down the

face of the cliff. His cloak caught in a thorn that grew on

the edge. He was jerked from off his feet and held dangling

in the air, half choked by the string with which his careful

wife had fastened the garment round his neck. Wolfert

thought his last moment had arrived; already had he com-

mitted his soul to St. Nicholas, when the string broke and
he tumbled down the bsmk, bumping from ro<?k to rock and
bush to bush, and leaving the red cloak fluttering hke a

bloody banner in the air.

It was a long while before Wolfert came to himself.

^1
(1
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When he opened his eyes the ruddy streaks of the morning
were already shooting up the sky. He found himself lying

in the bottom of a boat, grievously battered. He attempted

to sit up, but was too sore and stiff to move. A voice re-

quested him in friendly accents to he still. He turned his

eyes toward the speaker: it was Dirk Waldron. He had
dogged the party, at the earnest request of Dame "Webber

and her daughter, who, with the laudable curiosity of their

sex, had pried into the secret consultations of Wolfert and
the doctor. Dirk had been completely distanced in follow-

ing the light skiff of the fisherman, and had just come in

time to rescue the poor money-digger from his pursuer.

Thus ended this perilous enterprise. The doctor and Mud
Sam severally found their way back to the Manhattoes, each

having some dreadful tale of peril to relate. As to poor Wol-
fert, instead of returning in tiiumph, laden with bags of gold,

he was borne home on a shutter, followed by a rabble rout

of curious urchins. His wife and daughter saw the dismal

pageant from a distance, and alarmed the neighborhood with

their cries : they thought the poor man had suddenly settled

the great debt of nature in one of his wayward moods. Find-

ing him, however, still living, they had him conveyed speed-

ily to bed, and a jury of old matrons of the neighborhood as-

sembled to determine how he should be doctored. The whole

town was in a buzz with the story of the money-diggers.

Many repaired to the scene of the previous night's advent-

ures; but though they found the very place of the digging,

they discovered nothing that compensated for their trouble.

Some say they found the fragments of an oaken chest and
an iron pot-lid, which savored strongly of hidden money;
and that in the old family vault there were traces of bales

and boxes ; but this is all very dubious.

In fact, the secret of all this story has never to this day

been discovered: whether any treasure was ever actually

buried at that place ; whether, if so, it was carried off at

night by those who had buried it; or whether it still remains

there imder the guardianship of gnomes and spirits until it

i^•^
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shall be properly sought for, is all matter of conjecture. For
my part I incline to the latter opinion ; and make no doubt

that great sums lie buried, both there and in many other

parts of this island and its neighborhood, ever since the times

of the buccaneers and the Dutch colonists; and I would ear-

nestly recommend the search after them to such of my fel-

low-citizens as are not engaged in any other speculations.

There were many conjectures formed, also, as to who and
what was the strange man of the seas who had domineered

over the little fraternity at Corlears Hook for a time, disap-

peared so strangely, and reappeared so fearfully. Some sup-

posed him a smuggler stationed at that place to assist his

comrades in landing their goods among the rocky coves of the

island. Others that he was a buccaneer; one of the ancient

comrades either of Kidd or Bradish returned to convey away
treasures formerly hidden in the vicinity. The only circum-

stance that throws anything like a vague light over this

mysterious matter is a report which prevailed of a strange

foreign-built shallop, with the look of a picaroon, having

been seen hovering about the Sound for several days without

landing or repoi-ting herself, though boats were seen going

to and from her at night ; and that she was seen standing

out of the mouth of the harbor, in the gray of the dawn after

the catastrophe of the money-diggers.

I must not omit to mention another report, also, which I

confess is rather apocryphal, of the buccaneer, who was sup-

posed to have been drowned, being seen before daybreak,

with a lantern in his hand, seated astride his great sea-chest

and sailing through HeU Gate, which just then began to

roar and bellow with redoubled fury.

While all the gossip world was thus filled with talk and
rumor, poor Wolfert lay sick and sorrowfid in his bed, bruised

in body and sorely beaten down in mind. His wife and
daughter did all they could to bind up his wounds both cor-

poral and spiritual. The good old dame never stirred from
his bedside, where she sat knitting from morning till night

;

while his daughter busied herself about him with the fondest
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care. Nor did they lack assistance from abroad. Whatever
may be said of the desertions of friends in distress, they had

no complaint of the kind to make. Not an old wife of the

neighborhood but abandoned her work to crowd to the man-
sion of "Wolfert Webber, inquire after his health and the par-

ticulars of his story. Not one came, moreover, without her

little pipkin of pennyroyal, sage, balm, or other herb-tea, de-

lighted at an opportunity of signalizing her kindness and her

doctorship. What drenchings did not the poor Wolfert un-

dergo, and all in vain. It was a moving sight to behold him
wasting away day by day ; growing thinner and thinner and
ghastUer and ghastlier, and staring with rueful visage from

under an old patchwork counterpane upon the jury of matrons

kindly assembled to sigh and groan and look unhappy around

him.

Dirk Waldron was the only being that seemed to shed a
ray of sunshine into this house of mourning. He came in

with cheery look and manly spirit, and tried to reanimate the

expiring heart of the poor money-digger; but it was all in

vain. Wolfert was completely done over.—If anything was
wanting to complete his despair, it was a notice served upon
him in the midst of his distress, that the corporation were
about to run a new street through the very center of his cab-

bage garden. He saw nothing before him but poverty and
ruin; his last reliance, the garden of his forefathers, was to

be laid waste, and what then was to become of his poor wife

and child?

His eyes filled with tears as they foUowed the dutiful

Amy out of the room one morning. Dirk Waldron was
seated beside him; Wolfert grasped his hand, pointed after

his daughter, and for the first time since his illness broke the

silence he had maintained.

"I am going!" said he, shaking his head feebly, "and
when I am gone—my poor daughter—

"

"Leave her to me, father!" said Dh*k, manfully—"I'll

take care of her!"
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Wolfert looked up in the face of the cheery, strapping

youngster, and saw there was none better able to take care

of a woman.
"Enough," said he, "she is yours!—and now fetch me a

lawyer—let me make my will and die.

"

The lawyer was brought—a dapper, bustling, roimd-

headed little man, Roorback (or ^ioUebuck, as it was pro-

nounced) by name. At the sight of him the women broke

into loud lamentations, for they looked upon the signing of

a will as the signing of a death-warrant. Wolfert made a

feeble motion for them to be silent. Poor Amy buried her

face and her grief in the bed-curtain. Dame Webber re-

sumed her knitting to hide her distress, which betrayed itself,

however, in a pellucid tear that trickled silently down and
hung at the end of her peaked nose ; while the cat, the only

unconcerned member of the family, played with the good

dame's ball of worsted, as it rolled about the floor.

Wolfert lay on his back, his nightcap drawn over his

forehead; his eyes closed; his whole visage the picture of

death. He begged the lawyer to be brief, for he felt his end

approaching, and that he had no time to lose. The lawyer

nibbed his pen, spread out his paper, and prepared to

write.

"I give and bequeath," said Wolfert, faintly, "my small

farm—

"

"What—all I" exclaimed the lawyer.

Wolfert half opened his eyes and looked upon the lawyer.

"Yes—aU," said he.

"What! all that great patch of land with cabbages and
sunflowers, which the corporation is just going to run a main
street through?"

"The same," said Wolfert, with a heavy sigh and sinking

back upon his pillow.

"I wish him joy that inherits it!" said the little lawyer,

chuckling and rubbing his hands involuntarily.

"What do you mean?" said Wolfert, again opening his

eyes.
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"That he'll be one of the richest men in the place!" cried

little Rollebuck.

The expiring Wolfert seemed to step back from the thresh-

hold of existence ; his eyes again lighted up ; he raised himself

in his bed, shoved back his red worsted nightcap, and stared

broadly at the lawyer.

*'You don't say sol" exclaimed he.

"Faith, but I do!" rejoined the other. "Why, when that

great field and that piece of meadow come to be laid out in

streets, and cut up into snug building lots—why, whoever
owns them need not pull oflP his hat to the patroon!"

"Say you so?" cried Wolfert, half thrusting one leg ont

of bed, "why, then I think I'll not make my will yet!"

To the surprise of everybody the dying man actually re-

covered. The vital spark which had glimmered faintly in

the socket, received fresh fuel from the oil of gladness which
the little lawyer poured into his soul. It once more burned

up into a flame.

Give physic to the heart, ye who would revive the body
of a spirit-broken man ! In a few days Wolfert left his room

;

in a few days more his table was covered with deeds, plans

of streets and building lots. Little Rollebuck was constantly

with him, his right-hand man and adviser, and instead of

making his will, assisted in the more agreeable task of mak-
ing his fortune. In fact, Wolfert Webber was one of those

worthy Dutch burghers of the Manhattoes whc ^** fortunes

have been made, in a manner, in spite of themselves; who
have tenaciously held on to their hereditary acres, raising

turnips and cabbages about the skirts of the city, hardly able

to make both ends meet, until the corporation has cruelly

driven streets through their abodes, and they have suddenly

awakened out of a lethargy, and, to their astonishment,

found themselves rich men.

Before many months had elapsed a great bustling street

passed through the very center of the Webber garden, just

where Wolfert had dreamed of finding a treasure. His

golden dream was accomplished; he did indeed find an un-
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looked-for source of wealth; for, when his paternal lands

were distributed into building lots, and rented out to safe

tenants, instead of producing a paltry crop of cabbages they

returned him aD abundant crop of rents ; insomuch that on

quarter day it was a goodly sight to see his tenants rapping

at his door, from morning to night, each with a httle round-

bellied bag of money, the golden produce of the soil.

The ancient mansion of his forefathers was still kept up,

but instead of being a little yellow-fronted Dutch house in a

garden, it now stood boldly in the midst of a street, the grand

house of the neighborhood ; for Wolfert enlarged it with a

wing on each side, and a cupola or tea room on top, where
he might climb up and smoke his pipe in hot weather ; and
in the course of time the whole mansion was overrun by the

chubby-faced progeny of Amy Webber and Dirk Waldron.

As Wolfert waxed old and rich and corpulent, he also set

up a great gingerbread-colored carriage drawn by a pair of

black Flanders mares with tails that swept the ground ; and

to commemorate the origin of his greatness he had for a crest

a full-blown cabbage painted on the panels, with the pithy

motto Ales Kopf : (that is to say, All Head) ; meaning thereby

that he had risen by sheer headwork.

To fill the measure of his greatness, in the fullness of

time the renowned Ramm Rapelye slept with his fathers,

and Wolfert Webber succeeded to the leathern-bottomed arm-

chair in the inn parlor at Corlears Hook; where he long

reigned greatly honored and respected, insomuch that he was
never known to tell a story without its being beUeved, not

to utter a joke without its being laughed at.

END OF VOLUME TWO




