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PREFACE.

HE selections from the writings of Southern
novelists and story-writers found in this vol-
ume have an absolute value from the stand-
point of pure fiction. In some cases short
stories have been given in full, while the selections
from novels have an inherent interest independent of
the complete stories. They serve also as an interpre-
tation of various phases of Southern life; for this
reason, longer selections have been made from Ken-
nedy’s Swallow Barn and Baldwin’s Flush Times in
Alabama and Mississippi than would otherwise have
been given. Furthermore, a certain unity may be
seen in the volume in that it suggests the main ten-
dencies of Southern fiction and the characteristics of
some distinet groups of writers.

If there should seem to be an undue proportion of
ante-bellum fiction, it must be borne in mind that the
earlier writings are inaccessible to the general
reader, either because they are now out of print or
are found only in expensive editions. A sufficient
reason for the absence of some recent writings is
that the publishers have in some cases refused the
right to use selections, and in other cases have lim-
ited the publishers of this volume to very fragmen-
tary selections. It is particularly to be regretted
that for this reason selections could not be given
from Richard Malecolm Johnston and Mr. James
Lane Allen, though there is some compensation in
the case of the latter in the admirable study by the
late Professor John Bell Henneman. Some of the

ix



x SOUTHERN FICTION.

most popular of the contemporary writers have had
to be omitted for lack of space. Adequate selections
from a few representative writers have been made
rather than short selections from a greater number.

The Introduction attempts to give some idea of the
main tendencies of Southern fiction—tendencies that
are found to be those of American fiction as well.
Part One treats of Southern fiction before the War
of Secession, and Part Two of Southern fiction after
the war. While the lives of the writers have not
been given in full, the principal events in the life of
each writer have been suggested as essential to the
proper understanding of his works. The Introduec-
tion is also an interpretation of the selections. Fre-
quently the full story of a novel is suggested in
order that the context of the selection may be seen.
The reader should therefore refer constantly to the
Introduction before reading the different selections.
Notes have been sparingly used because this volume
is intended, not for school-children nor specialists,
but for the general reader.

The editor has profited by all the books referred
to in the bibliographical note at the end of the Intro-
duction, but he is under special obligations to Pro-
fessor Trent’s William Gilmore Simms and South-
ern Writers, Henry Watterson’s Oddities of South-
ern Life and Character, Link’s Pioneers of Southern
Literature, and Baskervill’s Southern Writers. To
the following publishers he would express his keen
appreciation of their kindness in permitting him to
use selections from copyright material: Houghton,
Mifflin Company, Charles Scribner’s Sons, D. Apple-
ton and Company, The Century Company, G. P.
Putnam’s Sons, and Doubleday, Page and Company.

BE. M.



INTRODUCTION.

I—SOUTHERN FICTION PRIOR TO THE WAR
OF SECESSION.

OTHING was more striking about the
recent centenary celebrations in mem-
ory of Edgar Allan Poe than the effort
to relate him to international, national,
and even Southern tendencies of his

time. It was for a long time popular to consider him
as ‘‘a world artist, unrelated to his local origin, un-
indebted to it, and existing in a cosmopolitan limbo,
denationalized, almost dehumanized.”” In contra-
distinction to this prevailing opinion, different
writers, from widely different standpoints, have in-
sisted upon the influence of his Southern environ-
ment.

Though born in Boston, he spent his youthful days
in Richmond, as an adopted son in a family that
was in close touch with the best elements of South-
ern life. At a Richmond classical school he re-
ceived that classical training which was particu-
larly characteristic of the ante-bellum South. He
resided for a few months at the newly established
University of Virginia, where his training in classi-
cal, as well as in modern literature, was noteworthy.
President Alderman in an address at the Poe cele-
bration held at the University of Virginia felicitous-
ly suggested the probable influence of the University
on its most renowned alumnus. There is perhaps a
conceit in his words, but one that may be accepted
as a half truth:

“It is probably true that ‘Annabel Lee’ and the ‘Ode to Helen’ would
have sung themselves out of Poe’s heart and throat if he had never
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seen the University of Virginia; but surely there was genuine in-
spiration in the place in that time of its dim beginning. There
were noble books here, few in number and great in quality. Cole-
ridge, Byron, Shelley, Keats, and the great Greeks were all here;
sincere scholars from the old world and the new had set up their
homes here. Here were unbeaten youths with young hearts and
passions; here hopes gleamed and ambitions burned. And then, as
now, beauty dwelt upon the venerable hills encircling the horizon,
and the university itself lay new and ehaste in its simple lines upon
the young lawn. I venture to think sometimes that when our poet
wrote those stateliest lines of his—

To the glory that was Greece,
And the grandeur that was Rome—

perhaps there flashed into his mind’s eye the vision of the Rotunda
upon some such night as this, with its soaring columns whitened
by the starlight and vying with the beauty and witchery of the
white winter about us.”

It is certain that in Baltimore Poe received his first
recognition, when the committee, of which John P.
Kennedy was a member, discovered his genius as
a poet and as a writer of short stories.

In Richmond, after years of wandering, Poe be-
came editor of the most distinctively Southern maga-
zine, the Southern Literary Messenger. In this he
published his earliest poems and prose tales, and
here also he published the eriticism of contemporary
writings which made him famous. Poe’s ecritical
writings indicate, perhaps better than any of his
other writings, his Southern bent of mind; for here
he manifested a characteristic prejudice against
New England writers and a corresponding sympa-
thy with Southern writers. In a criticism of Lowell
he wrote a striking defense of slavery. In such sen-
tences as the following, written in 1848, he seemed
to align himself definitely with Southern men of
letters: ‘‘Pinckney was born too far South’’; ‘‘Had
the ‘George Balcombe’ of Beverley Tucker been the
work of any one born north of Mason’s and Dixon’s
line, it would have been long ago recognized as one
of the very noblest pictures ever written by an
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American’’; ‘It is high time that the literary South
took its own interest into its own charge.”’

Other writers have not hesitated to go even far-
ther than Poe’s education and early environment
and criticism to find the influence of the South on
him. Prof. G. E. Woodberry in his America in Lit-
erature contends that Poe was as much a product
of the South as Whittier was of New England:

“His breeding and education were Southern; his manners, habits
of thought and moods of feeling were Southern; his sentimentalism,
his conception of womanhood and its qualities, of manhood and its
behavior, his weaknesses of character, have the stamp of his origin;
his temperament, even his sensibilities, his gloom and dream, his
response in color and music, were of his race and place. When he
came to the North, where he spent his mature life, he brought his
Southern endowment with him. * * * No stranger meeting him
could have failed to recognize him as a Southerner. * * * He
always lived in the North as an alien, somewhat on his guard,
somewhat contemptuous of his surroundings, always homesick for
the place that he well knew would know him no more though he were
to return to it. In his letters, in his conversation, in all reminis-
cences of him, this mark of the South on him is as plain as in his
color, features and personal bearing. * * * Are not all his women
elaborations of suggestions from Southern types? Is not the ‘House
of Usher’ a Southern tale at the core?”

From a very different standpoint Prof.C. Alphonso
Smith suggests that the intellectual qualities of Poe
are Southern, commenting especially on his critical
views and on his power of artistic construction as
manifest in his clear-cut, logical tales. He says:

“Poe’s formative years, therefore, were spent in a society rarely
trained in subtle analysis, in logical acumen, and in keen philosophic
interpretation. Though Poe does not belong to politics or to states-
manship, there was much in common between his mind and that of
John C. Calhoun, widely separated as were their characters and the
arenas on which they played their part. Both were keenly alive
to the implication of a phrase. Both reasomed with an intensity
born not of impulsiveness but of sheer delight in making delicate
distinctions. Both showed in their choice of words an element of
the pure classicism that lingered longer in the South than in New
Englend or Old England; and both illustrated an individual inde-
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pendence more characteristic of the South then than would be pos-
sible amid the levelling influences of to-day.”*

In all of these suggestions there is perhaps a note
of special pleading, a stretching of the facts in the
case, but the statements may well serve to indicate
the particular Southern quality of Poe’s work, at
least in its intellectual aspects. Certainly no apolo-
gy is needed for including in a volume of Southern
fiction two of the typical stories of Poe. When
he is compared with other writers of America, there
is enough of the Southern environment and charac-
ter in even his most romantic tales to suggest his
Southern breeding and training.

‘When, however, Prof. Woodberry goes so far as
to say that the South is manifest ‘‘in the temper of
Poe’s imagination, characterization, incident, atmos-
phere and landscape,’’ one may well dissent. For,
after all, Poe’s imagination was of neither time nor
place. One of the striking things about his stories
is that they suggest in no way any distinctively
Southern landscape. The first part of his Tale of
the Ragged Mountains is laid in the country around
Charlottesville, Virginia, where the local color would
seem to be especially fine; and yet Poe has scarcely
begun to tell the story before a suggestion of certain
weird aspects of the scenery leads him to place the
main body of the story in far-away India:

“I found myself at the foot of a high mountain, looking down
into a vast plain, through which wound a majestic river. On the
margin of this river stood an eastern-looking city such as we read of
in the ‘Arabian Tales,” but of character even more singular than
any there described. * * * The houses were wildly picturesque.
On every hand was a wilderness of balconies, of verandas, of min-
arets, of shrines, and fantastically carved oriels. Besides these
things were seen, on all sides, banners and palanquins, litters with
stately dames closely veiled, elephants gorgeously caparisoned, idols

grotesquely hewn. * * * Beyond the limits of the city arose, in
frequent majestic groups, the palm and cocoa, with other gigantic

*Address at the Poe Centenary Celebration, University of Virginia, 1909. -
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-and weird trees of vast age; and here and there might be seen a
field of rice, the thatched hut of a peasant, a tank, a stray temple,
a gypsy camp, or a solitary graceful maiden taking her way, with
a pitcher upon her head, to the banks of the magnificent river.”

The scene of The Gold Bug is Sullivan’s Island
near Charleston, and yet there is only a slight sug-
gestion of one of the most picturesque backgrounds
that might be imagined. Poe’s interest in the story
is in the mathematical puzzle with which Legrand’s
mind is entirely infatuated. Baudelaire once said
that America was only a vast prison which Poe
traversed with the feverish agitations of a being
made to breathe in a rare world; his inner life was
a ceaseless effort to escape the influence of this
antipathetic atmosphere. All American writers
with romantic tendency have felt the need of an an-
tique background for their stories. Some of them
have found it in the vanished life of the colonial
era and in certain legends and traditions found in
out-of-the-way places. But Poe could find back-
grounds for his strange and weird tales only in far-
off lands, sometimes even in the middle ages, or yet
again in the fantastic ereations of his own mind as
it went voyaging through strange seas of imagina-
tion alone. ‘‘He haunted a borderland between the
visible and the invisible, a land of waste places,
ruined battlements and shadowy forms, wrapped in
a melancholy twilight.”’

Sometimes, as in The Fall of the House of Usher,
the story has no definite location on the map. One
of the strong points of this story is the wonderful
picture, in the first two paragraphs and in the con-
cluding, of the strange house and its enveloping
landscape. Every detail of the background con-
tributes to the climax of the story. The singularly
dreary tract of country, the black and lurid tarn,
the vacant eye-like windows, the few rank sedges,
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the white trunks of decayed trees, the gothic arch-
way of the hall, the sombre tapestries of the walls,
the ebon blackness of the floors, the phantasmagoric
armorial trophies, the encrimsoned light and
trellissed panes of the windows—all these serve to
render the total effect of the story startlingly im-
pressive.

Noteworthy also are the backgrounds of the
stories which are laid in different European coun-
tries, which Poe had never seen. The Mask of
the Red Death is a story of northern Italy, The
Assignation of Venice, The Cask of Amontillado of
the Roman catacombs, Metzengerstein of Hungary,
The Pit and the Pendulum of the Spanish Inquisi-
tion, and Hop Frog of France. Of these The A4ssig-
nation may best serve to illustrate Poe’s exquisite
handling of foreign background:

(How different is Poe’s Venice from that of
Bryan or Ruskin!)

“It was at Venice, beneath the covered archway there called the
Ponte di Sospiri, that I met for the third or fourth time the person
of whom I speak. It is with a confused recollection that I bring to
mind the circumstances of that meeting. Yet I remember—ah! how
should I forget?—the deep midnight, the Bridge of Sighs, the
beauty of woman, and the Genius of Romance that stalked up and
down the narrow canal.

“It was a night of unusual gloom. The great clock of the Piazza
had sounded the fifth hour of the Italian evening. The square of
the Campanile lay silent and deserted, and the lights in the old
Ducal Palace were-dying fast away. I was returning home from
the Piazzetta, by way of the Grand Canal. But as my gondola
arrived opposite the mouth of the canal San Marco, a female voice
from its recesses broke suddenly upon the night, in one wild,
hysterical and long-continued shriek. Startled at the sound, I
sprang upon my feet, while the gondolier, letting slip his single oar,
lost it in the pitchy darkness beyond a chance of recovery, and we
were consequently left to the guidance of the current which here
sets from the greater into the smaller channel. Like some huge and
sable-feathered condor, we were slowly drifting down towards the
Bridge of Sighs, when a thousand flambeaus flashing from the
windows, and down the staircases of the Ducal Palace, turned all
at once that deep gloom into a livid and preternatural day.”
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As his backgrounds are in no sense American or
Southern, so his characters are even more delocal-
ized. The use of the negro character in The Gold
Bug clearly suggests Poe’s inability to individual-
ize flesh and blood characters. His various women
characters—the Eleanoras, Ligeias and Morellas—
are mere tapestry figures and his men are ‘‘the
Alastors of a doleful land where gloomed his own
valley of the shadow.’”” ‘‘His favorite hero is the
descendant of a race of visionaries, brooding over
occult books, in a vaulted, tapestried chamber of
his hereditary halls, in some ‘dim, decaying city by
the Rhine.” > Of his women and men characters
Usher and his sister may be taken as types which
are repeated with varying effect in all his other
stories. The type of woman is most concisely and
imaginatively presented in Ligeia:

“There is one dear topic, however, on which my memory fails me
not. It is the person of Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat
slender, and, in her latter days, even emaciated. I would in vain
attempt to portray the majesty, the quiet ease, of her demeanor, or
the incomprehensible lightness and elasticity of her footfall. She
came and departed as a shadow. I was never made aware of her
entrance into my closed study, save by the dear music of her low
sweet voice, as she placed her marble hand upon my shoulder. In
beauty of face no maiden ever equalled her. It was the radiance of
an opium-dream—an airy and spirit-lifting vision more wildly
divine than the fantasies which hovered about the slumbering souls
of the daughters of Delos. Yet Her features were not of that regular
mould which we have been falsely taught to worship in the classical
labors of the heathen. ‘There is no exquisite beauty,’ says Bacon,
Lord Verulam, speaking truly of all the forms and genera of
beauty, ‘without some strangeness in the proportion.” Yet, although
I saw that the features of Ligeia were not of a classie regularity—
although I perceived that her loveliness was indeed ‘exquisite,” and
felt that there was much of ‘strangeness’ pervading it, yet I have
tried in vain to detect the irregularity and to trace home my own
perception of ‘the strange.” I examined the contour of the lofty
and pale forehead: it was faultless—how cold indeed that word
when applied to a majesty so divine!—the skin rivalling the purest
ivory, the commanding extent and repose, the gentle prominence of
the regions above the temples; and then the raven-black, the glossy,
the lJuxuriant and naturally-eurling tresses, setting forth the full
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force of the Homeric epithet, ‘hyacinthine!’” T looked at the deli-
cate outlines of the nose—and nowhere but in the graceful medal-
lions of the Hebrews had I beheld a similar perfection. There were
the same luxurious smoothness of surface, the same scarcely per-
ceptible tendency to the aquiline, the same harmoniously curved
nostrils speaking the free spirit. I regarded the sweet mouth. Here
was indeed the triumph of all things heavenly—the magnificent turn
of the short upper lip—the soft, voluptuous slumber of the under—
the dimples which sported, and the color which spoke—the teeth
glancing back, with a brilliancy almost startling, every ray of the
holy light whieh fell upon them in her serene and placid, yet most
exultingly radiant of all smiles. I scrutinized the formation of the
chin: and here, too, I found the gentleness of breadth, the softness
and the majesty, the fulness and the spiritnality, of the Greek—
the contour which the god Apollo revealed but in a dream to Cleo-
menes, the son of the Athenian. And then I peered into the large
eyes of Ligeia.

“For eyes we have no models in the remotely antique. It might
have been, too, that in these eyes of my beloved lay the secret fo
which Lord Verulam alludes. They were, I must believe, far larger
than the ordinary eyes of our own race. They were even fuller than
the fullest of the gazelle eyes of the tribe of the valley of Nourja-
had. Yet it was only at intervals—in moments of intense excite-
ment—that this peculiarity became more than slightly noticeable
in Ligeia. And at such moments was her beauty—in my heated
fancy thus it appeared ‘perhaps—the beauty of beings either above
or apart from the earth, the beauty of the fabulous Houri of the
Turk. The hue of the orbs was the most brilliant of black, and, far
over them, hung jetty lashes of great length. The brows, slightly
irregular in outline, had the same tint. The ‘strangeness,” how-
ever, which I found in the eyes, was of a nature distinct from the
formation, or the color, or the brilliancy of the features, and must,
after all, be referred to the ewpression. Ah, word of no meaning!
behind whose vast latitude of mere sound we intrench our ignorance
of so mueh of the spiritual. The expression of the eyes of Ligeia!
How for long hours have I pondered upon it! How have I, through
the whole of a midsummer night, struggled to fathom it! What was
it—that something more profound than the well of Democritus—
which lay far within the pupils of my beloved? What was it? I
was possessed with a passion to discover. Those eyes! those large,
those shining, those divine orbs! they became to me twin stars of
Leda, and T to them devoutest of astrologers.”

Perhaps his own Virginia Clemm was the model
of his fragile and hauntingly beautiful women.
Certainly there is a suggestion in all of Poe’s tales
of his own weird and strongly-marked personality.
If one should make a composite picture of William
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Wilson, William Legrand and Usher, he would have
an adequate picture of Poe—the morbid conscience,
the acute intellect, the romantic imagination. After
all, the suggestion of one’s own personality is one
of the greatest effects in literature. In his charac-
ters, as in his style, Poe makes one aware of his own
individuality. One would have no difficulty in
detecting some hitherto undiscovered story or poem
of his. In this respect, as in so many others, Poe
is closely identified with the romantic movement of
his century, for, as a brilliant critic has said, ‘‘the
very essence of romanticism lies in the passionate
assertion of literary or artistic individuality.”’

No better characterization of Poe has been written
than his own words in the story, Berenice:

“My baptismal name is Egzus; that of my family I will not men-
tion. Yet there are no towers in the land more time-honored than
my gloomy, gray, hereditary halls. Our line has been called a race
of visionaries; and in many striking particulars—in the character
of the family mansion, in the frescoes of the chief saloon, in the
tapestry of the dormitories, in the chiselling of some buttresses in
the armory, but more especially in the gallery of antique paintings,
in the fashion of the library chamber, and, lastly, in the very peculiar
nature of the library contents—there is more than sufficient evidence
to warrant the belief.

“The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that
chamber, and with its volumes. * * * There is a remembrance of
aerial forms, of spiritual and meaning eyes, of sounds musical yet
sad; a remembrance which will not be excluded; a memory like a
shadow—vague, variable, indefinite, unsteady. * * * The realities
of the world affected me as visions, and as visions only, while the
wild ideas of the land of dreams became, in turn, not the material
of my every-day existence, but in very deed that existence utterly
and solely itself.

“To muse for long, unwearied hours with my attention riveted
to some frivolous device on the margin or in the typography of a
book; to become absorbed, for the better part of a summer’s day, in
a quaint shadow falling aslant upon the tapestry or upon the floor;
to lose myself for an entire night in watching the steady flame of a
lamp or the embers of a fire; to dream away whole days over the
perfume of a flower * * * —such were a few of the most com-
mon and least pernicious vagaries induced by a condition of the
mental faculties, not, indeed, altogether unparalleled, but certainly
bidding defiance to anything like analysis or explanation.”
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Aside from all questions of background or charac-
terization, Poe’s stories make yet another appeal
to the reader and the critic. His great contribution
to American literature, and indeed to world litera-
ture, aside from his poetry, was his preéminent suc-
cess as a writer of short stories. Both by theory and
by practice, he served to fix forever what was prac-
tically a new form of literature—a form that has
come to occupy a commanding place in the con-
temporary literature of all nations. Fortunately
he has left to us a complete statement of his ideal
of this form of fiction—a statement that is similar
to his plea for the short poem in his ‘‘ Philosophy of
Composition.”” In a review of Hawthorne’s Twice
Told Tales in 1842, he says:

“The ordinary story is objectionable from its length, for reasons
already stated in substance. As it cannot be read at ome sitting, it
deprives itself, of course, of the immense force derivable from
totality. Worldly interests intervening during the pauses of perusal
modify, annul, or contract, in a greater or less degree, the impres-
sions of the book. But simply cessation in reading would, of itself,
be sufficient to destroy the true unity. In the brief tale, however,
the author is enabled to carry out the fulness of his intention, be
it what it may. During the hour of perusal the soul of the reader
is at the writer’s control. There are no external or extrinsic in-
fluences—resulting from weariness or interruption.

“A skillful literary artist has constructed a tale. If wise, he has
not fashioned his thoughts to accommodate his incidents; but having
conceived, with deliberate care, a certain unique or single effect to
be wrought out, he then invents such incidents—then combines such
events as may best aid him in establishing this preconceived effect.
If his very initial sentence tend not to the outbringing of this effect,
then he has failed in his first step. In the whole composition there
should be no word written of which the tendency, direct or indirect,
is not to the one preéstablished design. As by such means, with
such care and skill, a picture is at length painted which leaves in
the mind of him who contemplates it with a kindred art a sense
of the fullest satisfaction. The idea of the tale has been presented
unblemished, because undisturbed; and this is an end unattainable
by the novel. Undue brevity is just as exceptionable here as in the
poem; but undue length is yet more to be avoided.”

, This “‘totality of effect’’ which Poe insisted upon
in both his stories and poems is produced in the
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most impressive way in all his best stories and in
none more so than in the two which are herewith
published. It is not necessary here to analyze the
technical aspects of short story writing. Perhaps it
18 well to call attention to the various kinds of short
stories which Poe wrote. There is no better classi-
fication than that used in the Stedman-Woodberry
edition of his complete works. We have first the
Romances of Death, such as The Fall of the House
of Usher, Berenice, Ligeia and Eleanora, all of
which present that most characteristic note in all
Poe’s work—the passing away of a beautiful and
fragile woman. Interesting, too, are those dialogues,
the most notable of which is the Colloquy of Mona
and Una, which suggests the point of view of
spirits who have just arrived in the other world.
There was a strange fascination for Poe in the
thought of death and immortality—not the healthy
and even spiritual aspects of either, but the some-
what morbid and abnormal view of the borderland
between the visible and the invisible. Of the Old
World Romances mention has already been made.
It is only necessary to add here that each of them
is marked by singularly fine reproductions of cer-
tain antique backgrounds. Of the Tales of Con-
science the most notable are William Wilson, The
Black Cat and The Imp of the Perverse. In these
stories comparison with Hawthorne is most obvious.
Both romancers wrote with singular power—and
vet in what different ways!—of the haunting effect
of sin on the human soul. The stories by which Poe
has most directly affected contemporary writers in
England and France are those Tales of Ratiocina-
tion, as Poe called them, or detective stories, as they
are more commonly called, such as The Gold Bug,
Murder in Rue Morgue and The Purloined Letter.
Far less successful but typical of certain intellectual
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characteristics of Poe are the Tales of Pseudo-sci-
ence, in which he exercised his strange power of
scientific analysis. Poe undoubtedly affected schol-
arship, and nowhere so much as in these efforts to
bring current scientific discoveries into the domain
of fiction, and nowhere did he exercise his ingenuity
with better effect. Of these stories The MS. Found
in a Bottle is perhaps the best. The least successful
of all his efforts are those characterized by his edi-
tors as Tales of Extravaganza and Caprice, such as
A Tale of Jerusalem, The Angel of the Odd and
Lionizing. Poe had no sense of humor, and wher-
ever he attempted it, whether as caricature or satire,
he failed. Equally unsuccessful is his long story of
Adventure and Exploration, Arthur Gordon Pym.

In all except these last stories Poe was nearly al-
ways master of a style marked by distinction and
beauty. If in his poetry he suggests comparison
oftenest with Coleridge, in his prose one inevitably
thinks of De Quincey, especially in the tendency
towards apostrophes and ejaculations. Poe can be
at times as clear-cut in his style as the most extreme
realist, but at other times there is all the charm of
melody and color. The pursuit of perfection in
phrase and form was one of his most characteristie
passions. After all, this is his great bequest to
American literature, and especially to Southern.
Nowhere else in this Introduction will there be such
an opportunity to comment on felicity and finality of
style and perfection of literary form. In no other
Southern stories is there such haunting beauty of
style or such steadfast adherence to the demands of
art for art’s sake.

If it was Poe’s part to introduce Southern fiction
by his own faultless stories, it was also his duty as
editor of the Southern Literary Messenger to write
the first noteworthy reviews of the books of South-
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ern writers who were to play an important part in
the furtherance of creative writing in the South.
In May, 1835, he wrote an enthusiastic review of
Kennedy’s Horse-Shoe Robinson, in January, 1836,
a very critical notice of Simms’s The Partisan, and
in March, 1836, a highly laudatory review of Long-
street’s G’eorgza Scenes—the first two books deqtmed
to open up the field of historical romance, and the
last to inaugurate a series of sketches of contem-
porary life in the southwest. These books, along
with Poe’s own stories, some of which appeared the
same year (1835), may well serve to define the three
kinds of fiction written in the ante-bellum South—
the purely romantic short story, the historical ro-
mance, and the humorous portrayal of contemporary
life in pioneer sections.

Of Horse-Shoe Robinson, to the author of which he
was under special obligation, Poe says:

“If ever volumes were entitled to be called original—thesc are so
entitled. We have read from beginning to end with the greatest
attention, and feel very little afraid of hazarding our eritical
reputation, when we assert that they will place Mr. Kennedy at once
in the very first ranks of American novelists. * * * The novelist
has been peculiarly fortunate in the choice of an epoch, a scene and
a subject. We sincerely think that he has done them all the fullest
justice, and has worked out, with these and with other maferials,
a book of no ordinary character. * * * We have called the style
of Mr. K. a style simple and forcible, and we have no hesitation in
calling it, at the same time, richly figurative and poetical.”

Poe afterwards wrote more favorable eriticisms
of Simms, but in his review of The Partisan he was
extremely severe, ecriticising its ungrammatical
language, the great majority of the characters, the
confused and ill-arranged story, and the general
failure of the author to produce the effects of a
genuine historical romance. ‘‘Instances of bad
taste—villainously bad taste—occur frequently in
the book.”” He closes, however, by saying, ‘‘In spite,
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however, of its manifest and manifold blunders and
impertinences, The Partisan is no ordinary work.
Its historical details are replete with interest. The
toncluding scenes are well drawn. Some passages
descriptive of swamp scenery are exquisite.”’

- Never was a writer more different from Poe than
Longstreet, and never was there a better illustra-
tion of catholicity in criticism than Poe’s criticism
of the Georgia Scenes, nor a better evidence of Poe’s
ability to apply right standards to a contemporary
book. He says:

“The author is a clever fellow, imbued with a spirit of the truest
humor, and endowed, moreover, with an exquisitely discriminative
and penetrating understanding of character in general, and of
southern character in particular. * * * Tf this book were printed
in England it would make the fortune of its anthor. * * * Seldom
—perhaps never in our lives—have we laughed as immoderately
over any book as over the one now before us. If these scenes have
produced such effect upon our cachinnatory nerves—upon us who are
not ‘of the merry mood,” and, moreover, have not been used to the
perusal of somewhat similar things—we are at no loss to imagine
what a hubbub they would occasion in the unitiated region of
Cockaigne. * * * The whole anecdote is told with a raciness and
vigor which would do honor to the pages of Blackwood. * * * Alto-
gether this very humorous, and very clever, book forms an era in
our reading. It has reached us per mail, and without a cover.
We will have it bound forthwith, and give it a niche in our library
as a sure omen of better days for the literature of the South.”

Thus did Poe welcome into the realm of letters
three men who were destined to play important roles
in Southern literary history. Let us now consider
them more in detail.

William Gilmore Simms was in striking contrast
with Poe in many respects. Every thing that Poe
wrote has the touch of finality upon it—it is char-
acterized by discipline and restraint. Simms left
behind a great mass of material—essays, poems, bi-
ographies, short stories and novels—but scarcely
any one of his writings gives evidence of either dis-
cipline or restraint. Poe cultivated a scanty plot of
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ground, but the harvest was full and bountiful.
Simms cultivated an immense estate, but the returns
were meagre. The permanent result was out of all
proportion to the quantity of labor bestowed upon it.
Poe made little conscious effort in behalf of South-
ern literature; Simms, during his long and eventful
life, did everything in his power to make use of the
material that was at hand in the South and to en-
courage younger Southern writers to develop their
talents.

There will always attach to Simms, therefore, the
interest of being a pioneer in the promotion of the
literature of the South. If he had serious limita-
tions as a creative artist, he must yet be considered
the most representative man of letters of the ante-
bellum period. The historical value of much of what
seems now ephemeral writing is, therefore, very
great. As a contemporary influence, as editor and
essayist, he deserves the careful consideration of all
students of Southern history and literature. In an-
other volume of this publication his work as an edi-
tor of various magazines has been treated in full.
‘What concerns us here is his work as a novelist.
And, after all, it is as the author of The Yemassee
and The Partisan that he will be remembered.

Simms was prepared by inheritance and by early
environment for the réle of a romancer. His grand-
mother, who, after the death of his mother, reared
him, told him many stories of the Revolutionary
War, and especially many of the incidents of the
British capture of Charleston.* She was also fond
of telling him weird tales of ghosts and witches,
some of which had been told her by her father.
Simms’s own father came to this country from
Ireland, and, after living for awhile in Charleston,
moved out to the border region, finally settling on

*8imms was born in Charleston April 17, 1806, and died there June 11, 1870.
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a plantation in Mississippi. On a visit to Charles-
ton he told his son many stories of the southwest.
He had been in the battle of New Orleans and was
a close friend of Andrew Jackson. ‘‘The man who
had killed his own horse for food, and lived on it
for seven days, was no ordinary hero in the eyes
of his son.”” In 1824, and later in 1830, Simms
visited his father in Mississippi, going partly by
boat and partly on horseback. His father had just
returned from a trip of 300 miles into the heart of
the Indian country. The son rode with his father
to visit the Creek and Cherokee Indians, and one
night slept on a grave which he always believed was
that of one of De Soto’s followers. One may easily
see the effect of this first-hand observation of pio-
neer and Indian life on his later romances. Some
of the characters he met with in his travels are thus
suggested by his biographer, Prof. W. P. Trent:
“The broken-down aristocrat from the older state, planting his
first crop of cotton with the aid of lazy slaves and still lazier
Indians; the hardy North Carolina mountaineer, building a cabin
similar to the one left behind, and still supporting himself and family
on what his rifle could bring down; the half-breed, as slimy as the
swamp in which he took up his abode; the flashy gambler com-
pelled to fly from Mobile or New Orleans, and amusing himself while
in hiding by practicing on the simple-shrewd inhabitants of a cross-
roads settlement; the rascally pettifogger; the pompous and absurd
justice of the peace; the Yankee peddler; the Methodist cireuit
rider; and, finally, the hearty sensible woodsman, now fighting like

a tiger, and now as gentle as a lamb—all these he rode with, ate
with, and slept with, and they live yet in his pages.”*

His father strongly urged Simms to remain in the
southwest, saying, that he would guarantee him a
future and in ten years a seat in Congress, but the
son very wisely decided to return to Charleston,
which city, despite its indifference to him and his
struggle to make a place for himself, had a strange
fascination for him.

*Life of Siams in the American Men of Lelters series.
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After being an apprentice to a druggist and then
studying law, he began to write poetry, publishing
his first two volumes in the very same years which
saw the publication of Poe’s first two—1827 and.
1829. In 1830, at the time of the Nullification con-
troversy, he arrayed himself with Legaré, Petigru
and others against the extreme followers of Calhoun
and Hayne. This step made him unpopular. In-
cidentally it served to divert his attention from poli-
ties to literature, a tendency still further accentuated
by a visit to the North. He was thrown in pleasant
social relations with William Cullen Bryant and
other literary men in New York, who encouraged
him to give himself to literary work. In 1834, while
on another trip to the North, he wrote Martin Faber,
which was published by the Harpers, and in the
same year Guy Rivers, which was published in New
York and London. The latter was the first of his
border romances, which later included Richard
Hurdis, Border Beagles, Beauchampe, and others,
all of which dealt with sensational incidents in the
southwest. Guy Rivers is typical of the rest. It
opens with a young aristocrat, dissipated and seem-
ingly broken-hearted, wending his way from the East
into the undiscovered forests of the West. He meets
with many adventures, and himself becomes one of
a band of outlaws. The public, which just at that
time was tiring a bit of Cooper, turned to this sen-
sational story with amazing gusto. Three editions
were published in a year and the author received sev-
eral hundred dollars. He was hailed as ‘‘the new
Southern writer.’’

Returning to Charleston he worked during the
winter of 1834 on The Yemassee. He ecarried the
manuscript with him to New York in the spring of
1835. Drawing upon the stories and traditions
which had been familiar to him from childhood and
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studying carefully the printed and manuseript
sources of early colonial history, he was able to
present as faithful a picture of Indian and colonial
life as Cooper had of another section. The his-
torical background of the romance is the period of
1715, when the Yemassee Indians, joining with the
Spaniards, rose against their former allies, the Eng-
lish of South Carolina.

There are three Indian characters drawn with
great power. Sanutee, one of the older chiefs, real-
izing that his own people are becoming corrupted
by the English and feeling that a sort of sad fate
awaits his nation, goes from the Indian ecapital one
evening to inspect the English block-house, which
is the fortress of the whites. His journey through
the forest and his reflections serve as an admirable
introduction to the story. His son, Occonestoga, is
in thorough sympathy with the English who have
taught him the use of whiskey; in his father’s eye
he is an illustration of what may happen to the en-
tire nation. Matiwan, the wife of Sanutee, is one of
the best Indians ever drawn in fiction. She plays
a difficult réle, drawn one way by the love of her
husband and another by the love of her son. The
climax of her dramatic situation is reached in the
thrilling chapter which is reproduced in the selec-
tions, when she kills her son in order that he may
not receive the curse of his tribe. In addition to
these three characters, Simms has given vivid de-
scriptions of the Indian council, the war danee, the
wild chant of battle, and their resourcefulness in
finding their way through the seemingly impene-
trable forests. The conclusion of the story is an ac-
count of their attack upon the block-house and their
final defeat by the English.

The white characters are not so successfully por-
trayed. Governor Craven, who disguises himself as
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an English cavalier soldier; Dr. Matthews, a seri-
ous, stern Scotch Presbyterian minister; Bess Mat-
thews, his daughter and the beloved of the disguised
Governor; and the brave woman who single-handed
resists the attack of the Indians—these are some of
the most significant characters.

Simms’s use of dialogue is very unsatisfactory;
pitiable almost is the dialect put into the mouth of
the negro slave, and scarcely less so the various love
scenes. But no failure of Simms to meet success-
fully all the demands of a novel can take away his
glory as a genuine story-teller. The book is full
of stirring incidents, of hairbreadth escapes. The
difficulty is that there are too many such incidents—
a fact that cannot destroy the effect, however, of
such scenes as the escape of Harrison from the In-
dian guard-house, the dramatic rescue of the heroine
from the rattlesnake, the final siege of the block-
house, and, above all, the chapter which centers
about the execution of the young Indian.

Scarcely less interesting and successful than The
Yemassee is The Partisan, which Simms also pub-
lished in 1835. By this time he had begun to see
the wealth of material afforded by his state’s his-
tory and traditions. In the preface he tells us how
he came to write the story:

“It was while spending part of a summer with a friend in the
neighborhood of the once beautiful, but now utterly decayed, town
of Dorchester, that I availed myself of the opportunity to revisit
the ancient ruins of the place. When a boy I had frequently rambled
over the ground, and listened to its domestic chronicles, from the
lips of one—now no more—who had been perfeetly eonversant with
its loeal history, as with a large body of Revolutionary and tra-
ditional history besides.

“Many of its little legends were impressed upon my memory, and
the fortunes of more than one of its families, of whom no record
now remains, but that of the place of burial, were deeply scored
upon my mind. * * * It was with the revival of old memories, and
the awakening of new impulses and sentiments, that I rambled
through the solemn tabernacles of decay—the dismantled church,
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the steeple overgrown with ivy and tenanted by a family of owls—
the frowning fortress of the British, overgrown with vines and
shrub-trees.”

The town of Dorchester and the surrounding coun-
try had been the scene of the uprising of the parti-
sans in 1780, at a time when the Tory ascendancy in
the state was most despotic. Simms, stirred by
every motive of patriotism and inspired by his his-
toric imagination, entered into the telling of the
story with all his energy. The romance has not only
an historical value, but deserves to rank with the
best romances that have been written in this coun-
try. Certainly it will tend to keep alive the memory
of Marion, ‘‘the Swamp Fox,’’ and his brave fol-
lowers.

One of the most attractive features of the story
is Simms’s description of the cypress swamps,
whence the American soldiers would sweep out on
the unsuspecting British soldiers:

“The party followed as their guide directed, and, after some twenty
minutes’ plunging, they were deep in the shadow and the shelter ot
the swamp. The gloom was thicker around them, and was only
relieved by the pale and skeleton forms of the cypresses, cluster-
ing in groups along the plashy sides of the still lake. Sometimes a
phosphorescent gleam played over the stagnant pool, while on the
neighboring bank the frogs of all degrees croaked forth their in-
harmonious chant, making the scene more hideous, and certainly
adding greatly to the sense of gloom which it inspired in those who
penetrated it.”

So much for the historical background and the
scenery of the romance, both of which are still fur-
ther suggested by the selections given in the text.
The incidents are not so graphic as in The Yemassee,
but such passages as the description of the storm
which overtakes Captain Singleton and his comrades
and the account of the rescue of Colonel Walton
from the British partisans show Simms at his best
as a romancer. An element of the weird is found
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in the episode that centres about the witch and her
uncanny son. The presentation of Marion and his
men, though to some extent more historical than
romantic, is vivid and pieturesque. Perhaps the
most original characters in the book is Porgy, who
is a combination of Falstaff and the old-time South-
ern colonel. In him there is also a suggestion of
Simms himself:

“Porgy was a good-looking fellow, spite of his mammoth dimen-
sions. He had a fine, fresh, manly face, clear complexion and light
blue eyes, the archness of which was greatly heightened by its com-
parative littleness. It was a sight to provoke a smile on the face
of Mentor, to see those little blue eyes twinkling with treacherous
light as he watched Dr. Oakenburg plunging from pool to pool under
his false guidance, and condoling with him afterwards. * * *
If Oakenburg was as lean as the Knight of La Mancha, Porgy was
quite as stout as Sancho. At a glance you saw that he was a jovial
philosopher—one who enjoyed his bottle with his humors, and did
not suffer the one to be soured by the other. It was clear that he
Joved all the good things of this life, and some possibly that we may not
call good with sufficient reason. His abdomen and brains seemed to
work together. He thought of cating perpetually, and, while he ate,
still thought. But he was not a mere eater. He rather amused
himself with a hobby when he made food his topic, as Falstaff dis-
coursed of his own cowardice without feeling it. He was a wag, and
exercised his wit with whomsoever he traveled; Dr. Oakenburg, on
the present occasion, offering himself as an admirable subject for
victimization. To quiz the Doctor was Porgy’s recipe against the
tedium of a swamp progress, and the fertile humors of the wag per-
petually furnished him occasions for the exercise of his faculty.
He was attended by a negro body-servant—a fellow named Tom,
and of humors almost as keen and lively as his own. Tom was a
famous cook, after the fashion of the Southern planters, who could
win his way to your affection through his soups, and needed no other
argument. He was one of that class of faithful, half-spoiled negroes
who will never suffer any liberties with his master except such as
he takes himself.”

Between 1835, which witnessed the appearance of
these two striking romances, and 1842 Simms was
a prolific romancer, but he never again attained
the success achieved in his first ventures. He did
not attempt to write further .about Indians, but he
wrote sequels to The Partisan, uone of which are
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successful.* His border romances, to which refer-
ence has already been made, were also unsuccessful.
The amazing thing is that Simms did not fulfill the
promise of his first two romances. He settled at
““Woodlands’’—the estate of his second wife—under
conditions most favorable for his work. Here he
entertained some of the most famous writers of
his country; here he gradually gathered a large li-
brary; and here for several years he worked with
prodigious energy during the winter months. The
account of his literary habits shows that it was
his custom to write thirty pages of manuseript every
morning, whatever diversions might tempt him. His
fame was rapidly spreading throughout this coun-
try and Europe; and one might well have prophe-
sied a prosperous and constantly expanding literary
career.

Two reasons may be assigned, however, for his
failure to realize his possibilities. He was a care-
less writer. The story is told of him that he took
The Partisan to New York with him uncompleted.
Printers soon caught up with him. When he ex-
pressed a desire to take a holiday of a week, the
publishers told him they could not wait. ‘‘Give me
pen, ink and paper,”’ he said, ‘‘and I will go up-
stairs and find a place to write.”” In less than half
an hour he came down again with more manuseript
than would be required during his absence. The in-
cident is characteristic. He says in the preface to
one of his books in apologizing for its defects, ‘“I
find it much easier to invent a new story than to re-
pair the defects of an old one.”” Like Cooper and
Scott, he was unable to give the attention to the de-
tails of his work which they required; and even the
general structure of his romances suffered from his

*They are Mellichampe (1836), Katharine Wait 1851), T
-3 47yl ( ) rine Walton ( ), The Foragers (1855)
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lack of discipline and restraint. Hence we have even
grammatical mistakes, to say nothing of carelessly
written dialogue and incident.

A still further reason for Simms’s failure may be
seen in his gradual absorption in the great political
and social questions of his section and in the great
number of undertakings in which he was engaged.
His versatility kept him from following the true
bent of his genius. His biographer in summarizing
his activity from 1842 to 1850 says:

“The main business of his life appeared to consist in endeavoring
to put as many irons as possible into the fire. In these eight years
he edits two magazines, begins to edit a third, is his own chief con-
tributor, and favors his New York, Philadelphia and Richmond
confréres with a perennial supply of manuseript. He is equally
dexterous in dashing off satire and in delivering Fourth of July and
commencement orations. He turns biographer, and with apparently
little effort writes the lives of three American heroes, and then
adventurously tries his hand on the romantic career of Bayard. He
continues his investigations into the history of his native state,
and publishes a geography of the same. He assumes the role of
critie, fills his magazines with reviews long and short, and collects
the best in two volumes. He edits apocryphal plays, and serves two
years in the legislature. And in the midst of it all he finds time for
an annual visit to the North, for jauntings through the South and
Southwest, for balls and parties in Charleston, and for the duties of
a planter at Woodlands.”*

The fact is that Simms saw the great possibilities
in the undeveloped resources of Southern literature,
and sought to cover the field himself, in the absence
of any who might have helped him. Furthermore,
he became more and more interested in the political
questions of his section. There is no better illustra-
tion of the fascination which public life had for
talented Southerners than the way in which Simms
dedicated his great powers in the years before the
war to the defense of Southern institutions and
political theories.

*W. P. Trent: Life of Simma.
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After the war, when he might have turned again
to the writing of fiction, he was a sad and broken
man. He had lost his home and with it his library
of ten thousand volumes. About him in his native
state was the desolation of a conquered and perse-
cuted people. He did all in his power to help the
younger writers who looked to him as their leader,
his reputation bolstered up for awhile many of the
short-lived Southern magazines, and he even wrote
two romances about pioneer life in North Carolina;
but it was too late. His wand was broken, and some
of the most pathetic words ever written are those
which tell the story of his heroic efforts to regain
the ereative power of the past. He tells us that for
three nights he wrote till two in the morning on
his romances. He left behind an epitaph which he
desired to be put upon his tomb-stone, words which
suggest poignantly the pathos of his brave career:
‘“‘Here lies one who, after a reasonably long life,
distinguished chiefly by unceasing labors, has left
all his better works undone.”’” If beside these words
we place those of Simms’s friend, Paul Hamilton
Hayne, we have the key to the tragedy of his life:
“Simms’s genius never had fair play! Circum-
stances hampered him! Thus, the man was greater
than his works.”’

John P. Kennedy (1795-1870) did not take liter-
ature so seriously as did Simms. He was a man of
the same type as William Wirt, whose biography he
wrote (1849). He was a lawyer and public man
who was interested in literature as a recreation from
his severer work. And yet we should scarcely re-
member that he was Secretary of the Navy under
Fillmore if we did not know him as the author of
Swallow Barn and Horse-Shoe Robinson.

His first story, Swallow Barn; or a Sojourn in the
Old Dominion (1832), is written in the leisurely
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style of the Eighteenth century, suggesting compari-
son with the Sir Roger de Coverley Papers and Irv-
ing’s Bracebridge Hall. His personal friendship for
Irving, to whom one of his books is dedicated, as well
as -his admiration for Addison, suggested these
sketches of life in Virginia in the first part of the
Nineteenth century. The book is a series of letters
writen by Mark Littleton to a friend in New York,
giving his impressions of a Virginia home which he
is visiting. The first part is a description of the
fine old country mansion upon the James River and
a sketch of the interesting family. The story wid-
ens, however, as the author relates some of the ro-
mantic stories of the neighborhood and sketches
various characters from the surrounding estates and
villages. It is not a novel, however, but rather—to
use the words of Kennedy’s preface—‘‘a series of
detached sketches linked together by the hooks and
eyes of a traveler’s notes; and although the narra-
tive does run into some by-paths of personal ad-
venture, it has still preserved its desultory, sketchy
character to the last. It is therefore utterly in-
artistic in plot and structure, and may be described
as variously and interchangeably partaking of the
complexion of a book of travel, a diary, a collection
of letters, a drama and a history.”’

The main effort of the writer is to preserve the
details of a life which even at that time seemed to
be losing its most distinctive charm in the general
uniformity of modern American life. The whole
book is written in a mood of tender reminiscence, as
of a man in the city recalling some of the charms of
country life—‘‘the mellow, bland and sunny luxuri-
ance of the old-time society of Virginia, its good-
fellowship, its hearty and constitutional compan-
ionableness, the thriftless gaiety of the people, a
dogged but amiable invineibility of opinion, and that
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overflowing hospitality which knew no ebb.”” Rather
copious extracts are given from this book because
it gives what is perhaps the best contemporary ac-
count of the aristocratic social life of Virginia. The
reader will not fail to see in the sketches of the lord
and lady of Swallow Barn, of Prudence Meriwether
in her flower garden, of Parson Chub, a plump, rosy
old gentleman and classical pedant with his passion
for folios, and of Phillpot Wart, types that will re-
veal the very form and pressure of the olden time.
Certainly there is nowhere in Southern fiction such
a realistic picture of the hospitality that reigned in
the old Virginia mansions as the account of the great
dinner given by the Meriwethers to their visitors
and neighbors. Incidentally, we have interesting
side-lights on the political questions of the day, and
especially the author’s pronounced national spirit
and his view of the kindlier aspects of slavery.
Very different from this leisurely book is Ken-
nedy’s stirring romance of the Revolution, Horse-
Shoe Robinson, which vies with Simms’ Partisan in
being the best of the Revolutionary romances. The
two authors were interested in the same period of
history, the uprising of the partisans during the
Tory ascendency in South and North Carolina.. The
novels are not duplicates, however, for the back-
ground of Simms’s story is the swamps of South
Carolina, while Kennedy’s story reaches its climax
in the battle of King’s Mountain. Both writers give
a vivid idea of the heroism of the brave men that
followed Marion, Sumpter, Harvey, Pickens and
other partisan leaders who ‘‘entered with the best
spirit of chivalry into the national quarrel, and
brought to it hearts as bold, minds as vigorous, and
arms as strong as ever in any clime worked out a
national redemption.”” In a nation of legendary or
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poetical associates their fame ‘‘would have been re-
duplicated through a thousand channels of verse.”

The circumstances under which Kennedy met the
principal character of the story are graphically told
in his introduction to the novel. On a visit to the
western section of South Carolina he spent the night
at a place to which Horse-Shoe Robinson, then an
old man, was summoned to give relief to a boy who
had met with a serious accident.

“What a man I saw! With near seventy years upon his poll,
time seemed to have broken its billows over his front only as the
ocean breaks over a rock. There he stood—tall, broad, brawny and

erect. The sharp light gilded his massive frame and weatherbeaten
face with a pictorial effect that would have rejoiced an artist.”

On that night the old gentleman told him the
thrilling story of his escape from Charleston and
how he took five Scotchmen prisoners—incidents
that were afterwards developed in the novel. It was
long after midnight before the party broke up; and
when the novelist got to bed it was to dream of
Horse-Shoe and his adventures. This was the be-
ginning of what Kennedy afterwards, with the aid
of historieal research, elaborated in his story.

The story opens with Robinson and Captain But-
ler making their way from the country around Char-
lottesville to join the ranks of the partisans. Horse-
Shoe relates to his companion the story of his peril-
ous escape from the Tories in Charleston. The
mountaineer has come to guide Butler into the
mountains of western North Carolina. Soon after
they reach their destination they are both captured.
Horse-Shoe escapes from his captors and tries in
every way to rescue his comrade. With the aid of
a mountain girl and her lover he accomplishes the
feat, only, however, to see him captured again. The
story then centres about the numerous frays between
the Tories and Whigs in the mountain sections—the
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hairbreadth escapes, the long midnight rides, the
fierce warfare between members of the same family
even. Led by Sevier, Campbell and Shelby at King’s
Mountain, the Whig partisans win a glorious vie-
tory.

When the original Horse-Shoe Robinson heard the
story read in his old age he remarked: ‘It is all true
and right—excepting about them women, which I
disremember. That mought be true, too, but my
memory is treacherous—I disremember.”” It was
this element of a love story that served to enhance
the romantic appeal of the novel. The characters
of Mary Musgrove, who in her devotion to the Whig
cause proves to be a heroine of great resource-
fulness, and of Mildred Lindsay, who, although the
daughter of a rich Tory of Pennsylvania, follows
her lover, Captain Butler, to the scene of conflict, are
well drawn.

There are scenes in the story that anticipate some
of the stories of Charles Egbert Craddock in their
suggestion of the treachery and bravery of moun-
taineers. The tragic death of John Ramsay is one
of the episodes of the story. But, after all, the char-
acter of Horse-Shoe dominates the entire book. He
is resourceful, brave, full of good humor, and has a
certain elemental sympathy with right things. When
at the end of the battle he comes rushing up with the
rescued Butler and throws him into Mildred’s arms,
saying, ‘‘Take him, ma’am, I promised myself to-
day that I'd give him to you. And, now you’ve got
him,’”” one feels that he has been in the presence of
a man loyal to friendship and patriotic at a eritical
time in his country’s history. No better conception
could be given of his character than the words of
Poe in the review of the book already referred to:

“Horse-Shoe Robinson is the life and soul of the drama—
the bone and sinew of the book—its very breath—its everything
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which gives it strength, substance and vitality. Never was there a
rarer fellow—a more laughable blacksmith—a more gallant Sancho.
He is the very prince at an ambuscade, and a very devil at a fight.
He is 2 better edition of Robin Hood—quite as sagacious, not half
so much of a coxcomb—and infinitely more moral. In short, he is
the man of all others we should like to have riding by our side in
any very hazardous expedition.”

Twenty years after the publication of Kennedy’s
novel the last of the important romances of the
South before the war made its appearance—John
Esten Cooke’s The Virginia Comedians, or, Old
Days in the Old Dominion. From the historical
standpoint, it fills the gap between Simms’s The
Yemassee and the two Revolutionary romances of
Simms and Kennedy. The historical background is
that of the period just before the Revolution, when
against the Established Church and the feudal sys-
tem of society the new forces of freedom and democ-
racy began to struggle. The scene of the story is
laid in Williamsburg at the time when the Virginia
company of comedians at the theatre near the cap-
itol played The Merchant of Venice—the first dra-
matie representation in America. In the well-
written introduction the author suggests the setting
of the story:

“It was the period of the culmination of the old social régime. A
splendid society had burst into flower, and was enjoying itself in
the sunshine and under the blue skies of the most beautiful of lands.
The chill winds of the Revolution were about to blow; life was easy
and full of laughter. * * * Social intercourse was the joy of the
epoch, and crowds flocked to the race course, where the good horses
were running for the cup, or to the cock-fight, where the favorite
spangles fought to the death. The violin seemed to be ever playing—
at the Raleigh Tavern, in Williamsburg, where young Jefferson
‘danced with Belinda at the Apollo’ and was happy, or in the great

manor-houses of the planters clustering along the lowland rivers. In
town and country life was a pageant.”

To this society, sketched so brilliantly by Cooke,
there comes a rude shock. Beatrice Hallam, a young
actress, who is a member of the troupe of Virginia



xI SOUTHERN FICTION.

Comedians, fascinates Effingham, a descendant of
one of the first families of Virginia, while John
Walters, the incarnation of the new democratic
tendencies in Virginia life, becomes a disturbing
political factor. The struggle between the forces of
conservatism and of radicalism is dramatically pre-
sented :

““A vague unrest pervaded the atmosphere and gave warning of the
approaching cataclysm. Class distinctions had been immemorially
looked upon as a part of the order of nature; but certain curious and
restive minds began to ask if that was just, and to glance sideways
at the wealthy nabob in his fine coach. * * * On all sides mur-
murs, mutterings as of an approaching storm! Men doubtful of the
ground they walk on—new ideas dazzling them-—old institutions
crumbling—a hand upon the wall tracing, in fiery letters, the
mysterious future.”’*

Meanwhile there had sprung up in the Southwest
an entirely different group of writers with very dif-
ferent ideals of literature. It will be recalled that
the year 1835 was a notable one in the history of
Southern fiction. It saw the publication in the
Southern Literary Messenger of some of Poe’s short
stories, of Simms’s two best romances, of Kennedy’s
Horse-Shoe Robinson, and of Longstreet’s Georgia
Scenes. In this one year we have suggested all the
lines along which Southern fiction was to develop.
Poe, as has been seen, represents the tendency to
seek in remote countries and far-away vistas for the
background of his creations. Simms and Kennedy
both had an eye for the picturesque traditions and
romances of Southern history. Augustus Baldwin
Longstreet (1790-1870) was perhaps more strikingly
original than any of them when he sought to set

' forth the every-day life of the rural sections of
‘Georgia—‘‘the nether side of Southern life.”’ In

*Cooke never again wrote so notable a romance. After the war he published a
series of novels, based on his experiences during the war—=Surry of Eagle's Nest,
Mohun, Hilt to Hilt, and others. They were widely read at the time, but they
were too hurriedly and carelessly written to be of permanent value. Cooke's de-
sire to preserve the best memories of that tragic era was commendable, but the

artistic interpretation of so great a struggle was not within his power—time alone
could give the proper perspective.
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doing so he anticipated the methods and ideals of
modern realists. His book has a value out of all
roportion to its absolute value. It was popular in
{its own day, because it was recognized at once as a
faithful interpretation of the hfe of a pr1m1t1ve
people. More recently it has received increasing at-
tention because of its relation to modern tendencies
in fiction.

It is surely the irony of fate that a Methodist
preacher and the president of two universities (Uni-
versities of South Carolina and Mississippi) should
be remembered now chiefly as the author of a series
of humorous stories. As an instructor of youth, he
might well feel embarrassed by the characters and
language of his book; as a Methodist preacher, he
might often be confronted by his realistic pictures
of the dance and the horse-race. He was so ashamed
of his book that his publishers could never persuade
him to revise the first edition, nor did he like to have
his authorship referred to. In his preface to the
first edition, which was printed in Augusta, he tells
of the genesis of the stories:

“The following sketches were written rather in the hope that

{ ehance would bring them to light when time would give them interest
than in the belief that they would afford any interest to the readers
iof the present day. They consist of nothing more than fanciful com-
binations of real incidents and characters; and throwing into those
scenes, which would be otherwise dull and insipid, some personal
accident or adventure of my own. * * * Some of the scenes are
]as literally true as the frailties would allow them to be. I com-
| menced the publication of them in one of the gazettes of the state,
| rather more than a year ago; and I was not more pleased than
astonished to find that they were well received by readers generally.
For the last six months I have been importuned by persons from all
quarters of the state to give them to the pubhc in the present form.
* * This volume is purely a concession to their entreaties. I
have not had it in my power to superintend the publication of them,
though they issue from a press in the immediate vicinity of my resi-
dence. I discovered that, if the work was delayed until I could have
an opportunity of examining the proof sheets, it would linger in the
press till the expenses (already large) would become intolerable.
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Consequently there may be many typographical errors among them,
for which I must erave the reader’s indulgence.

“I cannot conclude these introductory remarks without reminding
those who have taken exception to the coarse, inelegant and some-
times ungrammatical language which the writer represents himself
as occasionally using, that it is language accommodated to the
capacity of the person to whom he represents himself as speaking.”

No apology need now be made for so faithful a
picture of life in Georgia. Georgia was from the
first a more democratic state than Virginia or South
Carolina. Its population was composed of various
types of settlers, who took part in the camp-meeting,
the old-field school, the county court, the races, the
gander-pulling, the debating society, the militia crill
and the fox hunt. All these phases of rural social
life are vividly portrayed in the Georgia Scenes.

Longstreet had exceptional opportunities to see
country life. After graduating at Yale, he settled
in Georgia as a lawyer and editor, later as a
preacher and educator. In wandering around the
circuit of county courts and mingling with lawyers
at country taverns he heard many of the stories
which he later recorded in his book. The first selec-
tion given in the text will illustrate the anecdotal
character of other parts of the book. Wherever two
or three Georgians are gathered together even now,
there is likely to be a large number of anecdotes,
more or less-coarse. Their public speakers have re-
tained in these anecdotes and even in their own
speeches much of the homely patois of the rural sec-
tion. Never was there a book that grew so vitally
out of the life of the people. It is clearly an antici-
pation of the realistic stories of Richard Malcolm
~ Johnston and Joel Chandler Harris, and in its ele-
mental quality suggests the humor of Mark Twain.

Among the best-known portraits of the book are
those of Ned Brace and Ransy Sniffle. Of the latter
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the author writes, with some of Dickens’s power of
caricature:

“Now there happened to reside in the county just alluded to a
little fellow by the name of Ransy Sniffle: a sprout of Richmond,
who, in his earlier days, had fed copiously upon red clay and black-
berries. This diet had given to Ransy a complexion that a corpse
would have disdained to own, and an abdominal rotundity that was
quite unprepossessing. His shoulders were fleshless and elevated; his
head large and flat; his neck slim and translucent; and his arms,
hands, fingers and feet were lengthened out of all proportion to the
rest of his frame. His joints were large and his limbs small; and
as for flesh he could not, with propriety, be said to have any. Those
parts which nature usually supplies with the most of this article—
the calves of the legs, for example—presented in him the appearance
of so many well-drawn blisters. His height was just five feet
nothing; and his average weight in blackberry season, ninety-five.
There was nothing on this earth which delighted Ransy so much as
a fight. He never seemed fairly alive except when he was witnessing,
fomenting or talking about a fight. Then, indeed, his deep sunken
gray eye assumed something of a living fire, and his tongue acquired
a volubility that bordered upon eloquence.”

Poe was prophetic in his suggestion that the
Georgia Scenes would be the prototype of other
books in Southern literature. Longstreet’s friend,
William Tappan Thompson (1812-1882), was joint
editor with him of the Augusta Sentinel. He later
wrote for the Madison (Ga.) Miscellany a series of
letters entitled Major Jones’s Courtship, which were
collected in book form in 1840. In 1843 he published
the Chronicles of Pineville, and in 1848 some humor-
ous sketches of travel in the form of letters written
by ‘“Major Jones,’’ relating his adventures in Wash-
ington and Baltimore. He was editor of the Savan-
nah Morning News (1840-1882), and as such was the
first literary patron of Joel Chandler Harris.

The best book of Mr. Thompson’s was his first.
““In representative quality, both as to its dramatis
persone and its dialect, the story is genuinely racy
of the soil. It is distinctively Southern and pro-
vincial.”” Major Jones, with his innocence of heart
and homely dialect, figures as the lover of a country
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girl, who has just returned from Wesleyan Female
College, and who has much to say, to the Major’s
discomfort, of ‘‘Matthew Matix,”’ ‘‘Nat. Filosofy”’
and ‘‘Al. Geber.”” After a series of humorous ad-
ventures, such as a Georgia coon hunt, he finds that
his love has not been in vain. The climax of the
courtship is reached in the passage which is repro-
duced in the selection herewith given.

Simon Suggs, the creation of Johnson Jones
Hooper (1815-1862), is a much coarser character
than Major Jones. ‘‘He is,”” as Henry Watterson
says, ‘‘a gambler by nature, by habit, by preference
and by occupation. Without a virtue in the world,
except his good-humor and self-possession, there is
something in his vices, his insolence, his swagger,
his rogueries, which, in spite of the worthlessness of
the man and the dishonesty of his practices, detains
and amuses us.”” In a word, he is a sharp and vul-
gar, sunny and venal swash-buckler. The son of an
old ‘‘hardshell’’ Baptist preacher, and reared ac-
cording to the strictest requirements of the moral
law, he reacts in the direction of extreme dissipation
and coarseness. He professes conversion at a re-
vival meeting, only to deceive the enthusiastic Chris-
tians into giving him money to establish another
mission. He avoids the judgment of a court by hav-
ing a fake message sent telling of the probable death
of his sons, thereby winning the sympathy of the
Jjudge for the ‘‘grief-stricken old man going home to
his dying children.”” He is in his glory while im-
personating a rich Kentuckian in a venturesome
raid on the ‘‘tiger’’—an antiquated form of reckless
gambling. He announces his philosophy of life in
the following words: ‘‘Mother Wit kin beat book-
larnin’ at any game. * * * Human natur’ and the
human family is my books, and I have never seed
many but what I could hold my own with. * * *
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Books ain’t fitten for nothin’ but gist to give to chil-
dren goin’ to school, to keep ’em outen mischief.’’
The unfailing principle on which he acts in the ‘‘flush
times,’’ of Alabama is: “‘It is good to be shifty in a
new country.’’

The author of the book, whose full title is The
History of the Life and Adventures of Captain
Simon Suggs of the Tallapoosa Volunteers, was
born in North Carolina, and moved to Alabama,
where he was editor of several papers, notably the
Montgomery Mail. The Adventures, like all the
other humorous bhooks mentioned in this sketch,
appeared in a Southern newspaper; it was later
published in Philadelphia in 1846. Hooper was
prominent in polities, being secretary to the pro-
visional Confederate Congress. Like Longstreet, he
had occasion to regret his reputation as a humorist.
At an important political convention he was called
upon in the capacity of ‘‘Mr. Suggs’’ for a speech.
Link, in recording the incident, says:

“From the character which his writings inspired, he was sup-
posed by everybody to be always ripe for a frolic and for a roar of
merriment, and that he was good at telling stories as in writing his
droll descriptions, and thankful for the privilege. He stirred not
an inch. More than a thousand persons, in the galleries and else-
where, were on the tiptoe of expectation at hearing “Simon Suggs”
deliver his convulsive jokes. But the feast came not, when the
entrance of the committee put an end to the embarrassment of Mr.
Hooper. This call by Judge Jones was referred to at the hotel, in
the presence of Mr. Hooper, as an evidence of the popularity of the
latter, even out of his own state. He replied that a liberty had been
taken with his name which was really offensive, as showing that
others looked upon him as a mere story-teller, with nothing solid in
his composition. He confessed and regretted that his writings had
established that character in public estimation, and that he felt its
depressing influence whenever he desired or aimed to soar above it to
a higher rank before the public. His ambition had beer to move in
quite a different channel, to enjoy the respect of men, but he had
unfortunately obtained a reputation which cut off all such hopes.
1t was an evil day to his fortunes and to his happiness when he
embarked in that class of literature, or otherwise became a chronic
story-teller for the diversion of his companions. He said it was prob-
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ably too late to rectify the blunder, and that he must continue to
suffer the consequences.”*

Of distinctively better quality than any of the
books by Southern humorists is Flush Times in Ala-
bama and Mississippi, by Judge Joseph Glover
Baldwin (1815-1864). Like all the other humorists,
he had lived in other sections than that which fur-
nished the basis of his writing, and could thereby see
the pioneer life of the Southwest in a proper per-
spective. At the age of twenty-one he left his home
at Winchester, Va., with the scant outfit of a pony
and clothing sufficient to fill a pair of saddlebags,
“‘arged by hunger and request of friends.”” Mag-
nificent accounts had come to him from the South-
west—*‘‘that sunny land of most cheering and exhil-
arating prospects of fussing, quarrelling, murdering,
violation of contracts—in fine, of a flush tide of liti-
gation in all of its departments, civil and criminal—
a legal Utopia.’” He settled first in Mississippi and
then in Sumter, Ala., where he found a number of in-
teresting lawyers of literary taste and culture, who
often ‘‘gathered in the old Choctaw House to regale
their spirits with funny anecdotes and humorous ad-
ventures, with comforting beverages and appetizing
meals.”” His sketches, which appeared first in the
Southern Literary Messenger (1853-54), were the
natural product of ‘‘that golden era, when shin-
plasters were the sole currency; when bank-bills
were ‘as thick as antumn leaves in Vallambrosa’
and credit was a franchise.”’

Various types figure in this well-written book—
Ovid Bolus, who for a long time deceives the pioneer
section with the exaggerated stories of his adven-
tures in politics and love; the mendacious and
roguish lawyer, Simon Suggs, Jr.; the young law-
yer who receives a genuine hazing at the hands of a

*Pioneers of Southern Lilerature, Vol. 2.
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practiced lawyer of the old school; and, above all,
the generous and hospitable and yet proud Virgin-
ian, who cannot adapt himself to an age of adven-
turous plunging in finance. Baldwin’s style has the
note of distinetion—his delicate power of literary
allusion and his felicitous strokes of characteriza-
tion deserve far more praise than they have re-
ceived.

In the course of this sketch the main reasons why
Southern writers did not achieve greater success in
fiction have been suggested. None of them, except
Poe, and perhaps Simms, were professional men of
letters; their literary work was incidental to what
seemed to them more important. Most of them wrote
carelessly, even slovenly. Furthermore, the absence
of anything like a literary centre was a hindrance;
there was little of the influence of one writer on an-
other. Slavery, and the feudal system perpetuated
thereby, militated against purely literary work. For
all these reasons, and others that might be men-
tioned, the promise of the early thirties was not ful-
filled. From 1855 to 1861 some novels, mostly senti-
mental or sensational, were appearing from time to
time. The war itself called forth some poetry of
real passion and power, but no worthy fiction.
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II.—SOUTHERN FICTION AFTER THE WAR
OF SECESSION.

Wira the death of Simms, Kennedy, and Long-
street in 1870, a distinet period of Southern fiction
may be said to have closed. Of the ante-bellum wri-
ters, only Jobn Isten Cooke and a few women nov-
elists maintained, for a few years after the war, the
ideals of romantic fiction. Cooke realized that he
was fighting a losing battle against the rising tide of
realism, as he and his section had fought a losing
battle against the rising tide of nationalism. Rich-
ard Malcolm Johnston, who had, prior to 1860, writ-
ten some sketches of social life in Georgia, published
his Dukesborough Tales in the Southern Magazine
of Baltimore in 1870. They made but little impres-
sion, however. Not till 1879, when he contributed to
the Century Magazine, did he really begin to attract
attention, and by that time a group of younger wri-
ters had inaugurated a new era in Southern fiction.
He was thus the connecting link between Longstreet
and Joel Chandler Harris, as Paul Hamilton Hayne
was between Simms and Lanier.

There was in the South immediately after the war
a demand, sometimes vociferously expressed, for a
distinetive ‘‘Southern’’ literature. Magazines were
started in many Southern cities, publishing houses
were projected either in the South or in the North
for the express purpose of promoting the sale of
Southern books, and there were many men and
women who wrote with the avowed aim of setting
the South right before the world. Some wrote out
of their extreme poverty. There was a deluge of
poems, sentimental and morbid; of reminiscences
carelessly put together; of histories written without
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reliance on documentary material; of fiction highly
romantic and sensational; and of textbooks written
because the South could ‘“no longer trust the mental
and moral training of sons and daughters to teach-
ers and books imported from abroad.’”” The idea
was that patriotic men should now come forth to jus-
tify the Southern point of view.

About 1875 there began to appear in Northern
magazines short stories and poems by Southern wri-
ters which were of a distinctly different quality.
The real Southern literature—or better American
literature in the South—came almost without ob-
servation, when men began to desecribe in a simple
and yet artistic way the human life about them. Ir-
win Russell, listening to an old negro mammy sing-
ing a revival hymn in the back yard of his Missis-
sippi home and fitting words to the tune, ushered
in the dialect poem and prepared the way for the
dialeet story. Joel Chandler Harris began to
write for the Atlanta Constitution stories gathered
from the old plantation of his boyhood—and ““Unecle
Remus’’ was soon known around the world. George
W. Cable depicted with consummate art the scenery
and romance of New Orleans. Miss Murfree, with
the background of the mountains of east Tennessee,
interpreted the life of our ‘‘contemporary ances-
tors.”” In the eighties, Thomas Nelson Page wrote
out the stories of the old times in Virginia that he
had told for a number of years in the social circles
of Richmond. Later James Lane Allen, with a finer
culture and with an added note of idealism, set forth
the remoter life of the Revolutionary days in Ken-
tucky and the distinctive landscapes of the bluegrass
country. Still later, Miss Johnston explored the
fields of early colonial history, and Miss Ellen Glas-
gow represented something of the tranmsition from
the old South to the new. Some of the most inter-
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esting figures in contemporary American literature
are Southerners.* It is unfortunate that there has
not been a more notable fulfillment of the early
promise, but this fact may be in part attributed to
the general condition of American literature.

Gradually these writers, and others who might be
named, portrayed practically all the picturesque
phases of Southern life. The Creole, the mountain-
eer, the ‘‘cracker,’’ the negro, the old Southern gen-
tleman and his lady, the overseer, found their inter-
preters in a literature that was full of humor and
pathos, and that was permeated with the air of
kindly sympathy and freedom. Southern society
that had been without expression, that had prided it-
self on its solidarity, suddenly revealed its secrets
to men of genius. If there was a tendency to ideal-
ize the life of the past and to shut the eye to certain
important phases of that life, it was but natural.
The significant point is that men began to describe
Southern scenery, not some fantastic world of
dreamland; sentimentalism was superseded by a
healthy realism touched with romance.

Some distinet causes may be assigned for the de-
velopment of the new Southern fiction. First, there
was abundant material calling for its interpreters.
One of the writers afterwards said: ‘“‘Never in the
history of the country has there been a generation
of writers who came into such an inheritance of ma-
terial.”” The various picturesque characters that
had been somewhat obscured by the supposed sol-
idarity of Southern life were full of possibilities for
those with seeing eyes and understanding hearts.
The vanishing of the old feudal system, with its at-
tendant spirit of caste and its sharply defined types
R Seouh! pove Dk g protns i R eI Vale seiorutcae e M. BlopEaces
Smith, Mr. John Fox, Jr., Mr. Will N. Harben, Mrs. Ruth McEnery Stuart, Mr.

Harry Stillwell Edwards, Miss Sarah Barnwell Elliott, Mrs. Tiernan (‘‘Christian
Reid*) and others.









INTRODUCTION. il

of the Southern gentleman and those who lived about
him; the mountaineers, living a primitive and ar-
rested life in the most beautiful mountain section;
the less picturesque but none the less interesting
‘‘crackers’’ of middle Georgia; the people of New
Orleans, where there was the most romantic blend-
ing of French, Spanish, and Creole types; the inhab-
itants of the bluegrass region of Kentucky who
had, amid romnntic surroundings, retained so many
of the characteristics of their English ancestors—all
these and more lent themselves to men and women of
artistic temperament.

To cope with this situation there sprang up in dif-
ferent parts of the South young men and women
who were particularly well fitted for the art of story-
writing and for the portrayal of Southern life. They
began to write, not out of some desire to promote
the interests of Southern literature, nor from any
stress of poverty, but merely because they had the
instinet of the story-teller. Born in the years from
1842 to 1850, they were old enough to have seen with
the imaginative eyes of childhood the old order.
They had felt the strain and stress of Reconstruc-
tion days, and had also shared the joy of a new and
better day. The stories of their lives as told by the
late Professor Baskervill and his pupils are the best
possible introductions to their writings.*

And nothing is more interesting in their careers
than the way in which they gradually drifted into
literature. Long before Mr. Thomas Nelson Page

* Southern Writers, Vols. I and II. Some of the most important dates to be re-
membered in connection with the writers are the following: Richard Malcolm
Johnston (1822-1898) published Dukesborough Tales (1871), Old Mark Langston
(1884) and Widow Guthrie (1890); George Washington Cable (1844 ), Old Creole
Days (1879), The Grandissimes (1880), Madame Delphine (1881); Joel Chandler
Harris (1848-1908), Uncle Remus; His 30_1108 and Sayings (1880), Nights with Uncle
Remus (1883), Free Joe (1887); Mary Noailles Murfree (1850~ ), In the Tennessee
Mountains (1884), The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains (1885), In the Clouds

1886): Thomas Nelson Page (1853- ), In Ole Virginie Ié1887), Red Rock (1898);

‘ames Lane Allen (1849 ), Flute and Violin (1891? A Kentucky Cardinal (1895),
The Choir Invisibie (1897), The Reign of Law (1900); Mary Johnston (1870~ »
To Have and To Hold (1900), Lewis Rand (1908); Eilen G asgow (1874~- ), The
Voice of the People (1900), The Battleground (1902), The Deliverance (1904),
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had become an author, his stories were the delight
of the best social circles of Richmond. Says one
who knew him: ‘‘In the social circles he was a great
favorite and, having the ability to tell good negro
stories, and his association being with that class of
people whose parents had been large ownmers of
slaves in Virginia, they kept him busy telling the
humorous and pathetic side of negro life on the plan-
tations. Every one testified to the naturalness and
truthfulness of the negro character, and this led to
his writing short stories from time to time.’’

There is no better story of the boyhood of a great
writer than Joel Chandler Harris’s On the Planta-
tion. From runaway slaves and deserters he learned
the art of story-telling and got much of the material
he afterward used in his books. He wrote his first
stories as space-fillers for the Atlanta Constitution,
and also for the pure fun of it. He portrayed the life
which he had seen as an imaginative boy, told simple
folk stories that were found to be akin to the prim-
itive stories of all races in their childhood. In his in-
troduction to Nights with Uncle Remus he tells of
the circumstances under which he secured additions
to his own stock of stories. It is such a character-
istic passage that I quote it at length—so full of the
naturalness and simplicity of the man and such an
illustration of the origin and appeal of pure art:

“One of these opportunities occurred in the summer of 1882, at
Noreross, a little railroad station, twenty miles northeast of At-
lanta. The writer was waiting to take the train to Atlanta, and this
train, as it fortunately happened, was delayed. At the station were
a number of negroes, who had been engaged in working on the rail-
road. It was night, and, as there was nothing better to do, they
were waiting to see the train go by. Some were sitting in little
groups up and down the platform of the station and some were
perched upon a pile of crossties. They seemed to be in great good
humor, and cracked jokes at each other’s expense, in the midst of
boisterous shouts of laughter. The writer sat next to one of the live-
liest talkers in the party; and after listening and laughing awhile,
told the Tar Baby Story by way of a feeler, the excuse being that
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someone in the crowd mentioned ‘Ole Molly Har’t The story was
told in a low tone as if to avoid attracting attention, but the eom-
ments of the negro, who was a little past middle age, were loud
and frequent. ‘Dar, now!’ he would exclaim, or ‘He’s a honey mon!?’
or ‘Gentermens, git out de way, an’ gin ’im room!’

“These comments and the peals of unrestrained and unrestrain-
able laughter that accompanied them, drew the attention of the
other negroes, and hefore the climax of the story had been reached,
where Brother Rabbit is cruelly thrown into the brier-patch, they
had all gathered around and made themselves comfortable. With-
out waiting to see what the effect of the Tar Baby legend would be,
the writer told the story of Brother Rabbit and the Mosquitoes, and
this had the effect of convulsing them. Two or three could hardly
wait for the conelusion, so anxious were they to tell stories of their
own. The result was that, for almost two hours, a crowd of thirty
or more Negroes vied with each other to see which could tell the most
and the best stories. Some told them poorly, giving only meagre
outlines, while others told them passing well; but one or two, if
their language and their gestures could have been taken downm,
would have put Uncle Remus to shame. Some of the stories had
already been gathered and verified, and a few had been printed in
the first volume, but the great majority were either new or had been
entirely forgotten.”

In such a simple way, then, were his stories col-
lected and told. Few men have ever so transferred
to words the inimitable art of story-telling. Their
effect on the negroes themselves suggests the story
of Cooper’s reading his first sea story to an old tar
whose pleasure in it was the surest evidence of the
novelist’s success—far more trustworthy than the
judgment of a professional critic. The ‘“‘Uncle Re-
mus’’ ‘stories made their appeal not only to the un-
cultivated negroes, but to imaginative children and
childliké men and women throughout the world.

Nothing so sharply distinguishes this group of
Southern writers from all their predecessors, except
Poe, as their careful workmanship and the discipline
of their artistic powers. Some of them have per-
haps been tempted by the demands of magazines and
publishers to write more than they ought to have
written; but their best work is characterized by a
faithful adherence to the demands of art. In their
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writings we have none of the careless workmanship
of Simms or Longstreet. Even so spontaneous a
writer as Joel Chandler Harris brought to his dia-
lect stories an almost scientific accuracy and fidelity
to fact. While the ‘“Uncle Remus’’ stories were—
to use his own words—‘‘stuff prepared during the
leisure moments of an active journalistic career and
lack of all that goes to make up a permanent litera-
ture,”” they have been as interesting to students of
folk-lore as to the large number of children and
childlike men and women. Mr. Page is known by
his publishers as one of the most careful revisers
of proofsheets. Mr. Cable added to his natural feel-
ing for the romance and beauty of New Orleans a
minute study of natural history, that causes one to
wonder at his realistic pictures of swamp, bayou, and
prairie; and a study of the history, dialect, songs,
manners and customs of the Creoles, that causes
his stories and novels to assume the role of history
no less than of art. No detail of research or execu-
tion has escaped him. Like some of the modern
French realists, he always had with him his note-
book, so systematizing everything as to be able to
turn to it without a moment’s delay. Lafeadio
Hearn, in an interesting article on the ‘‘Scenes of
Cable’s Stories,’” has pointed out the accuracy with
which the author has reproduced all the details of
the New Orleans architecture of the older and more
romantic period.

With even greater distinction of style, if possible,
Mr. James Lane Allen has wrought out his finely
conceived stories. It is said that he wrote one of
his short stories four times, and all of his readers
have wondered at his transformation of John Gray
into The Choir Invisible. He is rightly distin-
guished among Southern writers, as indeed among
contemporary writers, for his mastery of pure liter-



INTRODUCTION. v

ary English. His passages of description, as well
as of insight into the deeper interests of the spir-
itual life, well entitle him to the praise of the finest
literary workmanship. Such excellence of style and
such conscientious effort arise from the fact that
Mr. Allen and his co-workers have been professedly
men of letters. Literature is with them not a pas-
time, but a profession.

The effect produced by such writers on the South-
ern people was happily expressed by the Southern
scholar who took such a sympathetic interest in their
work and who wrote the best estimate of their
achievement:

“There was joy in beholding the roses of romance and poetry blos-
soming above the ashes of defeat and humiliation, and that too
among a people hitherto more remarkable for the masterful decds
of warrior and statesmen than for the finer, rarer, and more artistic
creations of literary genius. To this was added the exhilaration of
fresh and novel discoveries, of making the acquaintance of new re-
gions and mnew peoples. Whether the discoverers reported mere
transcriptions from contemporary life and manners or threw over
scenery, incident, situation, and character the unfading light of
idealizing and creative imagination—all were gladly welcomed.”*

To the same effect wrote his colleague, now a dis-
tinguished professor in the University of Wisconsin:

“I remember very distinctly the day I was induected into the new
cult. I was ill and confined to my room, though able to sit up.
Baskervill came to see me, and brought Cable’s Old Creole Days.
I think I read the whole volume without rising from my chair, with
increasing appreciation and delight as I went from story to story;
and when I finished Madame Delphinc a glow passed over me from
head to foot and back from foot to head, and I said to myself, with -
profound feeling: ‘It has come at last!” I meant the day of the
South’s finding her expression in literature. Such a moment of
overwhelming conviction and satisfaction can come only once, I
know. T realized then that the South had the material in her old
past, and that we had the writers with the art to portray it}

In the same spirit wrote a Northern critic, recall-

ing the morning of youth when he read the same vol-
ume, and caught ‘“‘glimpses into a new world, vistas

*Baskervill: Southern Writers.
tCharles Forster S8mith: Reminiscenses and Sketches
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of untravelled regions of experience and art,’’ ‘“en-
chanting gardens and picturesque streets.’” This
was but typical of the hearty response that the new
Southern literature met with in the North. Con-
trary to the idea which had prevailed after the war,
that Northern people would be slow to recognize
Southern genius, it must be said that Northern pub-
lishers, Northern magazines, and Northern readers
to a large degree made possible the success of South-
ern writers. In one number of Scribrer’s Magazine
there were no less than seven contributions by
Southerners, which led the editor to comment on
the fact of ‘‘a permanent productive force in litera-
ture in the South’’ and to ‘‘welcome the new writers
to the great republic of letters.”” The same recogni-
tion came from the Century and Harper’s. An ar-
ticle in the Atlantic Monthly, which had been the
special organ of New England writers, said in 1885:

“It is not the subjects offered by Southern writers whieh interest
us so much as the manifestation of a spirit which seemed to be
dying out of our literature. * * * Their work is large, imagina-
tive, and constantly responsive to the elemental movements of human
nature; and we should not be greatly surprised if the historian of
our literature, a few generations hence, should take note of an en-
largement of American letters at this time through the ageney of a
New South. * * * The North refines to a keen analysis, the
South enriches through a gemerous imagination. * * * The
breadth which characterizes the best Southern writing, the large,
free handling, the confident imagination, are legitimate results of
the careless yet masterful and hospitable life which has pervaded
that seetion. We have had our laugh at the florid, coarse-flavored
literature which has not yet disappeared at the South, but we are

witnessing now the rise of a school that shows us the worth of
generous nature when it has been schooled and ordered.”

It may be readily seen that the Southern writers
of fiction fell in with two marked tendencies of re-
cent American literature—the delevopment of a new
type of magazine and of the short story, especially
the short story with local color. Soon after the War
of Secession, the illustrated magazines, as compared
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with the more dignified and serious quarterlies and
monthlies, made their appeal to an increasing num-
ber of readers. Along with illustrated sketches of
various aspects of American life, the editors profited
by the fresh emphasis put upon short stories by
readers and critics. Practically all the Southern’
stories and novels appeared first in these magazines.

The short story has indeed become ‘‘the national
mode of utterance in the things of the imagination.”’
It may be said to be the most distinet contribution
that America has made to literary forms. Bret
Harte, in his stories of Western life, gave the short
story, as started by Poe, a new turn. After his tre-
mendous success of the early seventies ‘‘there came
forward a host of American writers of the short
story of local color, men and women, humorists and
sentimentalists, fantasists and realists, Northerners
and Southerners, differing in sincerity and differing
in skill. For more than three score years now they
have been exploring these United States; and they
have been explaining the people of one state to the
population of the others, inereasing our acquaint-
ance with our fellow citizens, and broadening our
sympathies. In no other country has anything like
this probing inquisition of contemporary humanity
been attempted,—perhaps because there is no other
country in which it could be as useful and as nec-
essary.’’

With their contemporaries in all sections of the
country the Southern writers have wrought to this
end. It may be objected that the short story is too
scanty a plot of ground for the display of great
artistic genius, that the use of dialect has been car-
ried to a ridiculous excess, and that there has been
far too much provincialism. But when all is said
it remains true that this particular development of

*Brander Matthews: The Philosophy of the Short Story.
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prose fiction has been the most marked character-
istic of our contemporary literature, and that South-
ern writers have played a most worthy part in this
achievement.

In the matter of dialect one may admit the stric-
tures which are sometimes placed upon its excessive
use. An American critic has recently spoken of it
as ‘‘a sort of epidemic of which the most prominent
characteristics are the misspelling of words and a
plentiful scattering of apostrophes, as if the secret
of literary art lay in eccentric and intermittent or-
thography.’” But this criticism can scarcely be ap-
plied to the best dialect of the Southern writers,
whether we consider the life-like negro dialect of
Harris and Page, that of the mountaineers of Crad-
dock, who has preserved so faithfully so many sur-
vivals of old English speech, or the delicately
wrought Creole dialect which Mr. Cable has used
with such consummate art. It may be that some of
these writers would have done well to reduce the
amount of dialect in their stories; but in the case of
both Harris and Page the most effective means of
interpreting the picturesque character of the old-
time negro as well as the social order which is seen
through his eyes, is the use of his distinet and orig-
inal speech. Perhaps the greatest triumph in the
artistic use of dialect is seen in the novel and varied
vocal effects produced by Mr. Cable. In The Grand-
issimes he expressed the desire that a phonograph
might have reproduced the charm of his heroine’s
voice and speech. Surely the author himself has
succeeded as well as man could in reproducing the
‘‘pretty oddities,—the arch, the pathetic, the grave,
the earnest, the matter-of-fact, the ecstatic tones of
her voice,—may the movements of her hands, the
eloquence of her eyes, or the shapings of her mouth.”’

When we consider the substance rather than the
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form of recent Southern fiction we find that there
are abundant illustrations of the three appeals,
which, according to Mr. Bliss Perry, are made by
short stories. In some of them the interest is almost
wholly that of the character sketch—how many
types there are we have yet to suggest. In some the
chief attraction is that of the local setting or back-
ground ; they appeal to the modern feeling for land-
scape, the modern curiosity as to racial conditions.
““The modern reader is satisfied if the writer can
discover a new corner of the world, or sketch the fa-
miliar scene to our hearts’ desire.”’ After all, how-
ever, the chief charm of the short story ought to be
that of the plot or the action. It is at this point per-
haps that Southern stories have been most deficient;
for Poe has had no successor in his ability to tell a
story which holds one without regard to background
or character.

Waiving as perhaps too technical a subject for
this Introduction the third of these points, let us con-
sider briefly the various scenes and types which we
find in Southern fiction. As already indicated, the
Southern writers were quick to realize the wealth of
natural scenery. No writer has used this with richer
effect than Miss Murfree. In faet, she may be justly
accused of working her moon too much and of in-
terfering with the progress of her story by too fre-
quent descriptions of mountain scenery. She lin-
gers over the setting of her picture when she is get-
ting her figures into position. The temptation was
undoubtedly great, and her marked power of de-
seription is at least a partial justification for her evi-
dent delight in painting the panoramic scenes of her
mountains. A series of masterly paintings might
be sketched from her stories. There is this to be
said with regard to her descriptive scenes: ‘‘By
unity of impression nature and human nature are
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constantly present to her, and even when some bold
action is in progress she can not help feeling that
the mountains, the trees, the sun, moon and stars
are not merely spectators, but participants.”’

The same point may be made with regard to the
exquisite landscapes of Mr. James Lane Allen’s
stories. Nature is an important character in many
of his stories—not behind the action, but involved in
it. Her influence streams through the story, some-
times serving as a background, as in his earlier
stories, but oftener as a sort of chorus to the drama
enacted. ‘‘The human figures in the Summer in
Arcady seem as subordinate as those which appear
in Corot’s landscapes.’”” Although Mr. Allen in later
years moved to New York he has kept in his imag-
ination the scenery of the bluegrass region of Ken-
tucky. It has been one of his prime beliefs that, if
a writer is ever to have that knowledge of a country
which reappears in his work as local color, he must
Lhave gathered it in his childhood. The citations
given in Professor Henneman’s study will show the
poetic glamor he has cast over those fair regions;
only the careful reading of all his stories will give
one any adequate idea of his romantic, and even
transcendental, attitude to nature.

Surely no American writer ever had a finer back-
ground for his artistic creations than George W.
Cable. Here we have the blending of scenery, archi-
tecture, and romance. Now it is the rich luxuriance
of the swamps and bayous, now the rue Royale, ‘‘a
long, narrowing perspective of arcades, lattices, bal-
conies, dormer windows, and blue sky—of low tiled
roofs, red and wrinkled, huddled down into their
own shadows; of canvas awnings with fluttering bor-
ders, and of grimy lamp posts twenty feet in height,
each reaching out a gaunt iron arm over the narrow
street and dangling a lamp from its ends.”” Again
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it is some large old house that survives as a re-
minder of the past:

“Among these stood the great mother mansion of the Grandis-
simes. Do not look for it now; it is quite gone. The round, white-
plastered brick pillars, which held the house fifteen feet up from the
leaking ground and rose on loftily to sustain the over-spreading
roof, are clustered in the cool, paved basement; the lofty halls, with
their multitudinous glitter of gilded brass and twinkle of sweet-
smelling wax candles; the immense encircling veranda where twenty
Creole girls might walk abreast; the great front stairs, descending
from the veranda to the garden, with a lofty palm on either side, on
whose broad steps forty Grandissimes could gather on a birthday
afternoon; and the belvidere, whence you could see the cathedral, the
Ursulines’, the governor’s mansion, and the river, far away, shinning
between the villas of Tchoupitoulas Coast—all have disappeared as
entirely as the flowers that bloomed in the garden on the day of this
féte de grandpere.”’

Not less artistic are the various types we find in
Mr. Cable’s stories. We have the old Creole like
Jean-ah Poquelin, now pouring out his curses upon
the United States and its President, and in his old
home resisting the inevitable progress of the city;
or Agricola Fusilier, who after a life of steadfast
adherence to the old régime dies with these words
upon his lips: ““The old Louisiana will rise again.
She will get back her trampled rights. Louis—
Louisan—a—for—ever!””> We have the inimitable
man of the world, the pleasure-loving Jules Ange,
who is touched into a sort of finer life by the noble
old country parson, and the progressive Honoré
Grandissime who is willing to fall in with the new
order of things and has an insight into the defects of
his people. Palmyre with her barbaric and magnetic
beauty, on the defensive against what certainly was
to her an unmerciful world, is an excellent type of
the octaroon whose tragic life Cable has depicted
with dramatic art. In Bras-Coupé we have a type
of negro not found in any other Southern story, the
African prince who in his royal nature can not wear
the bonds of slavery, and who by his practice of the
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art of voodooism scatters terror among whites and
blacks. As if to relieve the dark intensity of these
tragic characters, Cable has often drawn the Creole
mother and daughter, now gay amid the scenes of
the masked ball, or sad at the prospect of poverty,
or radiant and charming at the final triumph of love.
After all there is no finer character than that of
Madame Délicieuse, who from her balecony and sur-
rounded by a bevy of Creole beauties sees the splen-
did procession go by in the street below. One can
not be too enthusiastic about the half gallic, half
classic beauty of these radiant women. Nor can he
restrain his enthusiasm in the presence of that later
creation of the author, Bonaventure, the Creole
schoolmaster, who, with simple heroism lifts the
children of an Acadian village to 2 new sense of life
and of power.*

A similar study of each of the Southern writers
would reveal the same variety of types—as many
types as there are states or even districts. From
Southern stories and novels there might be gathered
passages which would be a complete portrait gallery
of Southern men and women. Some of them—no-
tably the old-time negro and the Southern colonel
and his charming daughter—have become somewhat
conventionalized. It must be confessed that the chief
writers have repeated themselves, and that the minor
ones have imitated them, rather than struck out
along original lines. The promise of the years from
1875 to 1890 has not been fulfilled. The novels, with
the exception of The Grandissimes, The Prophet of
the Great Smoky Mountains and The Choir Invisible,
are not so good as the short stories. More recently

*A more sympathetic portrayal of various types of New Orleans people may be
found in Miss Grace King’s Balcony Stories. It is a misfortune that the author of
Old Creole Days and The Grandissimes should have in later years let his philanthropic
impulse master his artistic sense.

tExceptions may be noted in Mrs. Rice's Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch and
Frances 1;.dttle's Our Lady of the Decoration.
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Miss Mary Johnston has written her stirring and at
times sensational romances of colonial times, and
within the past year Lewis Rand—a novel of real
distinction and perhaps of permanent worth.

Miss Ellen Glasgow, hetter than any other South-
ern novelist has suggested the necessary transition
from the old order to the new. At the end of Mr.
Page’s stories and novels the curtain goes down as
if bringing an end to the most glorious chapter in
Southern history. In Miss Glasgow’s novels there
is always, along with the sympathy for the old, a
feeling that, despite the catastrophe of the war and
reconstruction, the best is yet to be. The Voice of
the People is a striking presentation of the rise of a
new type of hero from the masses of the people, a
man who brings back the better traditions of South-
ern statesmanship and finally gives his life as a sac-
rifice in his effort to prevent the lynching of a negro.
In The Deliverance she has represented the extreme
Southerner by the blind old woman who goes to her
death thinking that the Southern Confederacy has
been victorious. The title of the book suggests the
main motive, the deliverance of the descendant of
the proud family of Blakes from the spirit of caste
and prejudice, while the development of the heroine,
the daughter of a crude and brutal overseer, to the
heights of a heroic and refined womanhood suggests
in a most significant way the possibilities of the un-
developed humanity of the Southern masses. There
is no better scene to illustrate the significance of the
great educational development of the past few dec-
ades than the discovery by an aristocratic South-
erner of the pathos of his ignorant companion learn-
ing how to read and write amid the arduous duties
of camp life.

One other point may be made with regard fo the
general effect produced by Southern fiction since
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the war. While it has been provincial, it has not
been sectional—there is in the best Southern stories
the healthy provincialism of Burns and Whittier.
But Mr. Page was right in claiming in the introduc-
tion to the Plantation Edition of his works that he
has ‘“never wittingly written a line which he did not
hope might tend to bring about a better understand-
ing between the North and South, and finally lead
to a more perfect Union.”” In his stories, when the
passion of prejudice is at its height, human nature
asserts itself. The two Little Confederates bury in
their garden the body of the Federal soldier; the
heroine of Meh Lady, after a long and passionate
conflict between love and patriotism, yields to the
Northern colonel; and the hero of Red Rock—dash-
ing soldier and Ku Klux leader—is united with a
Northern girl.

““What does it matter,’’ said Joel Chandler Har-
ris, ‘‘whether I am Northerner or Southerner if I
am true to truth, and true to that larger truth, my
own true self? My idea is that truth is more impor-
tant than sectionalism, and that literature that can
be labeled Northern, Southern, Western, or Eastern,
is not worth labeling at all.”’ Again, he said, speak-
ing of the ideal Southern writer: ‘‘He must be
Southern and yet cosmopolitan ; he must be intensely
local in feeling, but utterly unprejudiced and unpar-
tisan as to opinions, tradition, and sentiment. When-
ever we have a genuine Southern literature, it will
be American and cosmopolitan as well. Only let it
be the work of genius, and it will take all sections by
storm.”’

Such writers have been among the prime forces in
revealing the South to the nation and the nation to
the South, thus furthering one of the most important
tasks of the present generation—the promotion of
a real national spirit.



AMELIE RIVES CHANLER.
(Princess Troubetzkoy)
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Bi1BLIOGRAPRICAL NoTk.—The best books for a general treatment
of Southern writers are W. P. Trent’s Southern Writers and History
of American Literature; W. M. Baskervill’s Southern Writers; S. A.
Link’s Pioneers of Southern Literature; Louise Manly’s Manual of
Southern Literature; Thomas Nelson Page’s Authorship in the
South Before the War (in The Old South) ; G. E. Woodberry’s Amer-
ica in Literature; Barrett Wendell’s Literary History of America.

For the study of Poe the lives by G. E. Woodberry (revised edi-
tion, 2 vols.) and J. A. Harrison (2 vols.) are essential. The
best editions are the Virginia edition, edited by Harrison and Kent,
and the ten-volume edition edited by E. C. Stedman and G. E. Wood-
berry. The Poe Centenary Book, recently published by the University
of Virginia, contains some interesting addresses.

The life by W. P. Trent in the “American Men of Letters Series” is
the best biography of Simms. A complete edition of his writings has
recently been published by Martin and Hoyt (Atlanta). For short
sketches of the lives of Kennedy, J. E. Cooke, Longstreet, Baldwin,
Hooper and Thompson, Link’s Pioneers of Southern Literature is
adequate. Henry Watterson’s Oddities of Southern Humor and Char-
acter gives full selections from the writings of the Southern humor-
ists and story-writers, and at the same time sketches their lives and
the age in which they lived.

The best account of the writers of the New South is found in
Baskervill’s Southern Writers (2 vols.). Articles on individual
writers may be found by referring to Poole’s Index to Periodical
Literature. An article of special value is John B. Henneman’s The
National Element in Southern Literature, in the Sewanee Review,
July, 1903. The editor’s life of Sidney Lanier in the “American Men
of Letters Series” throws sidelights on Lanier’s contemporaries in
poetry and fiction. References are made in the footnotes of this
volume to the publishers of the best editions of the various writers.

Epwin Miwms,
Professor of English, University of North Carolina,
formerly Professor of English Literature, Trinity
College.
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EDGAR ALLAN POE.

TEE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER.

Son ceeur est un luth suspendu;
Sitot qu’on le touche il résonne.
BERANGER.

URING the whole of a dull, dark, and
soundless day in the autumn of the year,
when the clouds hung oppressively low in
the heavens, I had been passing alone, on
horseback, through a singularly dreary
tract of country; and at length found myself, as the
shades of the evening drew on, within view of the
melancholy House of Usher. I know not how it was
—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense
of insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say
insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any
of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment
with which the mind usually receives even the stern-
est natural images of the desolate or terrible. I
looked upon the scene before me—upon the mere
house, and the simple landscape features of the do-
main, upon the bleak walls, upon the vacant eye-
like windows, upon a few rank sedges, and upon a
few white trunks of decayed trees—with an utter de-
pression of soul which I can compare to no earthly
sensation more properly than to the after-dream of
the reveller upon opium; the bitter lapse inte every-
day life, the hideous dropping off of the veil. There
was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart,

1
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an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goad-
ing of the imagination could torture into aught of
the sublime. What was it—I paused to think—what
was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of
the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble;
nor could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that
crowded upon me as I pondered. I was forced to
fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that
while, beyond doubt, there are combinations of very
simple natural objects which have the power of thus
affecting us still the analysis of this power lies
among considerations beyond our depth. It was pos-
sible, I reflected, that a mere different arrangement
of the particulars of the scene, of the details of the
picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to
annihilate, its capacity for sorrowful impression;
and acting upon this idea, I reined my horse to the
precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay
in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down
—but with a shudder even more thrilling than before
—upon the remodelled and inverted images of the
gray sedge, and the ghastly tree stems, and the
vacant and eye-like windows.

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now pro-
posed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its pro-
prietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon
companions in boyhood ; but many years had elapsed
since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately
reached me in a distant part of the country—a let-
ter from him—which in its wildly importunate na-
ture had admitted of no other than a personal reply.
The MS. gave evidence of nervous agitation. The
writer spoke of acute bodily illness, of a mental dis-
order which oppressed him, and of an earnest desire
to see me, as his best and indeed his only personal
friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheerful-
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ness of my society, some alleviation of his malady.
It was the manner in which all this, and much more,
was said—it was the apparent heart that went with
his request—which allowed me no room for hesita-
tion; and I accordingly obeyed forthwith what I still
considered a very singular summons.

Although as boys we had been even intimate as-
sociates, yet I really knew little of my friend. His
reserve had been always excessive and habitual. I
was aware, however, that his very ancient family
had been noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sen-
sibility of temperament, displaying itself, through
long ages, in many works of exalted art, and mani-
fested of late in repeated deeds of munificent yet un-
obtrusive charity, as well as in a passionate devo-
tion to the intricacies, perhaps even more than to
the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties, of
musical science. I had learned, too, the very remark-
able fact that the stem of the Usher race, all time-
honored as it was, had put forth at no period any
enduring branch; in other words, that the entire
family lay in the direct line of descent, and had al-
ways, with very trifling and very temporary varia-
tion, so lain. It was this deficiency, I considered,
while running over in thought the perfect keeping
of the character of the premises with the accredited
character of the people, and while speculating upon
the possible influence which the one, in the long lapse
of centuries, might have exercised upon the other—it
was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and
the consequent undeviating transmission from sire
to son of the patrimony with the name, which had
at length, so identified the two as to merge the orig-
inal title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal
appellation of the ‘‘House of Usher’’—an appella-
tion which seemed to include, in the minds of the
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peasantry who used it, both the family and the fam-
ily mansion.

I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat
childish experiment, that of looking down within
the tarn, had been to deepen the first singular im-
pression. There can be no doubt that the conscious-
ness of the rapid increase of my superstition—for
why should I not so term it?—served mainly to ac-
celerate the increase itself. Such, I have long known,
is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror
as a basis. And it might have been for this reason
only, that, when I again uplifted my eyes to the
house itself, from its image in the pool, there grew
in my mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous,
indeed, that I but mention it to show the vivid force
of the sensations which oppressed me. I had so
worked upon my imagination as really to believe
that about the whole mansion and domain there hung
an atmosphere peculiar to themselves and their im-
mediate vicinity: an atmosphere which had no affin-
ity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up
from the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the
silent tarn: a pestilent and mystic vapor, dull, slug-
gish, faintly discernible, and leaden-hued.

Shaking off from my spirit what must have been
a dream, I scanned more narrowly the real aspect of
the building.- Its principal feature seemed to be
that of an excessive antiquity. The discoloration
of ages had been great. Minute fungi overspread the
whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-work
from the eaves. Yet all this was apart from any ex-
traordinary dilapidation. No portion of the masonry
had fallen; and there appeared to be a wild incon-
sistency between its still perfect adaptation of parts
and the crumbling condition of the individual stones.
In this there was much that reminded me of the
specious totality of old wood-work which has rotted
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for long years in some neglected vault, with no dis-
turbance from the breath of the external air. Be-
yond this indication of extensive decay, however,
the fabric gave little token of instability. Perhaps
the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have dis-
covered a barely perceptible fissure, which, extend-
ing from the roof of the building in front, made its
way down the wall in a zig-zag direction, until it
became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn.

Noticing these things, I rode over a short cause-
way to the house. A servant in waiting took my
horse, and I entered the Gothic archway of the hall.
A valet, of stealthy step, thence conducted me, in
silence, through many dark and intricate passages
in my progress to the studio of his master. Much
that I encountered on the way contributed, I know
rot how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which
I have already spoken. While the objects around
me—while the carvings of the ceilings, the sombre
tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness of the
floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies
which rattled as I strode, were but matters to which,
or to such as which, I had been accustomed from
my infanecy—while I hesitated not to acknowledge
how familiar was all this—I still wondered to find
how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary
images were stirring up. On one of the staircases,
I met the physician of the family. His countenance,
T thought, wore a mingled expression of low cun-
ning and perplexity. He accosted me with trepida-
tion and passed on. The valet now threw open a
door and ushered me into the presence of his mas-
ter.

The room in which I found myself was very large
and lofty. The windows were long, narrow, and
pointed, and at so vast a distance from the black
oaken floor as to be altogether inaccessible from
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within. Feeble gleams of encrimsoned light made
their way through the trellised panes, and served to
render sufficiently distinet the more prominent ob-
jects around; the eye, however, struggled in vain
to reach the remoter angles of the chamber, or the
recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling. Dark
draperies hung upon the walls. The general furni-
ture was profuse, comfortless, antique, and tattered.
Many books and musical instruments lay scattered
about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene.
I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An
air of stern, deep, and irredeemable gloom hung
over and pervaded all.

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on
which he had been lying at full length, and greeted
me with a vivacious warmth which had much in it,
I at first thought, of an overdone cordiality-—of the
constrained effort of the ennuyé man of the world.
A glance, however, at his countenance convinced
me of his perfect sincerity. We sat down; and for
some moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon
him with a feeling half of pity, half of awe. Surely
man had never before so terribly altered, in so brief
a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with diffi-
culty that I could bring myself to admit the identity
of the wan being before me with the companion of
my early boyhood. Yet the character of his face
had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness
of complexion; an eye large, liquid, and luminous
beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very
pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose
of delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nos-
tril unusual in similar formations; a finely moulded
chin, speaking, in its want of prominence, of a want
of moral energy; hair of a more than web-like soft-
ness and tenuity; these features, with an inordinate
expansion above the regions of the temple, made up
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altogether a countenance not easily to be forgotten.
And now in the mere exaggeration of the prevail-
ing character of these features, and of the expres-
sion they were wont to convey, lay so much of change
that I doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghastly
pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of
the eye, above all things startled and even awed me.
The silken hair, too, had been suffered to grow all
unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer texture, it
floated rather than fell about the face, I could not,
even with effort, connect its arabesque expression
with any idea of simple humanity.

In the manner of my friend I was at once struck
with an incoherence, an inconsistency; and I soon
found this to arise from a series of feeble and futile
struggles to overcome an habitual trepidancy, an
excessive nervous agitation. For something of this
nature I had indeed been prepared, no less by his let-
ter than by reminiscences of certain boyish traits,
and by conclusions deduced from his peculiar phys-
ical conformation and temperament. His action was
alternately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied
rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the ani-
mal spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that
species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty,
unhurried, and hollow-sounding enunciation—that
leaden, self-balanced and perfectly modulated gut-
tural utterance—which may be observed in the lost
drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, dur-
ing the periods of his most intense excitement.

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit,
of his earnest desire to see me, and of the solace he
expected me to afford him. He entered, at some
length, into what he conceived to be the nature of
his malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and a
family evil, and one for which he despaired to find a
remedy—a mere nervous affection, he immediately
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added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It
displayed itself in a host of unnatural sensations.
Some of these, as he detailed them, interested and
bewildered me; although, perhaps, the terms and the
general manner of the narration had their weight.
He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the
senses; the most insipid food was alone endurable;
he could wear only garments of certain texture; the
odors of all floors were oppressive; his eyes were
tortured by even a faint light; and there were but
peculiar sounds, and these from stringed instru-
ments, which did not inspire him with horror.

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a
bounden slave. “‘I shall perish,’’ said he, ‘I must
perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not
otherwise, shall I be lost. I dread the events of the
future, not in themselves, but in their results. I
shudder at the thought of any, even the most trivial,
incident, which may operate upon this intolerable
agitation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of
danger, except in its absolute effect—in terror. In
this unnerved—in this pitiable condition, I feel that
the period will sooner or later arrive when I must
abandon life and reason together, in some struggle
with the grim phantasm, Frazr.”’

I learned moreover at intervals, and through
broken and equivocal hints, another singular feature
of his mental condition. He was enchained by cer-
tain superstitious impressions in regard to the dwell-
ing which he tenanted, and whence, for many years,
he had never ventured forth—in regard to an in-
fluence whose supposititious force was conveyed in
terms too shadowy here to be restated—an influence
which some peculiarities in the mere form and sub-
stance of his family mansion, had, by dint of long
sufferance, he said, obtained over his spirit—an ef-
fect which the physique of the gray walls and tur-
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rets, and of the dim tarn into which they all looked
down, had, at length, brought about upon the morale
of his existence.

He admitted, however, although with hesitation,
that much of the peculiar gloom which thus afflicted
him could be traced to a more natural and far more
palpable origin—to the severe and long-continued
illness, indeed to the evidently approaching dissolu-
tion, of a tenderly beloved sister—his sole compan-
ion for long years, his last and only relative on earth.
““Her decease,”’ he said, with a bitterness which I
can never forget, ‘““would leave him (him the hope-
less and the frail) the last of the ancient race of the
Ushers.”” While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for
so was she called) passed slowly through a remote
portion of the apartment, and, without having no-
ticed my presence, disappeared. I regarded her with
an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread, and
yet I found it impossible to account for such feel-
ings. A sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my
eyes followed her retreating steps. When a door,
at length, closed upon her, my glance sought in-
stinctively and eagerly the countenance of the
brother; but he had buried his face in his hands,
and I could only perceive that a far more than ordi-
nary wanness had overspread the emaciated fingers
through which trickled many passionate tears.

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled
the skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, a
gradual wasting away of the person, and frequent
although fransient affections of a partially cata-
leptical character, were the unusual diagnosis.
Hitherto she had steadily borne up against the pres-
sure of her malady, and had not betaken herself
finally to bed; but, on the closing in of the evening
of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her
brother told me at night with inexp‘ressible agita-
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tion) to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and
I learned that the glimpse I had obtained of her per-
son would thus probably be the last I should obtain
—that the lady, at least while living, would be seen
by me no more.

For several days ensuing, her name was nnmen-
tioned by either Usher or myself; and during this
period I was busied in earnest endeavors to allevi-
ate the melancholy of my friend. We painted and
read together; or I listened, as if in a dream, to
the wild improvisation of his speaking guitar. And
thus, as a closer and still closer intimacy admitted
me more unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit,
the more bitterly did I perceive the futility of all
attempt at cheering a mind from which darkness, as
if an inherent positive quality, poured forth upon
all objects of the moral and physical universe. in one
unceasing radiation of gloom.

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many
solemn hours I thus spent alone with the master of
the House of Usher. Yet I should fail in any at-
tempt to convey an idea of the exact character of
the studies, or of the occupations, in which he in-
volved me, or led me the way. An excited and highly
distempered ideality threw a sulphurous lustre
over all. His long improvised dirges will ring for-
ever in my ears. Among other things, I hold pain-
fully in mind a certain singular perversion and am-
plification of the wild air of the last waltz of Von
Weber. From the paintings over which his elabo-
rate fancy brooded, and which grew, touch by touch,
into vaguenesses at which I shuddered the more
thrillingly because I shuddered knowing not why ;—
from these paintings (vivid as their images now are
before me) I would in vain endeavor to educe more
than a small portion which should lie within the com-
pass of merely written words. By the utter simplie-
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ity, by the nakedness of his designs, he arrested and
overawed attention. If ever mortal painted an
idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at
least, in the circumstances then surrounding me,
there arose, out of the pure abstractions which the
hypochondriac contrived to throw upon his canvas,
an intensity of intolerable awe, no shadow of which
felt I ever yet in the contemplation of the certainly
glowing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli.

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my
friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of
abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although feebly,
in words. A small picture presented the interior of
an immensely long and rectangular vault or tunnel,
with low walls, smooth, white, and without interrup-
tion or device. Certain accessory points of the de-
sign served well to convey the idea that this excava-
tion lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of
the earth. No outlet was observed in any portion
of its vast extent, and no torch or other artificial
source of light was discernible; yet a flood of intense
rays rolled throughout, and bathed the whole in a
ghastly and inappropriate splendor.

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the
auditory nerve which rendered all music intolerable
to the sufferer, with the exception of certain effects
of stringed instruments. It was, perhaps, the nar-
row limits to which he thus confined himself upon the
guitar, which gave birth, in great measure, to the
fantastic character of his performances. But the
fervid facility of his impromptus could not be so ac-
counted for. They must have been, and were, in the
notes, as well as in the words of his wild fantasias
(for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with
rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of that
intense mental collectedness and concentration to
which I have previously alluded as observable only
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in particular moments of the highest artificial excite-
ment. The words of one of these rhapsodies I have
easily remembered. I was, perhaps, the more forci-
bly impressed with if, as he gave it, because, in the
under or mystic current of its meaning, I fancied
that I perceived, and for the first time, a full con-
sciousness, on the part of Usher, of the tottering of
his lofty reason upon her throne. The verses, which
were entitled ‘‘The Haunted Palace,’” ran very
nearly, if not accurately, thus:—

I

“In the greenest of our valleys

By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.

In the monareh Thought’s dominion,
It stood there;

Never seraph spread a pinion
Over fabrie half so fair.

II.

“Banners yellow, glorious, golden,

On its roof did float and flow,
(This—all this—was in the olden

Time long ago)

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

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
A wingad odor went away.

I11.

“Wanderers in that happy valley

Through two luminous windows suw

Spirits moving musically
To a lute’s well-tunad law,

Round about a throne where, sitting,
Porphyrogene,

In state his glory well befitting,
The ruler of the realm was seen.

IV.

“And all with pearl and ruby glowing
Was the fair palace door,

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,
And sparkling evermore,
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A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty
Was but to sing,

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

V.

“But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate;

(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)

And round about his home the glory
That blushed and bloomed

Is but a dim-remembered story
Of the old time entombed.

VI.

“And travellers now within that valley
Through the red-litten windows see
Vast forms that move fantastically
To a discordant melody;
While, like a ghastly rapid river,
Through the pale door
A hideous throng rush out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.”

I well remember that suggestions arising from
this ballad led us into a train of thought, wherein
there became manifest an opinion of Usher’s which
I mention not so much on account of its novelty, (for
other men* have thought thus,) as on account of
the pertinacity with which he maintained it. This
opinion, in its general form, was tliat of the sentience
of all vegetable things. But in his disordered fancy
the idea had assumed a more daring character, and
trespassed, under certain conditions, upon the king-
dom of inorganization. I lack words to express the
full extent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion.
The belief, however, was connected (as I have pre-
viously hinted) with the gray stones of the home of
his forefathers. The conditions of the sentience had
been here, he imagined, fulfilled in the method of

* Watson, Dr. Percival, Spallanzani, and especially the Bishop of Landaff, See
“*Chemical Essays,” vol. v.
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collocation of these stones—in the order of their ar-
rangement, as well as in that of the many fungi
which overspread them, and of the decayed trees
which stood around—above all, in the long undis-
turbed endurance of this arrangement, and in its
reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its
evidence—the evidence of the sentience—was to be
seen, he said (and I here started as he spoke), in
the gradual yet certain condensation of an atmos-
phere of their own about the waters and the walls.
The result was discoverable, he added, in that silent,
vet importunate and terrible influence which for
centuries had moulded the destinies of his family,
and which made him what I now saw him—what he
was. Such opinions need no comment, and I will
make none.

Our books—the books which, for years, had formed
no small portion of the mental existence of the in-
valid—were, as might be supposed, in strict keep-
ing with this character of phantasm. We pored to-
gether over such works as the Ververt and Char-
treuse of Gresset; the Belphegor of Machiavelli; the
Heaven and Hell of Swedenborg; the Subterranean
Voyage of Nicholas Klimm by Holberg; the Chiro-
mancy of Robert Flud, of Jean D’Indaginé, and of
De la Chambre; the Journey into the Blue Distance
of Tieck; and the City of the Sun of Campanella.
One favorite volume was a small octavo edition of
the Directorium Inquisitorum, by the Dominican
Eymeric de Gironne; and there were passages in
Pomponius Mela, about the old African Satyrs and
Agipans, over which Usher would sit dreaming for
hours. His chief delight, however, was found in the
perusal of an exceedingly rare and curious book in
quarto Gothic—the manual of a forgotten church—
the Vigilie Mortuorum secundum Chorum Ecclesie
Maguntine.
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I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this
work, and of its probable influence upon the hypo-
chondriac, when one evening, having informed me
abruptly that the lady Madeline was no more, he
stated his intention of preserving her corpse for a
fortnight, (previously to its final interment,) in one
of the numerous vaults within the main walls of the
building. The worldly reason, however, assigned
for this singular proceeding, was one which I did
not feel at liberty to dispute. The brother had been
led to his resolution (so he told me) by considera-
tion of the unusual character of the malady of the
deceased, of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries
on the part of her medical men, and of the remote
and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the
family. I will not deny that when I called to mind
the sinister countenance of the person whom I met
upon the staircase, on the day of my arrival at the
house, I had no desire to oppose what I regarded as
at best but a harmless, and by no means an unnatu-
ral, precaution.

At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in
the arrangements for the temporary entombment.
The body having been encoffined, we two alone bore
it to its rest. The vault in which we placed it (and
which had been so long unopened that our torches,
half smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave
us little opportunity for investigation) was small,
damp, and entirely without means of admission for
light; lying, at great depth, immediately beneath
that portion of the building in which was my own
sleeping apartment. It had been used, apparently,
in remote feudal times, for the worst purposes of a
donjon-keep, and in later days as a place of deposit
for powder, or some other highly combustible sub-
stance, as a portion of its floor and the whole in-
terior of a long archway through which we reached
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it, were carefully sheathed with copper. The door,
of massive iron, had been, also, similarly protected.
Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp grat-
ing sound, as it moved upon its hinges. |

Having deposited our mournful burden upon tres-
sels within this region of horror, we partially turned
aside the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, and looked
upon the face of the tenant. A striking similitude
between the brother and sister now first arrested my
attention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, my
thoughts, murmured out some few words from which
I learned that the deceased and himself had been
twins, and that sympathies of a scarcely intelligible
nature had always existed between them. Our
glances, however, rested not long upon the dead—
for we could not regard her unawed. The disease
which had thus entombed the lady in the maturity
of youth, had left, as usual in all maladies of a
strictly cataleptical character, the mockery of a faint
blush upon the bosom and the face, and that sus-
piciously lingering smile upon the lip which is so
terrible in death. We replaced and screwed down
the lid, and, having secured the door of iron, made
our way, with toil, into the scarcely less gloomy
apartments of the upper portion of the house.

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed,
an observable change came over the features of the
mental disorder of my friend. His ordinary man-
ner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were
neglected or forgotten. He roamed from chamber
to chamber with hurried, unequal, and objectless
step. The pallor of his countenance had assumed, if
possible, a more ghastly hue—but the luminousness
of his eye had utterly gone out. The once occasional
huskiness of his tone was heard no more; and a
tremulous quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually
characterized his utterance. There were times, in-
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deed, when I thought his unceasingly agitated mind
was laboring with some oppressive secret, to divulge
which he struggled for the necessary courage. At
times, again, I was obliged to resolve all into the
mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for I beheld
him gazing upon vacancy for long hours, in an atti-
tude of the profoundest attention, as if listening to
some imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his
condition terrified—that it infected me. I felt creep-
ing upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild
influences of his own fantastic yet impressive super-
stitions.

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the
night of the seventh or eighth day after the placing
of the lady Madeline within the donjon, that I ex-
perienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep
came not near my couch, while the hours waned and
waned away. I struggled to reason off the nervous-
ness which had dominion over me. I endeavored to
believe that much, if not all, of what I felt was due
to the bewildering influence of the gloomy furniture
of the room—of the dark and tattered draperies
which, tortured into motion by the breath of a rising
tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls,
and rustled uneasily about the decoration of the
bed. But my efforts were fruitless. An irrepress-
ible tremor gradually pervaded my frame; and at
length there sat upon my very heart an incubus of
utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off with a
gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the
pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense
darkness of the chamber, hearkened—I know not
why, except that an instinctive spirit prompted me
—to certain low and indefinite sounds which came,
through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals,
I know not whence. Overpowered by an intense

sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet unendurable,
Vol. 8—2
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I threw on my clothes with haste, (for I felt that I
should sleep no more during the night,) and en-
deavored to arouse myself from the pitiable condi-
tion into which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to
and fro through the apartment.

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a
light step on an adjoining staircase arrested my at-
tention. I presently recognized it as that of Usher.
In an instant afterward he rapped with a gentle
touch at my door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His
countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan—but,
moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in his
eyes—an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole
demeanor. His air appalled me—but anything was
preferable to the solitude which I had so long en-
dured, and I even welecomed his presence as a relief.

““And you have not seen it?’’ he said abruptly,
after having stared about him for some moments in
silence—*‘you have not then seen it?—but, stay! you
shall.”” Thus speaking, and having carefully shaded
his lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and
threw it freely open to the storm.

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly
lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestu-
ous yet sternly beautiful night, and one wildly singu-
lar in its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had ap-
parently collected its force in our vicinity; for there
were frequent and violent alterations in the direction
of the wind; and the exceeding density of the clouds
(which hung so low as to press upon the turrets of
the house) did not prevent our perceiving the life-
like velocity with which they flew careering from
all points against each other, without passing away
into the distance. I say that even their exceeding
density did not prevent our perceiving this; yet we
had no glimpse of the moon or stars, nor was there
any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under-
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surfaces of the huge masses of agitated vapor, as
well as all terrestrial objects immediately around
us, were glowing in the unnatural light of a faintly
luminous and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation
which hung about and enshrouded the mansion.

““You must not—you shall not behold this!’’ said
I, shudderingly, to Usher, as I led him with a gentle
violence from the window to a seat. ‘‘These ap-
pearances, which bewilder you, are merely electrical
phenomena not uncommon—or it may be that they
have their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the
tarn. Let us close this casement; the air is chilling
and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your
favorite romances. I will read, and you shall lis-
ten;—and so we will pass away this terrible night
together.’’

The antique volume which I had taken up was the
““Mad Trist”’ of Sir Launcelot Canning; but I had
called it a favorite of Usher’s more in sad jest than
in earnest; for, in truth, there is little in its uncouth
and unimaginative prolixity which could have had
interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality of my
friend. It was, however, the only book immediately
at hand; and I indulged a vague hope that the ex-
citement which now agitated the hypochondriac
might find relief (for the history of mental disorder
is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness
of the folly which I should read. Could I have
judged, indeed, by the wild overstrained air of vi-
vacity with which he hearkened, or apparently
hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well
have congratulated myself upon the success of my
design.

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the
story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having
sought in vain for peaceable admission into the
dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make good an
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entrance by force. Here, it will be remembered, the
words of the narrative run thus:—

“And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and who
was now mighty withal, on account of the powerfulness of the wine
which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley with the
hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but,
feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing the rising of the
tempest, uplifted his mace outright, and with blows made quickly
room in the plankings of the door for his gauntleted hand; and now
pulling therewith sturdily, he so cracked, and ripped, and tore all
asunder, that the noise of the dry and hollow-sounding wood
alarumed and reverberated throughout the forest.”

At the termination of this sentence I started, and
for a moment paused; for it appeared to me (al-
though I at once concluded that my excited fancy
had deceived me)—it appeared to me that from
some very remote portion of the mansion there came,
indistinetly, to my ears, what might have been, in its
exact similarity of character, the echo (but a stifled
and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and rip-
ping sound which Sir Launcelot had so particularly
described. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence
alone which had arrested my attention; for, amid
the rattling of the sashes of the casements, and the
ordinary commingled noises of the still increasing
storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing, surely,
which should have interested or disturbed me. I
continued the story:—

“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door,
was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no signal of the maliceful
hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious
demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in guard before a palace

of gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the wall there hung a shield
of shining brass with this legend enwritten—

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin;
‘Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win.

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the
dragon, which fell before him, and gave up his pesty breath, with a
shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had
fain to close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it,
the like whereof was never before heard.”
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Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a
feeling of wild amazement; for there could be no
doubt whatever that, in this instance, I did actually
hear (although from what direction it proceeded I
found it impossible to say) a low and apparently
distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual
screaming or grating sound—the exact counterpart
of what my fancy had already conjured up for the
dragon’s unnatural shriek as described by the ro-
mancer.

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence
of this second and most extraordinary coincidence,
by a thousand conflicting sensations, in which won-
der and extreme terror were predominant, I still re-
tained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting,
by any observation, the sensitive nervousness of my
companion. I was by no means certain that he had
noticed the sounds in question; although, assuredly,
a strange alteration had during the last few minutes
taken place in his demeanor. From a position front-
ing my own, he had gradually brought round his
chair, so as to sit with his face to the door of the
chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive his
features, although I saw that his lips trembled as if
he were murmuring inaudibly. His head had
dropped upon his breast—yet I knew that he was
not asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the
eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The motion
of his body, too, was at variance with this idea—for
he rocked from side to side with a gentle yet con-
stant and uniform sway. Having rapidly taken
notice of all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir
Launcelot, which thus proceeded:—

“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury
of the dragon, bethinking himself of the brazen shield, and of the
breaking up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the
carcass from out of the way before him, and approached valorously
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over the silver pavement of the castle to where the shield was upon
the wall; which in sooth tarried not for his full coming, but fell
down at his feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and ter-
rible ringing sound.”

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than
—as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the moment,
fallen heavily upon a floor of silver—I became aware
of a distinet, hollow, metallic and clangorous, yet ap-
parently muffled reverberation. Completely un-
nerved, I leaped to my feet; but the measured rock-
ing movement of Usher was undisturbed. I rushed
to the chair in which he sat. His eyes were bent fix-
edly before him, and throughout his whole counte-
nance there reigned a stony rigidity. But, as I placed
my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shud-
der over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered
about his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a low hur-
ried, and gibbering murmur, as if unconscious of
my presence. Bending closely over him, I at length
drank in the hideous import of his words.

“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it.
Long — long — long — many minutes, many hours,
many days, have I heard it—yet I dared not—oh,
pity me, miserable wretch that I am!—I dared not
—I dared not speak! We have put her living in the
tomb! Said I not that my senses were acute? I now
tell you that I heard her first feeble movements in
the hollow coffin. I heard them—many, many days
ago—yet I dared not—I dared not speak! And now
—to-night—Ethelred—ha! ha!—the breaking of the
hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and
the clangor of the shield —say, rather, the rending
of her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges of
her prison, and her struggles within the coppered
archway of the vault! Oh, whither shall I fly? Will
she not be here anon? Is she not hurrying to up-
braid me for my haste? Have I not heard her foot-
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step on the stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy
and horrible beating of her heart? Madman!’—
here he sprang furiously to his feet, and shrieked
out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving
up his soul—“Madman! I tell you that she now
stands without the door!’’

As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance
there had been found the potency of a spell, the
huge antique panels to which the speaker pointed
threw slowly back, upon the instant, their ponderous
and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing
gust—but then without those doors there did stand
the lofty and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline
of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes,
and the evidence of some bitter struggle upon every
portion of her emaciated frame. For a moment she
remained trembling and reeling to and fro upon the
threshold—then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily
inward upon the person of her brother, and, in her
violent and now final death-agonies, bore him to the
floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had
anticipated.

From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled
aghast. The storm was still abroad in all its wrath
as I found myself crossing the old causeway. Sud-
denly there shot along the path a wild light, and T
turned to see whence a gleam so unusual could have
issued; for the vast house and its shadows were
alone behind me. The radiance was that of the full,
setting, and blood-red moon, which now shone vividly
through that once barely-discernible fissure, of
which I have before spoken as extending from the
roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the
base. While I gazed, this fissure rapidly widened—
there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind—the en-
tire orb of the satellite burst at onee upon my sight
—my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rush-
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ing asunder—there was a long tumultuous shouting
sound like the voice of a thousand waters—and the
deep and dank tarn at my feet closed sullenly and
silently over the fragments of the ‘“House of
Usher.”’

THE GOLD-BUG.

“What oh! what oh! this fellow is dancing mad!
He hath been bitten by the Tarantula.
All in the Wrong.

Maxy years ago I contracted an intimacy with a
Mr. William Legrand. He was of an ancient Hugue-
not family, and had once been wealthy; but a series
of misfortunes had reduced him to want. To avoid
the mortification consequent upon his disasters, he
left New Orleans, the city of his forefathers, and
took up his residence at Sullivan’s Island, near
Charleston, South Carolina.

This island is a very singular one. It consists of
little else than the sea-sand, and is about three
miles long. Its breadth at no point exceeds a quar-
ter of a mile. It is separated from the mainland by
a scarcely perceptible creek oozing its way through
a wilderness of reeds and slime, a favorite resort
of the marsh-hen. The vegetation, as might be sup-
posed, is scant, or at least dwarfish. No trees of
any magnitude are to be seen. Near the western
extremity, where Fort Moultrie stands, and where
are some miserable frame buildings, tenanted, dur-
ing summer, by the fugitives from Charleston dust
and fever, may be found, indeed, the bristly palm-
etto; but the whole island, with the exception of this
western point, and a line of hard, white beach on the
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sea-coast, is covered with a dense undergrowth of
the sweet myrtle, so much prized by the horticul-
turists of England. The shrub here often attains
the height of fifteen or twenty feet, and forms an
almost impenetrable coppice, burdening the air with
its fragrance.

In the inmost recesses of this coppice, not far
from the eastern or more remote end of the island,
Legrand had built himself a small hut, which he oc-
cupied when I first, by mere accident, made his
acquaintance. This soon ripened into friendship,—
for there was much in the recluse to excite interest
and esteem. I found him well educated, with un-
usual powers of mind, but infected with misan-
thropy, and subject to perverse moods of alternate
enthusiasm and melancholy. He had with him many
books, but rarely employed them. His chief amuse-
ments were gunning and fishing, or sauntering along
the beach and through the myrtles, in quest of shells
or entomological specimens;—his collection of the
latter might have been envied by a Swammerdam.
In these excursions he was usually accompanied by
an old negro, called Jupiter, who had been manu-
mitted before the reverses of the family, but who
could be induced, neither by threats nor by prom-
ises, to abandon what he considered his right of at-
tendance upon the footsteps of his young ‘‘Massa
Will.”? It is not improbable that the relatives of
Legrand, conceiving him to be somewhat unsettled
in intellect, had contrived to instil this obstinacy
into Jupiter, with a view to the supervision and
guardianship of the wanderer.

The winters in the latitude of Sullivan’s Island
are seldom very severe, and in the fall of the year it
is a rare event indeed when a fire is considered neces-
sary. About the middle of October, 18—, there oc-
curred, however, a day of remarkable chilliness.
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Just before sunset I scrambled my way through the
evergreens to the hut of my friend, whom I had not
visited for several weeks,—my residence being, at
that time, in Charleston, a distance of nine miles
from the island, while the facilities of passage and
re-passage were very far behind those of the pres-
ent day. Upon reaching the hut I rapped, as was my
custom, and getting no reply, sought for the key
where 1 knew it was secreted, unlocked the door,
and went in. A fine fire was blazing upon the hearth.
It was a novelty, and by no means an ungrateful
one. I threw off an overcoat, took an arm-chair by
the crackling logs, and awaited patiently the arrival
of my hosts.

Soon after dark they arrived, and gave me a most
cordial welcome. Jupiter, grinning from ear to ear,
bustled about to prepare some marsh-hens for sup-
per. Legrand was in one of his fits—how else shall
I term them ?—of enthusiasm. He had found an un-
known bivalve, forming a new genus, and, more than
this, he had hunted down and secured, with Jupiter’s
assistance, a scarabeus which he believed to be to-
tally new, but in respect to which he wished to have
my opinion on the morrow.

““And why not to-night?’’ I asked, rubbing my
hands over the blaze, and wishing the whole tribe of
scarabei at the devil.

¢“Ah, if T had only known you were here!’’ said
Legrand, ‘“but it’s so long since I saw you; and how
could I foresee that you would pay me a visit this
very night of all others? As I was coming home I
met Lieutenant G——, from the fort, and, very fool-
ishly, I lent him the bug; so it will be impossible for
you to see it until the morning. Stay here to-night,
and I will send Jup down for it at sunrise. It is the
loveliest thing in creation!”’

““What ?—sunrise?”’
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“‘Nonsense ! no!—the bug. It is of a brilliant gold
color,—about the size of a large hickory-nut,—with
two jet-black spots near one extremity of the back,
and another, somewhat longer, at the other. The
antenne are——"’

“Dey ain’t no tin in him, Massa Will, I keep a
tellin’ on you,”’ here interrupted Jupiter; ‘‘de bug
is a goole-bug, solid, ebery bit of him, inside and all,
sep him wing,—neber feel half so hebby a bug in my
life.”’

““Well, suppose it is, Jup,’’ replied Legrand, some-
what more earnestly, it seemed to me, than the case
demanded, ‘‘is that any reason for your letting the
birds burn? The color’’—here he turned to me—*‘is
really almost enough to warrant Jupiter’s idea.
You never saw a more brilliant metallic lustre than
the scales emit,—but of this you cannot judge till to-
morrow. In the meantime I can give you some idea
of the shape.’”” Saying this, he seated himself at a
small table, on which were a pen and ink, but no
paper. He looked for some in a drawer, but found
none.

““Never mind,”’ said he at length, ‘“this will an-
swer;’’ and he drew from his waistcoat-pocket a
scrap of what I took to be very dirty foolscap, and
made upon it a rough drawing with the pen. While
he did this, I retained my seat by the fire, for I was
still chilly. When the design was complete, he
handed it to me without rising. As I received it, a
loud growl was heard, succeeded by a scratching at
the door. Jupiter opened it, and a large Newfound-
land, belonging to Legrand, rushed in, leaped upon
my shoulders, and loaded me with caresses; for I
had shown him much attention during previous
visits. When his gambols were over, I looked at the
paper, and, to speak the truth, found myself not a
little puzzled at what my friend had depicted.
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“Well!’’ 1 said, after contemplating it for some
minutes, ‘‘this is a strange scarabeus, I must con-
fess: new to me: never saw anything like it before,
—unless it was a skull, or a death’s-head,—which it
more nearly resembles than anything else that has
come under my observation.”’

““A death’s-head!’’ echoed Legrand—‘‘Oh—yes—
well, it has something of that appearance upon pa-
per, no doubt. The two upper black spots look like
eyes, eh? and the longer one at the bottom like a
mouth,—and then the shape of the whole is oval.”’

‘‘Perhaps so,’’ said I; ‘‘but, Legrand, I fear you
are no artist. I must wait until I see the beetle it-
self, if I am to form any idea of its personal appear-
ance.”’

“Well, I don’t know,’’ said he, a little nettled, ‘I
draw tolerably,—should do it at least,—have had
good masters, and flatter myself that I am not quite
a blockhead.”’

“‘But, my dear fellow, you are joking, then,’’ said
I; ¢‘this is a very passable skull,—indeed, I may say
that it is a very excellent skull, according to the vul-
gar notions about such specimens of physiology,—
and your scarabeus must be the queerest scara-
beus in the world if it resembles it. Why, we may
get up a very thrilling bit of superstition upon this
hunt. I presume you will call the bug scarabeus
caput hominis, or something of that kind,—there are
many similar titles in the Natural Histories. But
where are the antenne you spoke of?”’

““The antenne!’’ said Legrand, who seemed to be
getting unaccountably warm upon the subject; ““I
am sure you must see the antenne. I made them as
distinet as they are in the original insect, and I pre-
sume that is sufficient.”

“Well, well,”’ I said, ‘‘perhaps you have,—still I
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don’t see them’’; and I handed him the paper with-
out additional remark, not wishing to ruffle his tem-
per. But I was much surprised at the turn affairs
had taken; his ill-humor puzzled me; and, as for the
drawing of the beetle, there were positively no an-
tenne visible, and the whole did bear a very close re-
semblance to the ordinary cuts of a death’s-head.

He received the paper very peevishly, and was
about to crumple it, apparently to throw it in the
fire, when a casual glance at the design seemed sud-
denly to rivet his attention. In an instant his face
grew violently red,—in another as excessively pale.
For some minutes, he continued to scrutinize the
drawing minutely where he sat. At length he arose,
took a candle from the table, and proceeded to seat
himself upon a sea-chest in the farthest corner of the
room. Here again he made an anxious examination
of the paper, turning it in all directions. He said
nothing, however, and his conduct greatly aston-
ished me; yet I thought it prudent not to exacerbate
the growing moodiness of his temper by any com-
ment. Presently he took from his coat-pocket a wal-
let, placed the paper carefully in it, and deposited
both in a writing-desk, which he locked. He now
grew more composed in his demeanor; but his orig-
inal air of enthusiasm had quite disappeared. Yet
he seemed not so much sulky as abstracted. As the
evening wore away he became more and more ab-
sorbed in revery, from which no sallies of mine
could arouse him. It had been my intention to pass
the night at the hut, as I had frequently done before,
but seeing my host in this mood, I deemed it proper
to take leave. He did not press me to remain, but,
as I departed, he shook my hand with even more
than his usual cordiality.

It was about a month after this (and during the
interval I had seen nothing of Legrand) when I re-
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ceived a visit, at Charleston, from his man, Jupiter.
I had never seen the good old negro look so dispir-
ited, and I feared that some serious disaster had be-
fallen my friend.

““Well, Jup,’’ said I, ‘‘what is the matter now ?—
how is your master?”’

““Why, to speak de troof, massa, him not so berry
well as mought be.”’

““Not well! T am truly sorry to hear it. 'What does
he complain of?”’ )

“Dar! dat’s it!—him neber ’plain of notin,—but
him bery sick for all dat.”’

“Very sick, Jupiter'—why didn’t you say so at
once? Is he confined to bed?”’

““No, dat he ain’t!—he ain’t ’fin’d nowhar,—dat’s
just whar de shoe pinch,—my mind is got to be berry
hebby ’hout poor Massa Will.”’

““‘Jupiter, I should like to understand what it is
you are talking about. You say your master is sick.
Hasn’t he told you what ails him?”’

““Why, massa, ’tain’t worf while for to git mad
about de matter,—Massa Will say noffin at all ain’t
de matter wid him,—but den what make him go
about looking dis here way, wid he head down and he
soldiers up, and as, white as a gose? And den he
keep a syphon all de time gt

“‘Keeps a what, Jupiter?’’

“‘Keeps a syphon wid de figgurs on de slate,—de
queerest figgurs I ebber did see. I’s gittin’ to be
skeered, I tell you. Hab for to keep mighty tight
eye ’pon him ’noovers. T’ odder day he gib me slip
’fore de sun up and was gone de whole ob de blessed
day. I had a big stick ready cut for to gib him
deuced good beating when he did come,—but I’s
sich a fool dat I hadn’t de heart arter all,—he look
so berry poorly.’’

¢‘Eh?—what ?—ah, yes!—upon the whole I think
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you had better not be too severe with the poor fel-
low,—don’t flog him, Jupiter,—he can’t very well
stand it,—but can you form no idea of what has oc-
casioned this illness, or rather this change of con-
duct? Has anything unpleasant happened since I
saw you?”’

““No, massa, dey ain’t bin noffin onpleasant since
den,—’twas fore den, I’'m feared,—’twas de berry
day you was dare.”’

““How? what do you mean?”’

““Why, massa, I mean de bug—dare now.”’

““The what?”’

““De bug,—I’m berry sartain dat Massa Will bin
bit somewhere ’bout de head by dat goole-bug.’’

‘“And what cause have you, Jupiter, for such a
supposition?”’

‘“Claws enuff, massa, and mouff too. I nebber did
see sich a deuced bug,—he kick and he bite ebery
ting what cum near him. Massa Will cotch him fuss,
but had for to let him go gin mighty quick, I tell you
—den was de time he must ha’ got de bite. I didn’t
like de look ob de bug mouff, myself, nohow, so I
wouldn’t take hold ob him wid my finger, but I cotch
him with a piece ob paper dat I found. I rap him
up in de paper and stuff piece ob it in he mouff,—
dat was de way.”’

¢‘And you think, then, that your master was really
bitten by the beetle, and that the bite made him
sick?”’

“I don’t tink noffin about it,—I nose it. What
make him dream ’bout de goole so much, if ’tain’t
cause he bit by de goole-bug? 1’s heerd ’bout dem
goole-bugs ’fore dis.”’

““But how do you know he dreams about gold?”’

“How I know? why, cause he talk about it in he
sleep,—dat’s how I nose.”’

“Well, Jup, perhaps you are right; but to what
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fortunate circumstance am I to attribute the honor
of a visit from you to-day?’’

‘““What de matter, massa?’’

“Did you bring any message from Mr. Legrand?”’

‘“No, massa, I bring dis here pissel’’; and here
Jupiter handed me a note which ran thus:

My Dear : Why have I not seen you for so long a time? I
hope you have not been so foolish as to take offence at any little
brusquerie of mine; but no, that is improbable.

Since I saw you I have had great cause for anxiety. I have some-
thing to tell you, yet scarcely know how to tell it, or whether I
should tell it at all.

I have not been quite well for some days past, and poor old Jup
annoys me, almost beyond endurance, by his well-meant attentions.
Would you believe it 7—he had prepared a huge stick, the other day,
with which to chastise me for giving him the slip, and spending the
day, solus, among the hills on the mainland. I verily believe that
my ill looks alone saved me a flogging.

I have made no addition to my cabinet since we met.

If you can in any way make it convenient, come over with Jupiter.
Do come. I wish to see you to-night, upon business of importance.
I assure you that it is of the highest importance. Ever yours,

WiLriaM LEGRAND.

There was something in the tone of this note
which gave me great uneasiness. Its whole style
differed materially from that of Legrand. What
could he be dreaming of? What new crotchet pos-
sessed his excitable brain? What ‘‘business of the
highest importance’’ could %e possibly have to trans-
act? Jupiter’s account of him boded no good. I
dreaded lest the continued pressure of misfortune
had, at length, fairly unsettled the reason of my
friend. Without a moment’s hesitation, therefore, I
prepared to accompany the negro.

Upon reaching the wharf, I noticed a scythe and
three spades, all apparently new, lying in the bot-
tom of the boat in which we were to embark.

‘“What is the meaning of all this Jup?’’ I inquired.

““Him syfe, massa, and spade.”’

“Very trur; but what are they doing here?”’
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““Him de syfe and de spade wnat Massa Will sis
’pon my buying for him in de town, and de debbil’s
own lot of money I had to gib for ’em.”’

“‘But what, in the name of all that is mysterious,
is your ‘Massa Will’ going to do with scythes and
spades?”’

“Dat’s more dan I know, and debbil take me if I
don’t b’lieve ’tis more dan he know too. But it’s all
cum ob de bug.”’ .

Finding that no satisfaction was to be obtained of
Jupiter, whose whole intellect seemed to be absorbed
by ‘‘de bug,’’ I now stepped into the boat and made
sail. 'With a fair and strong breeze we soon ran into
the little cove to the northward of Fort Moultrie,
and a walk of some two miles brought us to the hut.
It was about three in the afternoon when we arrived.
Legrand had been awaiting us in eager expectation.
He grasped my hand with a nervous empressement
which alarmed me and strengthened the suspicions
already entertained. His countenance was pale even
to ghastliness, and his deep-set eyes glared with un-
natural lustre. After some inquiries respecting his
health, I asked him, not knowing what better to say,
if he had yet obtained the scarabeus from Lieu-
tenant G——.

¢‘Oh, yes,’’ he replied, coloring violently, ‘I got it
from him the next morning. Nothing should tempt
me to part with that scarabeus. Do you know that
Jupiter is quite right about it?”’

“In what way?’’ I asked, with a sad foreboding
at heart.

“In supposing it to be a bug of real gold.”” He
said this with an air of profound seriousness, and I
felt inexpressibly shocked.

““This bug is to make my fortune,’’ he continued,
with a triumphant smile, ‘“to reinstate me in my

family possessions. Is it any wonder, then. that I
Vol. 8—3
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prize it? Since Fortune has thought fit to bestow
it upon me, I have only to use it properly and I shall
arrive at the gold of which it is the index. Jupiter,
bring me that scarabeus!’’

““What! de bug, massa? I’d rudder not go fer
trubble dat bug,—you mus’ git him for your own
self.”’

Hereupon Legrand arose, with a grave and stately
air, and brought me the beetle from a glass case in
which it was enclosed. It was a beautiful scarabeus,
and, at that time, unknown to naturalists,—of course
a great prize in a scientific point of view. There
were two round black spots near one extremity of
the back, and a long one near the other. The scales
were exceedingly hard and glossy, with all the ap-
pearance of burnished gold. The weight of the in-
sect was very remarkable, and, taking all things
into consideration, I could hardly blame Jupiter for
his opinion respecting it; but what to make of Le-
grand’s concordance with that opinion I could not
for the life of me tell.

‘I sent for you,’” said he, in a grandiloquent tone,
when I had completed my examination of the beetle,
—‘I sent for you, that I might have your counsel
and assistance in furthering the views of Fate and
of the bug 4

““My dear Legrand,’”’ I eried, interrupting him,
‘‘you are certainly unwell, and had better use some
little precautions. You shall go to bed, and I will
remain with you a few days, until you get over this.
You are feverish and——?’

‘‘Feel my pulse,’’ said he.

I felt it, and, to say the truth, found not the slight-
est indication of fever.

‘“But you may be ill and yet have no fever. Allow
me this once to prescribe for you. In the first place,
go to bed. In the next—-—"’
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““You are mistaken,”’ he interposed; ‘‘I am as
well as I can expect to be under the excitement which
I suffer. If you really wish me well, you will re-
lieve this excitement.’’

¢¢And how is this to be done?”’

““Very easily. Jupiter and myself are going upon
an expedition into the hills, upon the mainland, and
in this expedition we shall need the aid of some per-
son in whom we can confide. You are the only one
we can trust. Whether we succeed or fail, the ex-
citement which you now perceive in me will be
equally allayed.”’

“I am anxious to oblige you in any way,”’ I re-
plied; ‘“but do you mean to say that this infernal
beetle has any connection with your expedition into
the hills?”’

skt hias; %

“‘Then, Legrand, I can become a party to no such
absurd proceeding.’’

“T am sorry—very sorry,—for we shall have to
try it by ourselves.”’

“Try it by yourselves! The man is surely mad !—
but stay '—how long do you propose to be absent?”’

““Probably all night. We shall start immediately,
and be back, at all events, by sunrise.’’

¢¢And will you promise me, upon your honor, that
when this freak of yours is over, and the bug busi-
ness (good God!) settled to your satisfaction, you
will then return home and follow my advice im-
plicitly, as that of your physician?”’

““Yes; I promise; and now let us be off, for we
have no time to lose.”

With a heavy heart I accompanied my friend. We
started about four o’clock,—Legrand, Jupiter, the
dog, and myself. Jupiter had with him the scythe
and spades, the whole of which he insisted upon
carrying,—more through fear, it seemed to me, of
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trusting either of the implements within reach of
his master, than from any excess of industry or com-
plaisance. His demeanor was dogged in the ex-
treme, and ‘‘dat deuced bug’’ were the sole words
which escaped his lips during the journey. For my
own part, I had charge of a couple of dark-lanterns,
while Legrand contented himself with the scarabeus,
which he carried attached to the end of a bit of
whipcord; twirling it too and fro, with the air of a
conjurer, as he went. When I observed this last
plain evidence of my friend’s aberration of mind, I
could scarcely refrain from tears. I thought it best,
however, to humor his fancy; at least for the pres-
ent, or until I could adopt some more energetic meas-
ures with a chance of success. In the meantime I
endeavored, but all in vain, to sound him in regard
to the object of the expedition. Having succeeded
in inducing me to accompany him, he seemed un-
willing to hold conversation upon any topic of minor
importance, and to all my question vouchsafed no
other reply than ‘“We shall see!”’

‘We crossed the creek at the head of the island by
means of a skiff, and, ascending the high grounds
on the shore of the mainland, proceeded in a north-
westerly direction, throngh a tract of country ex-
cessively wild and desolate, where no trace of a
human footstep was to be seen. Legrand led the
way with decision, pausing only for an instant, here
and there, to consult what appeared to be certain
landmarks of his own contrivance upon a former
occasion.

In this manner we journeyed for about two hours,
and the sun was just setting when we entered a re-
gion infinitely more dreary than any yet seen. It
was a species of table-land, near the summit of an
almost inaccessible hill, densely wooded from base
to pinnacle, and interspersed with huge crags that
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appeared to lie loosely upon the soil, and in many
cases were prevented from precipitating themselves
into the valleys below, merely by the support of the
trees against which they reclined. Deep ravines, in
various directions, gave an air of still sterner
solemnity to the scene.

The natural platform to which we had clambered
was thickly overgrown with brambles, through which
we soon discovered that it would have been impos-
sible to force our way but for the scythe; and Jupi-
ter, by direction of his master, proceeded to clear
for us a path to the foot of an enormously tall tulip-
tree, which stood, with some eight or ten oaks, upon
the level, and far surpassed them all, and all other
trees which I had then ever seen, in the beauty of
its foliage and form, in the wide spread of its
_ branches, and in the general majesty of its appear-
ance. When we reached this tree, Legrand turned
to Jupiter, and asked him if he thought he could
climb it. The old man seemed a little staggered by
the question, and for some moments made no re-
ply. At length he approached the huge trunk,
walked slowly around it, and examined it with min-
ute attention. When he had completed his scru-
tiny, he merely said:

‘“Yes, massa, Jup climb any tree he ebber see in
he life.”

““Then up with you as soon as possible, for it will
soon be too dark to see what we are about.”

‘““How far mus’ go up, massa?’’ inquired Jupiter.

‘‘Get up the main trunk first, and then I will tell
you which way to go—and here—stop! take this
beetle with you.”’

““De bug, Massa Will!l—de goole-bug!’’ cried the
negro, drawing back in dismay—‘‘what for mus’
tote de bug way up de tree—d—n if I do!”’

“If you are afraid, Jup, a great big negro like
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you, to take hold of a harmless little dead beetle,
why you can carry it up by this string; but, if you
do not take it up with you in some way, I shall be
under the necessity of breaking your head with this
shovel.”’

‘““What de matter now, massa?’’ said Jup, evi-
dently shamed into compliance; ‘‘always want for
to raise fuss wid old nigger. Was only funnin any-
how. Me feered de bug! what I keer for de bug?”’
Here he took cautiously hold of the extreme end of
the string, and, maintaining the insect as far from
his person as circumstances would permit, prepared
to ascend the tree.

In youth, the tulip-tree, or Lirtodendron tulipi-
ferum, the most magnificent of American foresters,
has a trunk peculiarly smooth, and often rises to a
great height without lateral branches; but, in its
riper age, the bark becomes gnarled and uneven,
while many short limbs make their appearance on
the stem. Thus the difficulty of ascension, in the
present case, lay more in semblance than in reality.
Embracing the huge cylinder, as closely as possible,
with his arms and knees, seizing with his hands
some projections, and resting his naked toes upon
others, Jupiter, after one or two narrow escapes
from falling, at length wriggled himself into the first
great fork, and seemed to consider the whole busi-
ness as virtually accomplished. The risk of the
achievement was, in fact, now over, although the
climber was some sixty or seventy feet from the
ground.

““Which way mus’ go now, Massa Will?”’ he
asked.

‘“Keep up the largest branch,—the one on this
side,”” said Legrand. The negro obeyed him
promptly, and apparently with but little trouble;
ascending higher and higher, until no glimpse of his
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squat figure could be obtained through the dense
foliage which enveloped it. Presently his voice was
heard in a sort of hallo.

“How much fudder is got for go?”’

““How high up are you?’’ asked Legrand.

‘““Ebber so fur,”’ replied the negro; ‘‘can see de
sky fru de top ob de tree.”

““Never mind the sky, but attend to what I say.
Look down the trunk and count the limbs below you
on this side. How many limbs have you passed?”’

““One, two, tree, four, fibe,—I done pass fibe big
limb, massa, ’pon dis side.”’

‘““Then go one limb higher.”’

In a few minutes the voice was heard again, an-
nouncing that the seventh limb was attained.

“Now, Jup,”” cried Legrand, evidently much ex-
cited, ‘‘I want you to work your way out upon that
limb as far as you can. If you see anything strange,
let me know.”’

By this time what little doubt I might have enter-
tained of my poor friend’s insanity was put finally
at rest. I had no alternative but to conclude him
stricken with lunacy, and I became seriously anxious
about getting him home. While I was pondering
upon what was best to be done, Jupiter’s voice was
again heard.

“'Mos’ feerd for to ventur ’pon dis limb berry
far,—’tis dead limb putty much all de way.’’

“Did you say it was a dead limb, Jupiter?’’ eried
Legrand, in a quavering voice.

‘‘Yes, massa, him dead as de door-nail—done up
for sartain—done departed dis here life.”’

‘““What in the name of Heaven shall I do?’’ asked
Legrand, seemingly in the greatest distress.

““Do!” said I, glad of an opportunity to interpose
a word; ‘‘why, come home and go to bed. Come,
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now!—that’s a fine fellow. It’s getting late, and,
besides, you remember your promise.”’

““Jupiter,”’ cried he, without heeding me in the
least, ‘‘do you hear me?”’

““Yes, Massa Will, hear you ebber so plain.”’

“Try the wood well, then, with your knife, and
see if you think it very rotten.”’

“Him rotten, massa, sure nuff,’’ replied the negro
in a few moments, ‘‘but not so berry rotten as
mought be. Mought ventur out leetle way ’pon de
limb by myself, dat’s true.”’

“By yourself —What do you mean?’’

“Why I mean de bug. ’Tis berry hebby bug.
S’pose I drop him down fuss, and den de limb won’t
break wid just de weight ob one nigger.”’

““You infernal scoundrel!’’ cried Legrand, appar-
ently much relieved, ‘‘what do you mean by telling
me such nonsense as that? As sure as you drop that
beetle I’ll break your neck. Look here, Jupiter, do
you hear me?”’

‘“Yes, massa, needn’t hollo at poor nigger dat
style.”

““Well! now listen!—if you will venture out on
the limb as far as you think safe, and not let go the
beetle, I'll make you a present of a silver dollar as
soon as you get down.”’

“I’m gwine, Massa Will,—’deed I is,”’ replied the
negro very promptly,—‘‘mos’ out to the eend now.”’

““Out to the end!’’ here fairly screamed Legrand;
““‘do you say you are out to the end of that limb?”’

““Soon be to de eend, massa,—o0-0-0-0-oh! Lor-gol-
a-marcy! what is dis here ’pon de tree?’’

““Well!’? cried Legrand, highly delighted, ‘‘what
is it?”’

““Why, ’tain’t noffin but a skull—somebody bin lef’
him head up de tree, and de crows done gobble ebery
bit ob de meat off.’’
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“¢A skull, you say! very well!—how is it fastened
to the limb?—what holds it on?’’

“‘Sure nuff, massa; mus’ look. Why dis berry
curous sarcumstance, ’pon my word,—dare’s a great
big nail in de skull, what fastens ob it on to de tree.”’

‘“Well, now, Jupiter, do exactly as I tell you,—do
you hear?’’

‘“Yes, massa.”’

““Pay attention, then!—find the left eye of the
skull.”’

“Hum! hoo! dat’s good! why, dare ain’t no eye
lef? at all.” h

““Curse your stupidity! do you know your right
hand from your left?’’

“‘Yes, I nose dat,—nose all ’hout dat,—’tis my lef’
hand what I chops de wood wid.”’

‘““To be sure! you are left-handed; and your left
eye is on the same side as your left hand. Now, I
suppose, you can find the left eye on the skull, or the
place where the left eye has been. Have you found
it?”

Here was a long pause. At length the negro asked:

“‘Is de lef’ eye of de skull ’pon de same side as de
lef’” hand of de skull too?—’cause de skull ain’t not
got a bit ob a hand at all,—nebber mind! I got de
lef’ eye now,—here de lef’ eye! what mus’ do wid
it?”’

““Let the beetle drop through it, as far as the
string will reach,—but be careful and not let go
your hold of the string.”’

““All dat done, Massa Will; mighty easy ting for
to put de bug fru de hole,—look out for him dare
below!”’

During this colloquy no portion of Jupiter’s per-
son could be seen; but the beetle, which he had suf-
fered to descend, was now visible at the end of the
string, and glistened, like a globe of burnished gold,
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in the last rays of the setting sun, some of which
still faintly illumined the eminence upon which we
stood. The scarabeus hung quite clear of any
branches, and, if allowed to fall, would have fallen
at our feet. Legrand immediately took the scythe,
and cleared with it a circular space, three or four
yards in diameter, just beneath the insect, and hav-
ing accomplished this, ordered Jupiter to let go the
string and come down from the tree.

Driving a peg, with great nicety, into the gromld
at the precise spot where the beetle fell, my friend
now produced from his pocket a tape-measure. Fas-
tening one end of this at that point of the trunk of
the tree which was nearest the peg, he unrolled it
till it reached the peg, and thence farther unrolled
it, in the direction already established by the two
points of the tree and the peg, for the distance of
fifty feet,—Jupiter clearing away the brambles with
the scythe. At the spot thus attained a second peg
was driven, and about this, as a centre, a rude cir-
cle, about four feet in diameter, described. Taking
now a spade himself, and giving one to Jupiter and
one to me, Legrand begged us to set about digging
as quickly as possible.

To speak the truth, I had no especial relish for
such amusement at any time, and, at that particular
moment, would most willingly have declined it; for
the night was coming on, and I felt much fatigued
with the exercise already taken; but I saw no mode
of escape, and was fearful of disturbing my poor
friend’s equanimity by a refusal. Could I have de-
pended, indeed, upon Jupiter’s aid, I would have had
no hesitation in attempting to get the lunatic home
by force; but I was too well assured of the old ne-
gro’s disposition, to hope that he would assist me,
under any circumstances, in a personal contest with
his master. I made no doubt that the latter had
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been infected with some of the innumerable South-
ern superstitions about money buried, and that his
fantasy had received confirmation by the finding of
the scarabeus, or, perhaps, by Jupiter’s obstinacy
in maintaining it to be ‘‘a bug of real gold.”” A mind
disposed to lunacy would readily be led away by
such suggestions,—especially if chiming in with
favorite preconceived ideas,—and then I called to
mind the poor fellow’s speech about the beetle’s be-
ing ‘‘the index of his fortune.”” Upon the whole, I
was sadly vexed and puzzled, but, at length, I con-
cluded to make a virtue of necessity,—to dig with
a good will, and thus the sooner to convince the
visionary, by ocular demonstration, of the fallacy of
the opinions he entertained.

The lanterns having been lit, we all fell to work
with a zeal worthy a more rational cause; and, as
the glare fell upon our person and implements, I
could not help thinking how picturesque a group we
composed, and how strange and suspicious our la-
bors must have appeared to any interloper who, by
chance, might have stumbled upon our whereabouts.

We dug very steadily for two hours. Little was
said; and our chief embarrassment lay in the yelp-
ings of the dog, who took exceeding interest in our
proceedings. He at length became so obstreperous
that we grew fearful of his giving the alarm to some
stragglers in the vicinity,—or, rather, this was the
apprehension of Legrand;—for myself, I should
have rejoiced at any interruption which might have
enabled me to get the wanderer home. The noise
was, at length, very effectually silenced by Jupiter,
who, getting out of the hole with a dogged air of de-
liberation, tied the brute’s mouth up with one of his
suspenders, and then returned, with a grave chuckle,
to his task.

When the time mentioned had expired, we had
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reached a depth of five feet, and yet no signs of any
treasure became manifest. A general pause ensued,
and I began to hope that the farce was at an end.
Legrand, however, although evidently much discon-
certed, wiped his brow thoughtfully, and recom-
menced. We had excavated the entire circle of four
feet diameter, and now we slightly enlarged the
limit, and went to the farther depth of two feet.
Still nothing appeared. The gold-seeker, whom I
sincerely pitied, at length clambered from the pit,
with the bitterest disappointment imprinted upon
every feature, and proceeded, slowly and reluctantly,
to put on his coat, which he had thrown off at the
beginning of his labor. In the meantime I made no
remark. Jupiter, at a signal from his master, be-
gan to gather up his tools. This done, and the dog
having been unmuzzled, we turned in profound
silence toward home.

‘We had taken, perhaps, a dozen steps in this direc-
tion, when, with loud oath, Legrand strode up to
Jupiter, and seized him by the collar. The aston-
ished negro opened his eyes and mouth to the full-
est extent, let fall the spades, and fell upon his
knees.

““You scoundrel,’”’ said Legrand, hissing out the
syllables from between his clenched teeth,—‘‘you in-
fernal black villain l—speak, I tell you!—answer me
this instant, without prevarication !'—which—which
is your left eye?’’

¢‘Oh, my golly, Massa Will! ain’t dis here my lef’
eye for sartain?’’ roared the terrified Jupiter, plac-
ing his hand upon his right organ of vision, and hold-
it there with a desperate pertinacity, as if in imme-
diate dread of his master’s attempt at a gouge.

“I thought so!—I knew it! hurrah!’’ vociferated
Legrand, letting the negro go, and executing a series
of curvets and caracoles, much to the astonishment
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of his valet, who, arising from his knees, looked,
mutely, from his master to myself, and then from
myself to his master.

““Come! we must go back,’’ said the latter, ‘‘the
game’s not up yet.”” And he again led the way to
the tulip-tree.

““Jupiter,”’ said he, when we reached its foot,
“‘come here! Was the skull nailed to the limb with
the face outwards, or with the face to the limb?’’

““De face was out, massa, so dat de crows could
get at de eyes good, widout any trouble.”’

¢“Well, then, was it this eye or that through which
you dropped the beetle?’’—here Legrand touched
each of Jupiter’s eyes.

““’'Twas dis eye, massa,—de lef’ eye,—jis as you
tell me,”” and here it was his right eye that the
negro indicated.

“That will do,—we must try it again.”’

Here my friend, about whose madness I now saw,
or fancied that I saw, certain indications of method,
removed the peg which marked the spot where the
beetle fell, to a spot about three inches to the west-
ward of its former position. Taking, now, the tape-
measure from the nearest point of the trunk to the
peg, as before, and continuing the extension in a
straight line to the distance of fifty feet, a spot was
indicated, removed, by several yards, from the point
at which we had been digging.

Around the new position a circle, somewhat larger
than in the former instance, was now described, and
we again set to work with the spades. I was dread-
fully weary, but, scarcely understanding what had
occasioned the change in my thoughts, I felt no
longer any great aversion from the labor imposed. I
had become most unaccountably interested,—nay,
even excited. Perhaps there was something, amid all
the extravagant demeanor of Legrand,—some air of
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forethought, or of deliberation,—which impressed
me. I dug eagerly, and now and then caught my-
self actually looking, with something that very much
resembled expectation, for the fancied treasure, the
vision of which had demented my unfortunate com-
panion. At a period when such vagaries of thought
most fully possessed me, and when we had been at
work perhaps an hour and a half, we were again in-
terrupted by the violent howlings of the dog. His
uneasiness, in the first instance, had been, evidently,
but the result of playfulness or caprice, but he now
assumed a bitter and serious tone. Upon Jupiter’s
again attempting to muzzle him, he made furious
resistance, and, leaping into the hole, tore up the
mould frantically with his claws. In a few seconds
he had uncovered a mass of human bones, forming
two complete skeletons, intermingled with several
buttons of metal, and what appeared to be the dust
of decayed woollen. One or two strokes of a spade
upturned the blade of a large Spanish knife, and, as
we dug farther, three or four loose pieces of gold
and silver coin came to light.

At sight of these, the joy of Jupiter could scarcely
be restrained, but the countenance of his master wore
an air of extreme disappointment. He urged us,
however, to continue our exertions, and the words
were hardly uttered, when I stumbled and fell for-
ward, having caught the toe of my boot in a large
ring of iron that lay half buried in the loose earth.

We now worked in earnest, and never did I pass
ten mintues of more intense excitement. During this
interval we had fairly unearthed an oblong chest of
wood, which, from its perfect preservation and won-
derful hardness, had plainly been subjected to some
mineralizing process,—perhaps that of the bichlo-
ride of mercury. This box was three feet and a half
long, three feet broad, and two and a half feet deep.
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It was firmly secured by bands of wrought-iron,
riveted, and forming a kind of open trellis-work over
the whole. On each side of the chest, near the top,
were three rings of iron,—six in all,—by means of
which a firm hold could be obtained by six persons.
Our utmost united endeavors served only to dis-
turb the coffer very slightly in its bed. We at once
saw the impossibility of removing so great a weight.
Luckily, the sole fastenings of the lid consisted of
two sliding bolts. These we drew back,—trembling
and panting with anxiety. In an instant, a treasure
of incalculable value lay gleaming before us. As
the rays of the lanterns fell within the pit, there
flashed upwards a glow and a glare, from a confused
heap of gold and of jewels, that absolutely dazzled
our eyes.

I shall not pretend to describe the feeling with
which I gazed. Amazement was, of course, pre-
dominant. Legrand appeared exhausted with ex-
citement, and spoke very few words. Jupiter’s coun-
tenance wore, for some minutes, as deadly a pallor
as it is possible, in the nature of things, for any ne-
gro’s visage to assume. He seemed stupefied,—
thunder-stricken. Presently he fell upon his knees
in the pit, and, burying his naked arms up to the
elbows in gold, let them there remain, as if enjoying
the luxury of a bath. At length, with a deep sigh,
he exclaimed, as if in a soliloquy:

¢¢And dis all cum ob de goole-bug! de putty goole-
bug! de poor little goole-bug, what I boosed in dat
sabage kind ob style! Ain’t you ’shamed ob your-
self, nigger ?—Answer me dat!”’

It became necessary, at last, that I should arouse
both master and valet to the expediency of remov-
ing the treasure. It was growing late, and it be-
hooved us to make exertion, that we might get every-
thing housed before daylight. It was difficult to say
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what should be done, and much time was spent in
deliberation,—so confused were the ideas of all. We
finally lightened the box by removing two-thirds of
its contents, when we were enabled, with some trou-
ble, to raise it from the hole. The articles taken out
were deposited among the brambles, and the dog left
to guard them, with strict orders from Jupiter
neither, upon any pretence, to stir from the spot, nor
to open his mouth, until our return. We then hur-
riedly made for home with the chest; reaching the
hut in safety, but after excessive toil, at one o’clock
in the morning. Worn out as we were, it was not hu-
man nature to do more immediately. We rested un-
til two, and had supper; starting for the hills im-
mediately afterwards, armed with three stout sacks,
which, by good luck, were upon the premises. A lit-
tle before four we arrived at the pit, divided the re-
mainder of the booty, as equally as might be, among
us, and, leaving the holes unfilled, again set out for
the hut, at which, for the second time, we deposited
our golden burdens, just as the first faint streaks
of the dawn gleamed from over the tree-tops in the
east.

‘We were now thoroughly broken down; but the in-
tense excitement of the time denied us repose. After
an unquiet slumber of some three or four hours’
duration, we arose, as if by preconcert, to make ex-
amination of our treasure.

The chest had been full to the brim, and we spent
the whole day and the greater part of the next night
in a scerutiny of its contents. There had been noth-
ing like order or arrangement. Everything had
been heaped in promiscuously. Having assorted all
with care, we found ourselves possessed of even
vaster wealth than we had at first supposed. In coin
there was rather more than four hundred and fifty
thousand dollars, — estimating the value of the
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pieces, as accurately as we could, by the tables of
the period. There was not a particle of silver. All
was gold of antique date and of great variety,—
French, Spanish, and German money, with a few
English guineas, and some counters, of which we
had never seen specimens before. There were sev-
eral very large and heavy coins, so worn that we
could make nothing of their inseriptions. There was
uo American money. The value of the jewels we
found more difficulty in estimating. There were
diamonds,—some of them exceedingly large and
fine,—a hundred and ten in all, and not one of them
small; eighteen rubies of remarkable brilliancy;
three hundred and ten emeralds, all very beautiful;
and twenty-one sapphires, with an opal. These
stones had all been broken from their settings and
thrown loose in the chest. The settings themselves,
which we picked out from among the other gold, ap-
peared to have been beaten up with hammers as if to
prevent identification. Besides all this, there was a
vast quantity of solid gold ornaments;—nearly two
hundred massive finger and ear rings;—rich chains,
—thirty of these, if I remember ;—eighty-three very
large and heavy crucifixes;—five gold censers of
great value ;—a prodigious golden punch-bowl, orna-
mented with richly chased vine-leaves and Baccha-
nalian figures; with two sword-handles exquisitely
embossed, and many other smaller articles which I
cannot recollect. The weight of these valuables ex-
ceeded three hundred and fifty pounds avoirdupois;
and in this estimate I have not included one hun-
dred and ninety-seven superb gold watches; three of
the number being worth each five hundred dollars,
if one. Many of them were very old, and as time-
keepers valueless; the works having suffered, more
or less from corrosion; but all were richly jewelled

and in cases of great worth. We estimated the en-
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tire contents of the chest, that night, at a million and
a half of dollars; and, upon the subsequent disposal
of the trinkets and jewels (a few being retained for
our own use), it was found that we had greatly un-
dervalued the treasure.

When, at length, we had concluded our examina-
tion, and the intense excitement of the time had in
some measure subsided, Legrand, who saw that I
was dying with impatience for a solution of this
most extraordinary riddle, entered into a full de-
tail of all the circumstances connected with it.

““You remember,”’ said he, ‘‘the night when I
handed you the rough sketch I had made of the scar-
abaus. You recollect, also, that I became quite vexed
at you for insisting that my drawing resembled a
death’s-head. When you first made this assertion
I thought you were jesting; but afterwards I called
to mind the peculiar spots on the back of the insect,
and admitted to myself that your remark had some
little foundation in fact. Still, the sneer at my
graphic powers irritated me,—for I am considered a
good artist,—and, therefore, when you handed me
the scrap of parchment, I was about to crumble it
up and throw it angrily into the fire.”’

“The scrap of paper, you mean,”’ said I.

““No; it had much of the appearance of paper, and
at first I supposed it to be such, but when I came to
draw upon it, I discovered it, at once, to be a piece of
very thin parchment. It was quite dirty, you remem-
ber. Well, as T was in the very act of ecrumpling it
up, my glance fell upon the sketch at which you had
heen looking, and you may imagine my astonishment
when I perceived, in fact, the figure of a death’s-
head, just where, it seemed to me, I had made the
drawing of the beetle. For a moment I was too
much amazed to think with aceuracy. I knew that
my design was very different in detail from this,—
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although there was a certain similarity in general
outline. Presently I took a candle, and seating my-
self at the other end of the room, proceeded to scru-
tinize the parchment more closely. Upon turning it
over, I saw my own sketch upon the reverse, just as
I had made it. My first idea, now, was mere sur-
prise at the really remarkable similarity of outline,
—at the singular coincidence involved in the fact
that, unknown to me, there should have been a skull
upon the other side of the parchment, immediately
beneath my figure of the scarabeus, and that this
skull, not only in outline, but in size, should so closely
resemble my drawing. I say the singularity of this
coincidence absolutely stupefied me for a time. This
is the usual effect of such coincidences. The mind
struggles to establish a connection,—a sequence of
cause and effect,—and, being unable to do so, suf-
fers a species of temporary paralysis. But, when I
recovered from this stupor, there dawned upon me
gradually a conviction which startled me even far
more than the coincidence. I began distinctly, posi-
tively, to remember that there had been no drawing
upon the parchment when I made my sketch of the
scarabeus. I became perfectly certain of this; for
I recollected turning up first one side and then the
other, in search of the cleanest spot. Had the skull
been there then, of course I could not have failed to
notice it. Here was indeed a mystery which I felt it
impossible to explain; but, even at that early mo-
ment, there seemed to glimmer, faintly, within the
most remote and secret chambers of my intellect, a
glowworm-like conception of that truth which last
night’s adventure brought to so magnificent a
demonstration. I arose at once, and putting the
parchment securely away, dismissed all further re-
flection until I should be alone.

‘“When you had gone, and when Jupiter was fast
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asleep, I betook myself to a more methodical in-
vestigation of the affair. In the first place I con-
sidered the manner in which the parchment had
come into my possession. The spot where we dis-
covered the scarabeus was on the coast of the main-
land, about a mile eastward of the island, and but a
short distance above high-water mark. Upon my
taking hold of it, it gave me a sharp bite, which
caused me to let it drop. Jupiter, with his accus-
tomed caution, before seizing the insect, which had
flown toward him, looked about him for a leaf, or
something of that nature, by which to take hold of
it. It was at this moment that his eyes, and mine
also, fell upon the scrap of parchment, which I then
supposed to be paper. It was lying half buried in
the sand, a corner sticking up. Near the spot where
we found it, I observed the remnants of the hull of
what appeared to have been a ship’s long-boat. The
wreck seemed to have been there for a very great
while; for the resemblance to boat timbers could
scarcely be traced.

““Well, Jupiter picked up the parchment, wrapped
the beetle in it, and gave it to me. Soon afterwards
we turned to go home, and on the way met Lieuten-
ant G——. I showed him the insect, and he begged
me to let him take it to the fort. Upon my consent-
ing, he thrust it forthwith into his waistcoat-pocket,
without the parchment in which it had been wrapped,
and which I had continued to hold in my hand dur-
ing his inspection. Perhaps he dreaded my chang-
ing my mind, and thought it best to make sure of
the prize at once,—you know how enthusiastic he is
on all subjects connected with natural history. At
the same time, without being conscious of it, I must
have deposited the parchment in my own pocket.

““You remember that when I went to the table, for
the purpose of making a sketch of the beetle, I found
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no paper where it was usually kept. I looked in the
drawer, and found none there. I searched my pock-
ets, hoping to find an old letter, when my hand fell
upon the parchment. I thus detail the precise mode
in which it came into my possession; for the circum-
stances impressed me with peculiar force.

““No doubt you will think me fanciful,—but I had
already established a kind of connection. I had put
together two links of a great chain. There was a
boat lying upon a sea-coast, and not far from the
boat was a parchment—not a paper—with a skull
depicted upon it. You will, of course, ask: ‘Where
is the connection?’ I reply that the skull, or death’s-
head, is the well-known emblem of the pirate. The
flag of the death’s-head is hoisted in all engage-
ments.

“I have said that the scrap was parchment, and
not paper. Parchment is durable,—almost imper-
ishable. Matters of little moment are rarely con-
signed to parchment; since, for the mere ordinary
purposes of drawing or writing, it is not nearly so
well adapted as paper. This reflection suggested
some meaning—some relevancy—in the death’s-
head. I did not fail to observe, also, the form of the
parchment. Although one of its corners had been,
by some accident, destroyed, it could be seen that
the original form was oblong. It was just such a
slip, indeed, as might have been chosen for a memo-
randum,—for a record of something to be long re-
membered and carefully preserved.’”’

““But,”’ I interposed, ‘‘you say that the skull was
not upon the parchment when you made the draw-
ing of the beetle. How then do you trace any con-
nection between the boat and the skull,—since this
latter, according to your own admission, must have
been designed (God only knows how or by whom)
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at some period subsequent to your sketching the
scarabeus?’’

¢¢Ah, hereupon turns the whole mystery; although
the secret, at this point, I had comparatively little
difficulty in solving. My steps were sure, and could
afford but a single result. I reasoned, for example,
thus: When I drew the scarabeus, there was no skull
apparent upon the parchment. When I had com-
pleted the drawing I gave it to you, and observed
you narrowly until youn returned it. You, therefore,
did not design the skull, and no one else was pres-
ent to do it. Then it was not done by human agency.
And nevertheless it was done.

““At this stage of my reflections I endeavored to
remember, and did remember, with entire distinct-
ness, every incident which occurred about the period
in question. The weather was chilly (O rare and
happy accident!), and a fire was blazing upon the
hearth. I was heated with exercise, and sat near the
table. You, however, had drawn a chair close to the
chimney. Just as I placed the parchment in your
hand, and as you were in the act of inspecting it,
Wolf, the Newfoundland, entered, and leaped upon
your shoulders. With your left hand you caressed
him and kept him off, while your right, holding the
parchment, was permitted to fall listlessly between
your knees, and in close proximity to the fire. At one
moment I thought the blaze had caught it, and was
about to caution you, but, before I could speak, you
had withdrawn it, and were engaged in its examina-
tion. When I conmsidered all these particulars, I
doubted not for a moment that heat had been the
agent in bringing to light, upon the parchment, the
skull which I saw designed upon it. You are well
aware that chemical preparations exist, and have ex-
isted time out of mind, by means of which it is pos-
sible to write upon either paper or vellum, so that
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the characters shall become visible only when sub-
jected to the action of fire. Zaffre, digested in aqua
regia, and diluted with four times its weight of wa-
ter, is sometimes employed; a green tint results.
The regulus of cobalt, dissolved in spirit of nitre,
gives a red. These colors disappear at longer or
shorter intervals after the material written upon
cools, but again become apparent upon the re-appli-
cation of heat.

““I now scrutinized the death’s-head with care. Its
outer edges—the edges of the drawing nearest the
edge of the vellum—were far more distinct than the
others. It was clear that the action of the caloric
had been imperfect or unequal. I immediately
kindled a fire, and subjected every portion of the
parchment to a glowing heat. At first, the only ef-
~ fect was the strengthening of the faint lines in the
skull ; but, upon persevering in the experiment, there
became visible, at the corner of the slip, diagonally
opposite to the spot in which the death’s-head was
delineated, the figure of what I at first supposed to
be a goat. A closer scrutiny, however, satisfied me
that it was intended for a kid.”’

““Ha! ha!’’ said I, ‘‘to be sure I have no right to
laugh at you,—a million and a half of money is too
serious a matter for mirth,—but you are about to
establish a third link in your chain,—you will not
find especial connection between your pirates and a
goat,—pirates, you know, have nothing to do with
goats; they appertain to the farming interest.”

““But I have just said that the figure was not that
of a goat.”

““Well, a kid then,—pretty much the same thing.’’

“‘Pretty much, but not altogether,’’ said Legrand.
““You may have heard of one Captain Kidd. I at
once looked upon the figure of the animal as a kind
of punning or hieroglyphical signature. I say signa-
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ture, because its position upon the vellum suggested
this idea. The death’s-head at the corner diagon-
ally opposite had, in the same manner, the air of a
stamp, or seal. But I was sorely put out by the ab-
sence of all else—of the body to my imagined instru-
ment—of the text for my context.’’

‘I presume you expected to find a letter between
the stamp and the signature.’’

“‘Something of that kind. The fact is, I felt ir-
resistibly impressed with a presentiment of some
vast good fortune impending. I can scarcely say
why. Perhaps, after all, it was rather a desire than
an actual belief;—but do you know that Jupiter’s
silly words, about the bug being of solid gold, had a
remarkable effect upon my fancy? And then the
series of accidents and coincidences,—these were so
very extraordinary. Do you observe how mere an
accident it was that these events should have oc- -
curred upon the sole day of all the year in which it
has been, or may be, sufficiently cool for fire, and
that without the fire, or without the intervention of
the dog at the precise moment in which he appeared,
T should never have become aware of the death’s-
head, and so never the possessor of the treasure?’’

‘‘But proceed,—I am all impatience.”’

““Well; you have heard, of course, the many
stories current—the thousand vague rumors afloat
about money buried, somewhere upon the Atlantic
coast, by Kidd and his associates. These rumors
must have had some foundation in fact. And that
the rumors have existed so long and so continuously
could have resulted, it appeared to me, only from
the circumstance of the buried treasure still remain-
ing entombed. Had Kidd concealed his plunder for
a time, and afterwards reclaimed it, the rumors
would scarcely have reached us in their present un-
varying form. You will observe that the stories
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told are all about money-seekers, not about money-
finders. Had the pirate recovered his money, there
the affair would have dropped. It seemed to me that
some accident—say the loss of a memorandum indi-
cating its locality—had deprived him of the means
of recovering it, and that this accident had become
known to his followers, who otherwise might never
have heard that treasure had been concealed at all,
and who, busying themselves in vain, because un-
guided, attempts to regain it, had given first birth,
and then universal currency, to the reports which
are now so common. Have you ever heard of any
important treasure being unearthed along the
coast?”’

‘“Never.”’

“‘But that Kidd’s accumulations were immense, is
well known. I took it for granted, therefore, that
the earth still held them; and you will scarcely be
surprised when I tell you that I felt a hope, nearly
amounting to certainty, that the parchment so
strangely found involved a lost record of the place
of deposit.”’

““But how did you proceed?’’

““I held the vellum again to the fire, after increas-
ing the heat; but nothing appeared. I now thought
it possible that the coating of dirt might have some-
thing to do with the failure; so I carefully rinsed the
parchment by pouring warm water over it, and, hav-
ing done this, I placed it in a tin pan, with the skull
downwards, and put the pan upon a furnace of
lighted charcoal. In a few minutes, the pan having
become thoroughly heated, I removed the slip, and,
to my inexpressible joy, found it spotted, in several
places, with what appeared to be figures arranged in
lines. Again I placed it in the pan, and suffered it
to remain another minute. Upon taking it off, the
whole was just as you see it now.”’
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Here Legrand, having re-heated the parchment,
submitted it to my inspection. The following char-
acters were rudely traced, in a red tint, between the
death’s-head and the goat:

5311+305))6* ;4826)41.)41) ;806* ;4878160))85;11(;
:1*8183(88)5*};46(;88%96* 1;8) *1(;485) ;6*+2:*1( ;49
56*2(5*—4)818*;4069285) ;)6+8)411;1(19;48081;8:8
11;48+85;4)4857528806%81(19;48;8)8;4(1734;48)41;
161;:188;11?;

““But,”’ said I, returning him the slip, ‘‘I am as
much in the dark as ever. Were all the jewels of
Golconda awaiting me upon my solution of this
enigma, I am quite sure that I should be unable to
earn them.”’

““And yet,”” said Legrand, ¢‘the solution is by no
means so difficult as you might be led to imagine
from the first hasty inspection of the characters.
These characters, as any one might ready guess,
form a cipher—that is to say, they convey a mean-
ing; but then, from what is known of Kidd, I could
not suppose him capable of constructing any of the
more abstruse cryptographs. I made up my mind,
at once, that this was of a simple species—such,
however, as would appear, to the erude intellect of
the sailor, absolutely insoluble without the key.”’

¢“And you really solved it?’’

““Readily; I have solved others of an abstruseness
ten thousand times greater. Circumstances, and a
certain bias of mind, have led me to take interest in
such riddles, and it may well be doubted whether
human ingenuity can construct an enigma of the
kind which human ingenuity may not, by proper ap-
plication, resolve. In fact, having once established
connected and legible characters, I scarcely gave a
thought to the mere difficulty of developing their im-
port.

““In the present case,—indeed in all cases of se-
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cret writing,—the first question regards the lan-
guage of the cipher; for the principles of solution,
so far, especially, as the more simple ciphers are
concerned, depend upon, and are varied by, the
genius of the particular idiom. In general, there is
no alternative but experiment (directed by proba-
bilities) of every tongue known to him who attempts
the solution, until the true one be attained. But,
with the cipher now before us, all difficulty was re-
moved by the signature. The pun upon the word
‘Kidd’ is appreciable in no other language than the
English. But for this consideration I should have
begun my attempts with the Spanish and French, as
the tongues in which a secret of this kind would most
naturally have been written by a pirate of the Span-
ish main. As it was, I assumed the cryptograph to
be English.

““You observe there are no divisions between the
words. Had there been divisions, the task would
have been comparatively easy. In such case I
should have commenced with a collation and analysis
of the shorter words, and, had a word of a single
letter occurred, as is most likely (@ or I, for exam-
ple), I should have considered the solution as as-
sured. But, there being no division, my first step
was to ascertain the predominant letters, as well as
the least frequent. Counting all, I constructed a
table, thus:

Of the character 8 there are 33.

s 8 26.
4 i 19.
i) & 16.
¥* (19 13.
5 " 1k
6 e 1L
1 & 8.
i 0 g 6.
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9 2 there are 5.

: 3 It 4.
! i 3.
ﬂ- ‘¢ 2
—_ {1 - &

““Now, in English, the letter which most fre-
quently occurs is e. Afterwards, the succession runs
thus:aoidhnrstuycfglmwbkpqxez E pre-
dominates so remarkably, that an individual sen-
tence of any length is rarely seen in which it is not
the prevailing character.

‘‘Here, then, we have, in the very beginning, the
groundwork for something more than a mere guess.
The general use which may be made of the table is
obvious; but, in this particular cipher, we shall only
very partially require its aid. As our predominant
character is 8, we will commence by assuming it as
the e of the natural alphabet. To verify the sup-
position, let us observe if the 8 be seen often in
couples,—for e is doubled with great frequency in
English,—in such words, for example, as ‘meet,’
‘fleet,” ‘speed,’ ‘seen,’ ‘been,’ ‘agree,” etc. In the
present instance we see it doubled no less than five
times, although the cryptograph is brief.

‘‘Let us assume 8, then, as e. Now, of all words
in the language, ‘the’ is most usual; let us see, there-
fore, whether there are not repetitions of any three
characters, in the same order of collocation, the last
of them being 8. If we discover repetitions of such
letters, so arranged, they will most probably repre-
sent the word ‘the.” Upon inspection, we find no
less than seven such arrangements, the characters
being ;48. We may, therefore, assume that ; repre-
sents £, 4 represents k, and 8 represents e,—the last
being now well confirmed. Thus a great step has
been taken.
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“‘But, having established a single word, we are
enabled to establish a vastly important point; that is
to say, several commencements and terminations of
other words. Let us refer, for example, to the last
instance but one, in which the combination ;48 oc-
curs,—not far from the end of the cipher. We know
that the ; immediately ensuing is the commencement
of a word, and, of the six characters suceeding this
‘the,” we are cognizant of no less than five. Let us
set these characters down, thus, by the letters we
know them to represent, leaving a space for the un-
Knowm— t eeth.

‘“‘Here we are enabled, at once, to discard the th,
as forming no portion of the word commencing with
the first £; since, by experiment of the entire alpha-
bet for a letter adapted to the vacancy, we perceive
that no word can be formed of which this ¢k can be
a part. We are thus narrowed into

t ee,
and, going through the alphabet, if necessary, as be-
fore, we arrive at the word ‘tree,’ as the sole pos-
sible reading. We thus gain another letter, r, repre-
sented by (, with the words ‘the tree’ in juxtaposition.

“‘Looking beyond these words, for a short dis-
tance, we again see the combination ;48, and employ
it by way of fermination to what immediately pre-
cedes. We have thus this arrangement:

the tree ;4(1134 the,
or, substituting the natural letters, where known, it

reads thus: o tree thri3h the.

‘‘Now, if, in place of the unknown characters, we
leave blank spaces, or substitute dots, we read thus:
the tree thr...h the,
when the word ‘through’ makes itself evident at
once. But this discovery gives us three new letters,

o0, u, and g, represented by %, ?, and 3.
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“Looking, now, narrowly, through the cipher for
combinations of known characters, we find, not very
far from the beginning, this arrangement,

83(88, or egree,
which, plainly, is the conclusion of the word ‘de-
gree,’ and gives us another letter d, represented by .

““Four letters beyond the word ‘degree,” we per-

ceive the combination
;46( ;88%.

“Translating the known characters, and repre-
senting the unknown by dots, as before, we read
thus:

th.rtee.,
an arrangement immediately suggestive of the word
‘thirteen,” and again furnishing us with two new
characters, ¢ and », represented by 6 and *.

‘‘Referring, now, to the beginning of the crypto-
graph, we find the combination,

93%iT.
““Translating, as before, we obtain
.good,
which assures us that the first letter is 4, and that
the first two words are ‘A good.’

‘It is now time that we arrange our key, as far as
discovered, in a tabular form, to avoid confusion. It
will stand thus:

9 represents

a
< d
¢ e
%
< %
1% i
¢ n
< o
T
t
u

3

A~ kO W O 00—

3

[

D .
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‘““We have, therefore, no less than eleven of the
most important letters represented, and it will be
unnecessary to proceed with the details of the solu-
tion. I have said enough to convince you that
ciphers of this nature are readily soluble, and to give
you some insight into the rationale of their develop-
ment. But be assured that the specimen before us
appertains to the very simplest species of crypto-
graph. It now only remains to give you the full
translation of the characters upon the parchment,
as unriddled. Here it is:

““ ‘4 good glass in the bishop’s hostel in the devil’s
seat forty-one degrees and thirteen minutes north-
east and by north main branch seventh limb east
side shoot from the left eye of the death’s-head a
bee-line from the tree through the shot fifty feet
out.””’

“‘But,”’ said I, ‘‘the enigma seems still in as bad
a condition as ever. How is it possible to extort a
meaning from all this jargon about ‘devil’s seat,’
‘death’s-heads,’ and ‘bishop’s hotels’?”’

““I confess,”’ replied Legrand, ‘‘that the matter
still wears a serious aspect, when regarded with a
casual glance. My first endeavor was to divide the
sentence into the natural division intended by the
cryptographist.”’

““You mean, to punctuate it?”’

“‘Something of that kind.”’

““But how was it possible to effect this?”’

“T reflected that it had been a point with the
writer to run his words together without division,
so as to increase the difficulty of solution. Now, a
not over-acute man, in pursuing such an object,
would be nearly certain to overdo the matter. When,
in the course of his composition, he arrived at a
break in his subject which would naturally require
a pause, or a point, he would be exceedingly apt to
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run his characters, at this place, more than usually
close together. If you will observe the manuseript
in the present instance, you will easily detect five
such cases of unusual ecrowding. Acting upon this
hint, I made the division thus:

““ ‘A4 good glass in the bishop’s hostel in the devil’s
seat—forty-one degrees and thirteen wminutes—
northeast and by north—main branch seventh limb
east side—shoot from the left eye of the death’s-
head—a bee-line from the tree through the shot fifty
feet out.” ”’

‘‘Even this division,”’’ said I, ‘‘leaves me still in
the dark.”’

““It left me also in the dark,’”’ replied Legrand,
“for a few days; during which I made diligent in-
quiry, in the neighborhood of Sullivan’s Island, for
any building which went by the name of the
‘Bishop’s Hotel’; for, of course, I dropped the ob-
solete word ‘hostel.” Gaining no information on the
subject, I was on the point of extending my sphere
of search, and proceeding in a more systematic man-
ner, when, one morning, it entered into my head,
quite suddenly, that this ‘Bishop’s Hostel’ might
have some reference to an old family, of the name of
Bessop, which, time out of mind, had held posses-
sion of an ancient manor-house, about four miles to
the northward of the island. I accordingly went
over to the plantation, and reinstituted my inquiries
among the older negroes of the place. At length one
of the most aged of the women said that she had
heard of such a place as Bessop’s Castle, and
thought that she could guide me to it, but that it was
not a castle, nor a tavern, but a high rock.

“T offered to pay her well for her trouble, and,
after some demur, she consented to accompany me
to the spot. We found it without much difficulty,
when, dismissing her, I proceeded to examine the
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place. The ‘castle’ consisted of an irregular as-
semblage of cliffs and rocks,—one of the latter be-
ing quite remarkable for its height as well as for
its insulated and artificial appearance. I clambered
to its apex, and then felt much at a loss as to what
should be next done.

““While I was busied in reflection, my eyes fell
upon a narrow ledge in the eastern face of the rock,
perhaps a yard below the summit upon which I
stood. This ledge projected about eighteen inches,
and was not more than a foot wide, while a niche in
the cliff just above it gave it a rude resemblance to
one of the hollow-backed chairs used by our ances-
tors. I made no doubt that here was the ‘devil’s
seat’ alluded to in the manuscript, and now I seemed
to grasp the whole secret.

““The ‘good glass,’ I knew, could have reference to
nothing but a telescope; for the word ‘glass’ is rare-
ly employed in any other sense by seamen. Now here,
I at once saw, was a telescope to be used, and a defi-
nite point of view, admitting no variation, from
which to use it. Nor did I hesitate to believe that
the phrases. ‘forty-one degrees and thirteen min-
utes,’ and ‘northeast and by north,’ were intended as
directions for the levelling of the glass. Greatly ex-
cited by these discoveries, I hurried home, procured
a telescope, and returned to the rock.

I let myself down to the ledge, and found that it
was impossible to retain a seat upon it except in one
particular position. This fact confirmed my precon-
ceived idea. I proceeded to use the glass. Of course,
the ‘forty-one degrees and thirteen minutes’ could
allude to nothing but elevation above the visible
horizon, since the horizontal direction was clearly
indicated by the words, ‘northeast and by north.’
This latter direction I at once established by means

of a pocket-compass; then, pointing the glass as
Vol. 8—5
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nearly at an angle of forty-one degrees of elevation
as I could do it by guess, I moved it eautiously up or
down, until my attention was arrested by a circular
rift or opening in the foliage of a large tree that
overtopped its fellows in the distance. In the cen-
tre of this rift I perceived a white spot, but could
not, at first, distinguish what it was. Adjusting the
focus of the telescope, I again looked, and now made
it out to be a human skull.

““Upon this"discovery I was so sanguine as to con-
sider the enigma solved; for the phrase, ‘main
branch, seventh limb, east side,’ could refer only to
the position of the skull upon the tree, while ‘shoot
from the left eye of the death’s-head,” admitted,
also, of but one interpretation, in regard to a search
for buried treasure. I perceived that the design was
to drop a bullet from the left eye of the skull, and
that a bee-line, or, in other words, a straight line,
drawn from the nearest point of the trunk through
‘the shot’ (or the spot where the bullet fell), and
thence extended to a distince of fifty feet, would in-
dicate a definite point,—and beneath this point I
thought it at least possible that a deposit of value lay
concealed.”’

¢¢All this,”” I said, ‘‘is exceedingly clear, and, al-
though ingenious, still simple and explicit. When
you left the ‘Bishop’s Hotel,” what then?%’’

¢“Why, having carefully taken the bearings of the
tree, I turned homewards. The instant that I left
‘the devil’s seat,” however, the ecircular rift van-
ished, nor could I get a glimpse of it afterwards,
turn as I would. What seems to me the chief in-
genuity in this whole business is the fact (for re-
peated experiment has convinced me it is a fact)
that the circular opening in question is visible from
no other attainable point of view than that afforded
by the narrow ledge upon the face of the rock.



EDGAR ALLAN POE. 67

“‘In this expedition to the ‘Bishop’s Hotel’ T had
been attended by Jupiter, who had, no ‘doubt, ob-
served, for some weeks past, the abstraction of my
demeanor, and took especial care not to leave me
alone. But, on the next day, getting up very early,
I contrived to give him the slip and went into the
hills in search of the tree. After much toil I found
it. 'When I came home at night my valet proposed
to give me a flogging. With the rest of the adven-
ture I believe you are as well acquainted as myself.”’

“I suppose,’’ said I, ‘‘you missed the spot, in the
first attempt at digging, through Jupiter’s stupidity
in letting the bug fall through the right instead of
through the left eye of the skull.”’

“Precisely. This mistake made a difference of
about two inches and a half in ‘the shot’—that is to
say, in the position of the peg nearest the tree; and
had the treasure been beneath ‘the shot,’ the error
would have been of little moment; but ‘the shot,’ to-
gether with the nearest point of the tree, were
merely two points for the establishment of a line of
direction ; of course the error, however trivial in the
beginning, increased as we proceeded with the line,
and by the time we had gone fifty feet threw us
quite off the scent. But for my deep-seated impres-
sions that treasure was here somewhere actually
buried, we might have had all our labor in vain.”’

“I presume the fancy of the skull—of letting fall
a bullet through the skull’s eye—was suggested to
Kidd by the piratical flag. No doubt he felt a kind
of poetical consistency in recovering his money
through this ominous insignium.”’

‘‘Perhaps so; still, I cannot help thinking that
common-sense had quite as much to do with the mat-
ter as poetical consistency. To be visible from the
Devil’s seat, it was necessary that the object, if
small, should be white; and there is nothing like
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your human skull for retaining and even increasing
its whiteness under exposure to all vicissitudes of
weather.”’ ‘

“‘But your grandiloquence, and your conduct in
swinging the beetle,—how excessively odd! I was
sure you were mad. And why did you insist upon
letting fall the bug, instead of a bullet, from the
skull?”’

““Why, to be frank, I felt somewhat annoyed by
your evident suspicions touching my sanity, and so
resolved to punish you quietly, in my own way, by a
little bit of sober mystification. For this reason I
swung the beetle, and for this reason I let it fall from
the tree. An observation of yours about its great
weight suggested the latter idea.”’

‘‘Yes, I perceive; and now there is only one point
which puzzles me. What are we to make of the
skeletons found in the hole?’’
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