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EDITOR’S PREFACE

It may be the chief recommendation of the present volume
to a considerable number of readers that it overtakes at last
the famous %t of papers,—begun by De Quincey in a “ First
Essay ” jn 1827, continued in a “Second Essay” in 1839,
and completed by a “ Postscript ” in 1854,—which bears the
still startling name of Murder Considered as one of the Fine
Arte. But the papers that follow in the volume are not
without claims to admiration, even in so trying a companion-
ship. It needed the imagination of a De Quineey to weave
out of the real incidents of the perishing of two peasants,
husband and wife, in a snow-storm among the Westmorland
hills, such a legend of pathetic beauty for ever ag is
enshrined in his Memorials of Grasmere. Then, what a
change of key, and what a revelation of ancther kind of
dexterity, in his romance of The Spanish Military Nun '
Here, it is true, he worked. on materials ready to his hands ;
but it was his own. art that rescued those materials
from the comparative coarseness of their previous handling,
and brought it about that, wherever the strange Spanish
adventuress of the seventeenth century should be remem-
bered, she should pass as a creation of De Quincey’s. The
little paper which comes next, called Sortilege and Astrology,
18 a specimen of De Quincey’s cleverness in the invention
of a light and playful bLit of phantasy for a passing social
occasion, Of The English Mail-Coach, in its three consecu-
tive sections, what need to say more than that this is one of
the papers which, by the suffrage of De Quincey’s admirers
all the world over, would be selected for preservation if it

L s i - Ty



2 EDITOR’S PREFACE

were necessary to limit the choice to those that would best
transmit to future times an impression of some of his finest
characteristies ¥ To this succeeds the little cluster of frag-
ments called Suspiria de Profundis. As De Quincey did
not live to ecarry out fully his project of a pretty numerous
geries of papers under this collective name, and indeed dis-
posed of some papers he had actually written for the series
by publishing them separately and independently, the half-
dozen pieces so reproduced in this volume are all that he left
in print under that express designation. Remarkable pieces
they are, three of them especially ; bu{ the crowning distine-
tion of the whole cluster is derived rtrom one in particular. .
Absolutely, and by universal admission, the little piece called
“ Levana and Our Ladies of Sorrow,” which we have put last
among the Suspiria, is the finest thing that evér came from
De Quincey’s pen. .

So large a portion of the contents of the volume being
thus repfesentative of De Quincey in some of the most inti-
mate and peculiar qualities of his genius, one may dwell
a little here on two of thosc qualities in particular.

While nearly all the chief writers in the long chrono-
logical list which summarises the literary history of the
British Islands have been Humourists to some extent, only
some have been wholly Humourists, or Humourists by such
an overbalance in the general snm of their writings that one
feels them to be sufficiently described all in all by that one
name. Others have been Humourists only in the sense that
portions of their writings have been of the humorous order,
or that there has been an interfusion of the humorous here
and there in their writings thronghout. So far, therefore,
as it may be desired to include De Quincey among the
English Humourists, it must be in this modified, or non-
exclusive, sense, -

In that sense, most certainly, he 75 to be included among
our English Humourists. Of the incidentally humorous
in his miscellaneous writings there have been examples
in abundance through the preceding volumes. It is in the
present volume, however, that the peculiar humour of De
Quincey may be studied in some of its best specimens, Take
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the story of The Spanish Military Nun.  Not only is there
in this story, as in so many others of De Quincey’s papers,
ample amusement in the form of playful wit in individual
passages, and not only is there fun like that of the Spanish
picaresque novels in thexdescriptions of the characters and
situations ; but it is because of the bathing of the whole
from first to last in the spirit of that deeper kind of humour
which suggests universal kindliness and tolerance, and can
find the lovable and admirable even in the disreputable,—
the humour of Shakespeare in his Falstaffs, Bardolphs, Nyms,
and’ Piatols,—it is because of the importation by De Quincey
of this kind of humour into the story that it is rescued, as
we have said, from coarseness, and raised into poetry and
romance. Though Sortilege and Asirology is a much slighter
affair, he h4s contrived to exhibit in it two varieties of his
gkill in humorous effect. To the frolicsome gaiety of the firss
part there succeeds a satirical and marky kind of gro-
tesque 1n the second ; and one hardly knows which is the

more De Quinceyish, But, as the world everywhece knows,

it 18 by the two essays on Murder considered as one of the
Fine Arts that De Quincey has most of all established his
reputation for originality among English Humourists, True,
the instrument of his humour throughout those- two cele-

brated essays is the old Swiftian instrument of outrageous |
and sustained irony; but, apart from the pleasure derived -

from the curiously compacted erudition of the essays and
from the artist-like finish of their style, what a difference

between the serpentine exquisiteness of De Quincey’s irony, |

L..

the oily quietude of his assumed gravity, and the rough !

directness, the broadside strength, of the irony of Swift!

And then the horrible gruesomeness of the total result! In
the firat of the essays the revel in ghastly fancies is already
8o various that one thinks it can go no farther ; but in the
second essay it breaks into sheer rollick and limitless
delirium. - In both, and indeed in the very conception of
the papers, De Quincey’s achievement was one of those feats
‘of which only great writers are capable, Every great writer
requires now and then what may be bluntly called “more
elbow-room,” and, on a sudden inspiration, will burst conven-
tional bounds. Hence those oceasional *extravaganzas” by
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a happy succession of which English Literature has been
saved from all risk of stagnancy. So conscious was De
Quincey of the unusually daring character of the “extrava-
ganza” which he had perpefrated in his two Murder essays
that he tried to safeguard himeelf by an attached apology.
For some readers even yet the apology may not suffice ; but
there the essays are,—irrevocably De Quincey’s, and regarded
now by conclusive opinion in the highest quarters as among
the things likeliest to be permanent in English Prose. And
this distinction they owe to the fact that they were extrava-
ganzas, that they did burst bounds,

Besides the interest of the contents of the present volume
as illustrating in a special manner De Quincey’s faculty of
humour, they have a further interest as illustrating also
certain notions of his as to the undeveloped capabilities of
English Prose. .

One has to remember here those paragraphs m De
Quincey’s General Preface in 1853 to the Collective Edin-
burgh Edition of his writings, then just begun, in which,
taking for his basis the twelve already-published volumes of
the American Collective Edition, he ventured to indicate
how his writings might be classified. (See ante, Vol. I, pp.
8-15) After speaking, first, of that numerous class of his
papers the chief purpose of which was general amusement
combined with useful information (viz. his descriptive, bio-
graphical, and historical papers), and after having distin-
guished another class as consisting of essays properly so
called (viz. speculative and ecritical discussions, with
investigations of abstruse problems), he called attention o
a third class, “Finally, as a third class,” he said, “ and, in
“ virtue of their aim, as a far higher class, of compositions
““ included in the American Edition, I rank The Confesstons
“ of an Optum-Ealer, and also (but ore emphatically) the
« Suspirie de Profundis. On these, as modes of impassioned
“ prose ranging under no precedents that I am aware of in any
“ literature, it is mnch more difficult to speak justly, whether
“in a hostile or a friendly character” In some further
sentences he emphasised his remark on the novelty of his
literary attempts in this kind by asking his readers “ to con--
“ gider the utter sterility of universal literature in this one
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“ department of impassioned prose.” His meaning in these
expressions by themselves is far from clear ; but I think it
may be elucidated by bringing together the sense of various
digpersed passages in his writings.

De Quincey, I find, recognised three kinds of pmse as
worthy of the name ﬂf literary art, in distinction from the
ordinary jog-trot prose which auﬂicea for business-documents,
. books of information, &ec.:—1. REETORICAL Prose. His
exposition of the characteristics of this kind of prose will be
found best in his essay on Rhetoric (ante, Vol. X, pp. 81-133).
The term which he had selected was, as I had occasion to .
remark in connexion with the essay, an unhappy misnomer,
inasmuch as it proceeded from a conception of Rhetoric
utterly astray from all previous tradition. But, though the
name was capricious, it did point to a special kind of literary
practice .for which a name is required. What De Quincey
meant by “rhetoric” or a “rhetorical ” style of writing was,
as I ventured to explain (Vol. X, p. 3), “the art of rich or
‘““ ornate style, the art of conscious playing with % subject
“ intellectually and inventively, and of never leaving it till
“ 1t has been brocaded with the utmost possible amount of
“ subsidiary thought, humour, fancy, ornamentation, and
“ anecdote.” De Quincey gave a list of eminent English
representatives of this “ rich ” kind of Engligh style, beginning
with Donne, Jeremy Taylor, and Sir Thomas Browne ; and,
if he had stretched the list into his own time, he would have
had to include himself! De Quincey’s writings generally are
among the best 1llustrations that could be cited of the “rich”
style in English prose. Of this, of course, he was aware ;
but it was not this that he had in view when he referred to
certam of his writings as examples of a mode of prose in
which there had been no precedents.—I1I. ELoQUueENT PROSE,
or ProsE ELoqueNCcE, In the same essay De Quincey
distinguished “ Eloquence” from what he wanted to call
“ Rhetoric,” and, though hinting that examples of what he
would regard specifically as “eloquence ” might be found in
the writings of some of his “rhetorical ” favourites, evidently
desired to wall off “eloquent writing” as a species by itself.
In fact, what he proposed thus fo distinguish as a distinct
species of literary practice was Oratory, the literature of
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fervid and powerfully moved feeling of any sort,—indig-
nation, pity, scorn, patriotic enthusiasm, earnestness of
religious or moral conviction. As, however, there had
been. no deficiency of such *eloquent prose” in the
course of English Literature, but, on the contrary, an abund-
ance of most splendid examples, the * impassioned prose”
of which De  Quincey conceived himself to be the first
exemplar must have been something of a very special nature.
“Qur interpretation of his meaning is that, while he was
willing to take his chance of being reputed capable of
eloquent or impassioned writing in the general sense, what
he reserved as the *mode of impassioned prose” in which
he could claim to be singular was a kind of new lyrieal
prose that could undertake the expression of feelings till
then supposed unutterable except in verse. ~ Oratory in
some of ii8 extremes—as when the feeling to be expressed is
peculiarly keen and ecstatic—does tend to pass into song
or metrical lyric; and De Quincey, in order to extend the
powers ¢* prose in this extreme and difficult direction, pro-
posed to institute, we may say, a new form of prose-htera-
ture nameable as the prose-lyric. III. Prosg PHANTASY or
ProsE PoETRY. Despite the prevalence still of the vulgar
and disastrous misconception which has made Poetry a mere
synonym: for Verse-Literature of any sort, all sound theorists
are agreed in some variety or other of that definition of Poetry
which makes it to consist essentially in a particular kind of
matter or mental product,—viz. the matter or product of the
faculty or mood of mind ecalled Imagination or Phantasy.
Hence, in all sound theory, the novel, the romance, the
prose-drama, and all other prose-works of the imaginative
order,—t.e. of “feigned history,” as Bacon called it,—are
regarded as so many forms of Poetry, having their metrical
equivalents in the verse-epic, the verse-drama, &c. Fielding,
for example, expressly vindicated the right of the novel to
be considered as simply the prose epic. At the same time,
not only is it certain that even such solid matter of phantasy
or *feigned history ” as may be undertaken in prose receives
incalculable modifications when it is lifted into verse ; but it
is also certain that there are peculiar kinds of phantasy for
which Prose in all ages has felt itself incompetent, or which
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it has been too shamefaced to attempt. Such, in especial,
are the visionary phantasies that form themselves in the
poetic mind in its most profound fits of solitary self-musing,
its hours of inventive day-dream in some sequestered nook of
rocky sea-shore, or of long nocturnal reverie within-doors over
the embers of a dying fire. Now, ag De Quincey had been
a dreamer all his life, with an abnormal faculiy of dreaming
at work in him constitutionally from his earliest infancy, and
with the qualification moreover that he had unlocked the
terrific potencies of opinm for the generation of dreams beyond
the human, his idea seems to have been that, if prose would
but exert itself, it could compass, almost equally with verse,
or even better, the representation of some forms at least of
dream-experience and dream-phantasmagory. Add this idea
to that other of the possibility of a prose-lyric that shonld
rival the verse-lyric ir abilify to cxpress the keenest and rarest
forms of human feeling, or suppose the two ideas combined, and
DeQuincey’sconception of theexact nature of hisservice towards
the extension of the liberties and powers of English prose will
be fully apprehended. )
Examples of De Quinecey’s use of a twofold agency of
dreamy prose - phantasy and impassioned prose-lyric are
scattered through his writings generally. He refers, how-
ever, to his Confessions of an Opium-Eater as more largely
representative in this respeet; and those who have read the
Confessions in the enlarged edition of them in 1856 will
remember passages enough in illustration. He purposely
bedded in the text of that enlarged edition passages of this
sort which he had penned independently ; and he annexed
to the edition, Ly way of overplus and appendage, the fine
prose-phantasy called The Daughter of Lebunon. s Auwto-
biographic Sketcles were similarly used, in various places, as
a receptacle for independently-written pieces of prose-lyric.
But it is in the present volume that there will be found
those specimens of De Quincey’s genius in his peculiar art
of prose-phantasy from which his conceptions of the art itself
may be best inferred, and the amount of his success in it
most surely appraised. The English Mail-Coach and the
Suspirie, de Profundis have a certain interconnexion, and
possess between them the supreme interest in the class to
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which they belong. The first two sections of The English
Maal-Coack are noble pieces of prose-poetry, and more
successful, all in all, I think, than the appended * Dream
Fugue.” Though that is an extraordinary piece of writing too,:
and gains on one perhaps by repeated reading, the prefixed
direction * Tumultuosissimamente” rather repels one, as too
suggestive of artificiality and the flourished baton of the leader
of an orchestra ; and the total effect does not seem equal to
the exertion expended. 'The first three fragments of the
Suspiria, besides being but a kind of wreckage from prior
materials, are somewhat didaectic in their tenor, and only pre-
pare the way, and that rather raggedly, for the “ Memorial
Suspiria” and the fragments called “ Savannah-la-Mar” and
“Levana and Our Ladies of Sorrow.” Most memorable
pieces of impassioned prose-phantasy are all these three ; but
it is the last that is franscendent. Even alone, that would
have made De Quincey immortal. )

Some space having been left after the conclusion of the
series of e Quincey’s papers classed in this edition ag his
“Tales, Romances, and Prose- Phantasies,” we commence in
this volume the publication of those surplus papers of his,
pretty numerous and of different sorts, which may be thrown
together as Muscellanea, The bulk of these will follow in
our next and final volume ; and, as the arrangement there is
to be as nearly chronological as possible, the precedence in
the entire series is due to the two that appear in the present,
The Danish Origpen of the Lake-Country Dialect is of date
1819-20, and is taken from an interesting recent pamphlet
by Mr, Pollitt of Kendal, telling the story of De Quincey’s
strange editorship of the “Westmorland Gazette,” The long
paper on the Origin of the Rosicrucians and Free-masons is a De
Quinceyfied compilation from the German, done in 1824,
Though it is unpromising at the outset, and rather haggard
in form, the reader who may persist will find it full of
ingenious and curious matter. D M



ON MURDER
'CONSIDERED AS ONE OF THE FINE ARTS

FIRST PAPER!

[y

}]. ADVERTIREMENT OF A MAX MORRIDLY VIRTUDQUS ©

MosT of us who read books have probably heard of a Society
for the Promotion of Vice, of the Hell-Fire Club founded in
the last century by Sir Francis Dashwood, &c.® at Brighton
I think it was that a Society was formed for the Suppression
of Virtue, That society was itself suppressed ; but I an
sorry to say that amother exists in London, of a character
still more atrocious. In tendency, it may be denominated a
Society for the Encouragement of Murder; but, aceording to
their own delicate eddnuiopos, it is styled, the Society of
Connoisseurs in Murder, They profess to be curious in

I This First Paper of the composite series now bearing the general
title “*On Murder Considered as one of the Fine Arts,” appeared
originally in Blackwood's Magazine for February 1827,—the same
number which contained De Quincey’s article on the Last Days of
Kant, He reprinted it, with modifications, in 1854, in vol. iv of
the Collective Edition of his Writings, along with the Second or Sup-
plementary Paper, which had meanwhile appeared in Blackwood for
November 1839,—at the same time completing the Murder Series by
the addition of the long * Postscript,” M.

® This sub-title for the introductory paragraph was invented by
De Quincey when he reprinted the paper in 1854, As originally-
printed in Blackwood, the paper opened thus:—" To the Editor ¢
Blackwood's Magazine.—3ir, We have all heard of a Society for the
Promotion of Vice,” &e.—M, )

¥ Convivial fraternities under the outrageous name of Hell-Fire
Clubs, —because founded on a principle of ostentatious contempt and
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homicide, amateurs and dilettanti in the various modes of
carnage, and, in short, Murder-Fanciers. Every fresh
atrocity of that class which the police anmals of Europe
bring up, they meet and criticise as they would a plcture,
statue, or other work of art. But I need not trouble myself
with any attempt to deseribe the spirit of their proceedings,
as the reader will collect that much better from one of the
Monthly Lectures read before the society last year., This
has fallen into my hands accidentally, in spite of all the
vigilance exercised to keep their transactions from the publie
eye. The publication of it will alarm them ; and my pur-
pose 1s that it should. For I would much rather put them
down quietly, by an appeal to public opinion, than by such
an exposure of names as would follow an appeal to Bow
Street ; which last appeal, however, if this should fail, I
must really resort to. For my intense virtue will not put
up with such things in a Christian land. Kven in a heathen
land the toleration of murder—viz. in the dreadful shows of
the amphitheatre—was felt by a Christian writer to be the
most erying reproach of the public morals. This writer was
Lactantius ! ; and with his words, as singularly applicable to
the present occasion, I shall conclude :-—“Quid tam horribile,”
says he, “tam tetrum, quam hominis trucidatio? Ideo
“ severissimis legibus vita nostra munitur ; ideo bells execra-
“ bilia sunt., Invenit tamen consuetudo quatenus homicidium
““ sine bello ac sine legibus faciat ; et hoc sibi voluptas quod
“scelus vindicavit. Quod, si interesse homicidio sceleris
“ consctentia est, et eidem facinori spectator obstrictus est

ridicule of the established religion and of all ordinary morality, and
indnlging, it was supposed, in blasphemous and profligate orgies,—cameo
into being in the early part of the eighteenth century, and spread like
an epidemic through the British Islands during the next fifty or sixty
years, The particular club of this kind which De Quincey here men-
tions was the famous fraternity of the Monks of St Francis, called
slso The Medmenham Club, whose usual place of meeting was the
mansion-house of Medmenham in Buckinghamshire, originally a Cis-
+ercian monastery. The most notorious members of the club were
Tir Francis Dashwood, baronet (known from 1763 onwards as Lord Le
Despencer), and John Wilkes ; but it included the poet Churchill, the
less-known poets Lloyd and Whitehead, Sir John Dashwood King,
“Bubb Deoddington, and others.— M.
! Latin Christian writer of the fourth century.—M.
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“ i et admissor, ergo et in his gladiatorum czdibus non
“ minus cruore profunditur qui spectat quam ille qui facit :
“ nec potest esse immunis a sanguine qui voluit effundi, aut
-« yideri non interfecisse qui interfectori et favit et preemium
“ postulavit”—* What is so dreadful,” says Laétantius,
“ what so dismal and revolting, as the murder of a human
«“ greature 7 Therefore it is that life for us is protected by
“laws the most rigorous; therefore it is that wars are
¢ objects of execration. And yet the traditional usage of
« Rome has devised a mode of authorising murder apart
“ from war, and in defiance of law; and the demands of
. “ taste (voluptas) are now become the same as those of aban-
“ doned guilt.” Let the Society of Gentlemen Amateurs
consider this; and let me call their especial attention to the
last gentmnce, which is so weighty, that 1 shall attempt to
convey it in English: © Now, if merely to be present at a
“ murder fastens on a man the character of an accomplice ;
“ if barely to be a spectator involves us in one common
« onilt with the perpetrator : it follows, of necessity, that, in
« these murders of the amphitheatre, the hand which inflicts
«“ the fatal blow is not more deeply imbrued in blood than
“ his who passively looks on; neither can ke be clear of
“« blood who has countenanced its shedding; nor that man
“ seemn other than a participator in murder who gives his
‘ gpplause to the murderer and calls for prizes on his behalf.”
The * premia postulavit” 1 have not yet heard charged upen
the Gentlemen Amateurs of London, though undoubtedly
their proceedings tend to that ; bub the “interfectors favit” is
implied in the very title of this association, and expressed 1n
every line of the lecture which follows. X. Y. Z1

1 Po this introductory paragraph as it originally appeared in Black-
wood there was subjoined the foliowing, probably from the pen of De
Quincey’s friend Christopher North, the reputed editor of the maga-
zine :—* [ Note of the Edifor ;—We thank our correspondent for his
¢ sommunication, and also for the quotation from Lactantius, which is
‘“ gory pertinent to Ats view of the case ; our own, we confess, is differ-
‘“ ant. We cannot suppose the lecturer to be in earnest, any more thap
¢t Bragmus in his Praise of Folly, or Dean Swift in his Proposal #or
‘« Eating Chitdren. However, either on his own view or ou ours, it
i ig equally fit that the lecture should be made public.]"—Wilson, it
would seem, was a little dubious as to the receplion of a paper I
such a ghastly strain and with such a ghastly title. ‘I'he words " our
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Il. THE LECTURE

GENTLEMEN :—I have had the honour to be appointed by
your committee to the trying task of reading the Williams
Lecture ‘on Murder Considered as One of the Fine Arts,—a
task which might be easy enough three or four centuries ago,
when the art was little understood, and few great models had
been exhibited ; but in this age, when masterpieces of excel-
lence have been executed by professional men, it mnst be
evident that in the style of criticism applied to them the
public will leok for something of a corresponding improve-
ment. Practice and theory must advance pari passu. People
begin to see that something more goes to the composition of
a fine murder than two blockheads to kill and be killed, a
knife, a purse, and a dark lane. Design, gentlemed, group-
ing, light and shade, poetry, sentiment, are now deemed
indispensable to attempts of this nature. Mr, Williams has
exalted the ideal of murder to all of us,! and to me, there-
fore, in particular, has deepened the arduwousness of my task.
Like AHschylus or Milton in poetry, like Michael Angelo in
painting, he has carried his art to a point of colossal sub-
limity, and, as Mr. Wordsworth observes, has in a manner
“created the taste by which he is to be enjoyed.” To sketch
the history of the art, and to examine its principles eritically,
now remains as a duty for the connoisseur, and for judges of
quite another stamp from his Majesty’s J udges of Assize,

Before I begin, let me say a word or two to certain prigs,
who affect to speak of our society as if it were in some
degree immoral in its tendency. Tmmoral! J upiter protect
me, gentlemen!® what is it that people mean? I am for
morality, and always shall be, and for virtue, and all that ;
and I do affirm, and always shall (let what will come of
it), that murder is an improper line of conduct, highly
improper ; and I do not stick to assert that any man who

- deals in murder must have very incorrect ways of thinking,
- correspondent ™ seem to iinply that the paper was sént by De Quincey
" freu Grasmere. —M,

1 John Williams, the London murderer of 1811, The story of his

murders is told in the Postscript.—M,

~ 2 The original phrase in Blackwood was * Immoral ! God bless Iy
soul, gentlemen !”-—M,
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and truly inaccurate principles; and, so far from aiding and
abetting him by pointing out his vietim’s hiding-place, as a
great moralist of Germany declared it to be every gnod
man’s duty to do,! I would subscribe one shilling and six-
pence to have him apprehended,—which i8 more by eighteen-
pence than the most eminent moralists have hitherto
subscribed for that purpose. But what then? Everything
in this world has two handles. Murder, for instance, may
be laid hold of by its moral handle (as it generally is in the
pulpit and at the Old Bailey), and that, I confess, is its
weak side ; or it may also be treated wsthetically, as the Gers
mans call it-—that is, in relation to good taste,

To illustrate this, I will urge the authority of three
eminent persons: viz. 8. T. Coleridge, Aristotle, and Mr,
Howship-the surgeon.

To begin with S, T. C. :—One night, many years ago, 1
was drinking tea with him in Berners Street (which, by the
way, for a short street, has been uncommonly fruitful in men
of genius).?2 Others were there besides myself ; and, amidst

1 Kant—who carried his demands of unconditional veracity to so
extruvagant a length ag to affirm that, if a man were to see an inno-
cent person escape from a murderer, it would be his duty, on being
questioned by the murderer, to tell the truth, and to point out the
retreat of the innocent person, under any certainty of causing murder.
Lest this doctrine should be supposed to have escaped him in any heat
of dispute, on being taxed with it by a celebrated French writer, he
solemnly re-affirmed it, with his reasons.

? TIn Cunningham’s ‘Handbook of London (1850} the street iz thus
described :—* A street chiefly inhabited by artists. Sir William
“ Chambers was living in it in 1773, Fuseli in 1804, and Opie from
“ 1792 to 1808. No. 8 was Opie’s ; No. 13 Fuseli's; and No. 15
“ Bone the enameler's; No, 6 was the Banking House of Marsh,
‘* Stracey, Fauntleroy, and Graham. The loss to the Bank of Eng-
“ land by Fauntleroy’s forgeries amounted to the sam of £360,000.
¢ No. 54 was (26th November 1810) the scene of the famous Berners
‘¢ Street Hoax,—a trick of Theodore Hook's when a young man
‘‘ {described at length in the Quarterly Rewview, No. 143, p. 62). The
‘¢ l]ady on whom the hoax was played was Mrs. Tottingham, and the
¢ trick itself {since frequently imitated) consisted in sending out two
‘* hundred orders to different tradespeople to deliver goods, bot™
“‘ bulky and small, at the same louse, to the same person, at tie
“ game hour,”—De Quincey may have had all this in his mind, as
well as the fact that Coleridge had at one time lodged in the street.
The phrass “many years ago,” used in 1827, may imply that the
time was between 1810 and 1812.--M,
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some carnal considerations of tea and toast, we were all im-
bibing a dissertation on Plotinus from the Attic lips of 8. T.
C. BSuddenly a cry arose of “ Fire—fire!” upon which all
of us, master and disciples, Plato and of wepe Tov I1Aarwra,
rushed out, eager for the spectacle. The fire was in Oxford
Street, at a pianoforte-maker’s ; and, as it promised to be a
conflagration of merit, I was sorry that my engagements
forced me away from Mr. Coleridge’s party before matters
had come to a crisis. Some days after, meeting with my
Platonic host, I reminded him of the case, and begged to
know how that very promising exhibition had terminated.
“Oh, sir,” said he, “it turned out so ill that we damned it
unanimously.” Now, does any man suppose that Mr. Cole-
ridge—who, for all he is too fat to be a person of active
virtue, is undoubtedly a worthy Christian—that ~this good
S, T. C, I say, was an incendiary, or capable of wishing any
ill to the poor man and his pianofortes (many of them,
doubtless, with the additional keys)? On the contrary, I
know him to be that sort of man that I durst stake my life
upon it he would have worked an engine in a case of
necessity, although rather of the fattest for such fiery trials
of his virtue. But how stood the case? Virtue was in no
request. On the arrival of the fire engines, morality had
devolved wholly on the insurance office. This being the
case, he had a right to gratify his taste. He had left his
tea. Was he to have nothing in return ?

I contend that the most virtuous man, under the pre-
mises stated, was entitled to make a luxury of the fire, and
to hiss it, as he would any other performance that raised
expectations in the public mind which afterwards it dis-
appointed. Again, to cite another great anthority, what
says the Stagirite? He (in the Fifth Book, I think it is, of
his Metaphysics) describes what he calls kAermjv rédesov—i.e.
a perfect thief1 ; and, as to Mr. Howship, in a work of his on

.1 It is in the Fourth Book, chap. xvi, and stands thus :—*‘ A per-
rect or finished physician, and a perfect or finished musician, are such
when they are in no wise deficient as far as regards the species of
excellence that is proper to their professions : so also, transferring our
~emarks to the case of evil things, we say a perfect or finished gyco-
phant, and a finisked thief."—M. -
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Indigestion 1 he makes no scruple fo talk with admiration of
a certain ulcer which he had seen, and which he styles “a
beautiful wulcer.” Now, will any man pretend that,
abstractly comsidered, a thief could appear to Aristotle a
perfect character, or that Mr. Howship could be endmoured
of an ulcer? Aristotle, it is well known, was himself 2o
very moral a character that, not content with writing his
Nicomtachean Ethies in one volume octavo, he also wrote
another system, called Magna Moralta, or Big Ethics. Now,
it is impossible that a man who composes any ethics at all,
big or little, should admire & thief per s¢; and, as to Mr.
Howship, it is well known that he makes war upon all
ulcers, and, without suffering himself to be seduced by their
charms, endeavours to banish them from the county of
Middlesex. PBut the truth is that, however objectionable
per se, yet, relatively to others of their class, both a thief and ‘
an ulecer may have infinite degrees of merit. They are both
imperfections, it is true; but, to be imperfect being their
essence, the very greatness of their imperfection becomes
their perfection. Spartem nactus es, hanc exorna. A thiel
like Autolycus or the ontce famous George Barrington,® and
a grim phagedenic ulcer,® superbly defined, and running
regularly through all its natural stages, may no less justly be
regarded as ideals after their kind than the most faultless
moss-rose amongst flowers, in its progress from bud to
“bright consummate flower,” or, amengst human flowers, the
most magnificent young female, appareiled in the pomp of
womanhood. And thus not only the 1deal of "aii inkstand
may be imagined, as Mr. Coleridge illustrated in his cele-
brated correspondence with Mr. Blackwood,*—in which, by

I Howship, John: DPractical Remarks wuwpon Indigestion, 8vo,
L.ondon, 1825.—M.

2 George Waldron alias Barrrington, the most famous gentleman-
pickpocket of his time, was transported to Botany Bay in 1790, and
died there in 1804, in respectable employment and with the reputation
of a reformed character,—M.

3 Phagedeenie, Greek for “eating” or “corrosive ; theword, whetheg o
in1 the form of the noun phagedana, or of the adjective phagedonic ar =
phagedenous, is a surgical definition of a special kind of ulcer,—M,

¢ Refers to certain whimsical letters of Coleridge in Blackwood for
October 1821, in one of which are enumerated the requisites for a per®

fect or ideal inkstand. —M.



16 TALES AND PROSE PHANTABIES

the way, there is not so much, because an inkstand is 2
laudable sort of thing, and a valuable member of society,——
but even imperfection itself may have its ideal or perfect
state,

- Really, gentlemen, I beg pardon for so much philosophy
at one time ; and now let me apply it When a murder is
in the paulo-post-futurum tense-—not done, not even (accord-
ing to modern purism) being done, but only going to be done
—and a rumour of it comes to our ears, by all means let us
treat it morally. But suppose it over and done, and that you
can say of it, TeréAeocrar, It is finished, or (in that adamantine
molossus ! of Medea) Elpyaoras, Done it is, it is a fast
accompli ; suppose the poor murdered man to be out of his
pain, and the rascal that did it off like a shot nobody knows
whither ; suppose, lastly, that we have done our best, by
putting out our legs, to trip up the fellow in his flight, but
all to no purpose—* abiit, evasit, excessit, erupit,” etc.— why,
then, I say, what's the use of any more virtue? Enough has
been given to morality : now comes the turn of Taste and

| the Fine Arts. A sad thing it was, no doubt, very sad ; but
we can’t mend it. Therefore let us make the best of a bad
matter ; and, as it is impossible to hammer anything out of
it for moral purposes, let us treat it wsthetically, and see if
it will turn to account in that way. Such is the logic of a
sensible man ; and what follows? We dry up our tears, and
have the satisfaction, perhaps, to discover that a transaction
which, morally considered, was shocking, and without a leg
to stand upon, when tried by principles of Taste, turns out
to be a very meritorious performance. Thus all the world is
pleased ; the old proverb is justified, that it_is_an ill.wind
which blows nebody good ; the amateur, from locking bilious
and sulky Dy to6 close an attention to virtue, begins to pick
"up his crumbs; and general hilarity prevails. Virtue has
had her day; and henceforward, Virtu, so nearly the same
thing as to differ only by a single letter (which surely is not

- _worth haggling or higgling about)— Vartt, 1 repeat, and

1 Molossus is the name in Greek prosody for a word or foot of three

consecutive long syllables, The particular molossus which De Quincey

"goes on to quote,—the word elpyasrat,—occurs in line 293 of the
Meden of Euripides.—M.,
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Connoisseurship, have leave to provide for themselves. Upon
this principle, gentlemen, I propose to guide your studies from
Cain to Mr. Thurtell. Through this great gallery of murder,
therefore, together let us wander hand in hand, in delighted
admiration ; while I endeavour to point your attention to
the objects of profitable criticism.

The first murder is familiar to you all. As the inventor
of murder, and the father of the art, Cain must have been a
man of first-rate genins. All the Cains were men of genius
Tubal Cain invented tubes, 1 think, or some such thing.
But, whatever might be the originality and genius of the
artist, every art was then in its infancy; and the works
turned ont from each several studio must be criticised with a
recollectionr of that fact. Even Tubals work would probably
be little approved at this day in Sheffield ; and therefore of
Cain {Cain senior, I mean) it is no disparagement to say that
hig performance was but so-se. Milton, however, is supposed
to have thought differently. By his way of relatmg the case,
it should seem to have been rather a pet murder with him,
for he retouches it with an apparent anxiety for its picturesque

effect :—
“ Whereat he inly raged, and, as they talked,
smote him into the midriff with a stone
That beat out life : he fell, and, deadly pale,

Groaned out his soul, with gushing blood effused.”
Par, Lost, Bk, XI.

Upon this Bichardson the painter, who had an eye for effect,
remarks as follows in his “ Notes on Paradise Lost,” p. 497 :
—*“Tt has been thought,” says he, *that Cain beat (as the
“ common saying 18) the breath out crf his brother’s bedy with
“ a great stone: Milton gives in to this, with the addition,
“ however, of a large wound.” In this place it was a judicious
addition ; for the rudeness of the weapon, unless raised and
enriched by a warm, sanguinary colouring, has too much of
the naked air of the savage school ; as if the deed were
perpetrated by a Polypheme, without seience, premeditation,
or anything but a mutfon-bone. However, I am chiefly
pleased with the improvement, as it implies that Milton was
an amateur, . As to Shakspere, there never was a better;

L - At TTTY I

PRE ]
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witness his description of the murdered Duncan, Banquo,
&c. ; and above all witness his incomparable miniatare, in
“Henry VI, of the murdered Gloucester.!

The foundation of the art having been once laid, it is
pitiable to see how it slumbered without improvement for
ages. In faet, I shall now be obliged to leap over all murders,
sacred and profane, ag utterly unworthy of notice until long
after the Christian era. Greece, even in the age of Pericles,
produced no murder, or at least none is recorded, of the

1 The passage occurs in the second part (act 8) of *“ Henry VL and
is doubly remarkable : first, for its critical fidelity to nature, were the
description meant only for peelic effect ; but, secondly, for the judisial
value impressed upon it when offered (as here it is offered) in silent
correboration legally of a dreadful whisper, all at once arising, that
foul play had been dealing with a great prince, clothed with an offcial
state character. It is the Duke of Gloucester, faithful guardian and
loving uncle of the simple and imbecile king, who has been fornd dead
in his bed. How shall this event be interpreted ? Had he died under
some natural visitation of Providence, or by violence from his enemies ¢
Tho two court factions read the circumstantial indications of the case
into oppos.ce constructions. The affectionate and afflicted young king,
whose position almost pledges him to neutrality, cannot, nevertheless,
disguise his overwhelming suspicions of hellish conspiracy in the back-
ground. Upon this, & leader of the opposite faction endeavours to
break the force of this royal frankness, countersigned and echoed most
impressively by Lord Warwick., " What insfance,” he asks—meaning
by trstance not example or illustration, as thonghtless commentators
have constantly supposed, but, in the common schelastic sense, what
tnstantia, what pressure of argument, what urgent plea, can Lord
Warwick put forward in support of his *‘dreadful oath "—an oath,
namely, that, as surely as he hopes for the life eternal, so surely

#T do believe that violent hands were laid
Upon the life of this thrice faméd duke.”

Ostensibly the challenge is to Warwick, but substantially it is meant
for the King. And the reply of Warwick, the argument on which he
builds, lies in a solemn array of all the changes worked in the duke’s
features by death, as irreconcilable with any other hypothesis than
that this death had been a violent one. WHLkat argument have I that
Gloucester died under the hands of murderers? Why, the following
roll-call of awful changes, affecting head, face, nostrils, eyes, hands,
. &c., which do not belong indifferently to eny mode of death, but
- exclusively to a death by violence ;—

*“ But see, his face is black and full of bleod,
His eyeballs further out than when he lived,
Btaring full ghastly like a strangled man ;
His hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretched with struggling ;
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slightest merit ; and Rome had too little originality of genius
in any of the arts to succeed where her model failed herp.l
In fact, the Latin language sinks under the very idea of
murder. “The man was murdered ; —how will this sound
in Latin?  Interfectus est, interemptus est—which simply ex-
presses a homicide ; and hence the Christian Latinity of the
middle ages was obliged to introduce a new word, such as the
feebleness of classic conceptions never ascended to, Murdratus
est, says the sublimer dialect of Gothic ages? Meantime,-

His hands abroad display’d, as one that gasp’'d

And tugg’d for life, and was by strength subdued.
Look, on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking ;
His well-proporticn'd beard made rough and rugged,
Like o the summer’s corn by tempest lodged.

It caunot be but he was murder’d here ;

The least of all these things were probable.”

Ag the logic of the case, let us not for a moment forget that, to be of
any value, the signs and indications pleaded must be sternly diagnoatic,
The discrimination sought for is between death that is natural and
death that is viclent. All indications, therefors, that belong equally
and indifferently to either are equivocal, useless, and alien from the
very purpose of the signs here registered by Shakspere.

1 At the time of writing this {1827] I held the commeon opinion
upon that subject, Mere inconsideration it was that led to so erroneous
a Judgment. Since then, on closer reflection, I have seen ample reason
to retract it : satisfied I now [1854] am that the Romans, in every
art which allowed to them any parity of advantages, had merits aa
racy, native, and characteristic, as the best of the Greeks. Elsewhers
1 shall plead this cause circumstantially, with the hope of converting
the reader. In the meantime, I was anxious to lodge my protest
against this ancient error,—an error which commenced ir the time-
serving gycophancy of Virgil the court-poet. With the base purpose of
gratifying Augustus in his vindictive spite against Cicero, and by way
of introducing, therefore, the little clause orabunt causas melius as
applying to all Athenian against all Rowan orators, Virgil did not
scruple to sacrifice by wholesale the just pretensions of his compatriots
collectively. . [Compars ante, vol. x, pp. 54-59.—M.]

# De Quincey is here characteristically correct. The word Murder
(though the same at ultimate root with the Latin morz, ** to die,” and
mors-morits, ' death,” and so with the Sanskrit mri, “to die ) did
come inte the Christian Latinity of the Middle Ages, and so into the

Romance tongues of Europe, by importation from the Gothie. -

‘“ Wasuh than sa haitana Barabbas, mith thaim mith iTmma drobyandam
gabundans, thaiei in anhyodau maurthr gatawidedun” : so runs the
verse, Mark xv. 7, in the Meeso-Gothic of Ulphilas ; and, though it is

a ¢ Af 1he cvioonly b £lom 01 cblon o dlh o T . . % . wewm -

-
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the Jewish school of murder kept alive whatever was yet
known in the art, and gradually transferred it to the Western
Worlds Indeed, the Jewish school was always respectable,
even in its medimval stages, as the ease of Hugh of Lincoln
shows, which was honoured with the approbation of Chaucer,
on occasion of another performance from the same school,
which, 1n his Canterbury Tales, he puts into the mouth of
the Lady Abbess,!

Recurring, however, for one moment, to classical antiquity,
I cannot but think that Catiline, Clodins, and some of that
coterie, would have made first-rate artists ; and it is on all
accounts to be regretted that the priggism of Cicero robbed |

can recoguise its kinship with our own English in the same passage,
** And there was one named Barabbas, which lay bound with them
that had made insurrection with him, who had committcd murder in
the insurrection.” 1T do mot suppose that an older example can be
produced of the Gothic noun mawrthr (murther, murder) ; nd I do
not find it referred to in the article on the word Afurder in even the
latest edition of Du Cange’s great Dictionary of Medizval Latin, The
essentially Gothic origin of the word is there recognised, however, in
the general statement that it is from the *Saxon” morth, meaning
death or slaughter {¢z Saxonico morth) ; and, in five columns of copious
learning, it is shown how the Medieval Latinists appropriated this
north or moroth,—at first bedding it in that unecuth form in their own
Latin texts, but at leugth baldly Latinising it into smurdiem or murérum,
and so providing themselves with a train of requisite cognates in
mudtricium, murdificatio, murdredum, murdrare, murdrirve, murdrator,
murdritor, &c. &c.  From the Latin the word passed easily, of course,
‘into the vernacular Remance tongnes: e.q. the French- meurtre,
meurtrtv.  As the various Teutonic nations had conserved the Gothie
word, in one form dr another, in their own vernaculars,—e.g, in Anglo-
Baxon, morth (death}, morthor {violent death), and in German mord
(murder), morden {to murder), mirder (murderer),—their claim to it
may be regarded as aboriginal. It may be doubted, however, whether
the word murder, 80 common in early English after the Conquest in
the alternative forms morthre and smordre (which alternative was kept
up 1o much later English in the forms murther and murder), was only
the native old Anglo-Saxon word morth or morthor conserved, or was
‘& recovery from the Medizval Latin directly or through the Norman-
French. Murther, with the & sound, looks the more native English
form ; and in the First Folio Shakespeare the prevailing spelling of
-the word is, I thiok, murther, though the modern editors substitute
murder.— M., _ :
' Chaucer's Prioresses Tule in his Canterbury Pilgrimage is the
story of a little Christian boy in & city in Asia, snpposed to have
beer murdered by the Jews of the city because of the offence he gave
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his country of the only chance she had for distinction in this
line. As the subject of a murder, no person could have
answered better than himselfl. Qb Gemini {1 how he would
have howled with panie, if he had heard Cethegus under his
bed. It would have been truly diverting to have listened to
him; and satisfied I am, gentlemen, that he would have
preterred the wufile of creeping into a closet, or even into a
cloaca, to the honestum of facing the hold artist.

- To come now to the Dark Ages—(by which we that speak
with precision mean, par eccellence, the tenth century as a
meridian line, and the two centuries immediately before and
after, full midnight being from A.p. 888 to A.p, 1111)—
those ages ought naturally to be favourable to the art of
murder, as they were to church architecture, to stained glass,
&c. ; and, "accordingly, about the latter end of this period,
there arose a great character in our art,—1I mean the Old Man
of the Mountains, He was a ghining light indeed, and 1
need” not tell you that the very word * assassin” is deduced
from him.? So keen an amateur was he that on ore occasion,

them by always singing the Christian hymn O 4 ima Redemptoris Mater
through the streets as hie went to school. The Prioress concludes the
story by referring to a specially English legend of a like character,—
that of young “ Hugh of Lincoln, whom some Jews of that town were
said to have put to death for similar reasons Ly a horrible crucifixion,
The historian Matthew Paris, who relates the thing ss a fact that
happeued in his own lifefime, dates it in the year 1255, and adds that
a number of Jews were executed for the crime in London in the
following year, This explains the wording of the reference to it by the
Prioress :—
““0 yonge Hugh of Lincoln, sleyn also
With cursed Jewes, as it is notable,
For it nis but & little whyle ago.”—NM,

' “ Ok Qemini!” This is a softening in 1854 from the original
exclamation of 1827 ; which was *“ Zord/"” Taste in such matters
had become less robust in the interval. —M.

* The name * Old Man of the Mountains™ does not designate any
individual person, but was the title, —in Arabic Sheikh-al-jebal,
““Prince of the Mountain,”’—of a series of chiefs whp presided from
1030 to 1258 over a community or military order of fanatical Moham-
medan sectaries, called The Assassins, distributed through Persia and”
Byria, but with certain mountain-ranges for their headquarters., But,
though there is no doubt that the words assassin and assassination,
as terms for secret murder, and especially for secret murder by stabbing,
are a recollection of the reputed habits of this old Persian and Syrian
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when his own life was attempted by a favourite assassin, he
was 8o much pleased with the talent shown that, notwith.
standing the failure of the artist, he created him a duke upon
the spot, with remainder to the female line, and seftled a
pension on him for three lives, Assassination isa branch of
the art which demands a separate notice ; and it is possible
that I may devote an entire lecture to it. Meantime, I shall
only observe how odd it is that this branch of the art has
flourished by intermitting fits. It never rains but it pours.
Our own age can boast of some fine specimens, such, for
instance, as Bellingham’s affair with the prime minister Per-
ceval, the Duc de Berri's case at the Parisian Opera House,
the Maréchal Bessieéres’s case at Avignon! ; and about two
and a half centuries ago, there was a most brilliant constella-
tion of murders in this class, I need hardly say that I
allude especially to those seven splendid works: the assassina-
tions of William I. of Orange ; of the three French Henries,
viz. of Henri, Duke of Guise, that had a fancy for the throne
of France, of Henri III, last prince of the line of Valois,

community, the original Et}’Iﬂﬂ]Dg}’ of the word Assassins itself, as the
name of the community, is nct so certain. Skeat sets it down as
simply the Arabic kashishin, °‘ hashish-drinkers,” from the fact or on
the supposition thai the agentf; of the Old Man of the Mountains,
“when they were detached on their murderous errands, went forth
nerved for the task by the intoxication of hashish, or Indian hemp.

1 These three assassinations are an insertion in 1854. Spencer
Perceval, whose Premiership began in 1809, was assassinated, by
a pistol-shot in the lobby of the House of Commons, on the 11th
May 1812, by a baukrupt Liverpool merchant named John Bel-
lingham. The Duc de Berri, who was the second son of the Counnt
d'Artois, heir-apparent to Louis XVIII, and afterwards that king’s
successor on the throne of France by the title of Charles X, had, by
the death of his elder brother, the Duke of Orleans, become his father's -
prospective heir, when, on Sunday the 13th February 1820, he was
stabbed by a Republican fanatic 43 he was leaving the opera-house in
Paris, and handing his wife to her carriage. Jean-Baptiste Bessiéres,
born 1768, one of Napoleon’s ablest generals, and made marshal in
1804 and Duke of Istria in 1809, fell by a chance bullet in a skirmish
with the Germans, 1st May 1813, the.day before the battle of Liitzen ;
-and his name i3 a misrecollection by De Quincey here for that of
another of Napoleon's generals,—Gmuillaume Marie Anne Brune, born
1763, made a marshal in 1804, and assassinated by the populace at
Avignon, 2d Augnst 1815, just after the collapse of Napoleon’s for-
tunes at Waterloo.—M.
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who then occupied that throne, and finally of Henri 1V, his
brother-in-law, who succeeded to that throne as first prince
in the line of Bourbon : not eighteen years later came the
you will find excellently described in the letters published
by Sir Henry Eilis, of the British Museum), 6thly of Gua-
tavus Adolphus, and 7thly of Wallenstein, What a glorious
Pleiad of Murders! And it increases one’s admiration
that this bright constellation of artistic displays, comprehend-
ing 3 Majesties, 3 Serene Highnesses, and 1 Excellency, all
lay within so narrow a field of time as between A.D. 1588
and 1635.! The King of Sweden’s assassination, by the bye,
i doubted by many writers, Harte amongst others ; but they
are wrong. He was murdered ; and I consider his murder
unique in its excellence ; for he was murdered at noon-day,
and on the field of battle—a feature of original conception
which ~oceurs in no other work of art that I remember. To
conceive the idea of a secret murder on private account as
enclosed within a little parenthesis on a vast stage of public
battle-carnage is like Hamlet’s subtle device of a tragedy
within a tragedy. Indeed, all of these assassinations may be

} The chronology of the seven famous assassinations here grouped
together by De Quincey is, more exactly, as follows :—(1) William of
Orange, called ** William the Silent,” the first stadtholder of the
United Dutch Provinces, assassinated at Delft, 10th July 1584, by
Balthazar Gerard ; {2) Henri, Duke of Guise, the head of the Guise
faction, and of their dJdesign for dethroning Henry III of France,
but assassinated by that king’s contrivance in the royal apartments
at Blois, 23d December 1588 ; {3} the said Henry III of France,
assassinated Dby Joegues Clement, a fanatical Doniinican friar, 2d
August 1589 ; (4) Henry 1V of France, the great and good Henry of
Navarre, who came to the throne as a Huguenot, assassinated, 14th
May 1610, by Francis Ravaillac j {5) the resplendent George Villiers,
Duke of Buckingham, favourvite of James I, and Charles I., and
supreme minister of England in the end of James's reign and the
beginning of Charles’s, assassinated at Portsmouth, 23d August 1628,
by the knife of John Felton ; (&) Gustayus Adolphus, the heroic King
of Sweden, champion of Furopean Protestantism through one of the
stages of the great Thirty Years) War, shot on his horse in the battle-
field of Liitzen, as he was lea.qfing a charge, and in the moment of~
victory, 6th November 1632 ; (7) Waldstein, or Wallenstein, the greal
captain on the other, or Catholic, side in the same stage of the Thirty
Years’ War, assassinated, in the interest of the Emperor Ferdinand, _
by some Irish soldiers, in the Castle of Eger, 25th February 1634, —M.
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studied with profit by the advanced connoisseur. They are
all of them eremplaria, model murders, pattern murders, of
which one may say

* Nocturna versate mapu, versate diurng "—

especially nocturna.

In these assassinations of princes and statesmen there is
nothing to excite our wonder. Important changes often
depend on their deaths; and, from the eminence on which
they stand, they are peculiarly exposed to the aim of every
artist who happens to be possessed by the craving for scenical
_effect. But there is another class of assassinations, which has
'prevailed from an early period of the seventeenth century,
that really does surprise me: I mean the assassination of
philosophers. For, gentiemen, it is a fact that every philo-
sopher of eminence for the two last centuries has cither been
murdered, or at the least been very near it,—insomuch that,
if a man calls himself a philosopher and never had his Jife
attempted, rest assured there is nothing in him ; and against
Locke's Philosophy in particular I think it an unanswerable
objection (if we neceded any) that, although he carried his
throat about with him in this world for seventy-two years,
no man ever condescended to cut it! As these cases of
philosophers are not much known, and are generally good
and well composed in their circumstances, T shall here read
an excursus on that subject, chiefly by way of showing my
own learning, |

The first great philosopher of the seventeenth century (if
we except Bacon and Galileo) was Des Cartes ; and, if ever one
. could say of a'man that he was all but murdered—murdered
within an inch—one must say it of him. The case was this,
as reported by Baillet in his Pie de M. Des Cartes, tom. i,
pp. 102-3:—In the year 1621, when Des Cartes might be
about twenty-six vears old, he was touring about as usual
(for he was as restless as a hyena) ; and, coming to the Elbe,
either at Gluckstadt or at Hamburgh, Lie took shipping for
_East Friezland. What he couldewant in East Friezland no
Plan has ever discovered; and perhaps he took this into

! Locke, born 1632, died 1704. This is not the only place in De

~Quincey’s writings in which he shows his dislike of Locke and Locke's
philosoph y.—M., :

L
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consideration himself ; for, on reaching Embden, he resolved
to sail instantly for Vest Friezland ; and, being very im-
patient of delay, he hired a bark, with a few mariners to
navigate it. No sooner had he got out to sca than he made
a pleasing discovery, viz that he had shut himself up in a
den of murderers. His erew, says M. Baillet, he soon found
out to be ‘“des scélérats”—not amateurs, gentlemen, as we
are, but professional men, the height of whose ambition at
that moment was to cut his individual throat. But the
story is too pleasing to be abridged ; I shall give it, there-
fore, accurately fTom the French of his biographer : “ M. Des
“ Cartes had no company but that of his servant, with whom
““ he was conversing in French. The sailors, who took him for
‘“ a foreign merchant, rather than a cavalier, concluded that
“ he must have money about him, Accﬂrdmgly, they came
“to a I‘ESDllltlﬂH by no means advantageous to lhis purse.
“ There is this difference, however, between sea-robbers and
“ the robbers in forests, that the latter may without hazard

“ gpare the lives of their victims, whereas the others cannot

 put a passenger on shore in such a case withont running the’

‘“ risk of being apprehended. The crew of M. Des Cartes
‘“ arranged thelr measures with a view to evade any danger
- % of that sort. They observed that he was a stranger from a
“ distance, without acquaintance in the country, and that
“ nobody would take any trouble to inquire about him, in
“ case he should never come to hand {guand il wendroit a
“ manguer).” Think, gentlemen, of these Friezland dogs
digcussing a philosopher as if he were a puncheon of rum
consigned to some shipbroker. “ His temper, they remarked,
“ was very mild and patient ; and, judging from the gentle-
“ ness of his deportment, and the courtesy with which he
“ treated themselves, that he could be nothing meore than
“ some green young man, without station or reot in the
“ world, they concluded that they should have all the easier
“ task in disposing of his life. They made no seruple to
“ discuss the whole matter in his presence, as not supposing
* that he understood any other language than that in which

)

rF

“ he conversed with his servant; and the amount of their!

% deliberation was—to murder lnm then to throw him mto!
“ the sea, and to divide his spoils.”
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Eicuse my laughing, gentlemen ; but the fact is I always
do laugh when | think of this case—two things about it seem
0 droll.  One is the horrid panic or “funk ” (as the men of
‘Eton call 'it) in which Des Cartes must have found himself
upon hearing this regular drama sketched for his own death,
funeral, succession aud administration to his effects, But
another thing which seems to me still more funny about this
affalr is that, if these Friezland hounds had been “game,” we
should have no Cartesian philosophy ; and how we could
have done without that, considering the world of books it
has produced, I leave to any respectable trunk-maker to
declare,

However, to go on: spite of his enormous funk, Des Cartes
showed ﬁght, and by that means awed these Antl-Cartesmn
rascals; “ Finding,” says M. Baillet, * that the mctter was no
“ joke, M. Den Cartes leaped upon his feet in a trice, assumed a
“ stern countenance that these cravens had never looked for,
‘“ and, addressing them in their own language, threatened to
‘““ run them through on the spot if they dared to give him any
‘““insult.” Certainly, gentlemen, this would have been an
honour far above the merits of such inconsiderable rascals—
to be spitted like larks upon a Cartesian sword ; and therefore
I am glad M. Des Cartes did not rob the gallows by execut-
ing his threat, especially as he could not possibly have brought
his vessel to port after he had murdered his crew ; so that he
must have continued to cruise for ever in the Zuyder Zee,
and would probably have been mistaken by sailors for the
Flyig Dutchman homeward bound. “ The spirit which M.
“ Des Cartes manifested,” says his biographer, “ had the effect
“ of magic on these wretclies, The suddenness of their con-
“ sternation struck their minds with a confusion which
“ blinded them to their advantage, and they conveyed him
““ to his destination as peaceably as he could desire.” -

Possibly, gentlemen, you may fancy that, on the model
of Casar’s address to his poor ferryman—* Cwsarem vehis et
. Jortunas gus”-—M, Des Cartes needed only to have said,

- “Dogs, yon cannot cut my throat, for you carry Des Cartes
and his philosophy,” and might safely have defied them to
do their worst. A German emperor had the same notion
when, being cautioned to keep out of the way of a cannon-
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ading, he replied, “ Tut! man. Did you ever hear of a
cannon-ball that killed an emperor ” %!  As to an emperor 1
cannot say, but a less thing has sufficed to smash a philo-
sopher ; and the next great philosopher of Europe undoubt-
edly was murdered. Thia was Spinoza. :

I know very well the common opinion about him is that
he died in his bed. Perhaps he did, but he was murdered
for all that; and this I shall prove by a book published at
Brussels in the year 1731, entitled “ La Vie de Spinoza, par
M. Jean Colerus,” with many additions from a MS. life by
one of his friends. Spinoza died on the 21st February 1677,
being then little more than forty-four years old. This, of
itself, looks suspicious; and M. Jean admits that a certain
expression in the MS. life of him would warrant the con-
clusion “que sa mort n'a pas été tout-d-fait naturelle.”
Living in a damp country, and a sailor’s country, like
Holland, he may be thought to have indulged a good deal in
grog, especially in punch,? which was then newly discovered.
Undoubtedly he might have done so ; but the fact is that he
did not. M. Jean calls him “extrémement sobie en son
boire et en son manger,” And, though some wild stories
were afloat about his using the juice of mandragora (p. 140)
and opium (p. 144), yet neither of these articles is found in
his druggist’s bill. Living, therefore, with such sobriety,
how was it possible that he should die a natural death at
forty-four ¥ Hear his biographer’s account:—* Sunday
“ morning, the 21st of February, before it was church time,
“ Spinoza came downstairs, and conversed with the master

! Thiz same arguroent has been employed at least once too often,
Some centuries back a dauphin of France, when admonished of his
risk from small-pox, made the same demand as the emperor—*‘Had
any gentleman heard of a dauphin killed by small-poxt” No; not
any gentleman Aad heard of such a case. And yet, for all that, this
dauphin died of that same small-pox.

$ ¢ June 1, 1675. —Drinke part of three boules of punch (a liquor
very strainge to me),” says the Rev. Mr, Henry Teonge, in his Diary
published by C. Knight. In a note on this passage, a reference is
made to Fryer's Travels to the East Indies, 1672, who speaks of
““ that enervating liquor called paunch (which is Hindostanee for five),
from five ingredients.” Made thus, it seems the medical men called
it diapente ; if with four only, diatessarén. No doubt, it was this
evangelical name that recommended it to the Rev. Mr. Teonge.
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“and mistress of the house” At this time, therefore, per
haps ten o’clock on Sunday morning, you see that Spinoza
was alive, and pretty well. But it seems “ he had summoned
from Amsterdam a certain physician, whom,” says the
biographer, “I shall not otherwise point out to notice than
by these two letters, I. M” This L. M. had directed the
people of the house to purchase “an ancient cock,” and to
have him boiled forthwith, in order that Spinoza might take
some broth about noon ; which in fact he did, and ate some
of the old cock with _a_good_appetite, after the landlord and
his wife had returned from church,

“In the afternoon, L. M. staid alone with Spinoza, the
“ people of the house having returned to chureh; on coming
“out from which, they learned, with much surprise, that

¢ Spinoza had died albout three o’clock, in the presence of 1.

“ M., who took his departure for Amsterdam that same even-
“ ing, by the night-boat, without paying the least attention
“ to the deceased,”—and probably without paying very much
attention _to the payment of his own little account. “No

. “ doubt, he was the readier to dispense with these duties as

|
3

“ he had possessed himself of a ducatoon, and a small gquantity

i

“of silver, together with a silver-hafted knife, and had
“ absconded with his pillage.” Here you see, gentlemen,
the murder is plain, and the manner of it. It was L. M,
who murdered Spinoza for his money, Poor Spinoza was an
invalid, meagre and weak : as no blood was observed, I, M.
no doubt threw him down, and smothered him with pillows
—the poor man being already half suffocated by his infernal
dinner. After masticating that “ ancient cock,” which I take
to mean a cock of the preceding century, in what condition
could the poor invalid find himself for a stand-up fight with
L M.? But who was L. M.?7 Tt surely never could Dle
Lindley Murray, for I saw him at York in 1825 ; and,
besides, I do not think he would do such a thing—at least,
not to a brother-grammarian : for you know, gentlemen, that
Spinoza wrote a very respectable Hebrew grammar.

Hobbes —but why, or on what principle, I never could
understand—was not murdered. This was a capital over-
sight of the professional men in the seventeenth century ;
because in every light he was a fine subject for murder,




MURDER A8 ONE OF THE FINE ARTS 29

except, indeed, that he was lean and skinny; for I can prove
that he had money, and {what was very funny) he had no
richt to make the least resistance; since, according to him-
self, irresistible power creates the very highest species of
right, so that it is rebellion of the blackest dye to refuse ta‘
be murdered when-a competent force appears to murder you.
However, gentlemen, though he was not murdered, I amy
happy to assure you that (by his own account; he was three
times very near being murdered,—which is consolatory.
The first time was in the spring of 1640, when he pretends
to have circulated a little MS, on the King's behalf against-
the Parliament.! He never could produce this MS., by the
bye ; but he says that, “ had not His Majesty dissolved the
Parliament ” (in May), it had brought him into danger of
his life” - -Dissolving the Parliament, however, was of no
e ; for in November of the same year the Long Parliament
assembled,? and Hobbes, a second time fearing he should be
murdered, ran away to France, This looks like the madness
of John Denma ¢ who thought that Louis XIV would never
make peace Wlth Queen Anne unless he (Dennis to wit) were
given up to French vengeance, and actually ran away from -
the sea-coast ynder that belief. In France, Hobbes managed \
to take care of his throat pretty well for ten years; but at
the end of that time, by way of paying court to Crmnwel] he | ;
published his “ Leviathan,” The old coward now began to
“funk ” horribly for the third time ; he fancied the swords of
the Cavaliers were constantly at his throat, recollecting how
they had served the Parliament ambassadors at the Hague and
Madrid. “ Tum,” says he, in his dog-Latin life of himself,—

** Tum venit in mentem mihi Dorislaus et Ascham ;
Tanquam proscripto terror ubique aderat.” 4

! The English Parliament which Charles L, after there had been
complete disuse of parliaments in Bngland for eleven years, called
together on 13th April 1840, to assist him out of his difficulties with
the Scottish Covenanters. As it proved refractory, it sat but about
three weeks, being dissolved on the 5th May ; and hence it is known
in English History as ‘‘ The Short Parliament.”— M.

% 3d November 1640.—M.

3 John Dennis, literary critic, boru 1657, died 1734. —M.

4 ““Then thers came into my mind Dorislans and Ascham ; fear
attended me everywhere as one proscribed.” The quotation is from
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And, accordingly, he ran home to England. Now, certainly,
it 1s very true that a man deserved a cudgelling for writing
“Leviathan,” and two or three cudgellings for writing a
pentameter ending so villainously as “terror ubique aderat !
But no man ever thought him worthy of anything beyond
cudgelling. And, in fact, the whole story is a bounce of his
own. For, in & most abusive letter which he wrote “to a
learned person” (meaning Wallis the mathematician), -he
gives quite another account of the matter, and says (p. 8), he
ran home “because he would not trust his safety with the
French clergy”; insinuating that he was likely to be murdered
for hia religion ; which would have been a high joke indeed
—Tom’s being brought to the stake for religion !

Bounce or not bounce, however, certain it is that Hobbes,
to the end of his life, feared that somebody would murder
him. This is proved by the story I am going to tell you :
1t i8 not from a manuscript, but (as Mr. Coleridge says) it is
as good as manuscript; for it comes from a book now
entirely forgotten, viz. “The Creed of Mr. Hobbes Exa-
mined : in a Conference between him and & Student in
Divinity ” (published about ten years before Hobbes’s death),
The book is anonymous ; but it was written by Tenison,—
the same who, about thirty years after, succeeded Tillotson as
Archbishop of Canterbury.! The introductory anecdote is as
follows —“ A certain divine” (no doubt Tenison himself)
“took an annual tour of one month to different parts of the
island.” In one of these excursions (1670), he visited the
Peak in Derbyshire, partly in consequence of Hobbes's
description of it.2 Being in that neighhourhood, he could

Hobbes's Life of himself in Latin elegiac verse, first published in
December 1679, about three weeks after his death,—Dr. Isaac Doris-
laus, a Dutchman naturalised in England, and who had acted as one
of the counsel for the prosecution at the trial of Charles 1., was sent
to the Hague as envoy for the English Commonwealth in the first year
of its existence, but had no sooner arrived than he was assassinated in
his Inn (3d May 1649) by some Royalist exiles, Anthony Agcham,
sent to Spain in the following year as envoy for the Commonwealth,
had a similar fate, being assassinated in Madrid by English Royalist
refugees, 27th May 1650, —M.

! Thomas Tenison, born 1636, became Archbishop of Canterbury
1694, died 1715.—M.

? Omne of Hobbes's earliest publications was a Latin poem De Mira.
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not but pay a visit to Buxton; and at the very moment of
his arrival he wag fortunate enough to find a party of gentle-
men dismounting at the inn-door, amongst whom was a long
thin fellow, who turned out to be no less a person than Mr.
Hobbes, who probably had ridden over from Chatsworth.!
Meeting so great a lion, a tourist in search of the picturesque
could do no less than present himself in the character of
bore, And, luckily for this scheme, two of Mr. Hobbes's
companions were suddenly summoned aw ay by express; so
that, for the rest of his stay at Buxton, he had Leviathan
entirely to himself, and had the honour of boozing with him
in' the evening. Hobbes, it seems, at first showed a good
deal of stiffness, for he waa shy of divines ; but this wore off,
and he became very sociable and funny, and they agreed to
go into tk2 bath together. How Tenison could venture to
gambol in the same water with Leviathan I cannot explain ;
but so it was: they frolicked ahout like two dol hins,
though Hobbes must have been as old as the hills ; and ¥in
“ those intervals wherein they abstained from swimming and
“ plunging themselves” (ie diving) “they discoursed of
“ many things relating to the baths of the Ancients, and
“ the Origine of Springs. When they had in this manner
“ passed away an hour, they stepped out of the bath; and,
““ having dried and cloathed themselves, they sate down in
“ expectation of such a supper as the place aflorded ; design-
“ 1ng to refresh themselves like the Deipnosophistce, and rather
“ to reason than to drink profoundly. But in this innocent
‘“ intention they were interrupted by the disturbance arising
“from a little quarrel in which some of the ruder people in
“the house were for a short time engaged. At this Mr,

bilthus Pecet (““ On the Wonders of the Peak.”) It was first printed
in Londou in 1636, when the author was in his forty-eighth year; and
there was a second edition in 1666. — M.

1 Chatsworth was then, as now, the superb seat of the Cavendishes
in their highest branch—in those days Earl, at present Duke, of
Devonshire, It Is to the houour of this family that, through two
generations, they gave an asylum to Hobbes. It is noticeable that
Hobbes was born in the year of the Spanish Armada, 7.e, in 1588 :
such, at least, is my belief [6th April 1588, the day being the Good
Friday of that year.——M.] And, therefore, at this meeting with Teni-
eon in 1670 he must have been about eighty-two years old.,
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‘““ Hobbes seemed much concerned, though be was at some
“ distance from the persons,” And why was he concerned,
gentlemen ? No doubt, you faney, from some benign and
disinterested love of peace, worthy of an old man and a
philosopher. But listen—* For a while he was not com-
‘* posed, but related it once or twice, as to himself, with a low
“ and careful, 7.¢, anxious, tone, how Sextus Roscius was
“ murthered after supper by the Balnem Palatine.! Of such
“ general extent is that remark of Cicero in relation to
“ Epicurus the Atheist, of whom le observed that he of all
“ men dreaded most those things which he contemned—
“ Death and the Gods.” Merely because it was supper-tinie,
and in the neighbourheod of a bath, Mr. Hobbes must have
the fate of Sextus Roscius! He must be murthered, because
Sextus Rosclus was murthered ! What logic was there in
this, unless to a man who was always dreaming of murder?
Here was Leviathan, no longer afraid of the daggers of
English cavaliers or French clergy, but * frightened from his
propricty ” by a row in an alehouse letween some honest
clodhoppers of Derbyshire, whom his own gaunt scarecrow
of a person, that belonged to quite another century, would
have frightened out of their wits,

Malebranche, it will give you pleasule to hear, was
murdered, The man who murdered him is well known : i
wag Bishop Berkeley. The story is familiar, though hitherto
not put in a proper light. Derkeley, when a young man,
went to Paris, and called on Pére Malebranche., He. found
him in his cell cooking. Cooks have ever been a genus frv4-
tabile ; authors still more so : Malebranche was both: a dis-
pute arose ; the old father, warm already, became warmer ;
culinary and metaphysical irritations united to derange his
liver: he took to his hed, and died. Such is the common
version of the story: *so the whole ear of Denmark is
abused.” The fact is that the matter was hushed up, out of

1 Sextus Roscins, a wealthy citizen of Ameria, who often vistted
Rome, was assassinated there on one of his visits (B.c. 80) near the
. Palatine Baths, as ke was returning from a banquet, The assassing
were two of his relatives ; who, to shicld themselves and secure lis
property, accused his son, also called Sextus Roscius, of the crime.
Cicero’s first speech in a criminal case was in defence of this Sextus;
and he was acquitted, —M,
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consideration for Berkeley, who (as Pope justly observes) had
“every virtue under heaven ”: else it was well' known that.
Berkeley, feelifig himself fettled Ly the waspishness of the
old Frenchman, squared at him ; a furn-up was the conse-
quence : Malebranche was floored in the first round ; the
conceil was wholly taken out of him, and he would perhaps .
“have given in; but Berkeley’s blood was now up, and he
insisted on the old Frenchman’s retracting his doctrine of
Occasional Causes, The vanity of the man was too oreat
for this ; and he fell a sacrifice to the impetunosity of Irish
youth, combined with his own abgurd obstinacy.t

Letbnitz being every way superior to Malebranche, one
might, a fortiori, have counted on #7s being murdered ;
‘which, however, was not the cage. 1 believe he was nettled
at this neglzet, and felt himself insulted by the security in
‘which he passed his days. In no other way can I explain .
his conauct at the latter end of his life, when he chose to -
grow very avaricious, and to hoard up large sums of gold,
which he kept in his own house. This was at Vienna,

! Berkeley was certainly in Paris ou a visit in 1713, when he was
twenty-eight years of age, and a Junior Fellow of Tvinity College,
Dublin.  In a letter of his dated * Paris, November 25, 1713, N.&.”
he says “To-morrow I intend to visit Father Malebranche, and dis-
course him on certain points.” Whether he made cut this visit is
unknewn ; and, if he did, it is not to this visit in 1713 that De
Quincey refers, but to a second one_in October 1715. On the 13th of
that month Malebranche died, in the 77th year of his age; and the
story, as told in Btock’s Life of Berkeley, published in 1776, is that it
was Berkeley’s visit that had caused his death. “He found the
** ingenious Father in a cell, cooking, in a small pipkin, a medicine
** for a disorder with which he was then troubled,—an inflammation
**on the lungs. The conversation naturally torned on Berkeley's
*‘ system, of which he had received some knowledge from a translation
‘¢ just published. But the issue of the debate proved tragical to poor
*“ Malebranche., In the heat of the disputation he raised his voice
- ** too high, and gave way so freely to the natural impetuosity of aman’
¢4 of parts and a Frenchman, that he brought on himself a violent in-
** erease of his disorder, which carried him off in a few days.” This quota.
tion from Stock is from Professor Camphell Fraser’s Life and Letlers of
Berkeley (1871); where the authenticity of the story is carefully dis-
cussed, “It is unforfunate,” says Professor Fraser, * that we have
‘“no anthentic account of the meeting, especially one by Berkeley.
“‘ himself, nor any authority that T can find, except the biographer's,

““ for its having occurred at all.”’'—M.

vor,. YTIIT - ™ -
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where he died ; and letters are still in existence describing
the immeasurable anxiety which he entertained for his throat.
Still, his, ambition for being atiempted at.least wos so great
that he would not forgo the danger. A late English peda-
_ rmi —vi —took a
more selfish course under the same ecircumstances. e had
amassed a considerable quantity of gold and silver plate,
which was for some time deposited in his bedroom at his
parsonage-house, Hitton, But, growing every day more
afraid of being murdered,—which he knew that he could not
stand (and to which, indeed, he never had the slightest pre--
tensions),—he transferred the whole to the Hatton black-
smith ; concelving, no dounbt, that the murder of a biacksmith
would fall more lightly on the salus reipublicee than that of a
pedagogue. But I have heard this greatly dispvted ; and it
seems now generally agreed that one good horseshoe is worth
about two and a quarter Spital sermons.?

As Leibnitz, though not murdered, may be said to have
died partly of the fear that he Shuuld be murdered, and
partly of vexation that he was not, Kant, on the other hand
—who manifested no ambition in that way-—had a narrower
escape from a murderer than any man we read of except
Des Cartes. So absurdly does fortune throw abeut her

favours! The case is told, I think, in an anonymous life of

this very great man, F¥or health’s sake, Kant imposed upon .
himself, at one time, a walk of six miles every day along a
high-road. This fact becoming known fo a man who had
his private reasons for committing murder, at the third
milestone from Konigsberg he waited for his *“intended,”
who came up to time as duly as a mail-coach. Buf for an
gecident, Kant was a dead man., This accident lay in the

1 Dy, Samuel Parr, born 1747, died 1825, See anie, Vol V, for
De Quincey's long paper entitled D, Semacel Parr ; or, Whiggism in
its relations {o Literalure, —DM.

2 ¢ Spital Sermons” :—Dv. Parr’s chief public appearances as an

" author, after his original appearance in the famous Latin preface to

Bellendénus {don’t say Bellendénus), cccurred in certain sermons at
periodic intervals, delivered on behalf of some liospital (I really forget
what} which retained for its official designation the old word Spifal ;
and thus it happened that the sermons themselves were generally
known by the title of Spifal Sermons, '
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scrupulous, or what” Mrs. Quitkly would: have called the
peevish, morality of the murderer. An old professor, he
fancied, might be laden with sins: Not so a young child.
On thid consideration, he turned away from Kant at the
- eritical momentgand soon after murdered a child of five years
old. Such is the German account of the matter ; but my
opinion 18 that the murderer was an amafeur, who felt how
little would be gained to the cause of good taste by murder-
ing an old, arid, and adust mectaphysician: there was no
room for display, as the man could not possibly look more
like 2 mummy when dead than he had done alive.

Thus, gentlemen, 1 have traced the connexion between
Philosophy and our Art, until insensibly I find that I have
wandered into our own era. This I shall not take any pains -
to characterise apart from that which preceded it; for, in-
fact, they have no distinct character., The seventeenth andy
.eighteenth centuries, together with so much of the nineteenth n
ng we have yet seem, jointly compose the Augustan age of
Murder. The finest work of the seventeenth cintury is,
unguestionably, the murder of Sir Edmundbury Godfrey,l—
which has my entire approbation. In the grand feature of
mystery, which in some shape or other ought to colour every
judicious attempt at murder, it is excellent ; for the mystery -
is not yet dispersed. The attempt to fasten the murder upon .
the Papists, which would injure it as much as some well-
known Correggios have been injured by the professional
picture-cleaners, or would even ruin it by translating it

I On the 17th of October 1678 a dead body, with a sword
through it, the face bruised, and marks of strangulation round the
neck, was found in a ditch at the foot of Primrose Hill, in the fields
. north of London. It turned out o be that of Sir Edmundbury Godfrey,

a Westminster magistrate, who had been missing for several days from
his house in Green’s Lane, in the Strand. The conclusion, from the
appearances, was that he had been strangled in London, somewhere
about the Strand, and that his body had been removed to the place
where'it was found. As it chanced that Lie was the magistrate before
whom Titus Oates had made his first deposition, on the 27th of the
preceding month, as to the existence of a great Popish plot for the ruin
of London and the whole nation, the rumour immediately ran about
that his assassination was the work of the Catholies ; and, during the.
long and mad “ No Popery” excitement which followed, the murder
of 8ir Edmundbury Godfrey was used as a goad to the popular fury,
and he continued to be spoken of as ** The Protestant Martyr,”—M,
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inte the spurmus class of mére political®ot paﬁman murders,

thoroughly wanting in the. mmurderous angmus; 1 ‘éxhori the
society ta discountenance. In fact, thiz notion is altogether
baseless, and aross in pure Progestant.. fanaticism. . Sir
Edmundbury had not distingnished htmsﬂ.[ amongst the:
London magistrates by any severity against the Papists, or in’
favouring the attempts of zealots to enforce the penal laws.
against individuals. He had not armed against himself the
animosities of any religious sect whatever. And, as to’ the
droppings of wax-lights upon the dress of the corpse when
first discovered in a ditch, from which it was inferred at the
time that the pr1e-t5 attached to the Popish Queen’ 3 Chapel had
been concerned in the murder, either these were mere fraudulent
artifices devised by those w‘m wished to fix the suspicion,upon;
the Papists, or else the whole allegation—wax-drippings and .
the suggested cause of the du}ppmfrs—mtﬂht be a bounce or fib-
of B: Burnet ; who, as the Duchess of Portsmouth used to”
say, was the ofie great master of ibbingand romancing in the’
sevenicenth century. At the same time, it must be obsery ed’
that the quantity of murder was not great in Sir Edmundfmr}r 8.
centiiry, at least amongst our own artists ; which, perhaps, is:
attributable to the want of enlightened patronage.. Sint
Meecenates, non deerunt, Flacee, Marones!  Consulting Grant’s

Observations on the Dills of Mortality (4th edﬁmn, Oxford,

1665), T find that, out of 229,250 who died in Lﬂndun
during one period of twenty years in the seventeenth century;
not more than eighty-six were murdered ; that is, about four
and threc-tentlis per annum, A small number this, gentlemen,
to found an academy upon ; aud, certainly, where t.he quantity
is 8o small, we have a right fo expect that the quality should
be first-rate.  Perbaps it was; yet still T am of opinion that
the best artist in this century was not equal to the best ifi
that which followed, For instance, however praiseworthy
the case of Sir Edmundbury (odfrey may be (and nobody
ean be more sensible of its merits than I am), still I cannet
consent to place it on a level with that of Mrs.. Ruscombe “of
Bristol, either as to originality of demgnm and

breadth of style. “This good lady’s murder took place E.EI.I'I}'

1 This may be translated : “ Let Meecenases conme, and. V:ryt.is will
rol be wanling.” —M.
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in the reign of George 11I—a reign which was notoriously -
~ favourable to the arts generally. She lived in College Green,
with a single maid-servant, neither of them having any
pretension to the notice of History but what -they derived
{from the great artist whose workmanship I am re-:ﬂrdmg
One fine morning, when all Bristol was alive and in motion,
some suspicion arisifig, the neighbours forced “an entmnﬂe]
into the house, and found Mrs. Ruscombe murdered in her
bedroom, and the servant murdered on the stairs: this was
at noon ; and, not more than two hours hefore, both umtress
angt servant lmd been seen alive.  To the best of my remem-
brance, this was in 1764 ; upwards of ant}r years, thercfore, |
have now elapsed, and yet the artist is still 1111rhs-:0vered.{
The suspicions of posterity have settled npon two pretenders
—-a bakersaand a chimney-sweeper. But posterity 1s wrong ; no
unpractised artist could have conceived so bold au idea as that
of a ndonday murder in the heart of a great city. It was no
obscure baker, gentlemen, or anonymous chinney-sweeper,
be assured, that exccuted this work. I know who 1t was.
(Here there was a general buzz, which at length broke out into
open applavse ; wpon awhich the lecturer ushed, and went on
with much earnesness)  For heaven’s sake, gentlemen, do not
mistake me; it was not I that did it. 1 have not the vanity -
to _I]JllthIllj_EiE__,If equal to any such achievement ; be assured that
vou greatly overrate my poor talents; Mrs. Ruscombe’s affair
- was far beyond my slender alslities,  DBut I came to know who
-the artist was from a celebrated surgeon who assisted at his
“dissection, This gentleman had a private muscum in the
way of his profession, one corner of which was occupied by a
cast from a man of remarkably fine proportions;

“That,” said the surgeon, “is a cast from the eclebrated
Lnnmsh]re hichwayman who concealed his profession for
“ some {ime from his neighbours by drawing woollen stock-
% ings over his horse’s legs, and in that way mufiling the
¢ clatter which hie must else have made in riding up a flageed
“ alley that led to his stable. At the time of his execution
“ for highwayrobbery T was studying under Cruickshank ; ande
“ the man’s figure was so uncommenly fine that no money or
“ exeriion was spared Lo get into possession of him with the

(£ VYoot vuooottila odediiar Tler $#lia crmitilvaties of thae TiInAar
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““ gheriff, he was cut dwm within the Ierra,l time, and instant] y

“ puf info--a chaise-and -four; so tlmt wlen he reached

. r j H

“ young student at that time, had the honour of giving him
 the coup de grace, and finishing the sentence of the law.”

This remarkable anecdote, which seeémed to imply that

_all the gentlemen in the dissecting-room were amateurs of our

|

class, struck me a good deal ; and I was vepeating it one day
to a Lancashire lady, who thereupon informed me that she

had herself Iived in the neighbourhood of that highwayman,
and well remembered two eircumstances which combined, in

the opinion of all his neighbours, to fix upon him the credit
of Mrs. Ruscomlie’s affair. One was the fact of his absence
for 2 whole fortnight at the period of that murder ; the other,
that within a very little time after the HE]g]lbDHI‘hﬂﬂd of this
highwayman was deluged with dollars: now Mrs Ruscombe
was known to have hoarded about, two thousand of that coin.
Be the artist, however, who Le might, the affair remains a
durable monument of lis genius; for such was the im-
pression of awe and the sense of power left behind hy the

strength of conception manifested in this murder that no

tenant (as I was told in 1810) had been found up to that

time for Mrs. Ruscombe’s housell

But, whilst I thus enlogise the Ruscombian case, let me
not be supposed to overlook the many other specimens of
extraordinary merit spread over the face of this century,
sSuch cases, indeed, as that of Miss Blund,? or of Captain
Donnellan and Sir Theophilus Boughton,? shall never have

1 This is not the only time of De Quincey’s telling tlie story of the
famous Bristol murder. See a longer account of it in one of the
chapter‘-: of his Autobiozraphy, anfe, Vol. L pp, 386-393. —M.

2 This must he I\[fu‘y Blandy, who was executed, 6th April 1752,
for poisoning her father, a respectable attorney of E[LII].E}" :‘}11~’I‘hames
with powders that had been furnished her by a scamp of a lover.—M,

7 Captain Donnellan and 8ir Theodosius (not Theophilus) Boughton
malee but one case between them,—Donnellan having heen the murderer
and Bnughtcm the wvictim. Donnellan, an ex. II‘]I]It"LI‘}" man, had
“married in 1777 an only sister of 8ir Theodosius, a young Warwick-
whire baronet ; and, as the property was to come to her in ease of her
brother’'s death, T}ﬂnmlhn, while staying in the house of thé young.
. man, poisoned him by putting “laurel-water ” into some medicine he
was takine. Tried for the crime n Mareh 1781 Donnellan e
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any counténarice from me, ' Fie on these dealers in poison,
say I: can they not keep to the old honest way of cutting
- throats, without introdocing such abominable innovations
from Italy? T consider all these poisoning cases, compared
with the legittmate style, as no beiter than waxwork by the
side of sculpture, or & lithographic print by the side of a fine
Volpato. DBut, dismissing these, there remain many excellent
works of art in a pure style, such as nobody need be ashamed
to own; and this every candid connocissenr will admit.
Canded, observe, I say ; for great allowances must be made in
these cases; no artist can ever be sure of earrying through
his own fine preconception. Awkward disturbances will
arise ; people will not submit to have their throats cut
quietly ; they will run, they will kick, they will bite ; and,
whilst the portrait-painter often has to m;rmp]ain of too much
torpor in his sulject, the artist in our line is generally em-
barrassed by foo much animation. At the same time, how-
ever disagreeable to the artist, this tendency in _murder to
excite and irrifate the subject 19 certainly one of its advan-.
tages to the world in gencral which we ought not to overlook,
since it favours the development of latent talent.  Jeremy
Taylor notices with admiration the extraordinary leaps which
people will take under the influence of fear. There was a
striking instance of this in the recent case of the M‘Keans!:.
the boy cleared a height snch as he will never clear again to
his dying day. Talents also of the most brilliant description
for thumping, and, indced, for all the gyninastic exercises,
have sometimes been developed by the panic which accom-
panies our artists,—talents else buried and hid under a
bushel; to the possessors, as much as to their friends. I
remember an interesting illustration of this fact in a case of
.which I learned in Gmman}r

Riding one day in the neighbourhood of Munich, I over-
took a distingunished amateur {Jf our society, whose name, for
obvious reasons, I shall conceal. This gentleman informed
‘e that, finding himself wearied with the frigid pleasures
(such he estcemed them) of mere amateurship, he had
quitted England for the Continent—meaning to practise.a
little professionally. For this purpose he resorted to Germany,
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conceiving fhe-police in that part- of Eirope fo be more
“heavy and drowsy than elsewhere, His debut ag a practitioncr
took place at Mannheim ;-and, knowing me to be a brother
amateur, he freely communicated the whole of his maiden
adventure,  “Opposite to my lodging,” said he, “lived a
baker: he was somewhat of a miser, and lived quite alone;’
Whether it were his great expanse of chalky face, or what else,”
I know not, but the fact was, L *fancied’ him, and resolved
to commence business upon his throat; which, by the way,.
‘hie always carried bare—a fashion which is very irritating to
my desires. Precisely at eight o'clock in the evening, 1.
observed that he regularly shut up Lis windows. ~ One night -
I watched him when ihus enwazed—Dbolted in after him—
locked . the door—and, addressing him with great suavity,
acquainted him with the nature of my errand ; at the same:
time advising him to make no resistance, which wounld be.
mutually unpleasant. So saying, I drew out my tools, and
was proceeding to operate. But at ihis spectacle the baker;
who seemed to have hcen struck DLy catalepsy at my first
annotncenient, awoke into tremendous agitation. ‘I will-
nol be murdered !” he shricked aloud ; fwhat for will I?
(meaning shall T) ‘lose my precious throat 7’— What for 2°
sald I ; “if for no other reason, for this—that you put alum
Eintn your bread. DBut no matter 3 alum or no alum (for T
! was resolved to forestall any argument on that point), know
that I am a virtuoso in the art of murder—am desirous of
Improving myself in its details—and am enamoured of your
vast surface of throat, to which I am determined to he g
customer.” —“Is it so0 ¢’ said he: ‘but PJl find you a
customer 1n another line’ ; and, so saying, he threw himself
into a boxing attitude, The very 1dea of his boxing struck
me as ludicrous! Tt is true, a London baker had distinguished
himself in the ring, and became known to fame under the
‘title of The Master of the Rolls: but he was young and
-unspoiled ; whereas this man was a monstrous feather-bed in
person, fifty years old, and totally out of condition. Spite
-of all this, however, and contending against me, who am a
| master in the art, he made so desperate a defence that many
 times T feared he might turn the tables upon me, and

- —
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What a situation? " Minds of seusibility will sympathise w ith
my abxiety. How séverc i was you miay uriderstand by thig,
that for the first thirteen rounds the baker positively had the
advantage. Round the I4th I received a blow on the rlght
eye, mhu..h closed it up ; In the end, I Dbelieve, this yvas oy
salvation ; for the anger it roused in me was so great that in
the next, and every one of the three fﬂllﬂwmg rounds, I
floored th{: baker. | | o
“ Round 19th. The baker came up piping, and manifeatly'
the worse for wear. His geonetrical exploits in the four last
‘rounds had done him no good. -However, he showed some
skill in stopping & message which I was sending to . his
cadaverous mug ; in delivering which my foot Ellpped and I
went down. | : e,
- “Round 20th. Surveying the baker, I became a,sha,me_(l'
of having Leen so much bothered Ly a shapeless mass of
‘dough ; a,nd I went in fiercely, and administered some severe
'pumshment A rally took plaﬂe-—bnth went dﬂwn—baker
" undermost—ten to three on amatenr.
. :“Round 21st. The baker Jl‘lﬂll‘!ﬂd up with smprlamg
"‘iigilit}r - indeed, he managed his pins capitally, and fought
wonderfully, considering that he was drenched in perspira-
tion ; but the shine was now taken out of Lim, and his game
was the -mere effect of panic. It was now clear that he could
not last much longer, In the course of this round we fried
the weaving system, in which I had greatly the advantage,
and hit him repeatedly on the_conk., My reason for this was
that his conk was covered with carbuncles, and "I thought 1
should vex him by taking such liberties with hls conk,—.
_uhmh in fact I did. ‘
" «The three next rounds, the master of the rolls ttaﬂ*gered
about like a cow on the ice.  Sceing how matters stood, in
round 24¢h I whispered something into his ear which sent
himt ‘down like a shot. It was nothing more than my
private opinion of the value of his throat at an annuity
office. - This little confidential whisper affected him greatly ;
the very perspiration was frozen on his im:e and for the

next two rounds I had it all my own way. And when I
mﬂed ttme for the 27th round, he Jay like a lug on the
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After which, said T to the amatenr, It may be presumed
that you -accomplished your purpose”-—% You are richt,”
sa1d he mildly; T did; and a great satisfaction, you know,

it was to my mind, for by this means I killed two birds with
one stone” ; meaning that he had both thumped the baker
and murdered him, Now, for the lifc of me, I could not see
that ; for, on the contrary, to my mind it appeared that he
had taken two stones to kill onc bird, having been obliged to
take the conceit out of him first with his fist, and then with
his tools, But no matter for his logie. The moral of his
story was good, for it showed what an astonishing stiinulus
to latent talent is contained in any reasonable prospect of
being murdered. A pursy, unwieldy, half-cataleptic baker of
Mannheim had absolutely fought seven-and-twenty rounds
with an accomplished English boxer, merely upon this in-.
spiration ; so greatly was natural genius cxalted and sublimed
by the genial presence of his murderer, .
. Really, gentlemen, when one hears of such things as these,
it Lecomes a duty, perhaps, a little to soften that extreme
. asperity with which most men speak of murder. Mo hear
- people talk, you wonld suppose that all the disadvantages and
Inconvenicnces were on the side of being murdered, and that
there were nonc at all in not being murdered. But con-
siderate men think otherwise, ¢ Certainly,” says Jeremy-
Taylor, “it is a less temporal evil to fall by the rudeness of .
“a sword than the violence of a fever: and the axe” (to
- which Le might have added the ship-carpenter’s mallet and:
the crowbar) “a much less affliction than a strangury.” Very -
true ; the bishop talks like a wise man and an amateur, as T .
am sure he was; and anotlier great philosopher, Marcus
|Aurelius, was equally above the vulgar prejudices on. this -
subject. He declares it to De one of “the noblest functions -
lﬂf reason to know whether it is time to walk out of the .
dworld or not” (Book ITI, Collers’s Translation), No sort of-
knowledge being rarer than this, surely fhat man must be a
-most philanthropic character who undertakes to instruct .
" people in this branch of knowledge gratis, and at no little
hazard to himself. All this, however, I throw out only in
- the way of speculation to future moralists ; declaring in the

4
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gommit murder upon philanthropic or- patriotic principles,'
and repeating what I have already said once at least—that,
as to the mjority of murderers, they are very IHCGITELt |
characters,

- With respect to the Williams murders, the bllbllﬂleﬂt H]‘lt’l
must‘. entire in their excellence that ever were committed, I
shall not allow myself to speak incidentally. Nothing le':-;s |
than an entire lecture, or even an eniire course of lectures,
would suffice to expound their merits,> But one eurious fuct
connected with his case I shall mention, because 1t seems to
imply that the blaze of lus genius absi:jlutdy dazzled the eye I
of criminal _]uf-;tu:e Y{m all rememher T doubt Ill‘)t that the
murder of the Mmrs} WeTE 8 shlp -carpenter’s ma,llet and a
knife. - Now, the¢ mallet belonged to an old Swede, one John
Peterson, and bore his initials. This instrument Williams
left behind him in Marr’s house, and it fell into the hands of
the magistrates. But, gentlemen it is a fact that the publica-
tion of this eircumstance of the initials led immediately to
the apprehension of Williams, and, if made earlier, would
have prevented his second great work (the murder of the
Williamsons),- which took place precisely twelve days after.
Yet the magistrates kept back this fact from the public for
the entire twelve days, and until that second work was
accomplished, That finished, they published it, apparently -
feeling that Williams had now done enough for his fame, and -
that his glory was at length placed baytmd the reach ﬂf
accident, -

“As to Mr. Thurtell’s case,2 I know not what to say.

1 Fof a full account of the Williams Murders sce Postseript,—M, -
2 On Friday, October 24, 1823, af about eiglht o'clock in the
evening, a farmer at Butler’s Green, in the south of Hertfordshire,
heard {he noise of a vehicle going down a country-lane in his neighbour-
hood, called Gill's-11ill Lane, ‘“and, shortly after, the report of a

pistol, followed by deep groans,” The next morning, a pistol was .
found under the hedge of the lane by two labhourers, who reported that
they had seen two persons come down the lane at daybreak, and
“grabble ” abou} the spot, as if looking for something. ~ In consequence
of flirfher inquiries  and of information received, qn:*fu'ch was made, two
or three days after, in a marshy pond, sonie miles off ; ; and therca ‘dead

body was found, the legps tied together, and the upper part, with theg
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: Natura.lly, I have every disposition fo thmk hlfrhly of my’
predeccssor in_the chair of this society ; and I acknﬂuledge*
that his lectures were unexceptionable... But, speaking in-
gﬂnu«uus]y, I do really Think That his pr prmmpal performance;
-as an artist has been much-overrated. I admit that at first,
I was 111}'%elf carried away by the general enthusiasm.: On’
the morning when the murder was made known in Lﬂndun_'
there was tle fullest meeting of amateurs that I have ever
known since the days of W’llllama old- bedridden connois-:
“geurs, who had got into a peevish way of sneering and com-~.,
plmmng ““that there was nothing doing,” now hobbled down

stones, The body, as had heen expected, wag that of Mr., Willian'l-:
Weare, g gentleman of gambling propensities, whose residence wis in
Lyon’s Inn, off the Strand, Londou. 'The person 4rrested. as the
murderer-in-chief was Johin Thurtell, owner of a gambling-honse in’
Manchester Buildings, Westminster, but of a respectable Worwich.
family ; and there were arrested also 2 London vocalist and coffee-
house keeper called Joseph Hunt, who was a friend of Thurtell’s, and"
a man named Williani Probert, also a friend of Thurtell’s, who had-
been insolvent in the London wine-trade, and had retired into” Hert-
fordshire, where he rented a cottage near the scene of the murder. At
the Hertford assizes, where Thurtell, Tnnt, and-Eesbert were tried for-
| the murder, —Thurtell as principal and the other two as accessories,—
Thurtell and’ Hunt were sentenced to death, Probert having gol off by
turning king's evidence. The capifal scutence was carried into.
executinn only in the case of Thurtell, who was hanged at Hertford”
on the 8th of January 1824, Never did a murderer go out of the
world encircled with such praise and popularity. Not ouly had the’
circumstances of the crime, and the legends connceted with it, taken a°
peculiarly strong effect upon the puhhc fancy ; but the impressive.
‘defence which Thurtell had made for himself at his trizl, and his
whole subsequent demeanour in prison under his death- -sentence, as it
wAas I‘EpDPtEd by the jailers and turnlkeys, had won him golden opinions,-
—What is most meptorable of all now is the peculiar literary celebrity;
which Thurtell and his Hertlordshire murder of 1824 have chanced to-
obtain. In’'a econtemporary strect - ballad, aAttributed. to Theodores
‘Hoolk, there is this immortal summary of the facts ;—

* They cut his throat froni ear to ear ;
| His brainsg they battered in :
1 ~ IHis name was Mr. William Wea:ré 3
! He dwelt inLyon's Inn,’

The naked strength of this stanza so recommended it to _Sll‘ Wnlter
~ Scott that he delighted in quoting it ; nor, in all Sir Wulter's many
“readings in mureder-literature, does he seem to have come npon any
murder that more I ascinated him than that which Theadore Hoolr hiad
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to our club-room : such” hilarity, such benign” expression of
Zeneral satisfaction, I have rarely witnessed. On every side
you saw people shaking hands, congratulating each other, and
forming dinner parties for the evening ; and nothing was to
be heard but triumphant challeriges of —“Well! will"thes
do?”. «Is this the right thing?” *Are you satisfied at
last?” But, in the middle of therow, [ remember, we all
grew silent, on hearing the old cynical amateur L. S
stumping along with lus wooden leg. Hé entered the room
with his usual scowl; and; as he advanced, he continued to
growl and stutter the whole way— Mere plagiarism—base

-

thus celebrated. Here is an cxtract from Scott’s diary at Abbotsford
in those sad months of 1826 when Lis commercial ruin had come upon
‘him, and he lay stunned and broken-hearted for the time under the
great misfortune :—*“July 16, —Sleepy, stupid, indelent, —finished
“ arranging the books, and after that was totally useless,—unless it
¢ aon be called study that I slumbered for tliree or four hours over a
-« yariorum edition of the Gill's Hill Tragedy. Admirable escape for
 jow spirits,—for, not to meution the bratality of so extraordinary a
“ murder, it-led John Bull info one of his most uncommon fits of
“ gambols, . until at last Lie became so maudlin as to weep for the
¢ pitiless assassin ‘Ihurtell, and treasure up the leaves and twigs of the
“ hedge and shrubs in the fatal garden as valuable . relics, —nay;,
“ thronged the minor theatres to sce the roan horse and yellow gig In
¢ which his victim was transported from one house to the other. 1
“ have not stept over the threshold to-day, so very stupid have I been.”
Nearly two years afterwards, when on a return jourucy to Scotland
{rom a visit to London, Secott coutd not resist geoing out of his way to
visit Gill's-Hill and the remains of Probert’s cottage. In his Diary,
under date 28th May 1828, there is a deseription of the place and of
the impressions it made upon him, summed up in this guotation from
Wordsworth :— | '

" # A merry spot, ‘tis said, in days of yore; -

But something ails it now,—the place is cursed.” -

Carlyle also had read the contemporary accounts of Thurtell's trial ;
and one incident of it furnished him with .oue of the best-known and
‘most persistent of lus Carlylisms, ¢ What sort of person was Mr.
“Weare 1"~ one of the witnesses had been asked at the trial.  *f He was
Always a respectable person,” was the answer. ““What do you mean
by respectable T¥ asked the counsel. “He kept a gig,” said the
witness. Mr. Weare's “gig” became from that moment (Carlyle’s pet
symbol for respectability ; and the world was never to hear the last of. -
- it Trom him, whether in the simple form: of the mere “gig” or in the.
- generalised forms of *gigmanity,” * gigmauity diszigged,” and other
sotnriatitile —M s e e = e e .
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plagiarism from hints that I threw out! - Besides, his style
is as harsh as Albert Durer, and as coarse as Fusell,” Many
thought that this was mere jealousy and general waspishness ;
but I confess that, when the first glow of enthusiasm had
subsided, I have found most judicious critics to agree {hat
there was something falsetfo in the style of Thurtell. The
fact is, he was a member of our society; which naturally gave
a_friendly. bias. to our judgments; and his person was
-universally familiar to the “fancy ”,—which gave him, with
the whole London publie, & temporary popularity that his
pretensions are not capable of supporting; for optnionum
commente delet dies, nature judicia confirmat. - There was, -
however, an unfinistied design of Thurtell’s for the murder of
2 man with a pair of dumb-bells, which I admired greatly ;
it was o ‘mere outline that he never filled in; but to my mind
-it seemed every way superior to his chief work, T remember
that there was great regret expressed by some amateurs that
this sketch should have been left in an unfinished state ; but
there I cannot agree with them ; for the fragments and first
‘bold outlines of original artists have often a felicity about
them which 18 apt to vanish In the management of the
details. |
The case of the M‘Keans® I consider far beyond the
vaunted performance of Thurtell—indeed, above all praise ;
and bearing that relation, in fact, to the 1mmnrta1 works of
Williams which the “ xEnmd” bEELI':: to the “1Iliad,” -~
But it is now time that I should say a few words ahout
the principles of murder, not with a view to regulate your
practice, but your judgment. As to old women, and the-
inolr of newspaper readers, they are pleased with anything,
provided it is bloody enough. DTut the mind of sensibility
requires something more, First, then, let us speak of the
kind of person who ishdapted to the purpose of the murderer;
secondly, of the place where ; thirdly, of the time when, and
other little circumstances, o
As to the person, I suppose 1t 18 evident that he ought to
be a good man, because, if he were not, he might himself, by
possibility, be ﬂnntemplatmg murder at the very time ; ﬂﬂd
such *“diamond-cut-diamond ” tussles, though pleasant enough
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where nothing betfer is stirrifig, are feally not what a critie
can allow himself to call murders. I could mention some
people (I name no names) who have been- murdered by other
people in a dark lane; and so far all seemed correct enough ;

- but, on looking further into the matter, the public” have
become aware ‘that the,murdered party was himself, at the
- moment, planning to rob his murderer, at the least, and
possibly. to murder him, if he had been strong enough,
Whenever that is the case, or may be thought to be the case,
farewell -to all the genuine effects of the art. For the final.
purpose of mmrder, considered as a fine art, is precisely the,
same as that of tragedy in Aristotle’s account of it ; viz, “ 1o’
cleanse the heart by means of pity and terror.” Now, terror .
there may be, but how can there be any pity for one tiger

destroyed by another tiger !
. Tt is also evident that the person selected ought not to be
& public character. For instance, no judicious artist would?
‘have attempted to murder Abraham Newland! For the cage |
was this: everybody read so much about Abraham Newland,.
and so few people ever saw him, that to the genera: belief ha
was a mere abstract idea.  And I remenmber that once, when
I happened to mention that I had dined at a.coffee-house in
company with Abraham Newland, everybody looked scorn-
fully at me, as though I had pretended to have played at
billiards with Prester John, or to have had an affair of honour
with the Pope. And, by the way, the Pope would be g very
improper person to murder; for he has such a virtusl
ubiquity as the father of Christendom, and, like the cuckoo, -

-

is so often heard but never seen, that I suspect most people

e o A

regard ham also as an abstract idea. Where, indeed, a public’
man 18 in the habit of giving dinners, “with every delicacy
of the season,” the case is very different: every - person is
_satisfied that ke is no abstract idea ; and, therefore, there can

;Y Abraham Newland [chief cashier of the Bank of England, who
died 1807—DM.} is now utterly forgotten. But, when this was written
. {1827], his name had not censed to ring in British cars, as the most
~ familiar and most significant that perhaps has ever existed. It was |
the name which appeared on the face of all Bank of England notes,
~great or small ; and had been, for more than a quarter of a century
(especially through tlie whole career of the French Eevolution), a short.

) "I.n“.l-l ﬂ._‘-thl‘t.‘-n-:n.l_ _l.-‘___ o



48 "TALES AND PROSE PHANTASIES -

e no i:uiprﬂpriety' in' mordering him ; only thaf his murder
“will fall into the class of EL‘ESEL::SHL&H{}IIE Whlb]l I have nﬂt yf.,t
treated '

I hwd.fy The subject chosen ought to be in rn::-cnd health ;
for it is absolutely barbarous to murder a sick person, who is
usually quite unable to bear it. On.this principle, no tailor
ought to be chosen who is above twenty-five, for after that age
he is sure to be dyspeptic.  Or, at least, if a man will hunt
‘In that warren,; he will of course think it his duty, on the
old established equation, to murder some multiple of 9—say
18, 27, or 36, And here, in this benign attention to the
'mmft}rt of sick people, -}’fﬂl will observe the unsual effect of a
- fine art to soften and refine the feelings. The world in
general, gentlemen, are very bloody-minded; and all they
want in a murder s a copious effusion of blood ; gaudy dis-
“play in this poinf Is enongh for them. DBut the enlightened
connoisseur is more refined in his taste; and from™our art,’
- a8 from ull the other liberal arts when tlmmufrhly mastered, -
the result is, to humanise the heart ; so true is it that

-~

“ Ingenuas didieisse fideliter artes
Emollit mores, nec sinit esse feros.”

A philosophic friend, w ell known for his philanthropy and.
general benignity, suggests that the subject chosen' ought
also to have a family of young children wholly dependent on
-his exertions, by way of deepening the pathos. And, un-
doubtedly, this s A judiclous caution. Yet I would not
insist too keenly on such a condition, Severe good taste un-
questionably suggests it ; but still, where the man was other-
. wise unobjectionable in point of morals and health, I would
"not look with too curious a jealousy to a restriction which
might have the effect of narrowing the artist’s sphere,
~ So much for the person.  As to the time, the plade, and
the tools, I have many things to say which ab present I
have no room for. The good sense of the practitioner has
‘usually directed him to night and privacy, Yet there have
not been wanting cases where this rule was. departed from’
with excellent effect. In respect to time, Mrs, Ruscombe’s

case i3 a beautiful exception which I have already noticed ;:
and i1 roenent hinth o f11a atnd wlare $hare o o 4 en o
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‘tion in the annals nf Edmburgh (yeap 18{}5), familiar to
every child in Edinburgh, but whieh has unaccountably been
“defrauded of its- due pmtmn of fame -amongst English
amateurs, - 'The case I mean is that of a porter to one of the
- banks, who was murdered whilst carrying a bag of monéy, in
broad daylight, on turning out of tiie High Street, one of the
‘Imost public streets in Europe ; and -the murderer is to this

Rour undiscovered,! )

““8Bed fugit interea, fugtt irreparabile tempus,
- Bingula dum capti eircwinvectamur amore,”

- And now, gentlemen, in conclusion, let me again solemnly
“disclaim all pretensions on iy own part to the eharacter of a
professional’maii. I never attempted any murder in my life,
. except in the year 1801,—upon the body of a tom-cat ; and
that turned out diflerently fromr my intention. My purpose,.

1 Had De Quincey been better acquainted with Edinburgh in 1827,
hig allusion to this famous murder would probably have been Iess
slight and more accwrate. The circumstances, as narrated in Robert
Chambers’s Traditions of FKdinburgh, are these:—On the 13th
November 1806, about live o'clock in the evening, there was found in
Tweeddale Court,—a narrow court off the High Btreet of Edinburgh, -
leading to a small square, where there were then the chief premises of
~the British Linen Compauny’s Banl, —the dead br}dj’ of William Beghie, -
a porter of the Bank, who bad let afternoon, in the course of a cns-
tomary duty, lelt a branch office of the Bank in.Ieitly, in charge of a
package of hank-notes, to the ammount of £4392, to be deposited in the:
Edinburgh Head Office. He had been stabbed to the heart in the
narrow court, just after he had entered it from the muaiu sireet, and
probably while there was still a glimmering in the court of the f:ulmﬂ'
light of a late Nuvember afterncon. 'The kuife with which the deed
had been done remained in the body, struck up to the wooden haft;
and, in proof that the murder had been deliberately premeditated, it
was found that the blade, which was broad and thin, hag been ground
at the end to g sharp pmnt and that a buuch of soft paper had™ been
wrapped round the haft, whether to give a better hold or to prevent
: the sputlering back of the Llood on the murderer. ™The package of
bahk-notes was gone. There was an immediate hue and ery, with
offers of reaward, &c., and several arrests were made on suspicion,  But
“nll that came out was that some people thought they had seen a man
accompanying or dogging Begbie on his way from Leith, and that
others thouglit they had seen a mnan running out of Tweeddale Court
across the High Btreet, and disappesaring inte a wynd on the other
sulﬂ of the street, lemhnﬂ in Lhe tlirec tmn of I. LtLh. 1l.Imltlne paastd

I T T I | R T | I . I T T T . T, | Y
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I own, was downright murder. “Semper ego auditor
tantum 17 said I, “punquamne reponam$” And I went.
downstairs in search of Tom at one o’clock on a dark night,
with the ¢ animus;” and no doubt with the fiendish looks, of:
a murderer. But, when I found him, he was in the act of -
plundering the pantry of bread and DthEI' things., Now this
gave a new turn to the aflair ; for, the time being one of
general scarcity, when even Christians were reduced to the.
usc of potato-bread, rice-bread, and all sorts of things, it was
downright treason in a tomi-cat to be wasting good wheaten- ..
bread in the way he was doing. It instantly Dbecame a -
- patriotie duly to put him to dmth ; and, as- T raised aloft.
and shook the glittering steel, I fancied myself rising, like
Brutus, effulgent from a crowd of patriots, and, as I stabbed
him, 1 '

““(C'alled aloud on Tully’s name,
And bade the father of his conntry hail tV

the 10th of August 1807, a parcel of the missing notes was accident-
ally fornd by scmme workmen in a hole in a stone wall in what was
then a valant ground in the northern neighbourhicod of the town,
The murderer had kept the smaller notes, and had stuffed the larger
ones, to the amount of aboul £3000 altogether, into this hele. Even
thig did not furnish any further’elue; ye&rs_yﬂlled on; and, though
public suspicion fastened mprmmuaiy on one Persorror *mnthm from
time to time, thée Begbie murder became a legend of the past, To

this day, when the murderer of Begbie, however long he lived, must
have been lying in his grave somewhere for many years, people pass.

ing Tweeddale Court in the High Street of Edinburgh remember what
“happened there, and the phrase “ The Beghie Murder ™ is in Edinburgh

"parlance a synonym for any typical mystery or unsolved problem.—1t
was on the 23d of February 1827, the very month of the appearance -
of this paper of De Quincey in Blackwood, that there took place in
Edinburgh that famous Theatrical Fund Dinmer at which Sir Walter
Seott presided, and at which he was led, by the manner in which his
health was proposed by his {riend Lord Meadowbank, to drop the:
mask he had worn so long, aud aunounce himself as the real and sole
author of the Waverley Novels. The raptures of applanse which
greeted the mmnowucementswere still filling the hall, and Sir Walter
had resumed his seaf, when, as Locklhart tells the Etm‘jf, he sent on a
slip of paper to one of the miests at some distance front him,-—the
well-known Mr, Patrick Robertson, alins ¥ Peter of the Pmmﬂll,” then
_the witty Falstafi of the Beottish Bar, as he was afterwards of the
Seottish Beneh, Teter was to be one of the speakers; and the

message to him was “ Confess something too,—why not the murder af
1‘\! l'I'-I'l'I.I'.-'l.'E ’——.F'I.II- N
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Since then, what wandering thonghts I may have had of
attempting the life of an ancient ewe, of a superannuated
hen, and such “small deer,” are locked up in the secrets of
my own breast ; but for the higher departments of the art T
confess myself to be utterly unfif. My ambition does not
rise so high. No, gentlemen : in the words of Horace,

** Fungar vice cotis, aeutum
Reddere qua ferrum valet, exsors ipsa secandi,”



SECOND PAPER!

A GooD many years ago, the reader may remember. that .1
came forward in the character of a dileftunte in murder.®
Perhaps diletiante is too strong a word. Connoisscur is better
suited to the seruples and infirfuity of publie taste. I sup-
pose there is no harm in (hat, at lcast. A man is ot bound
to put his eyes, ears, and understanding into his breeches
pocket when he meets with a murder. If he is not " a
downright comatose state, I suppose he must see that one
murder is better or worse than another, in' peint of - good
taste. DMurders have their little differences and shades of
merit, as well as statues, pictures, oratorios, cameos, intaglios,
or what not. You may be angry with the man for talking
too much, or too publicly {as to the too much, thatl deny—
a man. can, never cultivate lis taste too highly); but you

-1 Appeared originally in Bluekwood’s Maguzine for November 1839,
nearly thirteen vears after the publication of the First Paper.——M.

2 In the original article in Blackwood there was this opening para-
eraph :— ¢ Doctor NortH—You are a liberal man : liberal ir the
true classieal sense, not in the slang sense of modern politicians and
education-mongers.  Being so, T am sure that you will sympabhise
with my case. I am an ill-used man, Dr. North—particulariy ill-
used ; and, with your permission, T will brielly explain how. ADlack
- seene of calumny will he laid open; but you, Doctor, will make all
things square again, Onc frown from you, directed to the proper
quarter, or a warning shake of the vruteh, will set me right T publie
~opinion ; which at present, I am sorry to say, is rather hostile to me,
and mine—all owing to the wicked aects of slandercrs, PBut you shall
hear,” The article then proceeds with the senteénce * A good many
years ago,” &c., as now, save that “the reader may remember ™ is sub-
stituted for “vou [i.e. Dr. North] may remember.” . That touch &f
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inust allow him to think, at any rate. Well, wonld you
believe it? all my necighbours came to héar of that little
esthetic essay which I lad published ; and, unfortunately,
hearing at the very same time of a elub that I was connected
with, and a dinnor at which I presided—nboth tending to the
same little object as the essay, viz. the diffusion of a just
taste among Her Majesty's subjects :—they got up the most-
barbarous cahuuniea agamst me.  In particular, they said
that I, or that the elub (which comes to the same thing), had
~offered bounties on well-conducted homicides—with a scale
of drawbacks, in case of any one defect or flaw, according to
“a table issued to private fricnds.  Now, let me tell the whole
truth about the dinner and the club, and it will he seén how
" malicious the world 1s.  Dut, first, confidentially, allow me
. to say what niy real principles are upon the matter in question.

As to murder, I never committed one in iy life. It's a
well-known thing amongst all my friends, I can get a paper
1o certify as much, slgjned by lots of people. Indeed, if you
come fo that, I dnubt whether many people could. pmduce
. as strong a certificate.  Mine would be as big as a break-
- fust tablecloth. 'There is indeed one member of the cluly
who pretends to say he canght me ence making too free with
his throat on a club night, after everybody else had retired.
But, observe, he shuffles in his story according to his state of
civilation® When not far gone, he contents Limself with
saying tlat he caught me ogling his throat, and that T was
melancholy for some weeks after, and that my voice sounded
in a way expressing, to the nice car of a connoisseur, the
sense of opportunaties lost; but the club all know that he iz a-
disappointed man himself, and that he EPEEﬂ{S quelulmlsly
at ttmes about the {atal nmlect of a man’s conting abroad
without his tools. -Besides, 11 this 18 an affair between two
-amateurs, and everybody nmkes allowanees for little asperities
and fibs in such a case.” * But,” say you, “if no murderer,
. U Her Majesty : In the lecture, having oceasion to refer to the
reigning sovereign, I said * Ifis Majesty 7 ; for at that time [1827]
William 1V was on the throne {no: George iV.—DM.]; but between
the lecture and this supplement had occurred the accession of our

_preseut Queen, [This nole was added in 1854.—M.] 1
2 De Quincey elsewhere explains this word civilation. It is eivil
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you may -have encouraged, or even ‘have Despoken, a
murder.” - No, upon my honour-—no, And tliat was the
very point I wished to argue for your satisfaction. The
truth is, I am a very particular man in everything relating
to murder ; and perhaps I carry my delicacy too far. The
Stagirite most justly, and possibly with a view to my case,
placed virtue in the 70 uéoov, or middle point between two
extremes. A goldén. mean is certainly what every man
slhould aim at.  But it is easier talking than doing; and,
Iiffhfnﬁ'rmﬁ}r'being notoriously too much milkiness of heart,
I find it difficult to maintain that steady cquatorial line
between the two poles of too much murder on the one hand
and too little on the other, 1 am too soft ; and people get
excused through me—nay, go through life without .an
attempt-made npon them—that ought not to be excused. I
believe, if I had the management of things, there would
hardly be a murder from year’s end to year’s end. 'In fact,
I'm for peace, and quietness, and fawningness, and what may
e styled knocking-underness.! A man came to me as a- can-

1 The phrase in the original Blackwood article was ““ I'm for virtue,”
and goodness, and all that sort of thing.” Not only is this phrase
altered and amplified ; but there is total omission of a longish passage
which followed it, The passage is worth reproducing, and ran as
follows :—* And two instances I'll give yon to what an extremity I-
““carry my virtue, Tle first may seem a tritle ; but not if you knew
my nephew, who was certainly horn to be hanged, and would hive
““been so long ago, but for my restraining voice. He ig horribly am-
‘“ bitious, and thinks himself a man of cultivated taste in most
““branches of murder, whereas, in fact, e has not one idea on the
**subject but such as he has stolen from e, This is so well known
““that the Club has twice blackballed hin, though every indulgence
‘“was shown to him as my relative. People came to Wie and srid—
‘*$ Now really, President, we would do mueli to serve a relatjve of
“yours. But still, what can be said? You know yourself that he'll
““disgrace us. If we were to elect him, why, the next thing we

““should hear of would be some vile butclerly murder, bry way. of
. *‘justifying our choice, And what sort of a concern would 1t be?
“You know, as well as we do, that it would be a disgraceful affair,

- ““more worthy of the shambles than of an artist’s afelier. He would |
*“ fall upon some great big wan, some huge farmer returning drunk
‘“Irom a fair. There would be plenty of Llood, and ket he would
‘“expect us to take in licu of taste, finish, scenical grouping. Then,
““again, how would le tool? Why, most probably with a cleaver
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didate for the place of my servant, just then vacant. He
had the reputation of having dabbled a little m our art;
gomie said, not without merit. What startled me, however,
was, that he supposed this art to be part of his regular duties)
in my service, and talked of having it considered in his
“wages, Now, that was a thing [ would not allow; so I
‘gaid at once, ® Richard (or James, as the case might be}, you
misunderstand my character. If & man will and must prac-
tise this difficult (and, allow me to add, dangerous) branch of
art—if he has an overruling genius for it—why, in that case,
all I say is that he might as well pursue his studies whilst
living in my service as in another's. And also I may ob-
gerve that it can do no harm cither to himself or to the
subject on whom lic operates that he sliould he guided by
men of more taste than himself. Genius may do much, but]
long study of the art must always entitle a man to offer
advice. So far T will go—general prineiples 1 will suggest,
But, as to any particular case, once for all I will have

“premind you rather of some hideous Ogre or Cyclops “han of the
 delicate operator of the 19th century,” The picture was drawn with
¢4 the hand of truth ; fied T eonld not but allow, and, as to personal
‘¢ feelings in the matter, I dismissed them from the first,  The next
“ morning I spoke to my unephew: I was delicalely situated, as you
¢“gee, but T determined that no consideratiom should induce me to
¢ finch from my duty., ‘John,’ said I, ‘you scein to me to have
¢ talen an erroneous view of life and its duties, ushed on by am--
““bition, you are dreaming rather of what it might be glorious to
‘“attempt than what it would he possible for you to accomplish,
¢ Pelieve me, it is not pecessary to a man's respectability that he
¢ ghould commit a murder, Many a man has passed through life
““ most respectably without atiempting auy species of homicide—
-4 good, bad, or indifferent. It is your first duty to ask yourself, quid
soaleant humeri, quid ferre recusenf? We cannot all be brilliant
¢ men in this life,  And it is for your interest {¢ be contented rather
‘¢ with a humble station well filled than to shock everybody with
¢ fajlures, the more conspicuous by contrast with the ostentation of
¢¢ their promises.” John made no answer ; he looked very sulky at the
¢ moment, and T am in high hopes that I have saved a near relative
‘ from making a fool of himself by attempting what is as much be-
“ yond his capacity as an epic poem, Otlers, however, tell me that
¢ e is meditating a revenge upon me and the whole Club,  But, let
“this be as it.may, liberavi animaem meazm ; and, as you see, have

¢ pnn some risk with a wish to diminisl the amount of homicide,”—
The MYelemmirg womnecat fore Aastdier $hie vmoeeara 117 1 R5AR4 dAoege nvaf
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nothing to do with it. Never tell me of any special work
of art you are meditating-—1I set mgjace against if_gn. tolo,
“For, if once a man mdulﬂ*es himself in munler, Very soon
he comes to think little of robbing, and from robbing he
comes next to drinking and Sabbath-breaking, ahd from that
to ineivility and procrastination. Once begin upon this
downward  path, you never know where you are to stop,
Many a man dated his ruin from some murder or other that
perhaps he thought little of at the time.  Principids obsta—
that's my rule.” Such was tuy speech, and I have always
acted up to it; so, if that is not being virtuous, I shmﬂd he
glad to know what is, - |

But now about the dinner and the club, The c-:]ub was
not particularly of my creation ; 1t arose,—pretty much as
other similar associalions for the propagation of truth and the
communtcation of new ideas,~ rather from the necessities of
ﬂunus than upon any one man’s sugeestion.  As to the dinner,
E}f any man more than another could be held responsible for
_that, it was a member known amongst ws by the name of
Yoad-in-the-hole.  He was so called from his gloomy misan-
t]]PGI}IFFL] dispesition, which led him into constant disparage-
ments of all modern murders as vicious abortions, Lelonging
to mo authentic school of art. The finest performances of
our own age he snarled at cynically ; and at length this
quernlous humour grew upon him so much, and he became
Bo notorious as a laudufor temporis acts, that few people cared
to seek his socicty. This made him still more fierce and:
truculent. He went about muttering and gmwlmg ;
wherever you met him, he was EDll]ﬂill_l]Slll and saying
& Dea*plmhlf, pretender — without rrmuplnrr—WIthmlt two
ideas upon handling—without 73 and there you lost
him. At lengih existence seemed to be painful to him ; he
rarely spoke ; he seemed conversing with phantoms in J.he
air ; his housckeeper informed us tlmt his reading was nearly
confined to “Gods Revenge upon Murder” b}f Re}rnnldsl
and & more ancient book of the sanie title, noticed by Sir .

] Tf.ae Privmphs of God's Revenge wyainst the Crying and Exe-
cralle Sen of Alurder, London, 1621, There were five subsequent
parts ; all six were ]11111111:1 torether it folio in 1635+ and there was
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~Walter Scott in his “ Forfunes of Nicel”1 Sometimes,
- perhaps, he might read in the “ Newgate Calendar” down fo
~the year 1788 ; but he never looked into a book more reccut.
“ In fact, he had a theory with regard to the French Revolu-
" tion, as having Leen the great canse of .degeneration in
Cmurder.  “Very soon, sir,” he used to say, “ men will ‘have
lost the art of killing poultry: the very rudiments of the.
art will have perished 7  In the year 1811 le retired from
‘meneral society. Toad-in-the-hole was no more seen in any
- public resort. We missed him from his wonted haunts :
“ Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he,” by the side
of the main conduit his listless length at noontide he would
stretch, and pore upon the filth that muddled by.2 “Even
logs,” this pensive moralist wonld say, “are not what they
~were, sir—not what they should be. I remember in my
" grandfather’s time that some dogs had an idea of murder. I
have known a nuasliff, sit, that lay in ambush for a rival,—
yes, sir, and finally murdered Lim, with pleasing circum-
stances of good taste. I also was on intimate terms of
acquaintance with a tom-cat that was an assassin, But
now .+ and then, the subjeet growing too painful, he
" dashed his hand to his foreliead, and went off abruptly in
a homeward direction towards his fuvourite conduif; where:
he was seen by an amatenr in such a state that he thought

1 The terrible book which Nigel is represented as reading late at
nicht in his room in the house of the old miser T apbois when he
 hears'‘the shrick of Martha ‘Iraphois announcing that her father had
- been murdered.~—Scott describes it thus :—* The book was entitled
God's - Revenge agarnst Murder; not, as the Libliomaniacal reader
* may easily conjecture, the work which Reynolds published under that
imposing name, but one of a much earlier date, printed and sold by
old Wolfe.” Yet an carly copy of Reynolds's book would have
almost suited the date of the story.—DM. .

2 Having quoted a line from one of the closing stanzas of Gray's
. Klegy,
# Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he,”

De Quincey keeps up the metrical fune in Lis mischievous parody
“of this other stanza of the passage describing the solitary poet— "

¢ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech

That wreathes its old fantaslic roots so high
1 e Tietloce lonoth 2t taontide e wonld stretel.
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it dangerous to address him.  Soon after Toad shut himsel
entirely up ; it was nnderstood that he had resigned himsel
to melancholy ; and at length the prevailing notion was thai
Toact-in-the-hole had hanged himself o
The world was wrong there, as it had been on some other
questions, . Toad-in-the-hole might be sleeping, but dead he
was not ; and of that we soon had ocular proof,. One morn-
ing in 1812, an amateur surprised us with the news that he
had seen Toad-in-the-hole brushing with hasty steps the dews
away, to meet the postman by the conduit side. Even that
was something : how much more, to hear that he had shaved
his beard-—bad laid aside ! his sad-coloured clothes, and wag
adorned like a bridegroom .of aneient days. What could be
the meaning of all this? Was Toad-in-the-hole mad ? or
how? Soon after the secret was explained : in more than a
figurative sense “the murder was out.” TFor in came the
London morning papers, by which it appeared that, but three
days before, a murder the most superb of the century by
many degrees had occurred in the heart of London. T need
hardly say that this was the great exterminating chef-d’wuwre
of Williams at Mr. Marr’s, No. 29 Ratcliffe Highway. That
was the ddbul of the artist ; at least for anything the public
knew. What occurred at Mr. Williamson’s twelve nights
afterwards —the second work turned out from the same
chisel —some people pronounced even superior. But Toad-
in-the-hole always ¢ reclaimed,” he was even angry, at such
comparisons.  “This vulgar gout de comparaison, as La
Bruyere calls it,” he would often remark, “ will be our ruin;
each work has its own separate characteristics—each in and
for itself is incomparable. One, perhaps, might suggest the

1 This alsoe falls into verse: e.g. —

“* Brushing with hasty steps the dews away,
To meet the postman by the comsluit side,
Even that was something ; how much more, to hear
That he had shavel his beard—had laid aside” ;

which is a kind of parody of Gray's stanza ;- —

 Haply some hoary-headed swain may sdy,
Oft have I seen him at the peep of dawn
- Brushing with lhasty steps the dews away,
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Iliad—the other the Odyssey : but what do you get by such
comparisons ¥ Neither éver was or will be surpassed ; and,
when you've talked for hours, you must still come back to
that.” Vain, however, as all criticism might De, he, often
sald that volumes might be written on each case for itself;
and he even proposed to publish a quarto on the subject.

Meantime, how had Toad-in-the-hole happened tc hear of
this great work of art so early in the morning% He had
-recelved an account by express, despatched by a correspondent
in London who watched tlie progress of art on Toad’s Lehalf,
with a general commission to send off a special express, at
whatever cost, in the event of any estimable works appear-
ing. The express arrived in the night-time ; Toad-in-the-
hole was then gone to bed ; he had been muitering and
grumbling for hours; but of course he was called up. On
reading the account, he threw his arms round the express,
declared him his Lrother and his preserver, and expressed
his regret at not having it in his power to knight him. We,
amateurs, having heard that he was abroad, and therefore
‘had not hanged himself, made surc of soon seeing him amongst
us, Accordingly he soon arrived ; scized cevery man’s hand
as he passed him-—wrung 1t almost frantically, and kept
-ejaculating, * Why, now, liere’s something like a murder !—
this is the real thing—this is genuine-—this is what you can
approve, can recommend fo a friend : this—says every man,
on reflection-—this is the thing that ought to be! Such
works are enough to make us all young.” Aund in fact the
gencral opinion is that Toad-in-the-hole would have died but
for this regeneration of art, which he called a second age of
Leo the Tenth; and it was our duty, he said, solemnly to
commemorate 1. At present, and en atiendant, he proposed
that.the club should meet and dine together. A {inner,
therefore, was given by the club; to which all amateurs
‘were invitéd from a distance of one hundred miles.

Of this dinmer there are ample shorthand notes amongst
the archives of the club. DBut they are not “extended,” to
speak diplomatically ; and the reperter who only could give.
the whole report in extenso i1s missing—1I believe, murdered.
- Meantime, in vears long after that day, and on an occasion




60 TALES AND PROSE PHANTASIES

Tﬁﬁgéiéﬁl;l another diner was given.  Of this T myself kept

“notag, for fear of another accident to the shorthand reporter.
And’ ? here subjoin them. | _
""" Toad-in-the-hole, I must mention, was present at this

-t

dinner. In fact, it was one of its sentimental incidents.
Being as old as the valleys at the dinner of 1812, naturally
he.was as cld as the hills at the Thug dinner of 1838, He
had taken to wearing his beard again ; why, or with what
view, 1t passcs my persimmon to tell you, But so it was.
And his appearance was most benign and venerable. Nothing
could equal the angelic radiauce of his smile as he inguired

after the uiiféffunate reporter (shon, as a piece of private

.scandal, I should tell you that he was himself supposed to

have murdered in a rapturc of creative art). The answer
wag, with roars J&f laughter, from the under-sheriff of our
county —“ Non est inventus,” Toad-in-the-hole laughed
outrageously at this: in fact, we all thought he was choking;
and, at the earncest request of the company, a musical com-

- poser furnished a most beautiful glee upon the . oceasion,
~which was sung five times after dinner, with universal

applause and inextinguishable laughter, the words being
these (and the chorus so contrived, as most beautifully to

mimic the peculiar laughter of Toad-in-the-hole) ;—

** Bt interrogatum est a Toad-in-the-hole—Tbi est ille reporter §
Et responsum est cum cachinno—Non est tnventus.”’

Chorus.

** Deinde iteratum est ab omnibus, cum cachinnatione undulante,
trepidante—Non est {nventus.”

—— Toad-in-the-hole, T ought to mention, about nine years’

“before, when an express from Edinburgh brought him the

earliest intelligence of the Bwrke-and-Hare revolution in the
art,? went mad upon the spot, and, instead of a pension to

.1 It was alout the year 1831 that the British authorities in India
Legan really euergetic measures for the snppression of the Thugs,—the
sect or fraternity in Nerthern India whose practice it was, under the

“sanction of hereditary enston and relicion, to waylay and murder

travellers, earefully burying the bodies, and dividing the speil. One
of the first books on Thngs and Thuggism was Thornton’s Hiustrations
of the Ilistory and Practives of the Thugs, published in 1887.—M.
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‘the express for even' one life, or a knighthood, endeavoured
to Burke Aim ; in-consequence of which he was put info a
atrait-waistcoat. And that was the reason we had no dinner
then, " Buf now all of us were alive .and kicking, strait-
waistcoatérs and others: in fact, not one absentee was re-
ported upon the entire roll. - There were also many foreign
amateurs present.—-— Dinner Dbeing over, and the cloth
drawn, there was a general call made for the new glee of
Non est inventus ; but, as this wonld have interfered with the
requisite gravity of the company during the carlier toasts, L
overruled the call.  After the national toasts had been given,

men, William Burke and William 1lare, with one or more accomplices,
had been carrying on a tratlic in muvder for the hideous purpose of
selling the dead bodies as subjeets for anatomical use. Their method v
was to Jure wayfaring strangers, beggar-women, idiots, and sucl other
poor creatures us were not likely to be missed, into the dens where
‘they lived, especially into Burke’s house in a court off the West Port, |
and there to make them drunk, and then smother orsstrangle thew. |
It is computed that as many as sixteen victims had been thus disposerd
of - before the horror was found ont. Condemned for ®ne of the
murders, Burke was hanged on the 28th of January 1829, his colleagne
Hare having, greatly to the disgust of the public, escaped the same’
doom by acting as king's evidence on the trial.—There is no more
striking instance of the colning of a metonymy than in the immediate
conversion of the name of the Edinburgh murderer of 18328 into a new -
word in the English language. People at once began io use the.wonl.’
burk (the final e dropped) as a verb for sifocade, whether in the literal
sense of killing by suffocation (in which sense an anatomical lecture-
room in a northern Scottish town was for a while popularly known as
« The Burking-House,” from the notion that subjects were obtained
for it, or actually manufactured within its walls, by DBurke's method),
or in a thore figurative sense in such phrases as “ Hig speech was
burked,” i.e. choked off or suppressed by the fmpatient audience. ="
Hare, whom the Edinburgh mob would have torn fo pieces if {hey
could have clutched him, disappeared from public view, and lived on, .
no one knows where, or in how many different places, under another
pname, - There is a lezend that, as he was working somewhere as a.
plasterer’s labourer, his fellow-worknien, finding out who he was, rolled,
him in lime or pélted him with lime, with the result of the total
destiuction of his eyesight.  An old gray-haired man who used to sit.
begging by the railings of the National Gallery in Trafulgar Square,
Londen, was, pointed out to mysclf, more than twenty years ago, ase
no other than the murderer ITare. T was sceptical at the time, the
rather Becanse the look of the old man was not unvenerable ; amd 1
have heard since of the supposed identification of Hare with this or--

- .
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“the first official toast of the day was The Old Man of the
Mountains 1—drunk in solemn silence, -
Toad-in-the-hole returned thanks in a neat speech. He
likened himself to the Old Man of the Mountains in a few
brief allusions that made the company yell with laughter ;
and he concluded with giving the health of
Mr, von Hammer, with many thanks to him for his
- learned - History of the Old Man and his subjects the
Assassing,? '
Upon this I rose and said that doubtless most of the
company were awarc of the distinguished place assigned by
- Orientalists to the very learned Turkish scholar, Von Hammer
the Austrian ; that he had made the profoundest researches
inte our art, as connected with those early and eminent
artists, the Syrian assassins in the period of the Crusaders ;
that his work had been for several years deposited, as a rare
treasure of art, in the library of the club, Even the author’s
name, gentlemen, pointed him out as the historian of our -
art—VYon Hammer—
- “Yes, yes,” interrupted Toad-in-the-hole, “ Von Hammer
—-he’s the man for a malleus hereticorum. You all know
what consideration Williams bestowed on the hammer, or
the ship-carpenter’s mallet, which is the same thing.
Gentlemen, I give yon another great hammer—Charles the
Hammer, the Marteau, or, in old Frencl, the Martel: he
hammered the Saracens till they were all as dead as door-
nails.”’ _ i
“ Charles the Hammer, with all the honours.”
But the explosion of Toad-in-the-hole, together with the
uproarious cheers for the grandpapa of Charlemagne, had
now made the company unmanageable. The orchestra was

1 .Bee footnote, anie, p. 21.—M, K

‘ Von Hammer's Geschichie der Assassinen was published in 1818.
In a note to GibLon's account of the Assassing and the 0l1d Man of the
Mountains, he had acknowleidged his authority thus :—*¢ AIl that can
be known of the Assassins of Persin and Syria is procured from the
~coplous, and even profuse, erudition of M. Falconet in two Mémotres
rearl before the Academy of Iuseriptions™; to which this note by
Milman is added in the 1839 edition of Gibbon :— “ Von Hammer's

 History of the Assassing has now thrown Fulconct’s Dissertation into
Fleer wedinelas ¥ AT
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again challenged with shouts the stormiest for the new glee.
I foresaw a tempestuous evening; and I ordered myself to
‘be strengthiencd with thrée waiters on each side,~—the vice-
president with as many. Symptoms of unruly enthusiasm’
were beginning to show out; and I'own that I mysel was
considerably excited as the orchestra opened with its storm
of muste and the impassioned glee began—* Kt interrogatum
est 2 Toad-in-the-hole—Ubi est ille Reporter ?? And the
frenzy of the passion beecame absolufely convulsing as the
full chorus fell in—*Et iteratum est ab omnibus—Non est
inventus.”

The next toast was—The Jewish Stearii.

Upon which I made the following explanation to the
company (—* Gentleruen, I am sure it will interest you all
to hear that the Assassins, ancient as they were, had a race
of predecessors in the very same country. All over Syria,
but particularly in Palestine, during the early years of the
Emperor Nero, there was a band of murderers, who
prosecuted their studies 1n a very novel manner. They did
not practise in the might-time, or in lonely pluces; but,
justly considering that great crowds are 1n themselves a sort
of darkness by means of the dense pressure, and the
impossibility of finding out who i1t was that gave the Dblow,
they mingled with mobs everywliere ; particularly at the
areat paschal_ feast in Jerusalem ; where they actually had
the andacity, as Josephus assures us, to press into the temple
and whom should they choose for operating upon but
Jonathan himself, the Pontifex Maximus? They murdered
hini, gentlemen, as beautifully as if they had had him alone
on a moonless night in a dark lane. And, when it was
asked who was the murderer, and where he was »

“Why, then, it was answered,” interrupted Toad-in-the-
hole, “*Non est inventus'” And then, in spite of all I
could do or say, the orchestra opeuncd, and the whole
company began—* Et interrogatum est a Tond-in-the-hole—
Ubt est ille Sicarius? Ef responsum ecst ab omnibus—2Non
est snventus.”

When the tempestuous chorus had subsided, I began

again ;— Gentlemen, you will find a very circumstantial
acccdtrit nf the “aam1 i1 gt least tlhires ddifFerant vavta  af
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~Josephus: once in Book XX, -sec. v, ¢, wviil, of his
‘ Antiquities® ; once in Book I. of his* Wars’; but in sec. x
of the -chapter first cited you will find -a partieular de-
scription of their tooling, This is what he says:— They
tooled with small scimitars not much different from the
- Persian acinace, but more curved, and for all the world .
most like the Roman semi-lunar sicw’ It is perfectly
magnificent, gentlemen, to hear the sequel of their history.
Perhaps the only case on record where a regular army of
murderers was assembBled, a justus exercifus, was in the case
of these Stcarts. They mustered in such strength in the
wilderness that Festus himself was obliged to march against
them with the Roman legionary force. A pitched battle
censued ; and this army of amateurs was all cut to pieces in-
~ the desert, Heavens, gentlemen, what a sublime picture !
The Roman legions—the wilderness—Jerusalem in the
distance—an army of murderers in the foreground !”

The next toast was—*To the furthier umprovement of
- Tooling, and thanks to the Commitice for their services”

Mr, L., on behalf of the Committee who had reported on
that subject, returned thanks, IHe made an interesting
extract from the report, by which it appeared lhow very
much stress had been laid formerly on the mode of tooling
by the Fathers, both Greck and Latin. In confirmation of
this pleasing fact, he made a very striking  statement in
reference to the earliest work of antediluvian art. Father
Mersenne, that learned French Roman Catholic, in page one
thousand four hundred and thirty-one!® of his operose
Commentary on Genesis, mentions, on the authority of
several rabbis, that the quarrel of Cain with Abel was about
. ¥ ““Pare one thousand four hundred and thirty-one ”—Iiterally,
good reader, and no joke at all. [Marin Mersenne, & monk of a
convent near Paris, was born 15088 and. died 1648. Among his works
is a Commentary on Genesis, published at Paris in 1623 under the
title 2, Marint Mersenni, ordints minorum S, Francisci de Pauwla
Queestiones celelerrimer in Genesim, cum accuraie Texlus explicatione.
It iz a large folic, each page divided into two columns, and with the -
colunins nummnbered, and not the pages. De Quincey, with all his
exactness, had not observed this, aml is conseqiently wrong in. his
twice emphasised joke that the passage he cites is on “page ons
thousand four lnmdred and thirty-one,” It is in column 1481, which

. O . P . T T . D, T
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*

a young woman ; that, according to various accounts, Cain
had tooled with Lis ieeth (Abelem fuisse morsibus dila-
ceratum a Cuin); according to many others, with the jaw-
bone of an ass,—which is the tooling adopted by most
painters. Buf it is pleasing to the mind of sensibility to
know that, as science expanded, sounder views were adopted.
One author contends for a pitchfork, St. Chrysostom for a
sword, Irenzus for a seythe, and Prudentius, the Christian
poet of the fourth century, for a hedging-bill. This Jast
writer delivers liig opinion thus :—

* Frater, probata sanctitatis emulus,
Germana curvo colla frangit sarculo ;7

n.e. hig brother, jealous of his attested sanctity, fractures his
fraternal throat with a curved hedging-bill, % All which
13 respectinlly submitted by your committee, not so much as
decisive of the question (for it is not), but in order to
impress upon the youthful mind the importance which has
ever been attached to the quality of the tooling by such men
as Chrysostom and Irenwus”

““lIrenscus be hanged !” said Toad-in-the-hole, who now
rose lmpatiently to give the next toast:—Qur Irish
friends ; wishing them a speedy revolution in their mode of
tooling, as well as in everything else connected with the
art !

“ Gentlemen, I’ll tell you the plain truth, Ex*éry day of
the year when we take up o paper we read the opening of
a murder. We say, This is good, this is eharming, this is
excellent! But, behold you! scarcely have we read a little
farther before the word Tipperary or Ballina-something
betrays the Irish manufacture. Instantly we loathe it ; we
call to the waiter ; we say, * Waiter, take away this paper ;
gend it out of the house; it is absolutely a scandal in the
nostris of all just taste’ T appeal to every man whether,
on finding a murder (otherwise perhaps promising
enough) to be Irish, he does not feel himself as mueh
insulted as when, Madeira being ordered, he finds it to be
Cape, or when, taking up what he takes to be & mushroom,
it turns out what children call a toad-stool 7 Tithes, politics,
something wrong in principle, vitiate every Irish murder.

T T -1 TT
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Gentlemen, this must be reformed, or Ireland will not be a
land to live in ; at least, if we do live there, we must import
all our murders, that’s clear.” "oad-in-the-hole sat down,
growling with suppressed wrath ; and the uproarious “ Hear,
hear !” clamorously expressed the general concurrence. |
The next toast was—*The sublime epoch of Burkism
and Harism !” |
This was drunk with enthusiasm ; and one of the mem-
bers who spoke to the question made a very curious com-
munication to the company :—“Gentlemen, we fancy
Burkism to be a pure invention of our own times; and in
fact no Pancirollus has ever enumerated this branch of art
when writing de rebus deperditis.? Still, I have ascertained
that the essential principle of this variety in the art ewas
known to the ancients; although, like the art of painting
upon glass, of making the myrrhine cups, &c., it was lost in
the dark ages for want of encouragement. In the famous
collection of Greck epigrams made by Planudes? is one
upon a very fascinating case of Burkism: it is a perfect
little gem of art. ‘The epigram itself I cannot lay my hand
upon at this moment ; but the following is an abstract of it
by Salmasius, as I find it in his notes on Vopiscus3: ¢ Eat
‘ et elegans epigramma Lueilii,* ubi medicus et pollinetor de
“eompacto sic cgerunt ut medicus @gros omnes cure sue
‘ cominisgos occideret.” This was the basis of the confract,
f\ you see,—that on the one part the doctor, for himself and

1 Guido Panciroli, Italian jurist (born 1523, died 1599}, author of
a work on lost arts and inventions,—M,

? This collection of Greek epigrams by Planudes Maximus, a
Byzantine monk of the fourteenth century, was first printed at
Fioreuce in 1584, —M, |

 Flavius Vopiscus, of the fourth century, was the author of scmae
of those lives of Roman Emperors which are known collectively as the
Augustee Historie. His anvotator Salmasius, or Clande de Saumaise,
thought the most learned man of his age (born 1588, died 1653), is
perhaps best remembered row from Miiton’s assault on him in the
Defensio pro Popuio Anglicano.—M.

% 'Fhe epigram, which had been preserved by Planudes in its Greek
form, is here attributed by Salinasius to the Latin satirical poet, Caius
Lucilius; who was born about B.C. 148, and died about B.c. 103, It
i8 not found, however, amoug the preserved fragments of Luciling; and
the Greek form of the epigram is anonymous,
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his assigns, doth undertake and contract duly and truly
to murder all the patients committed to his charge: but
why ? There lies the beauty of the case—* Et ut pollinctori
“amico suo traderct pollingendos” The pollincior, you are
Jware, was a person whose business it was to dress ana pre-
pare dead bodies for burial. The original ground of the
transaction appears to have been EEHtiulEHt&l: ‘He was my
friend,’ says the murdecrous doctor,—*he was dear to me,’—
in speaking of the pollinctor. But the law, gentlemen, is
stern and harsh : the law will not hear of these tender
motives : to sustamn a contract of this nature in law, it is
essential that a ‘consideration’ should be given. Now, what
was the consideration? For thus far all is on the side of the
pollinctor ; he will be well paid for his services ; but mean-
time the generous, the noble-minded doctor gets nothing,
What was the equivalent, again I ask, which the law would
inslst on the doctor’s taking, in order to cstablish that ¢ con-
‘sideration’ without which the contract had no force? You
shall hear: °Et ul pollinctor vicissim reAapwvas quog fura-
“ batur de pellinetione mortuorum medico mitteret donis ad
¢ alliganda vulnera eorum quos curabat’ ; 7.e and that reci-
procally the pollinctor should transmit to the physician, as
free gifts for the binding up of wounds in those whom he
treated medically, the belts or trusses (reAequ@vas) which he
had succeeded in purleining in the course of his functions |
about the corpses.

““ Now the case is clear: the whole went on a principle
of reciprocity which would have kept up the trade for ever,
The doctor was 2lso a surgeon ; he could not murder all his
patients : some of the paticnis must be retained intact. For
these he wanted linen bandages, DBut, unhappily, the
Romans wore woollen ; on which account it was that they
bathted so often., Meantime, there was linen to be had in
Rome ; but it was monstrously dear ; and the reAapéves, or
linen swathing bandages, in which superstition obliged them
to bind up, corpses, would answer capitally for the surgeon,
The doctor, therefore, contracts to furnish his friend with a
constant suceession of corpses,—provided, and be it under-
stood always, that his said friend, in return, should supply
him with one-half of the articles he would receive from the
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friends of the parties murdered or to be murdered. The
~doctor invariably recommended his invaluable friend the
pollinctor (whom let us call the undertaker); the under-
taker, with equal regard to the sacred rights of friendship,
uniformly recommended the doctor. Like Pylades and
Orestes, they were models of a perfect friendship: m their
lives they were lovely; and on the gallows, it is to be hoped,
they were not divided. | .

“ (Jentlemen, it makes me laugh horribly when I think
of those two friends drawing and re-drawing on each other:
¢ Pollinctor in account with Doctor, debtor by sixteen
corpses : creditor by forty-five bandages, two of which
damaged.” Their names unfortunately are lost!; but 1
conceive they must have been Quintus Burkius and Publins
Harius. By the way, gentlemen, has anybody heard lately
of Hare? 1 understand he is comfortably settled in Ireland,
considerably to the west, and does a little business now and
then ; but, as he observes with a sigh, only as a retailer——
nothing like the fine thriving wholesale concern so carelessly
blown up at Edinburgh. ‘You see what comes of neglecting
business’—is the chief moral, the emwutfiov, as Asop would
‘say, which Hare draws from his past experience.” 2

At length came the toast of the day—Thugdom tn all ils
branches,

The speeches aftempled at this crisis of the dinner were
past all counting. But the applanse was so furtous, the
music so stormy, and the crashing of glasses so 1ncessant,
from the general resolution never again to drink an inferior

1 In the Greek form of the epigram the Doctor figures as Kraleas
and the Pollinctor as Damon, So the readers of the original article
in Blackwood were informed in an editorial note which Wilson fook
the tronble to subjoin to De Quincey’'s text. The note was in these
words :—* Here is the Greek epigram—with a version, C. N, [z.e.
Christopher North]. We need not give the Greek here: Wilson's
version {or was it his?) is as follows :—
' “ Damon, who plied the undertaker's trade,
With Doctor Krateas an agreement made, .
What graveclothes Damon from the dead could seize
He to the Doctor sent for bundages ;
While the good Doctor—here no bargain-breaker—
Sent all his patients to the Undertaket,”—M.

2 Qee footnote, ante, p. 61.—M.,
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toast from the same glass, that I am unequal to the task of
reporting. Besides which, Toad-in-the-hole now became
ungovernable. He kept firing pistols in every direction ;
sent his servant for a blunderbuss, and talked of loading
‘with ball-cartridge. We conceived that his former madness
had returned at the mention of Burke and Hare; or that,
being again weary of life, he had resolved to go off in a
general massacre. This we could not think of allowing; it
became indispensable, thercfore, to kick him out; which we
did with universal consent, the whole company lending their
loes uno pede, as I may say, though pitying his gray hairs
and his angelic smile During the operation the orchestra
poured in their old chorus. The universal company sang,
and (what. surprised ws most of all) Toad-in-the-hole joined
us furiously in singing—
* It interrogatum est ab omnibus—Ubi est ille Toad-in-the-Hole ?
Et responsum est ab omuibus—=Non est tnventus,”



POSTSCRIPT 1 1854

WITH AN ACCOUNT OF THE WILLIAMS AND M‘KEAN MUBRBERS !

It is impossible to coneiliate readers of so saturnine and
gloomy a class that they cannot enter with genial sympathy
into any gaiety whatever, but, least of all, when the gatety
trespasses a little into the provinee of the extravagant, In
such a case, not to sympathise is not to understand ; and the
playfulness which 1§ not relished becomes flat ‘and insipid, or -
absolutely without meaning. Fortunately, after all such
churls have withdrawn from my audience in high displeasure,
thore remains a large majority who are lond in acknowledging
the amusement which they have derived from this liitle
paper2; at the same time proving the sincerity of their
praise by one hesitating expression of censure. Repeatedly
they have suggested to me that perhaps the extravagance,
though clearly intentional, and forming one element in the
general gaiety of the concepiion, went too far, 1 am not
myself of that opinion ; and I beg to remind these friendly
censors that it is amongst the direct purposes and efforts of
this bagatelle to graze the brink of horror, and of all that
would in actual realisation be most repulsive, The very

t This was an addition by De Quincey in 1854, when he reprinted
the two foregoing papers in vol. iv of his Collected Writings, He
entitled it simply ¢ PostscripT’’ ; but the extended title here given is
now more convenient.—DM.

2 The use of the word * paper’ in the singular suggests that the
Postseript snay have been in manuscript shortly after the publication of
the ¢ First Paner ” and before the * Second ” had been writiten,—M,
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excess of the extravagance, in fact, by suggesfing to the
reader continually the mere aeriality of the enfire speculation,
furnishes the surest means of disenchanting him from the
horror which might else gather from his feelings. Let me
remind such objectors, once for all, of Dean Swift’s proposal
for turning to account the supernumerary infants of the three
kingdoms,—which, in those days, both at Dublin and at
London, were provided for in foundling hospitals,—by cooking
and eating them. This was an extravaganza, though really
bolder and more coarsely practical than mine, which did not
provoke any reproaches even to a dignitary of the supreme
Irish Church ; its own monstrosity was ifs excuse ; merc
extravagance was left to license and accredit the little jeu
desprit, precisely as the blank impossibilities of Lilliput, of
Laputa, of the Yahoos, &e., had licensed those.! If, there-
fore, any man thinks it WDl‘th his while to tilt against so
mere a foam-bubble of gaiety as this lecture oni the wsthetics
of murder, T sheltér myself for the moment nnder the Tela-
monian shield of the Dean, But, in reality,—which (to say

the truth) formed one motive for detaining the reader by this
T

1 The paper of Swift's referred to was published in 1729, and bears -~

the title A Afodest Proposal for preventing the Childven of Poor People
tn freland from being o Burden to their Parents or Couniry, and for
making them beneficial to the Pullick. The grimness of 1ts irony will
appear from a selected sentence or two :—*“1 have been assured by a
* very knowing American of my zcguaintance in London that a young
* healthy child, well nursed, is at a year old a most delicious,
‘** nourishing and wholesoine food, whether stewed, roasted, baked, or
“ boiled ; and T make no doubt that it will equally serve in a fricassé
* or ragoust, 1 do therefore humbly offer it to publick considera-
“ tion that of the hundred and twenty thousand children already
‘‘ computed [as boru every year in Ireland] twenty thousand may be
“ reserved for breed, whereof only one-fourth part to be males ; which
‘¢ g more than we allow to sheep, black cattle, or swine; . . . that
¢ the remaining hundred thousand may, at a year old, be offered in
‘““ sale to the persons of quality and fortune throungh the kingdom ;
‘“ always advising the mother to let them suck plentifully in the last
¢ month, so as to render them plamyp, and fit for a good table, A
¢ child will make two dishes at an entertainment for friends ; and,
* when the family dines alone, the fore or hind quuarter will make a
‘¢ reasonable dish, and, scasoned with a little pepper or salt, will be
“ yery good boiled on the fourth day, especially in winter.”"—No
wonder that De Quincey brought this precedent into his Apology.
Christopher North had. already done it for himi, See note, p. 11.—M

F—
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Postscript,—my own little paper may plead a privileged
excuse for its extravagance, such as is altogether wanting to the
Dean’s. Nobody can pretend, for a moment, on behalf of
the Dean, that there is any ordinary and natural tendency in
1 human thoughts which could ever turn to infants as articles
of diet ; under any conceivable circumsiances, this would be
felt as the most aggravated form of cannibalism—cannibalism
applying itself to the most defenceless part of the species,
But, on the other hand, the tendency to a critical or sesthetic
valuation of fires and murders is universal, If you are
summoned to the spectacle of a great fire, undoubtedly the
first impulse is-—to assist in putting it out. But that field
of exertion is very limited, and is soon filled by regular

professional people, trained and equipped for the service. In
the case of a fire which is operating upon privete property,
pity for a neighbours calamity checks ws at first in treating
the affair as a scenic spectacle. But perhaps the fire may
be confined fo puiblic buildings. And in any case, after we
have paid_our tribute of regret to the affajr considered as a
calamity, inevitably, and without restraint, we go on to -
consider it as a stage spectacle. Exclamations of—How
grand ! how magnificent ! arise in a sort of rapture from the .
crowd, I'or instance, when Drury Lane was burned down
in the first decennium of this century,! the falling in of the
roof was signalised by a mimic suicide of the protecting
Apollo that surniounted and crested the centre of this roof.
The god was atat.mnary with his lyre, and seemed looking
down upon the fiery ruins that were so rapidly approaching
him. Suddenly the supporting timbers below him gave way ;
a convulsive heave of the billowing flames seemed for a
moment 1o raise the statue ; and then, as if by some impulse
of despair, the presiding deity appeared not to fall, but to
throw himself into the fiery deluge, for he went down head
foremost, and in all respects the descent had the air of a
voluntary act. What followed? From every one of the
bridges over the river, and from other open areas whifh
commanded the spectacle, there arose a sustained uproar of

~admiration and sympathy. Some few years before this event, . -

' & prodigtous fire occurred at Liverpool: the Goree a vast pile
1 24th February 1809, —M. ]
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of warchouses close to one of the docks, was burned to the
ground. The huge edifice, eight or nine storeys high, «and
laden with most combustible gmda —many thousand bales of
cotton, wheat and oats in thousands of quarters, tar,turpentine,
rim, gunpowder, &¢.,—continued through many hours of’
darkness to feed this tremendous fire, To aggravate the
calamity, it blew a regular gale of wind ; luckily for the
shipping, it blew inland,~—that is, to the east; and all the
way down to Wﬂ,rrmwtﬂn, eighteen miles dlstant to the east-
ward, the whole air was illuminated by flakes of cotton, often
saturated with rum, and by what seemed absolute worlds of
blazing sparks, that lighted up all the upper chambers of
the air. All the cattle lying abroad in the fields through &
breadth of eighteen miles were thrown into terror and
agitation. Men, of course, read in this hurrying overhead of
scintillating and blazing vortices the annunciation of some
‘gigantic calamity going on in Liverpool ; and the lamenta-
tion on that account was universal But that mood of public
sympathy did nofpat all interfere to suppress or even to
check the momentary bursts of rapturous admiration, as this
arrowy sleet of many-coloured fire rode on the wings of
hurricane, alternately through open depths of air or through
dark clouds overhead. -

Precisely the same treatment is applied to murders. After
the first tribute of sorrow to those who have perished, but, )

-~—ataH events, after the personal interests have been tranquil-

lised by time, inevitably the scenical features (what wsthetically
may be called the comparative advaniages) of the several
murders are reviewed and valued. One murder is compared
with another ; and the circumstances of superiority,—as, for:
example, in the incidence and effects of surprise, of mystery, |
&c,—are collated and appraised. I, thercfore, for my ex-|
travagance, claim an inevitable and perpetual ground in the:
spontaneons tendencies of the human mind when left to!
itself. But no one will pretend that any corresponding plea
ca¥l' be advanced on behalf of Swift,

In this important distinction between myself and the
Dean lies one reason which prompted the present Postseript.
A second purposc of the Postscript 1s to make the reader
acquainted circumstantially with three memorable cases of
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murder which long ago the voice of amateurs has crowned
with laurel, but especially with the two carliest of the three,
viz. the immortal Williams murders of 1812.1 The act and -
the actor are each separately in the highest degree interesting ;
‘and, as forty-two years have elapsed since 1812, it cannot be
supposed that either is known circumstantially to the men of
the current generation.

Never, throughout the annals of universal Christendom,
has there indeed been any act of one solitary insulated
individual armed with power so appalling over the hearts of
men as that exterminating murder by which, during the
winter of 1812, John Williams, in one hour, smote two
houses with emptiness, exterminated all but two entire
households, and asserted his own supremacy above all the
children of Cain. It would be absolutely impossible ade-
quately to describe the frenzy of feclings which, throughout
the next fortnight, mastered the popular heart,—the mere
" delirium of indignant horror in some, thg mere delirium of
~panic in others. For twelve succeeding days, under some
groundless notion that the unknown murderer had quitted
London, the panic which had convulsed the mighty metro-
polis diffused itself all over the island. I was myself at
that time nearly three hundred miles from London ; but
there, and everywhere, the panic was indescribable. One
lady, my next neighbour, whom personally I knew, living wi
the moment, during the absence of her Lusband, with a few
servants in a very solitary house, never rested until she had
placed eighteen doors (so she told me, and, indeed, satisfied
me by ocular proof), each secured Ly ponderous bolts, and
bars, and chains, between her own bedroom and any intruder
of human build. To reach her, even in her drawing-room,
wag like going as a flag of truce into a beleaguered fortress ;
at every sixth step one was stopped by a sort of porteullis.
! The panic was not confined to the rich; women in the
| humblest ranks more than onee died upon the spot from Phe

1 Strange that De Quincey should have forgotten the exact date of
those Williams mnrders of which he makes so much! They were in
December 1811, He wrote perhaps from memory; and the panic
caused by the murders did extend intd 1812 -—M,
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_ shock attending some suspicious attempts at intrugion upon
the part of vagrants meditating probably nothing worse than
a robbery, but whom the poor women, misled by the London
newspapers, had fancied to be'the dreadful London murdgrer.
Meantime this solitary artist, that rested in the centre of
London, self-supported by his own conscious grandeur, as
domestic Attila, or “Scourge of God,”—thig man that walked
in darkness, and relied upon murder (as afterwards trans-
" pired) for bread, for clothes, for promotion in life,—was
silently preparing an effectnal answer to the public journals;
and on the twelfth day after his inaugural murder he adver-
tised his presence in London, and published to all men the
absurdity of ascribing to hém any ruralising propensities, by
striking a second blow and accomplishing & second family
extermination. Somewhat lightened was the provincial panic
by this proof that the murderer had not condescended to
sneak into the country, or to abandon for a moment, under
any motive of caution or fear, the great metropolitan castra
stativa of gigantic crime seated for ever on the Thames, In
fact, the great artist disdained a provineial reputation ; and
he must have felt, as a casc of ludicrous disproportion, the
contrast between a country town or village, on the one hand,
and, on the other, a work more lasting than brass—a xType
és aet—a murder such in quality as any murder that he
would condescend to own for a work turned out from his
own studio. |

Coleridge, whom I saw some months after these terrific
murders, told me that, for his part, though at the time
resident in London, he had not shared in the prevailing
panic ; hém they affected only as a philosopher, and threw
him into a profound reverie upon the tremendous power
which is laid open in a moment to any man who can recon-
cile himself to the abjuration of all conscientious restraints, if
at the same time thoronghly without fear. Not sharing in
the public panic, however, Coleridge did not consider that-
pﬁnin at all unreasonable ; for, as he said most truly, 1n that
vast metropolis there are many thousands of households com-
posed exclusively of women and children; many other
thounsands there are who necessarily confide their safety, in
the long evenings, to the discretion of a young servant girl ;
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- and, if she suffers herself to be beguiled by the pretence of
a message from lier mother, sister, or sweetheart, into opening .

- the door, there, in one second of time, goes to wreck-the
security of the house. Howeveér, at that time, and for many
months afterwards, the practice of steadily putting the chain
upon the door before it was opened prevailed generally, and-
for a long time served as a record of that deep impression
left upon London by Mr. Williams. Southey, I may add,
entered deeply into the public feeling on this occasion, and
sald to me, within a weck or two of the first murder, that it
was a private event of that order which rose to the dignity
of a national event.! But how, having prepared the Teader
to appreciate on its true scale this dreadful tissue of murder—
(which, as a record belonging o an era that is now left forty- .
two years behind us, not one person in four of this generation
can be expected 1o know correctly), let me pass to the
cireumstaniial details of the affair.

Yet, first of all, one word as to the local scene of the
murders., Ratcliffe Highway is a public thoroughfare in a
most chaotic quarter of eastern or nautical London ; and at

- this time (viz. in 1812), when no adequate police existed
o./except the detective police of Bow Street,—admirable for its
‘own peculiar purposes, but utterly incommensnrate to the,
general service of the capital,—it was a most dangerous
quarter. Every third man at the least might be set down as
a foreigner. Lascars, Chinese, Moors, Negroes, were met at
every step. And, apart from the manifold ruffianism
Jshmuded impenetrably under the mixed hats and turbans of
-men whose past was untraceable to any European eye, it is
well known that the navy (especially, in time of war, the
commercial navy) of Christendom is the sure receptacle of all
the murderers and ruffians whose crimes have given them a
motive for withdrawing themselves for a season from the
public eye. It is true that fow of this class are qualified to
act as *able” seamen ; but at all times, and especially during
war, only a small proportion (or nucleus) of each ship’s cot-

= My

' T am not sure whether Southey held at this time his appointment
to the editorship of the  Edinhurgh Annual Register.” If he did, no
doubt in the domestic section of that clironicle will be found an.
excellent account of the whole, S
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pany consists of such men,—the large majority being mere
untutored landsmen. John Williams, however, who had
been occasionally rated as a seaman on board of various
Indiamen, &c., was probably a very aecomplished seaman. l
Pretty generally, in fact, he was a ready and adroit rhan,
fertile in resources under all sudden difficulties, and most ;
flexibly adapting himself to all varieties of social Lie.
Williams was a man of wniddle stature (five feet seven and a
. half to five feet eight inches high), slenderly built, rather
thin, but wiry, tolerably museular, and clear of alt superfluous
‘flesh. A lady who saw him under examination (I think at
the Thames Police Office) assured me that his hair was of the
most extraordinary and vivid colour,—viz bright yellow,
something between an orange and a iemon colour. Williams
had been' in India; chiefly in Bengal and Madras, buf he
had also been upon the Indus. Now, it is notorious that in
the Punjaub horses of a high caste are often painted—crim-
gon, blue, green, purple; and it struck me that Williams
might, for some casual purpose of disguise, have taken a hint
from this practice of Scinde and Lahore, so that tne colour
might not have been natural. In other respects his appear-
ance was natural enough, and,—judging by a plaster cast of
him which I purchased in London,—I should say mean as
regarded his facial structure. One fact, however, was strik- |
ing, and fell in with the impression of hils natural tiger
characte’,—that his face wore at all tinies a bloodless ghastly
pallor. “You might imagine,” sald my informaut, “that in
his veins circulated not red life-blocd, such as could kindle
- into the blush of shame, of wrath, of pity—Dbut a green sap
that welled from no human heart.” His eyes seemed frozen
and glazed, as if their light were all converged upon some
vietim lurking in the far background. Sefar his appearance
might have repelled ; but, on the other hand, the concurrent
testimony of many witnesses, and also the silent testimony
of facts, showed that the oiliness and spaky insinuation of
his demeanour counteracted the repulsiveness of his ghastly
~ face, and amongst inexperienced young women won for him
" a very favourable reception. In particular, one gentle-
mannered girl, whom Williams had undoubtedly designed to
murder, gave in evidence that once, when sitting alone with
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her, he had said, “ Now, Miss R., supposing that I should
| appear about nndmght at your bedslde armed with a carving
 knife, what would you say ?” T'o which the confiding girl
“had replied, “Oh, Mr. Williams, if it was anybody else, I
should be frightencd. DBut, as soon as I heard your voice, I
should be tranquil.” Poor girl! had this outline sketech of
Mr. Williams been filled in and realised, she would have seen
something in the corpselike face, and heard something in the
sinister voice, that would have unsettled her tranguillity for
ever, DBut nothing short of such dreadful experiences could
avail to unmask Mr. John Williams,

Into this perilous region it was that, on a Saturday night
in December,! Mr. Williams, whom we must suppose to have
long since made his coup d'essaz, forced his way through the
crowded streets, bound on business. To say was to do. And
this night he had said to himself secretly that he would
exceute a design which he had already sketched, and which,
when finished, was destined on the following day to strike
consternation into “all that mighty heart” of Londod, from
centre t0 circumference. It was afterwards remembered that
he had quitted his lodgings on this dark errand about eleven
o’clock eM, : not that he meant to begin so soon; but he
needed to reconnoitre. He carried his tools closely buttoned
up under his loose roomy coat. It was in harmony with the
general subtlety of his character, and his polished hatred of
brutality, that by universal agreement his manners were dis-
tinguished for exquisite suavity ; the tiger’s heart was masked
by the most insinuating and snaky refinement, All his
acquaintances afterwards deseribed his dissimulation as so
ready and so perfect that, if, in making his way through the
strects, always so crowded on Saturday night in neighbounr-

| +hoods so poor, he® had accidentally Jﬂstled any person, he

. would (as they were all satisfied) have stopped to offer the
most gentlemanly apologies: with his devilish heart brooding
over the most hellish of purposes, he would yet have paused
to express a benign hope that the huge mallet buttoned up
under his elegant surtout, with a view to the little business
that awaited him about ninety minutes further on, had not
inflicted any pain on the stranger with whom he had come

! Saturday, 7th December 1811.—M.
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into collision, Tiﬂ&ﬂ;_Im.-l_?.ﬁliﬂlﬁﬂﬁhllh%ﬂ@lﬁﬂgjﬂl}’ Rubens, and
perhaps Vandyke, made it & rule never to praciise their art
but in full dress—point-ruffles, bag-wig, and diamond-hiited
sword ; and Mr. Williams, there is reason to believe, when
be went out for a grand compound massacre (In andther
sense, one might have applied to it the Oxford phrase of
going out as Grand Compounder), always assumed black silk
stockings and pumps; nor would he on any account have
degraded his position as an artist by wearing a morning
gown. In his second great performance, it was particularly
noticed and recorded, by the one sole trembling man who
under killing agonies of fear was compelled (as the reader
will find) from a secret stand to become the solitary spec-
~ tator of his atrocities, that Mr, Williams wore a long blue
frock, of the very finest cloth, and richly lined with silk.
Amongst the anecdotes which circulated about him; it was
algo said at the time that Mr. Williams employed the first of
dentists and also the first of chiropodists On no account
would he patronise any second-rate skill. And, beyond a
doubt, in that perilous little branch of business which was
practised by himself he might be regarded as the most aristo-
cratic and fastidious of artists. ,

But who meantimne was the victim to whose abode he was
hurrying? For surely he never could be so 1ndiscreet as to
be sailing aboutf on a roving cruise in search of some chance
person to murder{ Oh no; he had suited himself with a
victim some time before, viz. an old and very intimate friend.
For he seems to have laid it down as a maxim that the best
persen to murder was a friend, and, in defaclt of a friend,
which 1s an article one cannot always command, an acquaint-
ance : because, in cither case, on first approaching his sub-
ject, suspicion would be disarmed, whereas a stranger might
take alarm, and find in the very countenance of his murderer
elect a warning summons to place himself on geard. How-
ever, in the present case, his destined victim was supposed
 to unite both characters: originally he had been a friend :
but subsequently, on good canse arising, he had become an
enemy. Or more probably, as others said, the feelings had
long since languished which gave hie to either relation of
friendship or of enmity. Marr was the name of that unhappy
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man who {whether in the character of friend or enemy) had
been selected for the 3ubject of this present Saturday night’s
performance. And the story current at that time about the
connexion between Willlams and Marr,—having (whether
true or not true) never been contradicted upon authc:-rlty,—
was that they sailed in the same Indiaman to Caleutta, and
that they had quarrelled when at sea. DBut another versinn
of the story saidl—No : they had quarrelled after returning
from sea ; and the subject of their quarrel was Mis, Marr, a
- very pretty young woman, for whose favour they had been
‘rival candidates, and at one time with most bitter enmity
towards each other. Some circumstances give a colour of
probability to this story. Otherwise it has sometimes hap-
pened, on oceasion of a murder not sufficiently accounted for,
that, from Pure goodness of heart intolerant of a mere sordid
motive for a striking murder, some person has forged, and
the public has aceredited, a story representing the murderer as
having moved under some loftier excitement: and in this
caze the public, too much shocked at the idea of Williams
having oli the single motive of gain consnmmated so complex
a tragedy, welcomed the tale which represented him as
governed by deadly malice, growing out of the more impas-
sloned and ncoble rivalry for the favour of a woman. The
case remains in some degree doubtful ; but, certainly, the
probability 13 that DMrs. Marr had been the true cause, the.
causa tetermma, of the feud Dbetween the men. Meantime
the minutes are numbered, the sands of the hour-glass are
running owt, that nieasure the duration of this feud upon
earth. This night it shall cease. To-morrow is the day
which 1n England they call Sunday, which in Scotland they
call by the Judaic name of “Sabbath.” To both nations,
under different names, the day has the same functions; to
.both it is & day of rest. For thee also, Marr, it shall be a
«day of rest; so is it written; thouw, oo, young Marr, shalt
find rest—thou, and thy househeld, and the stranger that is
within thy gates. Dut that rest must be in the world which .
lies beyoud the grave. On this side the grave ye have all
slept your final sleep.

The night was one of exceeding darkness; and in this
humble quarter of London, whatever the night happened to -
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be, light or dark, quiet or stormy, all shops were kept open
on Saturday nights until twelve o’clock at the least, gnd
many for half an hour longer. There was no rigorous and
pedantic Jewish superstition about the exact limits of Sugday.
At the very worst, the Sunday stretched over from one o'clock
A.M. of one day up to eight o’clock A.M. of the next, making
a clear circuit ot thirty-one hours. This, surely, was long
enough. Marr, on this particular Saturday night, would be
content if it were even shorter, provided it would come
more quickly ; for h& has been toiling through sixteen hours
behind his counfer. Marr’s position in life was this :— He,
~ kept a little hosier’s shop, and had invested in his stock and
the fittings of his shop about £180. Like all men engaged
in trade, he suffered some anxieties, He was«a new be-
ginner ; but already bad debts had alarmed him, and bills
were coming to mafurity that were not likely to be met by
- commensurate sales. Yet, constitutionally, he was a sanguine
hoper, At this time he was a stout, fresh-coloured young
man of twenty-seven ; in some slight degree uneasy-from his"
commercial prospects ; but still cheerful, and anticipating—
{how vainly !)—that for this night, and the next night, at
least, he will rest his wearied head and his cares upon the!
faithful bogom of lhis sweet, lovely young wife. The house-
hold of Marr, consisting of five persons, is as follows :—
First, there is himself, who, if he should happen to be ruined
in a limited commercial sense, has energy enough to jump up
again, like a pyramid of fire, and soar high above ruin many
times repeated. Yes, poor Marr, so it might be if thou wert
left to thy native energies unmolested ; but even now there
stands on the other side of the street one born of hell who
puts his peremptory negative on all these flattering pro-
spects.  Second in the list of this household stands his pretty
. and amiable wife ; who is happy after the fashion of youthful
wives, for she 1s only twenty-two, and anxious (if at all) only
on account of her darling infant, For, thirdly, there is in a
cradle, not quite nine feet below the ﬁbreet, viZ. In a warm,
cosy kitchen, and rocked at intervals by the young mother,
& baby eight months old. Nineteen months have Marr and
herself been married ; and this is their first-born child.
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Sunday in some other world; for wherefore should an
han, steeped to the lips in poverty when once bereaved of
fﬁer and mother, linger upon an alien and a murderous
earth? Tourthly, there is a stoutish boy, an apprentice, say
thirteen years old,—a Devonshire boy, with handsome features,
such as most Devonshire youths have!l; satisfied with his’
place ; not overworked ; treated kindly, and aware that he
was treated kindly, by his master and mistress. Fifthly, and
lastly, bringing up the rear of this quiet household, is a
servant girl, a grown-up young woman® and she, being par-
ticularly kind-hearted, oceupied (as offen happens in families
of humble pretensions as to rank) a sort of sisterly place in
her relation to her mistress. A greal democratic change is
at this very time (1854), and has been for twenty years,
passing over Dritish society. Multitndes of persons are
becoming ashamed of saying “my master” or “my
‘mistress” : the term now in the slow process of superseding
AR E “Iny employer.” Now, in the United States, such an
expressign of democratic hauteur, though disagreeable as a
needless proclamation of mdependence which nobody is dis-
puting, leaves, however, no lasting bad effect. For the
domestic “ helps” are pretty generally in a state of transition
so sure and so rapid to the headship of domestig establish-
ments belonging to themselves that in effect they are but
ignoring, for trs plEEEHt- moment, a relation which would at
any rate dissolve itself 1n a ycar or two, But in England,
where no such resources exist of everlasting surplus lands,
the tendency of the change is painful. It carries with it a
sullen and a coarse expression of Immunity from a yoke
which was in any case a light one, and often a benign one.
In some other place I will illustrate my meaning. Here,
apparently, in Mrs. Marr's service, the principle concerned
illustrated itself practically. Mary, the female servant, felt
a sincere and unaflected respect for a mistress whom she saw
so steadily oceupied with her domestic duties, and who,
- _
1 An artist told me in this year, 1812, thaf, having accidentally
seen a native Devonshire regiment (either volunteers or militia}, nine
hundred strong, marching past a station at which he had posted him-

self, e did not observe a dozen mien that would mnot have been de-
scribed in common parlance as * good-looking,”
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- though so young, and invested with some slight authority,
never exerted it capriciously, or even showed it at all con-
spicuously. According to the testimony of all the neigh-
bours, she treated her misiress with a shade of unobirusive
respect on the one hand, and yet was eager to relieve her,
whenever that was possible, from the weight of her maternal
duties, with the cheerful voluntary service of a sister.

To this young woman it was that, suddenly, within three
or four minutes of midnight, Marr called aloud from the
. head of the stairs—directing her to go out and purchase
gome oysters for the family supper. Upon what slender
aceidents hang oftentimes solemin life-Jong results! Marr,
occupied in the concerns of his shop, Mrs, Marr, occupied
with some liltle ailment and restlessness of her baby, had
both forgotten the affair of supper; the time was now
narrowing every moment as regarded any variety of choice ;
and oysters were perhaps ordered as the likeliest article to be
had at all after twelve o’clock should have struck. And yet
upon this trivial circumstance depended Mary’s life, Had
she been sent abroad for supper at the ordinary time of ten
or eleven o'clock, it is almost certain that she, the solitary
member of the household who escaped from the exterminating
tragedy, would not have escaped ; too surely she would have
shared the general fate. It had now become necessary to be
quick, Hastily, therefore, receiving money from Marr, with
a bagket in her hand, but unbonneted, Mary tripped out of
the shop. It became afterwards, on recollection, a heart-
chilling remembrance to herself that, precisely as she emerged
from the shop-door; she noticed, on the opposite side of the
street, by the light of the lamps, a man’s figure ; stationary
at the instant, but in the next instant slowly moving. 'This
was Williams] as a little incident, either just before or just
after (at present it is impossible to say which), sufficiently
proved. Now, when one considers the inevitable hurry and
trepidation of Mary under the circumstances stated, time
barely sufficing for any chance of executing her errand, it
becomes evident that she must have connected some deep
feeling of mysterious uneasiness with the movements of this
unknown man ; else, assuredly, she would not have found
her attention disposable for such a case. Thus far she her-
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- self threw some little light upon what it might be that, semi- -
consciously, was then passing through her mind: ghe sad
thaf, notwithstanding the darkness, which would not permit
her to trace the man’s features, or to ascertain the exact
direction of his eyes, it yet struck her that, from his carriage
when in motion, and from the apparent inclination of his
person, he must be looking at No. 29. The little incident
which I have alluded to as confirming Mary’s belief was that,
at some period not very far from midnight, the watchman
had specially noticed this stranger; he had observed him
continnally peeping into the window of Marr’s shop, and
had thought this act, connected with the man’s appearance,
so suspicious that he stepped into Marr's shop and communi-
cated what he had seen. This fact he afterwards stated
before the magistrates ; and he added that subsequently, viz.
a few minutes after twelve (eight or ten minutes, probably,
#ter the departure of Mary), he (the watchman), when re-
entering upon his ordinary half-hourly beat, was requested
by Marr to assist him in closing the shutters. Here they
had a final communication with each other ; and the wafch-

man mentioned to Marr that the mysterious stranger had -

now apparently taken himself off ; for that he had not been
visible since the first communication made to Marr by the
watchman, There is little doubt that Williams had observed
the watchman’s visit to Marr, and had thus had his attention
seagonably drawn to the indiscretion of his own demeanour ;
so that the warning, given unavailingly to Marr, had been
turned to account by Williams. There can be still less
doubt that the bloodliound had commenced his work within
one minute of the watchman’s assisting Marr to put up his
shutters ; and on the following consideration :(—That which
prevented Williams from commencing even edrlier was the
exposure of the shop’s whole interior to the gaze of street
passengers. It was indispensable that the shutters should be
accurately closed before Williams could safely get to work.
But, as soon ag ever this preliminary precaution had been
completed, once having secured that concealment from the
public eye, it then became of siill greater importance not to
lose a moment by delay than prevmu%]y it had Dbeen not to
hazard anything by precipitance. For all depended upon
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gomng in before Marr should have locked the door. On any
other mode of effecting an entrance (as, for instance, by wait-
ing for the return of Mary, and making his entrance simul-
taneously with her) it will be seen that Williatns must have
forfeited that particular advantage which mute facts, when
read into their true construction, will soon show the reader
that he must have employed. Williams waited, of necessity,
. for the sound of the watchman's retreating steps ; waited,
perhaps, for thirty seconds ; but, when that danger was past,
the next danger was lest Marr should lock the door: one
turn of the key, and the murderer would have been locked
out. In, therefore, he bolted, and by a dexterous movement!
of his left hand, no doubt, turned the key, without letting |
- Marr perceive this fatal stratagem. 1t is really wonderful |
and most inferesting to pursue the successive steps of this -
monster, and to notice the absolute certainty with which the

silent hieroglyphics of the case betray to us the whole pro- -
~ cess and movements of the bloody drama, not less surely and
fully than if we had been ourselves hidden in Merr’s shop,
or had looked down from the heavens of mercy upon this
hell-kite that knew not what mercy meant. That he had
concealed from Marr his trick, secret and rapid, upon the
lock, is evident; because else Marr would irstantly have
taken the alarm, especially after what the watchman had
communicated. But it will soon be seen that Marr had not .
been alarmed. In reality, towards the full snccess of Wil-
liams it was important, in the last degree, to intercept and -
forestall any yell or shout of agony from Marr. Such an-

outery, and in a situation so slenderly fenced off from the/! -

street, viz. by walls the very thinnest, makes itself heard
outside pretty nearly as well as if it were uttered in the| .
- street, Such an outery it was indispensable to stifle. It 1cas
stifled ; and the reader will soon understand how. Mean-
tirne, at this point, let us leave the murderer alone with his
victtms,  For fifty minutes let him work his pleasure. The
front-door, as we know, is now fastened against all help.
Help there is none. Let us, therefore, in vision, attach our-
selves to Mary ; and, when all is over, let us come back with
her, again raise the curtain, and read the dreadful record of
all that has passed in her absence,
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The poor girl, uneasy in her mind to an extent that she
could but half understand, roamed up and down in search of an
‘oyster shop ; and, finding none that was still open within any
circuit that her ordinary experience had made her acquainted
with, she fancied it best to try the chances of some remoter
district. Lights she saw gleaming or twinkling at a distance,
that still tempted her onwards ; and thus, amongst unknown
streets poorly lighted,! and on a night of peculiar darkness,
and in a region of London where ferocious tumults were con-
tinvally turning her out of what seemed to be the direct
course, naturally she got bewildered. The purpose with
which she started had by this time become hopeless. No-
thing remained for her now but to retrace her steps. Bui this
wag diffieult ; for she was afrald to ask directions from -
chance passengers whose appearance the darkness prevented
her from reconnoitring. At length by his lantern- she re-
cognised a watchman ; through him she was guided into the
right road ; and in ten minutes more she found herself back
at the dopr of No. 28, in Ratcliffe Highway. DBut by this
time she felt satisfied that she must have been absent for
fifty or sixty minutes; indeed, she had heard, at a distance,
the cry of past one o'clock, which, commencing a few seconds
after one, lasted intermiftingly for ten or thirteen minutes,

In the tumult of agonising thoughts that very soon
surprised her, naturally it becaine hard for her to reeall
distinetly the whole succession of doubts, and jealousies, and
shadowy misgivings that soon upened upon her. Buf, so far
as could be collected,she had not in the first moment of
reaching home mnoficed anything decisively alarming. In
very many cities bells are the main instruments for com-
municating between the street and the interior of houses ;
but in London knockers prevail, At Marr's there was both
a knocker and a bell. Mary rang, and at the same time
very gently knocked. She had no fear of disturbing her

! T do not remember, chronologically, the history of gas-hghts
But in London, long after Mr, Winsor [a German] had shown the value
of gas- hghtmg, and its applicability to streel purposes [which he did
by lighting up Pall Mall with gas, 28th January 1807—M.], various
districts were prevented, for many years, from resorting {o the new
system, in consequence of old contracts with oil-dealers, subsisting
through long terms of years,
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master or mistress ; them she made sure of finding still up.
Her anxiety was for the baby, who, being disturbed, might
ggain rob her mistress of a night’s rest. And she well knew
that, with three people all anxiously awaiting her return, and
by this time, perhaps, seriously uneasy at her delay, the least
audible whisper from herself would in a moment bring one
of them to the door. Yet how is this? To her astonish-
ment,—but with the astonishment came creeping over her an
icy horror,—no stir nor murmur was heard a,swndmw Trom
the tchen At this moment came back upon her with
shuddering anguish, the indistinet image of the stranger in
the loose dark coat whom she had seen stealing along under
the shadowy lamp-light, and too certainly watching her
master’s motions: keenly she now reproached herself that,
under whatever stress of hurry, she had not acquainted Mr.
Marr with the suspicious appearances, Poor girl! she did
not then know that, if this communication could have availed
to put Marr upon his guard, it had reached him from another
quarter ; so that her own omission, which had in reality
arisen under her hurry to cxecute her master’s cimmission,
could not be ;iﬂrged with any bad consequences, Dut all
such refleclions this way or that were swallowed up at this
point in overmastering panic. That her double summons
could have been unnoticed—this solitary fact in one moment
made a revelation of horror. One person might have fallen
asleep, but two-—but three—ihat wans a merc 1mpossibility.
And, even supposing all three together with the baby locked
in slesp, still how unaccountable «was this utter — utter
gilence! Most maturally at this moment something like
hysterical horror overshadowed the poor girl, and now at last
she rang the bell with the violence that belongs to sickening
terror, This done, she pansed : self-command enough she .
still retained, though fast and fust it was slipping away from
her, to bethink herself that, if any.overwhelming accident
had compelled both Maxr and his apprentice-boy to leave the
house in order to summon surgical aid from opposite gquarters
—a thing barely supposable—still, even in that case Mrs,
Marr and her infant wounld be left, and some murmuring
reply, inder any extremity, would be elicited from the poor
mother, To pause, therefore, to impose stern silence tipon
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‘herself, 80 as to Jeave room for the possible answer to this
final appeal, became a duty of spasmodic effort. Listen,
therefore, poor trembling- heart; listen, and for twenty
seconds be still as death! Still as death she was; aud
during that dreadful stillness, when she hushed her breath
that she might listen, occurred an incident of killing fear,
that to her dying day would never cease to renew its echoes
in her ear. She, Mary, the poor trembling girl, checking
and overruling herself by a final effort, that she might leave
full opening for her dear young mistress’s answer to her own
last frantic appeal, heard at last and most distinctly a sound
within the house. = Yes, now beyond a doubt there is coming
un auswer to her summons. What was it? On the stairs,—
“not the stairs that led downwards to the kitchen, but the
stairs that led upwards to the single storey of bedchambers
above,—was heard a creaking sound. Next was heard most
distinetly a footfall : one, two, three, four, five stairs were.
slowly and distinctly descended. Then the dreadful foot-
steps were heard advancing along the little narrow passage to _
the door.” The steps -—oh heavens! whese steps?— have-
- paused at the door. The very breathing can'be heard of that
dreadful being who has silenced all breathing except his own -
in the house. There is but a door between him and Mary.
What is he doing on the other side of the door? A cautious
step, a stealthy step it was that came down the stairs, then'
paced along the little narrow passage—narrow as a coffin—
till at last the step pauses at the door. How hard the fellow
breathes ! He, the solitary murderer, is on one side the
door ; Mary is on the other side. Now, suppose that he
should suddenly open the door, and that incautiously in
the dark Mary should rush in, and find herself in the
arms of the murderer. Thus far the case is a possible
one—that to a certainty, had this little trick been tried
immediately upon Mary’s return, it would -have succeeded ;
had the door been opened suddenly upon her first tingle-
tingle, headlong she would have tumbled in, and perished.
But now Mary is upon her gunard. The unknown mur-
derer and she have both their lips upon the door, listening,
breathing hard ; but luckily they are on different sides of
the door; and upon the least indication of unlocking or
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.- unlatching she would have recoiled into the asylum of general
dfrkneqs.

What was the murderer’s meaning in coming along
the passage to the front-door? 'The meaning was “this i—
Separately, as an individual, Mary was worth nothing at all
to him. But, considered as a member of a household, she
had this value, viz. that she, if caught and murdered, per-
fected and rounded the desolation of the house. The case
being reported, as reported it would be all over Christendom,
led the imagination captive. The whole covey of victims™
was thus netted ; the household ruin was thus full and
orbicular ; and in that proportion the tendency of men and
women, flutter as they might, would be helplessly and hope-
lessly to sink into the all-conquering hands of the mighty
murderer, Ie had but to say ‘ My testitonials are dated
from No. 29 Ratcliffe Highway,” and the poor vanguished
imagination sank powerless before the fascinating rattiesnake
eye of the murderer. There is not a doubt that the motive
of the murderer for standing on the inner side of Marr's
front-door whilst, Mary stood on the outside was a hope that,
if he quietly opened the door, whisperingly counterfeiting
Marr's voice, and saying, What made you stay so long?
possibly she nug,ht have been inveigled. He was wrong ; the
time was past for that; Mary was now maniacally awake ;
she began now to ring the bell and to ply the knocker with
unintermitting VIDIEI’LEE And the natural consequence was
that the next-door neighbour, who had recently gone to bed -
and instantly fallen asleep, was roused ; and by the incessant
violence of the ringing and the knocking, which now cbeyed
a delirious and uncontrollable impulse in Mary, he became
sensible that some very dreadful event must be at the root of
go clamorous an uproar. To rise, to throw up the sash, to
demand angrily the cause of this unseasonable tumult, was
the work of a moment. The poor girl remained sufficiently
mistress of herself rapidly to explain the circumstance of
her own absence for an hour, her belief that Mr. and
Mrs, Marr's family had all been murdered in the interval,
and that at this very moment the murderer was in the
house.

The person to whom she addressed this statement was a
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pawnbroker; and a thoroughly brave man he must have
been ; for it was a perilous undertaking, merely as a trial of
physical strength, singly to face a mystennus assassin, who
had apparently.signalised his prowess by a triumph so com-
prehensive. But, again, for the imagination it required an
“effort of self-cﬂnqumt to rush headlong into the presence of
one Invested with a clond of mystery, whose nation, age,
motives, were all alike unknown, Rarely on any field of
battle has a soldier been called upon to face so complex
‘4 danger. For, if the entire family of his neighbour Marr
had Deen exterminated, —were this indeed true,—such a
scale of bloodshed Wnuld seem to argue that there must have
been two persons as the perpetrators ; or, if one singly had
accomplished such a ruin, in that case _how colossal must
have been his audacity ! pmbably, also, his skill and onimal
power ! Moreover, the unknown enemy {whether single or
double) would, dnubtlese, be elaborately armed. Yet, under
all these dimdvan tages, did this fearless man rush at once to
the field of butchery m his neighbour’s house, Waiting only
to draw on his trousers, and to arm himself with the kitchen
poker, he went down into his own little back-yard. On this
mode of approach, he would have a chance of intercepting the
murderer ; whereas from the front there would be no such
chance, and there would also be considerable delay in the
process of breaking open the door. A Drick wall,; 9 or 10
feet high, divided his own back premises from those of Marr.
Over this he vaulted ; and, at the moment when he was
recalling himself to the necessity of going back for a candle,

he suddenl}r perceived a feeble ray of light already gltmmer- '
ing on some part of Marr’s premises, Ma,rl s back-door stood
wide open. Probably the murderer had passed through it
one half-minute before. Rapidly the brave man passed
- onwards to the shop, and there beheld the carnage of the
. might stretched out on the floor, and the narrow premises so
- ﬂ{mted with gore that it was hardly possible to escape the
pollution of ‘blood in picking out a path to the front-door.
In the lock of the door still remained the key which had

given to the unknown murderer so fatal an advantage over
his vietims. By this time the heart-shaking news involved

in the outcries of Mary (to whom it occurred that by possi-
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bility some one out of so many victims gight still be within
the reach of medical aid, but that all would depend upon
speed) had availed, even at that late hour, to gather a small
mob about the house. The pawnbroker threw open the
door. Ome or two watchmen headed the croWd; but the
silence 1pon their voices, previously 80 loud. The tragic
drama read aloud its own history, and the succession of its
several steps—Ifew and summary, The murderer was as yet'
altogether unknown ; not even suspected. But there were -
reasons for thinking that he must have been a person
familiarly known to Marr. He had entered the shop by
opening the door after it ad been closed by Marr. Dut 1t
was justly argued that, after the caution conveyed to Marr by
.the watchman, the appearance of any stranger in the shop at
that hour, and in so dangerous a neighbourhood, and entering ,
Ly so irregular and suspicious a course (s.. walking in after

" the door had been closed, and after the closing of the shutters
had cat off all open communication with The street), would
naturally have roused Marr to an attitude of vigilance and
self-defence. Any indication, therefore, that Marr had nof -
been so roused would argue to a certainty that something had
occurred to neutralise this alarm, and fatally to disarm the
pradent jealousies of Marr. DBut this *“something” could -
only have lain in one simple fact, viz. that the person of the
murderer was faumiliarly known to Marr as that of an ordinary
and unsuspected acquaintance. This being presupposed as
the key to all the rest, the whole course and evolution of the
subsequent drama becomes clear as daylight :—The murderer,
it is evident, had opened gently, and again closed behind him -
 with equal gentleness, the street-door. He had then advanced
to the little counter, all the while exchanging the ordinaryl
salutation of an old acquaintance with the unsuspecting Marr.
Having reached tlie counter, he would then ask Marr for a
pair of unbleached cotton socks. In a shop so small as Marr’s
there could be no great latitude of choice for disposing of the
different commodities, The arrangement of these had no
doubt become familiar to the murderer ; and he had already
ascertained that, in order to reach down the particnlar parcel
wanted at present, Marr would find it requisite to face round
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to the rear, and at the same moment to raise his eyes and hia
hands to a level eighteen inches above his own head. This
movement placed him in the most disadvantageous possible
position with regard to the murderer; who now, at the
instant when®*Marr's hands and eyes were embarrassed, and
the back of his head fully exposed, suddenly from below his
large surtout had upslung a heavy ship-carpenter's mallet,
and with one solitary blow had so thoroughly stunned his
- Pvictim as to leave him incapable of resistance. The whole

- position of Marr told its own tale. He had collapsed
- maturally behind the counter, with his hands so occupied as
to confirm the wlhole outline of the affair as I have here
suggested it. Probable enough it is that the very first blow,

the first indication of treachery that reached Marr, would also .

be the last blow as regarded the abolition of consciousness,

The murderer’s plan and rafionale of murder started system-

atically from this infliction of apoplexy, or at least of a
stanning sufficiept to insure a long loss of cOnsclonsness,
This opening step placed the murderer at his ease. But

still, as returning sense might comstantly have led to the

fullest exposures, it was his settled practice, by way of con-
summation, to cut the throat. Te one invariable type all the

.murders on this occasion conformed; the skull was first

shatiered ; this step secured the murderer from instant
retaliation ; and then, by way of locking up all into eternal
- silence, uniformly the throat was cut. The rest of the

circumstances, as self-revealed, were these :~—The fall of Marr*

might, probably enough, cause a dull confused sound of &
seuftle, and the more so as it could not now be confounded
with any street uproar—the shop-door being shut. It is more
probable, however, that the signal for the alarm passing down

to the kitchen would arise when the murderer proceeded to
cut Marr's throat. The very confined situation behind the -

counter would render it impossible, under the critical hurry
of the case, to expose the throat broadly ; the horrid scene
would proceed by partial and interrupted cuts ; deep groans.
would arise; and then would come the rush upstairs,
Against this, as the only dangerous stage in the transaction,
the murderer would have specially prepared. Mrs. Marr
and the apprentice-boy, both young and active, would make,
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of course, for the street-door ; had Mary been at home, and
three persons ab once had combined to distract the purposes
of the murderer, it is barely possible that one of them would
have rucceeded in reaching the street. But the dreadful
swing of the hieavy mallet intercepted both the boy and his
mistress before they could reach the door. EKach of them
lay stretched out on the centre of the shop floor ; and the
very moment that this disabling was accomplished the
aceursed hound was down upon their throats with his razor.
The fact is that, in the mere blindness of pity for poor Marr
on hearing his groans, Mre. Marr had lost sight of her obvious
policy : she and the boy onght to have made for the back-
door ; the alarm would thus have been given in the open
air ; which, of itself, was a great point; and several means
of distracting the murderer’s attention offered upon that
course which the extreme limifation of the shop denied to
them upon the other.

"~ Vain would be all attempts to convey the horror
which thrilled the gathering spectators "of this piteous
tragedy. It was known to the crowd that one person had,
by some accident, cscaped the general massacre ; but she was
now speechless, and probably delirious; so that, mn com-
passion for her pitiable situation, one fema.le neighbour had
carried her away, and put her to hed Hence it had happened,
for o longer space of time than could else have been possible,
that no person present was sufficiently acquainted with the
Marrs to be aware of the little infant; for the bold pawn-
broker had gone off to make a communication to the coroner,
and angther neighbour to lodge some evidence which he
thought urgent at a neighbouring police-office. Suddenly
some person appeared amongst the crowd who was aware that
the murdered parents had a young infant; this would be
found either below-stairg, or in one of the bedrooms above.
Immediately a strcamn of people poured down into the kitchen,
where at once they saw the eradle—but with the bedclothes
in a state of indescribable confusion. On disentangling these,
pools of blood became visible ; and the next ominouns sigu
was that the hood of the cradle had been smashed to pieces.
It became evident that the wretch had found himself doubly
embarrassed-—first, by the arched hood at the head of the -
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cradle, which accordingly he had beat into a ruin with his
mallet, and, secondly, by the gathering of the blankets and
pillows about the baby’s head. The free play of his blows
had thus been baffled. And he had therefore finished the -
scene by applying his razor to the throat of the little inno-
“cent ; after which, with no apparent purpose, as though he
had become confused by the spectacle of his own atrocities, .
he had busied himself in piling the clothes elaborately over
the child’s corpse. This incident undeniably gave the char-
acter of a vindictive proceeding to the whole affair, and so
far confirmed the current rumour that the quarrel between
Williams and Marr had originated in rivalship. One writer,
indeed, alleged that the murderer might have found it
necessary for his own safety to extinguish the crying of the
child ; but it was justly replied that a child only eight
months old could not have cried under any sense of the
tragedy proceeding, but simply in its ordinary way for the
absence of its mother ; and such a cry, even if audible at all
out of the house, must have been precisely what the neigh-
bours were hearing constantly, so that it could have drawn
no special attention, nor suggested any reasonable alarm to
the murderer. No one incident, indeed, throughout the whole
tissue of atrocities, s0 much envenomed the popular fury
against the unknown ruffian as this useless butchery of the
infant, |
Naturally, on the Sunday morning that dawned four or
five hours later, the case was too full of horror not to diffuse
itself in all directions ; but I have no reason to think that it
crept Into any one of the numerous Sunday papers. In the
regular course, any ordinary occurrence, not OCCUTTING O Nob
transpiring ! until 15 minutes after 1 AM. on g Sunday
morning, would first reach the public ear through the Mon- .-
day editions of the Sunday papers, and the regular morning
papers of the Monday. But, if such were the course pur-
sued on this occasion, never ean there have been a more
signal oversight. For it is certain that to bave met the
public demand for details on the Sunday, which might so

1 There could not be a neater example than this of the difference
between occur and Zromspire, or a neater rebuke of the vulgar use of
transpire in the sense of sccur. — M.,
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easily have been done by cancelling a couple of dull columns,
and substituting a circumstantial narrative, for which the
pawnbroker and the watchman could have furnished the
materials, would have made a small fortune, By proper
handbills dispersed through all quarters of the infinite
metropolis, 250,000 extra copies might have been sold,—
that is, by any journal that should have collected exclusive
materials, meeting the public excitement, everywhere stirred
to the centre by flying rumours, and everywhere burning for
ampler information.!—On the Sunday se’ennight (Sunday the
octave from the event) took place the funeral of the Marrs:
in the first coffin was placed Marr ; in the second Mrs, Marr,
and the baby in ler arms ; in the third the apprentice-boy.
They were buried side by side ; and 30,000 labouring people
followed the funeral procession, with horror and griet writien
in their countenances.

1 An interesting pamphlet just published by Mr, Charles Pollitt
of Kendal, under the title De Quincey's Edilorship of the West-
morland Guzelte, informs us that, during the whole period of his
editorship of that provincial Tory journal {which extended, it now
appears, exactly from 11th July 1818 to 5th November 1810), he was
notably fond of filling its columns with assize reports and murder
trials. * During the whole of his connexion with the paper,” says
Myr. Pollitt, ** assize news formed not only a prominent, but frequently
‘“ an all-absorbing, portion of the available space.” Im Jdllustration,
Mr. Pollitt quotes the following editorial notice from the paper for
8th August 1818 :—This week it will be observed that our columns
““ are oceupied almost exclusively with assize reports. We have
“ thonght it right to aliow them precedency of all other news, whether
“* domestic or foreign, for the three following reasons ;—(1) Because fo
¢ all ranks alike they possess a powerful and commanding interest.
¢ (2) Becanse to the more uneducated classes they yield a singular
# hencfit, by teaching them their social duties in the most impressive
‘“ shape : that is to say, not in a state of abstraction from all that may
‘¢ explain, illustrate, and enforce them (as in the naked fterms of the
‘ Statute), but exemplified (and, as the logicians say, conereled) in the
‘¢ actual circumstances of an interesting case, and in connexion with
 the penalties that accompauy their neglect or their violation, (3)
* Becanse they present the best indications of the moral condition
“ of society.” What the Westmiorland people thought of this per-
pelnal provision of horrors for them by the editor of the Gazetie does
not quite appear; but it seems to have heen one of the canses of that
dissatisfaction on the part of the proprietors of the paper which led,
sccording to Mr, Pollitt, to the termination of De Quincey’s editor
ship.— AL,
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md . |
‘As yet no whisper was astir that indicated, even econ--
Jjecturally, the hideous author of those ruins—this patron of
gravediggers, Had as much been known on this Sunday of
the funeral concerning that person as became known uni-
versally six days later, the people would have gone right
from the churchyard to the murderer's lodgings, and (brook-
Ing no delay) would have torn him limb from limb. As yet,
however, in mere default of any object on whom reasonable
suspicion could seitle, the public wrath was compelled to
suspend itself.  Else, far indeed from showing any tendency
to subside, the public emotion strengthened every day con- |
spicuously, as the reverberation of the shock began to travel
‘back from the provinces to the capital. On every great road
in the kingdom continual arrests were made of vagrants and
“trampers” who could give no satisfactory account of them-
selves, or whose appearance in any respect answered to the
tmperfect description of Williams furnished by the watchman,
With this mighty tide of pity and indignation pointing -
backwards to the dreadful past there mingled also in the
thoughts “of reflecting persons an under-current of fearful .
expectation for the immediate future. “The earthquake ”
to quote a fragment from a striking passage in Wordsworth—

““The earthquake is not satisfied at once.”

-~ All perils, specially malignant, are reeurrentx A murderer
-who 18 such by passion and by a wolfish eraving for blood-
shed as a mode of unnatural luxury cannot relapse into
trertiq.  Such a man, even more than the Alpine chamois-
hunter, comes to crave the dangers and the hairbreadth
escapes of his trade, as a condiment for scasoning the ingipid
monotonies of daily life. Buf, apart from the hellish instinets
that might too surely be relied on for renewed atrocities, it
wag clear that the murderer of the Marrs, wheresoever lurk- .
ing, must be a needy man, and a needy man of that class
least likely to seek or to find resources in honourable mode#*
of industry ; for which, equally by haughty disgust and by
disuse of the appropriate habits, men of violence are specially
disqualified.  Were it, therefore, merely for.a livelihood, the
murderer, whom all hearts were yearning to decipher, might
be expected to make his resurrection on some stage of horror,
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after & reasonable interval. Even in the Marr murder, grant-
ing that it had been governed chiefly by cruel and vindictive
impulses, it was still clear that the desire of booty had co-
operated with such feelings. Hqually clear it was that this
desire must have been disappointed : excepting the trivial
sum rescrved by Marr for the week’s expenditure, the mur-
derer found, doubtless, little or nothing that he could turn
to account. Two guineas, perhaps, would be the outside of
‘what he had obtained in the way of booty., A week or so
would see the end of that. The conviction, therefore, of all
people was that in a month or two, when the fever of excite-
ment might a little have cocled down, or have been super-
seded by other topics of fresher interest, so that the new-born
vigilance of household life would have had time-to relax,
gome new murder, equally appalling, might be counted
uporn.

Such was the public expectation. Let the reader then
figure to himseif the pure frenzy of horror when in this hush
of expectation, looking, indeed, and waiting for the unknown
arm to strike once more, but not believing that any audacity
could be equal to such an attempt as yet,—whilst all eyes
were watching,—suddenly, on the twelfth night from the Marr
murder, a second case of the same mysterious nature, 3
murder on the same exterminating plan, was perpetrated in
the very same neighbonrhood. It was on the Thursday next
but one succeeding to the Marr murder that this second
atrocity took placel; and many people thought at the time
that in its dramatic features, of thrilling interest this second
case even went beyond the first. The family which suffered
in this instance was that of a Mr. Williamson ; and the
house was situated, if not absolutely in Rateliffe Highway, at
any rate 1mmediately round the corner of some secondary
street, running at right angles to this public thoroughfare,
Mr. Williamson wasea well-known and respectable man, long
#ettled In that district ; he was supposed to be rich ; and,
more with a view to the employment furnished by such a
calling than with much anxiety for further accumulations, he
kept & sort of tavern which, in this respect, might be con-
sidered on an old patriarchai footinge—that, although people

X On Thursday night, 19th December 1811, —M,

Y T - TTT —



08 TALES AND PROSE PHANTARBIES

of consideralle property resoried to the house in the
evenings, no kind of anxious separation was maintained
between them and the other visitors from the class of
artisans or common labourers. Anybody who conducted
himself with propricty was free to take a seat and call for
any liquor that he might prefer. And thus the society was
pretty miscellaneous ; in part stationary, but in some propor-
tion fluctnating, The household consisted of the following
five persons :—1, Mr. Williamson, its head, who was an old
man above seventy, and was well fitted for his situation,
being ¢ivil, and not at all morose, but at the same time firm
in. maintaming order; 2, Mrs Williamson, his wife, about
ten years younger than himself; 3, a liftle grand-danghter,
about nine years old ; 4, a housemaid, who was nearly forty
years old ; 5, a young journeyman, aged about twenty-six,
belonging to some manufacturing establishment (of what
class I have forgotten; mneither do I remember of what
nation he was), It was the established rule at Mr. William-
son’s that exactly as the clock struck eleven all the company,
‘without favour or exception, moved off. That was one of
the customs by which, in 86 stormy a district, Mz. William-
son had found it possible to keep hia house free from brawls.
On the present Thursday night everything had gone on as
usual, except for one slight shadow of suspicion, which had
caught the attention of more persons than one. Perhaps at
a less agitating time it would hardly have been noticed ; but
now, when the first question and the last in all social meet-
ings turned upon the Marrs and itheir unknown murderer, it
was a cireumstance naturally fitted to cause some uneasiness
that a stranger, of sinister appearance, in a wide surtout, had
flitted in and out of the room at intervals during the
evening, had sometimes retired from the light into obscure
corners, and by more than one person had been observed
stealing into the private passages of the -house. Tt was pre-
sumed 1n general that the man must be known to Williand-
son. And, insome slight degree, as an occasionsl customer
of the house, it is not impossible that hewas. But afterwards
this leulswe stranger, with his cadaverous ghastliness,
extraordinary hair, andiglazed eyes, showing himself inter-
mittingly through the hours from 8 to 11 r., revolved

b |
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upon the memory of all who had steadily observed him with
something of the same freezing effect as belongs to the two
assassing in ‘“ Macbeth ” who present themselves reeking from
the murder of Banguo, and gleaming dimly, with dreadful
faces, from the misty background, athwart the pomps of the
regal banquet.
Meantime the clock struck eleven ; the company Dbroke
up ; the door of entrance was nearly closed ; and at this
moment of general dls.persmﬁ' the sltuatmn of the five
inmates left upon the premises was precisely this:—The
three clders, viz. Williamson, his wife, and his female
servant, were all occupied on the ground-floor,  Williamson
himself was drawing ale, porter, &c., for those neighbours in
whose favour the house-door had Dbeen left ajar until the
hour of twelve should strike ; Mrs, Williamson and her
gervant were moving to and fro between the back-kitchen
and a little parlour ; the little grand-daughter, whose sleep-
ing-room wag on the first floor (which term 1n London
means always the floor raised by one flight of stairs above
the level of the street), had been fast ﬂﬂleep since nine o’clock ;
lastly, the journcyman artisan had retired to rest for snme
time. He was a regular lodger in the house ; and his bed-
room was on the second floor. For some time he had been
undressed, and had lain down in bed. Being, as a working
man, bound to habits of carly rising, he was naturally
anxious to fall asleep as soon as possible. But, on this
particular night, his uneasiness, arising {rom the recent
murders at ND 29, rose to a paroxysm of nervong.excife-
ment which kept hml awake, It is possible that from some-
body he had heard of the suspiclious-looking stranger or
might even personally have observed him slinking about.
But, were it otherwise, he was aware of several circumstances
dangerously affecting this house : for instance, the ruflianism
of this whole neighbourheed, and the disagreeable fact that
“the Marrs had lived within a few doors of this very house,
which again argned that the murderer also lived at no great
distance, These were matters of general alarni.  But there
were others peculiar to this hcuse: in  particular, the
notoricty of Williamson’s opulence,-+-the belief, wheth.er welil
or ill founded, that ke accumulated in desks and drawers the
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money continually flowing info his hands; and, lastly, the
danger so ostentatiously courted by that habit of leaving the
house-door ajar through one entire hour,—and that hour
loaded with extra danger by the well-advertised assurance
that no collision nced be feared with chance convivial
vigitors, since all such people were banished at eleven. A
regulation which had hitherto operated beneficially for the
character and comfort of the house now, on the contrary,
under altered circumstances, became a positive proclamation
of exposure and defencelessness through one entire period of
an hour. Williamson himself, it was said generally, being a
large. unwieldy man, past seventy, and signally inactive,
ought, in prudence, to make the locking of his door coinei-
dent with the dismissal of his evening party.

Upon these and other grounds of alarm (particularly this,
that Mrs. Williamson was reported to posscss a considerable
quantity of plate), the journeyman whs musing painfully,
and the time might be within twenty-eight or twenty-five
minuntes of twelve, when all at once, with a crash, proclaim-
ing some hand of hideous viclence, the house-door was
suddenly shut and locked. Here, then, beyond all doubt,
was the diabolic man, clothed in mystery, from No. 29
Ratcliffe Highway, Yes, that dreadful being, who for
twelve days had employed all thonghts and all tongues, was
now, too certainly, in this defenceless house, and would, in a
few minutes, be face to face with every one of its inmates,
A question still lingered in the public mind—whether at
Marr’s there might not have been fwo men at work, If so,
there would be two at present; and one of the two would
be immediately disposable for the upstairs work ; sinece no
danger could obviously be more immediately fatal to such an
attack than any alarm given from an upper window to the
passengers in the street, Through one half-minute the poor
panic-stricken man sat up motionless in bed. But then he
rose, hig first movement being towards the door of his room.
Not for any purpose of securing it against intrusion-—too
well he knew that there was no fastening of any sort—
neither lock nor bolt; nor was there any such moveabla
furniture 1n the room as might have availed to barricade the
door, even if time could be counted omn for such an attempt
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It was no effect of prudence, merely the fagcination of killing
fear it was, that drove him to open the door. One sfep
brought him to the head of the stairs; he lowered his head
over the balustrade in order to listen ; and at that moment
ascended from the littlé parlour this agonising ery from the
woman-servans, “ Lord Jesus Christ ! we shall all be mur-
dered |7 ~What a Medusa’s hecad must have lurked in those
dreadful bloodless features, and those glazed rigid eyes, that
seemed rightfully belﬁnfrlng to. a corpse, when one glance at
them sufficed to proclaim a death-warrant.

Three separate death-struggles were by this time over;
and the poor petrified journeyman, quite unconscious of
what he was doing, in blind, passive, self-surrender to panie,
absolutely descended both flights of stairs. Infinite terror
inspired him with the same impulse as might have been
inspired by headlong courage. In his shirt, and upon old -

decaying stairs, that at times creaked under his feet, he con-
~ tinued to descend, until he had reached the lowest step but
four, The situation was tremendous beyond any that 1z on
record. A sneeze, a cough, almost a breathing, and the
young man would be a corpse, without a chance or a struggle
for his life. The murderer was at that time 1n the little
parlour—the door of which parlour faced you in deseending
the stairs; and this door stood ajar; indeed, much more
considerably open than what is understood by the term -
‘“ajar.”  Of that quadrant, or 90 degrees, which the door
wottld describe in swinging so far open as to stand at right
angles to the lobby, or to itself in a closed position, 55
degrees at the least were exposed. Consequently, two out of
three corpses were exposed to the young man’s gaze. Where
was the third ¥ And the murderer—where was he? As to
the murderer, he was walking rapidly backwards and for-
wards in the parlour, audible but not visible at first, being
engaged with something or other in that part of the room
which the door still concealed. What the something might
be the sound scon explained ; he was applving keys tenta-
tively to a euphoard, a closet, and a scrutoire, in the hidden
part of the room. Very soon, however, he came into view ;.
but, fortunately for the young man, at this critical moment -
the murderer’s purpose too entirely absorbed him to allow of
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his throwing a glance to the staircase, on which clse the
white figure of the journeyman, standing in mofionless
horror, would have been detected in one instant, and seasoned ™
for the grave in the second, As to the third corpse, the
missing corpse, viz. Mr. Williamson’s, that is in the cellar;
and how its local position ean be accounted for remains as a
separate question, much discussed at the time, but never
satisfactorily cleared up. Meantime, that Williamson was
dead became evident to the young man : since clse he would
have been heard stirring or groaning, Three friends, there-
fore, out of four whom the young man had parted with forty
minutes ago, were now extinguished ; remained, therefore,
40 per cent (a large percentage for Williams to leave);
remaincd, in fact, himself and his pretty young friend, the
little grand-daughter, whose childish innocence was still
slumbering, without fear for herself, or grief for her aged’
grand-parents.  If they are gone for ever, happily one friend
(for such he will prove himself indeed, if from such a danger
he can save this child} is pretty near to her. But alas! he
is still nearer to a murderer. At this moment he is unnerved
for any exertion whatever ; he has changed into a pillaF
ice ; for the objects before him, separated by just thirteem
feet, are these :—-The housemaid had been caught by the
murderer on her knees; she was kneeling before the fire-
grate, which she had been polishing with Dlack lead. That
part of her task was finished ; and she had passed on to
another task,—viz. the filling of the grate with wood and
coals, not for kindling at this moment, but so as to have it
ready for kindling on the next day. The appearances all
showed that she must have been engaged in this labour at
the very moment when the murderer entered ; and perhaps
the succession of the incidents arranged itself as follows :—
From the awful ejaculation and loud outery to Christ, as
overheard by the journeyman, it was clear that then first she
had been alarmed ; yet this was at least one and a half or
even two minutes after the door-slamming. Consequently
the alarm which had so fearfully and seasonably alarmed the
young man must, m some unaccountable way, have been
misinterpreted by the two women. It was said, at the time,
that Mrs. Williamson laboured under some dulness of hear-
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ing ; and it was conjectured that the servant, having her
ears filled with the noise of her own scrubbing, and her head
half under the grate, might have confounded it with the
street noises, or else might have imputed this violent closure
to some mischievous boys. Bat, howsoever explained, the
fact was evident that, until the words of appeal to Christ,
the servant had noticed nothing suspicious, nothing which
interrupted ler labours, If so, it followed that neither had
Mrs. Williamson noticed anything; for, in that case, she
would have communicated her own alarm to the servant,
since both were in the same small room. Apparently the
course of things after the murderer had entered the room was
this :—Muis. Williamson had probably not seen him, from the
aceident of standing with her back to the door. Her, there-
fore, before he was himself observed at all, he had stunned
and prostrated by a shattering blow on the back of her head ;
this blow, inflicted by a crowbar, had smashed in the hinder
part of the skull. She fell; and by the noise of her fall
(for all was the work of a moment) had first roused the
attention of the servant, who then uttered the cry which had
reached the young man; but before she could repeat it the
murderer had descended with his uplifted imstrument upon
ker head, crushing the skull inwards upon the brain. Both
the women were irrecoverably destroyed, so that further
outrages were needless; and, moreover, the murderer was
congcious of the imminent danger from delay ; and yet, m
spite of his hurry, so fully did he appreciate the fatal conse-
quences to himself, if any of his vietims should so far revive
into consciousness as to make circumstantial deposifions,
that, by way of making this impossible, he had proceeded
instantly to cut,the throats of each, All this tallied with
the appearances as now presenting themselves. Mrs. William-
gon had fallen backwards with her head to the door ; the
servant, from her kneeling posture, had been incapable of
rising, and had presentod her head passively to blows ; after
which, the miscrecant had but to bend her head bhackwards so
as to expose her throat, and the murder was finished. It s
remarkable that the young artisan, paralysed as he had been
by fear, and evidently fascinated for a time so as fo walk
right towards the lion’s mouth, yet found himself able to
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- notice everything important, The reader must suppose him
at this point watching the murderer whilst hanging over the
body of Mrs. Williamson, and whilst renewing his search for
certain important keys. Doubtless it was an anxious situa-
tion for the murderer ; for, unless he speedily found the
keys wanted, all this hideous tragedy would end in nothing
but a prodigions increase of the public horror, in tenfold
precautions therefore, and redoubled obstacles interposed

{ between himself and his future game. Nay, there was even

| & nearer interest at stake ; his own immediate safety might,

\ by & probable accident, be compromised. Most of those who
came to the house for liquor were giddy girls or children,
who, on finding this house closed, would go ofl carelessly to
some other ; but, let any thoughtful woman or man come to
the door now, a full quarter of an hour before the established
time of closing, in that case suspicion would arise too power-
ful to be checked. There would be a sudden alarm given ;
after which, mere luck would decide the event For it is a
remarkable fact, and one that illustrates the sigular incon-
sstency of this villain,—who, being often so superfluously
subtle, was in other directions so reckless and improvident,

, —that at this very moment, standing amongst corpses that

- had deluged the little parlour with blood, Williams must

i have been in considerable doubt whether he had any sure

' means of egress. There were windows, he knew, to the

back ; but upon what ground they opened he seems to have

had no certain information ; and in a neighbourhood so

dangerous the windows of the lower storey would not im-

probably be nailed down ; those in the upper might be free,

but then came the necessity of a leap too formidable. From
all this, however, the sole practical inference was fo hurry
forward with the trial of further keys, and to detect the
hidden treasure, This it was, this intense absorption in one
overmastering pursuif, that dulled the murderer’s perceptions
a8 to all around him; otherwise he must have heard the
breathing of the young man, which to himsell at times
became fearfully audible. As the murderer stood once more |
over the body of Mrs, Williamson, and searched her pockets
more narrowly, he pulled out various elusters of keys,—one
of which, dropping, gave a harsh jingling sound upon the
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floor. At this time it was that the secret witness, from his
secret stand, noticed the fact of Williams's surtout being
lined with silk of the finest quality. One other fact he
noticed, which eventually became more immediately important
than many stronger circumstances of incrimination : this was
that the shoes of the murderer, apparently new, and bought
probably with poor Marr's money, creaked as he walked,
harshly and frequently. With the new clusters of keys, the
murderer walked off to the hidden section of the parlour.
And hLere, at last, was suggested to the journeyman the sudden
opening for an escape. Some minutes would be lost to a
certainty in trying all these keys, and subsequently in search-
ing the drawers, supposing that the keys answered—or in
violently forcing them, supposing that. they did nof. He
might thus count upon a brief interval of leisure, whilst the
rattiing of the keys might obscure to the murderer the
creaking of the stairs wnder the reascending journeyman.
His plan was now formed. On regaining his bedroom, he
placed the bed against the door by way of a ﬁtransient\
retardation to the enemy, that might give him a short
warning, and, in the worst extremity, might give Lim a
chance for life by means of a desperate leap. This change
made as quietly as was possible, he tore the sheets, pillow-
cases, and blgnkets into broad ribbons, and, after plaiting
them into ropes, spliced the different lengths together. But
at the very first he descries this ugly addition to his labours.
Where shall he look for any staple, look, Dar, or other
fixture, from which Lis rope, when twisted, may safely depend ?
Measured from the window-sill—a.e. the lowest part of the
window architrave—there count but twenty-two or twenty-
three feet to the ground.  Of this length ten or twelve feet
may be looked upon as canecelled, because to that extent he
might drop without danger. 8o much being deducted, there
would remain, say, a dozen feet of rope to prepare. But,
unhappily, there is no stout iron fixture anywhere about his
window. The nearcst, indeed the sole, fixture of that sort is
‘not near to the window at all ; it is a spike fixed (for mo
reason at all that is apparent) in the bed-tester, Now, the
bed being shifted, the spike is shifted ; and its distance from
the window, having always been four feet, is now seven.
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Seven entire feet, therefore, must be added to that which
would have sufficed if measured from the window, But
courage ! God, by the proverb of all nations in Christendom,
helps those that help themselves, This our young man
thankfully acknowledges; he reads already, in the very fact
of any spike at all being found where hitherto it has been
useless, an earnest of providential aid. Were it only for
himseif that he worked, he could not feel himself meri-
toriously employed ; but this is not so. In deep sincerity he
1s now agitated for the poor child, whom he knows and loves ;
every minute, he feels, brings ruin nearer to ker ; and, as he
passed her door, his first thought had been to take her out of
bed in his arms, and to carry her where she might share his
chances,. But, on.consideration, he felt that this sudden
awaking of her, and the impossibility of even whispering any
explanation, would canse her to cry audibly ; and the inevit-
able indiscretion of one would be fatal to the two. As the
Alpine avalanches, when suspended above the traveller’s
head, oftentimes (we are told) cone down through the stirring
of the air by a simple whisper, precisely on such a tenure of
a whisper was now suspended the murderous malice of the
man below. No; therc is but one way to save the child ;
towards her deliverance the first step is through his own.
And he has made an excellent beginning ; for the spike,
which too fearfully he had expected to see torn away by any
strain upon it from the half-carious woed, stands firmly when
tried against the pressure of his own weight. He has rapidly
fastened on to it three lengths of his new rope, measuring
cleven feet. He plaits it roughly ; so that only three feet
have been lost in the intertwisting; he has spliced on a
second length equal to the first ; so that, already, sixteen feet
are ready to throw out of the window ; and thus, let the
worst come to the worst, it will not be absolute rnin to
swarm down the rope so far as it will reach, and then to
drop boldly. All this has been accomplished in about six
minutes ; and the hot contest between above and below is,
stiil steadily, but fervently, proceeding. Murderer is working
hard in the parlour; journcyman is working hard in the
bedroom. Miscreant is getting on famously downstairs ; one
batch of bank-notes he has already bagged, and is hard upon
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the scent of a second. He has also sprung a covey of
golden coins. Sovereigns as yet were not; but guineas at
this period fetched thirty shillings apiece ; and he has
worked his way into a little quarry of these. Murderer is
almost joyous ; and, if any creature is still living in this -
house, as shrewdly he suspects and very soon means to know,
with that creature he would be happy, before cutting the
creature’s throat, to drink a glass of something. Instead of
the glass, might he not make a present to the poor creature
of his throat ¥ Oh no! impossible! Throats are a sort of
thing that he never makes presents of ; Lusiness—business
must be attended to. Really the two men, considered simply
as me: of business, are both meritorious. Like ehorus and
semi-chorus, strophe and anti-strophe, they work each against
the other. Pull journeyman, pull murderer! Pull baker,
puil devil ! As regards the jonrneyman, he is now safe. To his
sixteen feet, of which seven are meutralised by the distance
~of the bed, he has at Jast added six feet more ; which will be
short of reaching the ground by perhaps ten feet—a teifle
which man or boy may drop without injury. All is safe,
therefore, for him ; which is more than one can be sure of
for miscreant in the parlour. Miscreant, however, takes it
coolly enough : the reason being that, with all his cleverness,
for once in his life miscreant has been overreached. The
reader and 1 kneow, but miscreant does not in the least
suspect, a little fact of some importance, viz. that just now
through a space of full three minutes he has been overlooked
and studied by one who (though reading in a dreadful book and .
suffering under mortal panic) took aceurate notes of so much as
‘his limited opportunities allowed him to see,and will assuredly
report the creaking shoes and the silk-mounted surtout in
quarters where such little facts will tell very little to his
advantage, But, althcugh it is true that Mr. Williams,
unaware of the jonrneyman’s having “assisted” at the
examination of Mrs. Williamson’s pockets, could not connect
any anxiety with that person’s subsequent proceedings, nor
specially therefore with his having embarked in the rope-
weaving line, assuredly he knew of reasons enough for not
loitering. And yet he did loiter. Reading his acts by the
light of such mute traces as he left behind him, the police



108 2 TALES AND PROSE PHANTASIES

became aware that latterly he must have loitered. And the
reason which governed him is striking ; because at once it
)remrds that murder was not pursued by him simply as a
means to an end, but also as an end for itself, Mr. Williams
had now been upon the premises for perhaps fifteen or
twenty minutfes; and in that space of time he had des-
patched, in a style satisfactory to himself, a considerable
amount of business. Ife had done, in commercial language,
“a good stroke of business” Upnn two floors, viz. the
cellar-floor and the ground-floor, ke has ¢ accnunbed for” all
the population. But there remnained at least two floors
more ; and 1t now oceurred to Mr. Williams that, although
the landlord’s somewhat chilling manner had shut Liim out
from any familiar knowledge of the household arrangements,
too probably on one or other of those floors there must be
some throats. As to plunder, he has already bagged the
whole, And it was next to impossible that any arrear, the
wost trivial, should still remain for a gleaner. But the
thm%ta—the throats—there it was that arrears and gleanings
- might perhaps be counted on. And thus it appeared that,
-1in his wolfish ihirst for blood, Mr. Williams put to hazard
lthe whole fruits of his nlght’s work, and his life into the
bargain. At this moment, if the murderer knew all,—ecould
he see the open window above stairs ready for the descent of
the journeyman, could he witness the life-and-death rapidity
with which that journeyman is workihg, could he gness at
the almighty uproar which within ninety seconds will be
maddening - the population of this populous district,—no
picture of a maitiac in flight of panic or in pursuit of
vengeance would adeqguately represent the agony of haste
with which he would himself be hurrying to the street-door
for final evasion. That mode of escape was still free. Even
at this moment there yet remained time sufficient for a
successful flight, and, therefore, for the following revolution
.10 the romance of his own abominable life ;:—He had in his
] pDELEt‘-‘; above a hundred pounds of booty,—means, therefore,
- for a full disguise. This very night, if he will shave off hla |
yellow hair, and blacken his eyebmwﬂ, buying, when morning
light returns, a dark-coloured wig, and clothes such as may
co-pperate in personating the character of a grave professional
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man, he may elude all suspicions of impertinent policemen—
may sail by any one of a hundred vessels bound for any
port along the huge line of seaboard (stretching through 2400
miles) of the American United States ; may enjoy fifty years
for leisurely repentance ; and may even die in the odour of
sanctity. On the other hand, if he prefer active life, it is
not impossible that, with kis subtlety, hardihood, and un;
gcrupulousness, in a land where the simple process of
naturalisation converts the alien at once into a child of the
family, he might rise to the President’s chair ; might have a
statue at his death ; and afterwards a life in three volumes
quarto, with no hint glancing towards No. 29 Ratcliffc High-
way. Dut all depends on the next ninety seconds. Within
that time there is a sharp turn to be taken ; there is a wrong
turn, and a right turn. Should his better angel guide him
to the right one, all may yet go well as regards this world’s
prosperity. But behold ! in two minutes from this point we
shall see him take the wrong one ; and then Nemesis will ba 5 .
at his heels with ruin perfect and sudden. .
Meantime, if the murderer allows himself fo loiter, the_
ropemaker overhead does not. Well hie knows that the poor
child’s fate is on the edge of a razor; for all turns upon the
alarm being raised before the murderer reaches her bedside.
And at this very moment, whilst desperate agitation is
nearly paralysing his fingers, he hears the sullen stealthy
step of the murderer creeping up through the darkness.
It had been the cxpectation of the journeyman (founded
on the clamorous uproar with which the street-door was
slammed) t$hat Williams, when disposable for his upstairs
work, wonld come racing at a long jubilant gallop, and with
a tiger roar ; and perhaps, on his natural instincts, he would
have done so, But this mode of approach, which was of dread-
ful effect wiien applied to a case of surprise, became dangerous
in the case of people who might by this time have been
placed fully upon their gnard. The step which he had
heard was on the staircase—but upon which stair? He
fancied upon the lowest; and, in a movement so slow and
cautious, even this might make all the difference ; yet might
it not have been the tenth, twelfth, or fourtecnth stair
Never, perhaps, in this world did any man feel his OWD. ge-
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sponsibility so cruelly loaded and strained as at this moment
did the poor journeyman on behalf of the slumbering child.
Lose but two seconds, through awkwardness or through the
self-counteractions of panic, and for her the total differcnce

“arose betweén Iife and death. Still there is a hope ; and no-

thing can so frightfully expound the hellish nature of him.
whose baleful shadow, to speak astrologically, at this moment
darkens the house of life, as the simple expression of the
ground on which this hope rested. The journeyman felt
sure that the murderer would not be satisfied to kill the poor
child whilst unconscious, 'This would be to defeat his whole
purpose in murdering her at all. To an epicure in murder
such as Williams, 1t would be taking away the very sting of
the enjoyment if the poor child should be suffered to drink
off the Dbitter cup of death without fully apprehending the
misery of the situation. But this Inckily would require
time : the double confusion of mind,—first, from being roused

. up at so unusuval an hour, and, secondly, from the horror of

thesoccasion when explained to her,—would at first produce
fainting, or some mode of insensibility or distraction, such as
nmust occupy a considerable time. The logic of the case, in
‘short, all rested upon the wultra fiendishness of Williams,
Were he likely to be content with the mere fact of the
child’s death, apart from the process and leisurely expansion
of its mental agony—in that case there would be no hope.
But, because our present murderer is fastidiously finical in
his exactions—a sort of martinet in the scenical grouping
and draping of the circumstances in his murders —therefore
it 1s that hope becomes reasonable, since all such sefinements
of preparation demand time, Murders of mere necessity
Williams was obliged to hurry: but in a murder of pure
volupiuousness, entirely disinterested, where no hostile wit-
ness was to be removed, no extra booty to be gained, and no
revenge fo be gratified, it 18 clear that to hurry would be
altogether to ruin,  If this child, therefore, is to be saved, it
will be om pure festhetical considerations.!

! Lot the reader who 1s disposed to regard as exaggeraied or

. romantic the pure fiendishness imputed to Williams recollect that,

except for the luxurions purpose of basking and revelling in the
an@ish of dying despair, he had no motive at all, small or great, fo
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But all considerations whatever are at thic moment sud-
denly cut short. A second step is heard on the stairs, but
still stealthy and cautious; a third—and then the child’s
doom seems fixed. But just at that moment all is ready,
The window is wide open ; the rope is swinging free; the
journeyman has launched himself; and already he is in the
first stage of his descent. Simply by the weight of his per-
son he descended, and by the resistance of his hands he
retarded the descent. The danger was that the rope should
run too smoothly through his hands, and that by too rapid
an acceleration of pace he should come viclently to the
ground. . Happily he was able to resist the descending im-
petus ; the knots of the splicings furnished a succession of
retardations. DBut the rope proved shorter by four or five
feet than he had calculated : ten or eleven feet from the
ground he hung suspended in the air ; speechless for the pre-
sent through long-continued agitation, and not daring to drop
boldly on the rough carriage pavement, lest he shounld fracture
hig legs. But the night was not dark, as it had been on
occasion of the Marr murders. And yet, for purposes of
crtminal police, 1t was by accident worse than the darkest
night that ever hid a murder or baflled a pursuit. London,
from east to west, was covered with a deep pall (rising from
the river) of umiversal fog, Hence it happened that for
twenty or thirty seconds the young man hanging in the air
was not observed. His white shirt at length attracted notice.
Three or four people ran up, and received him in their arms,
all anticipating some dreadful annunciation. To what house
did he belpng? Even thet was not instantly apparent ; but
he pointed with his finger to Williamson’s door, and said in I
a half-8hoking whisper—# Mar’s murderer, now at work !”

All explained itself in a moment: the silent language of
the fact made its own eloquent revelation, The mysterious
exterminator of No. 29 Ratcliffe Highway had visited another
house ; and, behold ! one man only had escaped through the

attempting the murder of this young girl. She had seen nothing,
heard nothing—was fast asleep, and her door was closed ; so that, as |
a witness against him, he kuew that she was ns useless as any one of
the three corpses. And yet he was making preparations for her murder
‘when the alarm in the street interrupted him,
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air, and in his night-dress, to tell the tale, Superstitiously,
there was something to check the pursuit of this unintel-
ligible criminal. Morally, and in the interests of vindictive
justice, there was everything to rouse, quicken, and sustain it.
Yes, Marr’s murderer—the man of mystery—was again
at work; at this moment perhaps extinguishing some lamp
of life, and not at any remote place, but here—in the very
house which the listeners to this dreadful announcement were
actually touching. The chaos and blind uproar of the scene
which followed, measured by the crowded reports in the
journals of many subsequent days, and in one feature of that
case, has never to my knowledge had its parallel ; or, if a
parallel, only in one case—what followed, I mean, on the
acquittal of the seven bishops at Westminster in 1688. At
present there was more than passionate enthunsiasm. The
frenzied movement of mixed horror and exultation-—the
wlulation of vengeance which ascended instantaneously from
the individual street, and then by a sublime sort of magnetic
contagion from all the adjacent streets—can be adequately
expressed only by a rapturous passage in Shelley :-—

‘¢ The transport of a fierce and monstrous gladness
Spread through the multitudinous streets, fast flying
Upon the wings of fear ;:—From his dull madness
The starveling waked, and died in joy : the dying,
Among the corpses in stark agony lying,
Just heard the happy tidings, and in hope
Closed their faint eyes: from house to house replying
With loud aceclaim, the living shook heaven’s cope
And [lilled the startled earth with echoes.” t

There was something, indeed, half inexplicable h the in-
stantaneous Interpretation of the gathering shout aceording
to its true meaning. In fact, the deadly roar of vengeance,
and its sublime uwnity, could point in this district only to the
one demon whose idea had brooded and tyrannised, for twelve
days, over the general heart; every door, every window in
the neighbourhood, flew open as 1f at a word of command ;
multitudes, without waiting for the regular means of egress, -
leaped down at once from the windows on the lower storey ;
rick men rose from their beds ; in one instance, as if expressly

1 Rewvolt of Islam, canto xii,
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to verify the image of Shelley (in v, 4, 3§, 6, 7),6 man whose

death had been looked for through some dayg, and who actually
did die on the following day, rose, armed himself with a sword,

i'

and descended in his shirt into the street. The chance wazs a

good one, and the mob were made aware of it, for catching

the wolfish dog in the high noon and carnival of his bloody

revels—in the very centre of his own shambles, . For a
moment the mob was self-baffied by its own numbers and its
own fury. But even that fury felt the call for self-control.
It wag evident that the massy street-door must be driven in,
gince there was no longer any living person to co-operate
with their efforts from within, excepting only a female child.,
Crowbars dexterously applied in one minute threw the door

out of hangings, and the people entered like a torrent, It

may be guessed with what fret and irritation to their con-
gsuming fury a signal of panse and absolute silence was made
by a person of local importance. In the hope of receiving
gome useful communication, the mob became silent. * Now,
listen,” said the man of autherity, “and we shall learn
whether he i3 above-stairs or below.” Immediately a noise
was heard as if of some one forcing windows, and clearly the
sound came from a bhedroom above. Yes, the fact was
apparent that the murderer was even yet in the house; he
had been caught in a trap. Not having made himself
familiar with the details of Williamson's house, to all appear-
ance he had suddenly become a prisoner in one of the upper
rooms, Towards this the ecrowd now rushed impetuously.
The door, however, was found to be slightly fastened ; and,
at the mgment when this was forced, a lond crash of the
window, both glass and frame, announced that the wretch
had made his escape. He had leaped down ; and several
persons in the crowd, who burned with the general fury,
leaped after him, These persons had not troubled themselves
about the nature of the ground; but now, on making an
examination of it with torches, they reported it to be an in.-
clined plane, or embankment of clay, very wet and adhesive,
The prints of the man’s footsteps were deeply impressed
upon the clay, and therefore easily traced up to the summis
of the embankment ; but it was perceived at once that pur-
sui? would be useless, from the density of the mist. Two

Ty ¥YT1T717r L o
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feet 2ahead of you a man was entirely withdrawn from your
power of identification ; and, on overtaking him, you could
not venture to challenge him as the same whom you had
lost sight of. Never, through the course of a whole century,
could there be a night expected more propitious to an escap-
ing criminal : means of disguise Williams now had in excess ;
and the dens were innumerable in the neighbourhood of the
river that could have sheltered him for years from trouble-
some inquiries. But favours are thrown away upon the reck-
‘less and the thankless, That night, when the turning-point
offered itself for his whole future career, Williams took the
wrong turn ; for, out of mere indolence, he took the turn to
his old lodgihgs—that place which, in all England, he had
just now the most reason fo shun,

Meantime the crowd had thoroughly searched the pre-
mises of Williamson, The first inquiry was for the young
grand-daughter. Williams, 1t was evident, had gone into
her roon1; buf in this rocom apparently i1t was that the
sudden uproar in the streets had surprised him; after
which his undivided attention had been directed to
the windows, since through these only any retreat had
been left open to him. Even this retreat he owed only
to the fog, and to the hurry of the moment, and to the diffi-
culty of approaching the premises by the rear. 'The liftie
girl was naturally agitated by the influx of strangers at that
hour ; but otherwise, through the humane precauntions of the
neighbours, she was preserved from all knowledge of the
dreadful events that had occurred whilst she herself was
sleeping. Her poor old grandfather was still missing, until
the crowd descended into the cellar ; he was then found
lying prostrate on the cellar tloor: apparently he had been
thrown down from the top of the cellar stairs, and with so
much violence that one leg was broken. After he had been
thus disabled, Williams had gone down to him, and eut his -
throat. There was much discunssion at the time, in some of
the public Journals, upon the possibility of reconciling these
incidents with other circumstantialities of the case, supposing -
that only one man had been concerned in the affair. That
thére was only one man concerned scems to be certain, COne
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doubt the same man, was seen by the young journeyman in
Mrs. Williamson’s parlour; and one only was traced by his
footmarks on the clay embankment. Apparently the course
which he had pursued was this:—He had introduced himself
to Williamson by ordering some heer. This order would
oblige the old man to go down into the cellar ; Williams
would wait until he had reached it, and would then “slam”
and lock the street door in the violent way desnribed.'
- Williamson would come up in agitation upon hearing this|
violence. The murderer, aware that he would do so, met
bhim, no doubt, at the head of the cellar stairs, and threw
him down ; after which he would go down to consummate
the murder in his ordinary way. All this would occupy a
minute, or a minute and a half; and in that way the
mterval would be accounted for tha.t elapsed between the
alarming sound of the street-door as heard by the journey-
man and the lamentable outcry of the female servant. It
is evident also that the reason why no cry whatsoever had
been heard from the lips of Mrs. Williamson is due to the
positions of the parties as I have sketched them. Coming
behind Mrs. Williamson,—unseen therefore, and from her -
deafness unheard, — the murderer would inflict entire
abolition of conseiousness while she was yet unaware of his
presence, But with the servant, who had unavoidably wit-
nessed the attack upon her mistress, the murderer could not -
obtain the same fulness of advantave ; and she therefore had
time for making an agonising cjaculation. |
It has been mentioned that the murderer of the Marrs
was not for nearly a fortnight so much as suspected,—mean-
ing that, previously to the Wllllamsﬂn murder, no vestige of
any ground for suspicion in any direction whatever had
occurred either to the general public or to the police. But
there were two very limited ¢éxceptions to this state of abso-
lute ignorance. Some of the magistrates had in their posses-
ston something which, when closely examined, offered a very
probable means for tracing the criminal. But as yet they had
not traced him. Until the Friday morning %ext after the -,
destruction of the Williamsons, they had not published the
important fact that upon the ship-carpenter'’s mallet (with
which, as regarded the sfunning or disabling process, the
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murders had been achieved) were inscribed the letters
“J. P? This mallet had, by a strange oversight on the
part of the murderer, been left behind in Marr’s shop ; and
it is an interesting fact, therefore, that, had the villain been
intercepted by the brave pawnbroker, he would have been
met virtually disarmed. This public notification was made
officially on the Friday, viz. on the thirteenth day after the
first murder. And it was instantly followed (as will be
seen) by a most important result. Meantime, within the
secrecy of one single bedroom in all London, it is a fact that
Williams had been whisperingly the object of very deep sus-
picion from the very first—that is, within that same hour
which witnessed the Marr tragedy. And singunlar it is that
the suspicion was due entirely to his own folly., Williams
lodged, in company with other men of various nations, at a
public-house. In a large dormitory there were arranged five
or six beds, These were occupied by artisans, generally of
respectable character, One or two Englishmen there were,
one or two Scotchmen, three or four Germans, and Williams,
whose birthplace was not certainly known. On the fatal
Saturday night, about half-past one o'clock, when Williams
returned from his dreadful labours, he found the English
and Scotch party asleep, but the (Germans awake: one of
them was sitting up with a lighted candle in his hands, and
reading aloud to the other two. Upon this, Wilhiams said,
in an angry and very peremptory tone, “Oh, put that candle
out ; put it out directly : we shall all he burned in-our
beds”” Had the British party in the room been awake, Mr.
Williams would have roused a mutinous protest against this
arrogant mandate. DBut (ermans are generally mild and
facile in their tempers; so the ligcht was complaisantly ex-
tinguished. Yet, as there were no curtains, it struck the
CGlermans that the danger was really none at all ; for bed-
clothes, massed upon each other, will no more burn than the
leaves of a closed book. Privately, therefore, the Germans
drew an inference that Mr. Williams must bave had some
urgent motivé for withdrawing his own person and dress-
from observation. What this motive might be the next
day’s news diffused all over London, and of course at this
house, not two furlongs from Marr’s shop, made awfully
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evident ; and, as may well be supposed, the suspicion was
communicated to the other members of the dormitory. All
of them, however, were aware of the legal danger attaching,
under English law, to insinuations against a man, even if
true, which might not admit of proof. In reality, had,
Williams used the most obvious precautions, had he simply!-
walked down to the Thames (not a stone’s-throw distant) and
flung two of his implements into the river, no conclusive
proof could have been adduced against him. And he might L
have realised the scheme of Courvoisier (the murderer of |
Lord William Russell) — viz. have sought each separate
month’s support in a separate well-concerted murder. The
party in the dormitory, meantime, were satisfied themselves,
but waited for evidences that might satisfy others. No sooner,
therefore, had the official notice been published as to the initials
J. P. on the mallet than every man in the house recognised *
at once the well-known initials of an honest Norwegian ship-
carpenter, John Petersen, who had worked in the English
dockyards unfil the present year, but, having occasion to
revisit his native land, had left his box of tools in the
garrets of this inn. These garrets were now searched.
Petersen’s tool-chest was found, but wanting the mallet ;
.and, on further examination, another overwhelming dis-
covery was made. The surgeon who examined the corpses
at Williamson’s had given it as his opinion that the throats
were not cut by means of a razor, but of some implement
differently shaped. It was now remembered that Williams
had recently borrowed a large French knife of peculiar E'DII-\
struction ; and, accordingly, from a heap of old lomber and
rags, there was soon extricated a waistcoat, which the whole
house could swear to as recently worn by Williams. In this
waistcoat, and glued by gore to the lining of its pockets, waaq |
found the French knife. Next, it was matter of notoriety to
everybody in the inn that Williams ordinarily wore at pre-
sent a pair of creaking shoes, and a brown surtout lined with
silk, Many other presumptions seemed scarcely called for.
Williams was immediately apprehended, and briefly ex-
amined. This was on the Friday. On the Baturday morn-
ing (viz. fourteen days from the Marr murders) he was again
brought up. The circumstantial evidence was overwhelming,
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Williamns watched its course, but said very little, At the
close, he was fully committed for trial at the next sessions;
and 1t is ncedless to say that, on his road to prison, he was
pursued by mobs so fierce that, under ordinary circumstances,
there would bave been small hope of escaping summary -
vengeance, But upon this occasion a powerful escort had
been provided ; so that he was safely Jodged in jail.  In this
particular jail at this time the regulation was that at five
o'clock p.M, all the prisoners on the criminal side should be
finally locked up for the night, and without candles. For
fourteen hours (that is, until seven o’clock on the next morn-
ing) they were left unvisited, and in total darkness. Time,
therefore, Williams had for eommitting suicide. The means

J in other respects were small, One iron bar there was, meant
(if I remember) for the suspension of a lamp; upon this he
Q{hﬂd hanged himself by his braces. At what hour was un-
 eertain : some people fancied at midnight. And in that
case, precisely at the hour when, fourteen days before, he
had been spreading horror and desclatien through the quiet
family of poor Marr, now was he forced into drinking of the
sanie cup, presented to his lips by the same accursed hands.

The case of the M‘Keans, which has been specially alluded-

to, merits also a slight rehearsal for the dreadful picturesque-

,ness of some two or three amongst its circumstances, The
scene of this murder was at a rustic inn, some few miles

{(I thank) from Manchester ; and the advantageous situation
of this nn it was out of which arose the twofold temptations

of the case. (lenerally speaking, an inn argues, of course, a

close cincture of neighbours, as the original motive for open-

ing such an establishment. But in this case the house indi-

vidually was solitary, so that no interruption was to be locked

for from any persons living within reach of screams ; and yet,

on the other hand, the circumjacent vicinity was eminenily

populous ; ag one consequence of which, & benefit e¢lub had

established 1ts weekly rendezvous in this inn, and left the

pecuniary accutnulations in their club-room, under the

custody of the landlord. This fund arose. often to a con-

giderable amount, fifty or seventy pounds, before it was

transferred to the hands of a banker. Here, therefore, was
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o treasure worth some little risk, and a sitnation that pro-
mised next to none, These attractive circumstances had, by
accident, become accurately known to one or both of the two
M‘Keans ; and, unfortunately, at a moment of overwhelming
misfortune to themselves, They were hawkers, and uutil‘
lately had Dlorne most respectable characters; but some |
mercantile crash had overtaken them with utter ruin, in
which their joint capital had been swallowed up to the last
“ghilling. This sudden prostration had made them desperate : l
their own little property had been swallowed up in a large
social catastrophe, and society at large they looked upon as
accountable to them for a robbery. In preying, thercfore,
upon society, they considered themselves as pursuing a wild
natural justice of retaliation. The money airned at did
certainly assume the character of public money, being the
product of many separate subscriptions. They forgot, how-
ever, that in the murderous acts which too certainly they
meditated as preliminaries o the robbery they could plead
no such imaginary.social precedent TIn dealing with a
family that secmed almost helpless, if all went smoothly,
they eclied entirely upon their own bodily strength. They -~
were stout young mien, twenty-cight to thirty-two years old :
somewhat undersized as to height ; but sguarely built, deep-
chested, broad - shouldered, and so beautifully formed, as
regarded the symmetry of their Hnbs and their articulations,
that, after their exeeution, the bodics were privately exhibited
by the surgeons of the Manchester Infirmary as objects of
statuesque interest. On the other hand, the household
which they proposed to attack consisted of the following four
persons :—1, the landlord, a stoutish farmer—but Aim they
intended to disable by a trick then newly introduced amongst
robbers, and termed hocussing, i.e. clandestinely drugging the
liquor of the vietim with laudanum ; 2, the landlord’s wife ;
3, a young servant-woman; 4, a boy, twelve or fourteen
years old. The danger was that out of four persons,
scattered by possibility over a house which had two scparate
exits, onc at least might escape, and, by Dbetter acquaintance
with the adjacent paths, might succeed in giving an alarm to
some of the houses a furlong distant. Their final resolution -
was—to be guided by circumstances as to the mode of con-

s

[
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ducting the affuir ; and yet, as it seemed essential fo success
that they should assume the air of strangers to each other, it
was necessary that they should preconcert some general out-
line of their plan; since it would on this scheme be
impossible, without awaking violent suspicions, to make
any communications under the eyes of the family, This
outline included, at the least, one murder: so much was
settled ; but otherwise their subsequent proceedings make it
evident that they wished to have as little bloodshed as was
consistent with their final object. On the appointed day
they presented themselves separately at the rustic inn, and
at different hours. One came ag early as four ¢o’clock in the
afternoon ; the other not until half-past seven. They saluted
each other distantly and shyly; and, though occasionally
exchanging a few words in the character of strangers, did not
geem disposed to any familiar intercourse. With the land-
lord, however, on his return about eight ¢’clock from Man-
chester, one of the brothers entered into a lively conversation,
invited him to take a tumbler of punch ; and, at a moment
when the landlord’s absence from the room allowed it, poured
into the punch a spoonful of landanum. Some time after
this the clock struck ten; upon which the elder MfKean,
professing to be weary, asked to be shown up to his bedroom :
for each brother, immmediately on arriving, had engaged a bed.
On this, the poor servant-girl presented herself with a bed-
candle to light him upstairs. At this critical moment the
, family were distributed thus —The landlord, stupefied with

the horrid narcotic which he had drunk, had retlired to a
private room adjoining the public room, for the purpose of
reclining upon a sofa ; and ke, luckily for his own safety, was -
looked upon as entirely incapacitated for action. The land-
lady was occupled with her husband. And thus the younger
M‘Kecan was left alone in the public room. He rose, therefore,
softly, and placed himself at the foot of the stairs which his
brother had just ascended, so as to be sure of intercepting any
fugitive from the bedroom above. Into that room the elder
M'Kean was ushered by the servant, who pointed to two beds
—one of which was already half occupied by the boy, and
the other empty : in these she intimated that the two strangers

Eust dispose of themselves for the night, according to any
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arrangement that they might agree upon. Saying this, she
presented him with the candle; which he in a moment
placed upon the table, and, intercepting her retreat from the
room, threw his arms around her neck with a gesture as
though he meant to kiss her. This was evidently what she
herself anticipated, and endeavoured to prevent. Her horror
may be imagined when she felt the perfidious hand that

clasped her neck armed with a razor, and viclently cutting

her throat. She was hardly able to utter one scream before
she sank powerless upon the floor, This dreadful spectacle
was witnessed by the boy; who was not asleep, but had
presence of mind enough instantly to close his eyes. The
murderer advanced hastily to the bed, and anxlously examined
the expression of the boy’s features : satisfied he was not, and
he then placed his hand upon the boy’s heart, in order to
judge by its beatings whether he were agitated or not. This
was a dreadful trial ; and no doubt the counterfeit sleep
would immediately have been detected, when suddenly a
dreadful spectacle drew off the attention of the murderer.
Solemnly, and in ghostly silence, uprose in her dying
.delirium the murdered girl ; she stocd upright, she walked
steadily for a moment or two, she bent her steps towards the
door. Theemurderer turned away to pursue her; and at

that moment the boy, feeling that his one solitary chance was

to fly whilst this scene was in progress, bounded out of bed.
On the landing at the head of the stairs was one murderer ;
at the foot of the stairs was the other: who could believe
that the boy had the shadow of a chance for escaping? And
-yet, in the most natural way, he surmounted all hindrances.
In the boy’s horror, he laid his left hand on the balustrade,
and took a flying leap over 1ii, which landed him at the
bottom of the stairs, without having touched a single stair.
He had thus effectually passed onc of the murderers: the
other, it is true, was still to be passed ; and this wonld have
been impossible but for a sudden accident. The landlady
had been alarmed by the faint scream of the young woman ;
had hurried from her private room to the girl’s assistance ;
but at the -foot of the stairs had been intercepted by the
younger brother, and was at this moment struggling with
him. 'The confusion of this life-and-death conflict had allowed,

|
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the boy to whir] past them. Luckily he took a turn into a
kitchen out of which was a back-door, fastened by a single
bolt that ran freely at a touch ; and through this door he
rushed into the open fields. But at this moment the elder
brother was set free for pursuit by the death of the poor
girl. There is no doubt that in her delirium the image
moving through her thoughts was that of the club, which
met once a-week, She fancied it no doubt sitting ; and to
this room, for help and for safety, she staggered along ; she
entered it, and within the doorway once more she dropped -
down and instantly expired. Her murderer, who had
followed her closely, now saw himself set atsliberty for the
_pursuit of the boy. At this eritical moment all was at
stake ; unless the boy were caught the enterprise was
ruined. He passed his brother, therefore, and the landlady,
without pausing, and rushed through the open door into the
fields. By a single second perhaps, hc was too late. The
boy was keenly aware that, if he continued in sight, he
would have no chance of escaping from a powerful young
man. He made, therefore, at once for a diteh ; into which
he tumbled headlong. Had the murderer ventured to make
a leisurely examination of the nearcst ditch, ke would easily
have found the boy — made so conspicuous by his white
shirt, But he lost all heart, upon failing at once to arrest
the boy’s flight. And every succeeding second made his
despalr the greater, If the boy had really effected his escape
to the meighbouring farm-houses, a party of men might be
gathered within five minutes ; and already it might have
become difficult for himself and his brother, unacquainted
with the ficld paths, to evade being intercepted. Nothing
remained, therefore, but to summon his brother away. Thus
it happened that the landlady, though mangled, cscaped with
- 1 life, and eventually recovered. The landlord owed his safety
to the stupefying potion. And the baffled murderers had
the misery of knowing that their drcadful crime had heen
altogether profitless. The road, indeed, was now open to the
club-room ; and, probably, forty seconds would have sufliced
to carry off the box of treasure, which afterwards might have
been burst open and pillaged at leisure. But the fear of
intercepting cnemies was too strongly upon them ; and they
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fled rapidly by a road which carried them actually within 81X
feet of the lurking boy. That night they passed through
Manchester. When daylight returned, they slept in a thicket
twenty miles distant from the scene of their guilty attempt.
On the second and third nights, they pursued their march
on foot, resting again during the day. About sunrise on the
fourth morning they were entering some village near Kirby
Longdale, in Westmorland. They must have designedly.
- quitted the direct line of route; for their object was Ayrshire, .
of which county they were natives, and the regular road
would have led them through Shap, Penrith, Carlisle. Prob-
ably they were seeking to elude the persccution of the stage-
coaches, which, for the last thirty hours, had been scattering
at all the inns and road-side cabarets hand-bills describing
their persons and dress. It happened (perhaps through
design) that on this fourth morning they had separated, so as’
to cnter the village ten minutes apart from each other.
They were exhausted und footsore.  In this condition it was
easy to stop them., A blacksmith had silently reconnoitred
them, and compared their appearance with the descriptions.
of the hand-bills. They were then easily overtaken, and {
separately arrested. Their trial and condemnation speedily
followed at Lancaster; and in those days it followed, of
course, that they were executed. Otherwise, their case fell
g0 far within the sheltering limits of what wonld now be
regarded as extenuating cirewmstances that, whilst @ murder
more or less was not to repel them from their object, very
evidently they were anxious to economise the bloodshed as
‘much as possible. lmmeasurable, therefore, was the interval
which divided them from the menster Williams,:

They perished on the scaffold : Williams, as I have said,

1 While De Quincey has told the story of the M‘Kean murder in
such detail, he has left it undated. The criminals, however, were two
brothers, Alexander and Michael Mackean (spelt also M‘Keand}, who
were triedl and condemned at Lancaster on the 18th of August 1826
for the murder, on the preceding 224 of May, of Elizabeth Bates,
servant to Joseph Blears, keeper of a public-house at Winton, near
Manchester. Though only this servaut had been actnally murdered,
Blears himself had heen drugged, his wife nearly murdered, and a boy
in the house {Michael Higgins) chased for his life, —much in the.
wanner described by De Quincey.—M.
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by his own hand ; and, in obedience to the law as it then
stood, he was buried in the centre of a quadrivium, or conflux
of four roads (in this case four streets), with a stake driven
through his heart. And over him drives for ever the uproar
of unresting London !

[The following appeared among tiie * Explanatory Notices™ pre-
fixed to the volume of De Quincey’'s Collected Writings which con-
tained his completed revision of Murder considered as one of the Fine
Ar{s:—*“The paper on *Murder as one of the Fine Arts’ seemed to
‘“ gxact from me some account of Williams, the dreadful Loandon
*¢ murderer of the last generation,—not only because the amateurs had
“ so much insisted on his merit as the supreme of artists for grandeur
““ of design and breadth of style, and because, apart from this

- “* momentary connexion with my paper, the man himself merited a

. ————

““ record for his matchless audacity, combined with so much of snaky

*“ gubtlety and even insinuating amiableness in his demeanonr,—but
‘“ also hecause, apact fromi the man himself, the works of the man
{those two of them especially which so profoundly impressed the
nation i 1812} were in themselves, for dramatic effect, the most
impreéssive on record,  Southey pronounced their pre-eminence
‘“ when he said to me that they ranked amongst the few domestic
*“ events which, by the depth and expansion of horrer attending them,
had risen to the dignity of a nationel interest. I may add that
‘“ this interest benefited also by the mystery which invested the
‘“ murders ; mystery as fo various points, but especially as respected
‘“ one important question, Had the murderer any accomplice 1 There
““ was, therefore, reason enough, both in the man’s hellish character
“‘ and in the mystery which surrounded him, for this Postscript to the
‘* original paper ; since, in the lapse of forty-two years, both the man
‘* and his deeds had faded away from the knowledge of the present
‘“ generation. But still I am sensible that my record is far too diffuse,
Feeling this at the very time of writing, I was yet unable to correct
‘* it; solittle self-control was I able to exercise under the afflicting agita-
‘ tions and the unconguerable impatience of my nervous malady,”]

Fi
i

£4

£

L X

1 Upon a large overbalanee of probabilities, it was, however, definitively
agreed amongst amateurs that Willinmns must have Dbeen along in these
atrocities. Mcantime, amongst the colourable presumptions on the other
gide was this :—-8Bome hours after the last murder, a wman was apprehended at
Barnet {the first stage {from London on a principal north road), enenmbered
with a guantity of plate. How he came by it, or whither he was going, he
gleadfastly refused to say. In the daily journals, which he was allowed to aee,
he read with eagerness the police examinations of Williamns ; and, on the same
day whiri? announced the catastrophe of Williams, he also committed suicida
in his ceil,
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SooN after my return to Oxford in 1807-8,2 I received a
letter from Miss Wordsworth, asking for any subscriptions I
might succeed in obtaining amongst my college friends in

1 Appeared originally, with the title Recollections of (rasmere, in
Tuit's Edinburgh Magazine for September 1839, as one of the series
of articles which De Quincey had begun to contribute to that periodical
in 1834 under the title of **Sketches of Life and Manners from the
Autobiography of an English Opium-Kater,” with the alternative title
of * Lake Reminiscences from 1807 to 1830 " for a portion of them.
When De Quincey reprinted the paper in 1854, in vol. ii of the Collect-
ive Edition of his Writings, it was under its new fitle of Early
Memorials of Grasmere, but still as one of the series of his Autobio-
graphic Sketches—with its place in that series altered, however, s0 as
fo make it the first of his papers of ¢ Lake Reminiscences,” preceding
and introducing those on Coleridge, Wordsworth, and Southey. This
arrangement was retained in Messrs. Black’s sixteen-volume reissue
of the Collective Writings. But, though thus originally interjected
into the series of De Quincey’s Autobiographic Sketches, the paper 13
really independent, and quite different in kind from the rest of that
series, Accordingly, it is best presented by itself as a specimen of De
Quincey's descriptive and narrative art in commemorating a tragic
incident of real English life which happened in the Lake District about
the time of his own first acquaintance with that district. The words
“ Farly Memorials of Grasmere,” as the reader soon finds, do not
mean < Memoirs of Grasmere in Farly Times,” or ‘‘ Antiquities of
Grasmere,” or anything of that kind, It is to De Quincey himself, as
associated with Grasmere, that the word “ Early ™ has reference ; and
A Tale of Grasmere when I first knew ¢ would be & more exact title,
—On comparing De Quincey’s reprint of 1854 with the original In
Tait's Magazine for September 1839, I have found that he bestowed
great pains on the revision, and made considerable changes. These,
I think, were all improvements,— M. _

2 After one week of what he calls * delightful interconrse ” with
the poet and the poet’s admirable sister Dorothy Wordsworth, he had
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aid of the funds then raising on behalf of an orphan family,
who had become such by an affecting tragedy that had
occurred within a few weeks from my visit to Grasmere.
Miss Wordsworth's simple but fervid memoir not being
within my reach at this moment,! I must trust to my own
recollections and my own impressions to retrace_the story;
which, after all, is not much of a story to excite or to im-
- press, unless for those who can find a sufficient interest in
the trials and calamities of hard-working peasants, and can
reverence the fortitude which, being lodged in so frail a
tenement as the person of a liftle girl, not much, if anything,
above nine years old, could face an occasion of sudden
mysterious abandonment, and could tower up, during one
night, mto the perfect energies of womanhood, under the
mere pressure of difficulty, and under the sense of new-born
responsibilities awfully bequeathed to her, and in the most
lonely, perhaps, of English habitations. '
The ltttle valley of Easedale,—which, and the neighbour-
hood of which, were the scenes of these interesting events,~—
is on 1ts own account one of the most impressive solitudes
amiongst the mountains of the Lake district; and I must
pause to describe it, Fasedale is impressive as a solitude ;
for the depth of the seclusion is brought out and forced more
pointedly upon the feelings by the thin scattering of houses
. over ite sides, and over the surface of what may be called its
floor. These are not above six at the most; and one, the
remotest of the whole, was untenanted for all the thirty
years of my acquaintance with the place. Secondly, it is
impressive from the excessive loveliness which adorns its
little area. This is broken up into small fields and miniatare
meadows, separated, not—as too often happens, with sad
injury to the beauty of the Lake country—by stone walls, -

left Grasmere ““about the 12th of November 1807,” to return to
Oxford, where he had been a student in Worcester College since 1803.
He was then twenty-two years of age.—M.,

| 1 From some sentences of the original paper of 1839, omitted in
the reprint, it appears that the “memoir” herc spoken of was one -
which Dorothy Wordsworth had drawn up by way of a circular appeal
to charitable persons, but with a special view of its coming into the
hands of Queen Charlotte and the other ladies of the royal family,
—M.
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but sometimes by little hedgerows, sometimes by liftle spark-
lulg, pebbly “ becks,” lustrous to the very bottom, and not
too broad for a child’s flying leap, and sometimes by wild
gelf-sown woodlands of birch, alder, holly, mountain ash, and
hazel, that meander through the wvalley, intervening the
different estates with natural sylvan marches, and giving
cheerfulness in winter by the bright scarlet of their berries.
It is the character of all the northern English valleys, as I
have already remarked,—and it is a character first noticed
by Wordsworth—that they assume, in their lbottom aress,
the level, floor-like shape, making everywhere a direct angle
with the surrounding hills, and definitely marking out the
margin of their outlires ; whereas the Welsh valleys have
too often the glaring imperfection of the Dbasin shape, which
allows no sense of any flat area or valley surface : the hills
are already commencing at the very centre of what is called
the level area. The little valley of Easedale is, in this
respect, as highly finished as in every other; and in the
Westmorland spring, which may be considered May and the
earlier half of June, whilst the grass in the meadows is yet
short from the habit of keeping the sheep on it until a m

later period than elsewhere {viz. until the mountains are so
far cleared of snow and the probability of storms as to make
it safe to send them out on their summer migration), it
follows naturally that the little fields in Easedale have the
most lawny appearance, and, from the humidity of the West-
morland ! climate, the most verdant that it is possible to
1magine. But there 15 a third advantage posscssed by this
Easedale, above other rival valleys, in the sublimity of ite
mountain barriers. In one of ils many rocky recesses is
seen & “force” (such is the local name for a cataraet), white
with foam, descending at all seasons with consideralle
trength, and, afier the melting of snows, with an Alpine
violence. Follow the leading of this “force” for three

1 Tt is pretty genecrally known, perhaps, that Westmorland and
Devoushire are the two rainiest counties in Enyland. At Kirby
Lonsdale, Iymg just on the onter m'u-gm of the Lake distiriet, one-fifth
more rain is computed to fall than in the adjacent eounties on the
same western side of England. But it is also notorious that the
western side of the island universally is more rainy than the east, -
Collius calied it the showery west.
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quarters of a mile, and you come to a little mountain lake,
locally termed a “tarn,”’ ! the very finest and most gloomily .
gublime of its class. From this tarn it was, I doubt not,
though applying it to another, that Wordsworth drew the
circumstances of his general description. And far beyond
this “enormous barrier,” that thus imprisons the very winds,
tower upwards the aspiring heads (usually enveloped in cloud
and mist) of Glaramara, Bow Fell, and the other fells of
Langdale Head and Borrowdale. Easedale, in its relation to
Grasmere, is 8 chamber within a chamber, or rather a closet
within a chamber—a chapel within a cathedral—a little
private oratory within a chapel. The sole approach, as I
have mentioned, is from Grasmere ; and some onme outlet
there must inevitably be in every vale that can be interesting
to a human occupant, since without water it would not be
habitable, and running water must force an egress for itself,
and, consequently, an ingress for the reader and myself, Buf,
properly speaking, there is no other. For, when you explore
the remoter end of the vale, at which yon suspect some
communieation with the world outside, you find before you
a thost formidable amount of climbing, the extent of which
can hardly be measured where there is no solitary object of
human workmanship or vestige of animal life,—mnot a sheep-
track, not a shepherd’s hovel, but rock and heath, heath and
rock, tossed about in monotoncus confusion, And, after the
ascent iz mastered, you descend into a second vale—long,
narrow, sterile—known by the name of “Far Easedale?”:
from which point, if you could drive a tunnel under the ever-
lasting hills, perhaps six or seven miles might bring you to
the nearest habitation of man, in Borrowdale ; but, going
over the mountains, the road cannot be less than twelve or
fourteen, and, 1n point of fatigue, at the least twenty. This
long wvalley, which is really terrific at noonday, from its utter

L A {arn is a lake, generally {perhaps always) a small one, and
always, as I think (but this I have heard disputed), lying above the
level of the inhabited valleys and the large lakes ; and subject to this
farther restriction, first noticed by Wordsworth, that it has no main
feeder, Now, this latter accident of the fitng at once explains and
authenticates my account of the word, viz, that it is the Danish word
taaren (a irickling of tears), a deposit of waters from the weeping of
rain down the smooth faces of the rocks.
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Ioneliness and desolation, completes the defences of little
sylvan Easedale. There is one door into it from the Gras-
mere side ; but that door is obscure ; and on every other
quarter there is no door at all ; not any, the roughest, access,
but such as would demand a day’s walking,

Such is the solitude——so deep and so rich in miniature
beauty—of Easedale ; and in this solitude it was that Gleorge
and Sarah Green, two poor and hard-working peasants, dwelt,
with a numerous family of small children. Poor ag they
were, they had won the general respeet of the neighbourhood,
from the uncomplaining firmness with which they bore the
hardships of their lot, and from the decent attire in which
the good mother of the family contrived to send out her
children to the Grasmere parish-school. It 18 a custom, and
a very ancient one, in Westmorland —the same custom
(resting on the same causes) I have witnessed also in southern
Scotland—that any sale by auction of household furnituve
(and seldom a month passes without something of the sort)
forms an excuse for the good women, thronghout the whole
eircumference of perhaps four or five valleys, to assemble at
the place of sale, with the nominal purpose of buying some-
thing they may happen to want. A sale, except 1t were of
the sort exclusively interesting to farming men, is a kind of
general intimation to the country, from the owner of the
property, that he will, on that afternoon, be “at home?” to
all comers, and hopes to see as large an attendance as possible.
Accordingly, it was the almost invariable custom—and often,
too, when the parties were far too poor for such an effort of
hospitality-—to make ample provision, not of eatables, but
of liquor, for all who came. Even a gentleman who should
happen to present himself on such a festal occasion, by way
of seeing the “ humours” of the scene, was certain of meeting
the most cordial welcome. The good woman of the house
more particularly testified her sense of the honour done to
her, and was sure to seek out some cherished and solitary
article of ¢hina—a wreck from a century back—in order that
he, being a porcelain man among so many delf men and
women, might have a porcelain cup to drink from,

The main secret of attraction at these sales—many of
which I have attended—was the social rendezvous thus

AT O TTIT r
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effected between parties so remote from each other (either
" by real distance or by virtual distance resulting from the
separation effected by mountains 3000 feet high) that, in
- fact, without some such common object, they wounld not be
- likely to hear of each other for months, or actually to meet
for years. This principal charm of the “gathering,”
seasoned, doubtless, to many by the certain anticipation that
the whole budget of rural gossip would then and there be
opened, was not assuredly diminished to the men Dby the
anticipation of excellent ale (usually brewed six or seven
weeks before, in preparation for the event), and possibly of
still more excellent powsowdy (a combination of ale, spirits,
and spices); nor to the women by some prospect, not so
inevitably fulfilled, but pretty certain in a liberal house, of
cominunicating their news over excellent tea. Even the
auctioneer was always a character in the drama: he was
always a rustic old hwmourist, and a jovial druunkard,
privileged in certain good-humoured liberties and jokes with
all bidders, gentle or simple, and furnished with an ancient
inheritance of jests appropriate to the articles offered for sale,
—jests that had, doubtless, done their office from Elizabeth's
golden days, but no more, on that account, failing of their
expected effect, with either man or woman of this nineteenth
century, than the sun fails to gladden the heart because it is
that same old superannuated sun that has gladdened it for

thousands of years.
| One thing, however, in mere justice to the Dalesmen of
Westmorland and Cumberland, I am bound in this place to -
record. Often as I have been at these sales, and years
. before even a scattering of gentry began to attend, yet so
true to the natural standard of politencss was the decorum
uniformly maintained that even the old buffoon of an
auctioneer never forgot himself so far as to found upon any
article of furniture a jest fitted to call up a painful blush in
‘any woman’s face, He might, perbaps, go so far as to
awaken & little rosy confusion upon some younhg bride’s
countenance, when pressing a cradle upon her attention ; but
never did I hear him utter, nor would he have been tolerated
in uttering, a scurrilous or disgusting jest, such as might
~easily have been suggested by something offered at a house-
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* hold sale. ®uch jests as these I heard for the first tire at
a sale in Grasmere in 1814 ; and, I am ashamed to say it,
from some “ gentlemen ” of a great city., And it grieved me
to see the effect, as it expressed itgelf upon the manly faces
of the grave Dalesmen—a sense of insult offereds to their
women, who met in confiding reliance upon the forbearance
of the men, and upon their regard for the dignity of the
female sex ; this feeling struggling with the habitual respect
they are inciined to show towards what they suppose gentle
blood and superior education. Taken generally, however,
these were the most picturesque and festal meetings which
the manmners of the country produced. There you saw all
ages and both sexes assembled ; there you saw old men
whose heads would have been studies for Guido ; there you
saw the most colossal and stately figures amongst the young
men that England has to show; there the most beautiful
young women, There it was that the social benevolence, the
innocent mirth, and the neighbourly kindness of the people,
most delightfully expanded, and expressed themselves with
‘the least reserve.

To such a scene it wag,—to a sale of domestic furniture
at the house of some proprietor in Langdale,—that George
and Sarah (reen set forward in the forenoon of a day fated
to be their last on earth. 'The sale was to take place in
Langdalehead ; to which, from their own cottage in Ease-
dale, it was possible in daylight, and supposing no mist upon
the hills, Lo find out a short cut of not more than five or six
miles. By this route they went; and, notwithstanding the
snow lay on the ground, they reached their destination in
safety. The attendance at the sale must have been
diminished by the rigorous state of the weather; but still
the scene was a gay one as usual. Sarah Green, though a
good and worthy woman in her maturer years, had been
imprudent, and—as the merciful judgment of the country is
apt to express it—* unfortunate” in her youth. She had an
elder daughter, who was illegitimate ; and I believe the
father of this girl was dead. The girl herself was grown up;
and the peculiar solicitude of poor Sarah’s maternal heart
was at this time called forth on her behalf: she wished to
see lier placed in a very respectable house, where the mistress
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was distinguished for her notable gualities, and for snecess in
forming good servants. This object,—as important fo Sarah
(Green in the narrow range of her cares as, in a more exalted
family, it might be to obtain a ship for a lientenant that had
passed as master and commander, or to get him ¢ posted,”—
occupied her almost throughout the sale. A doubtful
answer had been given to her application ; and Sarah was
going about the crowd, and weaving her person in and out,
- in order to lay hold of this or that intercessor who might
have, or might seem to have, some weight with the principal
person concerned.

This I think it interesting to notice, as the last occupation
which is known to have stirred the pulses of her heart. An
illegitimate child is everywhere, even in the indulgent
society of Westmorland Dalesmen, under some cloud of dis-
countenance ! ; so that Sarah Gireen might consider her duty
to be the stronger towards this child of her “misfortune.”
And she probably had another reason for her anxiety—as
some words dropped by her on this evening led people to
presume—in her conscienfious desire to Introduce her
daughter into a situation less perilous than that which had
compassed her own youthful steps with snares. If so, it is
painful to know that the virtuous wish, whose

“ Vital warmth
Gave the last human motion to her heart,”

should not have been falfilled, She was a woman of ardent
and affectionate spirit ; of which Miss Wordsworth gave me
some circumstantial and affecting instances. This ardour it
was, and her impassioned manner, that drew attention to
what she did ; for, otherwise, she was too poor a person to
be important in the estimation of strangers, and, of all
possible situations, to be lmportant at a sale, where the
public attention was naturally fixed upon the chief pur-

1 But still nothing at all in England by comparison with its
glootny excess in Scotland. In the present generation the rancorous
bigotry of thiz feeling has been considerably mitigated. But, if the
reader wishes to view it in its ancient strength, I advise him to lIook
into the ‘‘Life of Alexander Alexander™ (2 vols. 1830). He waa a
poor outcast, whose latter days were sheltered from ruin by the
munificence of the late Mr, Blackwood, senior.,
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chasers, and the attention of the purchasers fixed upon the
chief competitors. Hence it happened that, after she ceased
to challenge notice by the emphasis of her =olicifations for
her daughter, she cecased to be noticed at all ; and nothing
was recollected of her subsequent behaviour until the time
arrived for general separation, This time was considerably
after sunset ; and the final recollections of the crowd with
respect to George and Sarah Green were that, upon their
intention being understood to retrace their morning path,
and to attempt the perilons task of dropping down into
Easedale from the mountains above Langdalehead, a sound
of remonstrance arose from many quarters. However, at
- .
such a moment, when everybody was In the hurry of
departure, and to such persons (persons, I mean, so mature
in years and in local knowledge), the opposition could not
be very obstinate : party after party rode off ; the meeting
melted away, or, as the northern phrase is, scaled ! ; and at
length nobody was left of any weight that could pretend to
influence the decision of elderly people. They guitted the .
scene, professing to obey some advice or other upon the
choice of roads ; but, at as early a point as they could do so0 -
unobserved, began to ascend the hills everywhere open from
the rude carriage-way, After this they were seen no more,
They had disappeared into the cloud of death, Voices were
heard, some hours afterwards, from the mountains—voices, as
some thought, of alarm : others said, No,—that it was only the
voices of jovial people, carried by the wind into uncertain re-
gions, The result was that no attention was paid to the sounds,

1 ¢ Sealed” :-—8ecale is a verb both active and neuter. T use it
here as a neuter verb, in the sense (a Cumberland sense) of separatiny
to all the poinis of the compass. But by Shakspere it is used in an
active or trapsitive sense. Bpeaking of some secret news, he says,
“We'll scale it a little more "—-z.e. spread it in all directions, and dis-
entangle its complexities. [Not quite correct., The passage is in
Cortolanus I. 1, where Menenins Agrippa, when about to tell the
citizens the story of the rebellion of the Belly against the other mem-
bers of the body, says they may have heard it already, but he will
gealet a little more. Another reading of the phrase, however, is
stale’t ; and the Cambridge editors adopt this reading, —Scale in the
sense of dispierse i3 one of the commonest of Scottish words : e.g. “the
kirk was scalin’ " for “the service was over and the congregation was

dispersing itself,”—M. ]}
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That night, in little peaceful Easedale, six children sat by
. 8 peat fire, expecting the return of their parents, upon whom
they depended for their daily bread. Let a day pass, and
they were starving. Every sound was heard with anxiety ;
for all this was reported many hundred times to Miss Words-
worth, and to those who, like myself, were never wearied of
hearing the details. Every sound, every echo amongst the
hills, was listened to for five hours, from seven to twelve,
At length the eldest girl of the family—about nine years old
—t0ld her little brothers and sisters to go to bed. They had
been trained to obedience; and all of them, at the voice of
their eldest sister, went off fearfully to their beds. What
could be thetr fears it is diffien]¥ to say; they had no know-
ledge to instruct them in the dangers of the hills; but the
eldest sister always averred that they had as deep a solicitude .
as she herself had about their parents, Doubtless she had -
communicated her fears to fhem. Some time in the course
of the evening—but it was late, and after midnight—the
moon arose, and shed a torrent of light upon the Langdale
fells, which had already, long hours before, witnessed in
darkness the death of their parents,

That night, and the following morning, came a further
and a heavier fall of snow; in consequence of which the poor
children were completely imprisoned, and ecut off from all
possibility of communicating with their next neighbours
The brook was too much for them to leap ; and the little,
crazy wooden bridge could not be crossed, or evén approached
with safety, from’ the drifting of the snow having made it
impossible to ascertain the exact situation of some treacherous
hole in its timbers, which, if trod upon, would have let a
small child drep through into the rapid waters, Their
parents did not return. For some hours of the morning the
children clung to the hope that the extreme severity of the
‘night had tempted them to sleep in Langdale ; but this hope
forsook them as the day wore away. Their father, George
Green, had served as a soldier, and was an active man, of
ready resources, who would not, under any circumstances,
have failed to force a road back to his family, had he been
still Jiving ; and this reflection, or rather semi-conscious feel-
ing, which the awfulness of their sitnation forced upon the
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minds of all but the mere in?ants, awakened them to the
whole extent of their calamity. Wonderful it is to see the
. effect of sudden misery, sudden grief, or sudden fear, in
sharpening (where they do not utterly upset) the intellectual
perceptions, Instances must have fallen in the way of most
of us. And I have noticed frequently that even sudden and .
intense bodily pain forms part of the machinery employed by
nature for quickening the development of the mind. The
. perceptions of infants are not, in fact, excited by graduated
steps and continuously, but per saltum, and by unequal starts. -
At least, within the whole range of my own experience, 1
have remarked that, after any very severe fit of those peculiar
pains to which the delicate digestive organs of most infants
are liable, there always became apparent on the following day
a very considerable inerease of vital energy and of quickened
attention to the objects around them. The poor desolate
children of Blentarn Ghyll,! hourly becoming more pathetic-
ally convinced that they were orphans, gave many evidences
of this awaking power as lodged, by a providential arrange:
ment, in situations of trial that most require it. They
huddled together, in the evening, round their hearth-fire of
peats, and held their little family councils upon what was to
be done towards any chance—if chance remained—of yed
giving aid to their parents; for a slender hope had sprung
up that some hovel or sheepfold might have furnished them
a screen (or, in Westmorland phrase, a bield ?) against the -

! Wordsworth’s conjecture as to the origin of the name is probably
the true one. There is, at a little elevation above the place, a small
concave tract of ground, shaped like the bed of a tarn, Some causes.
having diverted the supplies of water, a2t some remote period, from the
little reservoir, the tarn has probably disappeared ; but, the bed, and -
other indicatious of a tarn (particularly a little ghyll, or steep rocky
cleft for discharging the water), having remained as memorials that it
once existed, the country people have called it the Blind Tarn—the
tarn which wants its eye, in wanting the luminous sparkle of the
waters of right belonging to it.

2 Another instance of & word common to the vocabulary of the
English Lake district and that of Scotland. Bield in Seotch means
¢¢ 3 ghelter,” and is 8 word of fine and tender associations in thag .
sense. * Betler @ wee buss than nae beld”” {* Better a small bush than
" no shelter at all’’) is an old Scottish proverb, of which Burns was .

particularly fond,—M.
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- weather guarter of the storm, in which hovel they might even
now be lying snowed up ; and, secondly, as regarded therm-.
selves, in what way they were to make known their situation,
in case the snow should continue or should inecrease ; for
starvation stared them in the face if they should be confined
for many days to their house,

Meantime, the eldest sister, little Agnes, though sadly
alarmed, and feeling the sensation of eerimess as twilight came
on and she looked out from the cottage-door to the dreadfnl
fells on which, too probably, Ler parents were 1ying corpses (and
possibly not many hundred yards from their own threshold),
yet exerted herzelf to take all the measures which their own
prospects niade prudent. And she told Miss Wordsworth
that, in the midst of the oppression on her little spirit from
vague ghostly terrors, she did not fail, however, to draw
some comfort from the consideration that the very same
causes which produced their danger in one direction sheltered.
them from danger of another kind,—such dangers as she
knew, from books that she had read, would have threatened
a little desolate flock of children in other parts of England ;
for she considered thankfully that, if they could not get out into
Grasmere, on the other hand bad men, and wild seafaring
foreigners, who sometimes passsed along the high road even
in that vale, could not get to them ; and that, as to their
neighbonrs, so far from having anything to fear in that
~ quarter, their greatest apprehension was lest they might not
be able to acquaint them with their situation ; but that, if
this could be accomplished, the very sternest amongst them
were kind-hearted people, that would contend with each
other for the privilege of assisting them, Somewhat cheered
with these thoughts, and having caused all her brothers and
sisbers—except the two little things, not yet of a fit age—to
kneel down and say the prayers which they had been tanght,
this admirable little maiden turned lierself to every house-
hold task that could have proved useful to them in a long
captivity.  First of all, upon some recollection that the elock
was nearly going down, she wound it up. Next, she took
all the milk which remained from what her mother had pro-
vided for the children’s consumption during her absence and
for the. breakfast of the following morning,— this luckily
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was still in sufficient ,plenty for two days’ consumption
(skimmed or “blue” milk heing only one halfpenny a quart,
and the quart a most redundant one, in Grasmere),—this she
took and scalded, so as to save it from turning sour. That
done, she next examined the meal chest ; made the common
oatmeal porridge of the country (the “burgoo” of the Royal
Navy); but put all of the children, except the two youngest,
on short allowance ; and, by way of reconciling them in
- some measure to this stinted meal, she found ont a little
hoard of flour, part of which she baked for them upon the
hearth into little cakes ; and this unusual delicacy persuaded
them to think that they had been celebrating a feast. Next,
before night coming on should make it too trying to her own
feelings, or before fresh snow coming on might make it jm-
possible, she issued out of doors. There her first task was,
with the assistance of two younger brothers, to carry in from
the peat-stack as many peats as might serve them for a week’s
consumption. That done, in the second place she examined
the potatoes, buried in ‘* braekens” (that is, withered fern):
these were not many; and she thought it better to leave them
where they were, excepting as many as would make a single
meal, under a fear that the heat of their cottage would spoil
them if removed. |
Having thus made all the provision in her power for sup-
porting their own lives, she turned her attention to the cow.
Her she milked ; but, unforlunately, the milk she gave,
either from being badly fed, or from some other cause, was
too trifling to be of much consideration towards the wants of
a large family. Here, however, her chief anxiety was to get
down the hay for the cow’s food from a loft above the out-
house ; and in this she succeeded but imperfectly, from want
of strength and size to cope with the difficulties of the case,-—
besides that the increasing darkness by this time, together with
the gloom of the place, made it a matter of great self-conquest
for her to work at all; but, as respected one night at any
rate, she placed the cow in a situation of luxurious warmth
and comfort. Then, retreating into the warm house, and
“barring” the door, she sat down to undress the two youngest
of the children ; them she laid carefully and cosily in their
little mnests , and sang them to sleep. The rest she
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kept up to bear her tompany until the clock should tell
them it was midnight; up to which- time she had still a
lingering hope that some welcome shout from the hills above,
which they were all to strain their ears to catch, might yet
assure them that they were not wholly orphans, even though
one parent should have perished. No shout, it may be sup-
posed, was ever heard ; nor could a shout, in any case, have
been heard, for the night was one of tumultuous wind, Aggd,
though, amidst its ravings, sometimes they fancied a sound
of voices, still, in the dead Iulls that now and then succeeded,
they heard nothing to confirm their hopes. As last services
to what she might now have called her own little family,
Agnes took precautions against the drifting of the snow within
the door and within the imperfect window, which had caused
them some discomfort on the preceding day; and, finally,
she adopted the most systematic and elaborate plans for pre- -
venting the possibility of their fire being extinguished,—
which, in*the event of their being thrown upon the ultimate
resource of their potatoes, wouJd be absolutely indispensable
to their existence, and in any case a main element of their -
comfort, -

The night slipped away, and morning came, bringing with
it no better hopes of any kind, Change there had been
none but for the worse. The snow had greatly increased in
quantity ; and the drifts seemed far more formidable. A
second day passed like the first,—little Agnes still keeping
her young flock quiet, and tolerably comfortable, and still .
calling on all the elders in sueccession to say their prayers,
morning and night.

A third day came ; and, whether an that or on the fourth
I do not now recollect, but on one or other, there came a
- welcome gleanm of hope. 'The arrangement of the snow-drifts
had shifted during the night ; and, though the wooden bridge
was still impracticable, a low wall had been exposed, over -
which, by a circuit which evaded the brook, it seemed
possible that a road might be found into Grasmere. In some
walls it was necessary to force gaps; but this was effected
without much difficulty, even by children; for the West-
morland field walls are “open,”—that is, uncemented with
mortar ; and the push of a stick will ~ +etach s0
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much from the upper part of any old crazy fence as to lower
it sufliciently for female, or even for childish, steps to pass.
The lLittle boys accompanied their sister until she came to the
other side of the hill ; which, lying more sheltered from the
weather, offered a path onwards comparatively easy. Here
they parted ; and little Agnes pursued ber solitary mission to
the nearest house she could find accessible in Grasmere.
No house could have proved a wrong ome in such a case.
Miss Wordsworth and I often heard the description renewed
of the horror which, in an instant, displaced the smile of
hospitable greeting, when little weeping Agmues told her sad
tale.. No tongue can express the fervid sympathy which
travelled through the vale, like fire in an American forest,
when it was learned that neither George nor Sarah Green
had been seen by their children since the day of the Lang-
dale sale. Within half an hour, or little more, from the
remotest parts of the valley—some of them distant nearly
two miles from the point of rendezvous—all the men of
Grasmere had assemnbled at the litile cluster of cottages called
“Kirktown,” from its adjacency to the venerable parish-
church of St Oswald. There were at the time I settled in
(rasmere—viz. in the spring of 1809, and, therefore, I
suppose, in 1807-8, fiftcen months previously—ahout sixty.
three households in the vale : and the total number of souls
was ahout 265 to 270 ; so that the number of fighting men
would be about sixty or sixty-six, according to the common
way of computing the proportion ; and the majority were
athletic and powerfully built. Sixty, at least, after a short
consultation as to the plan of operations, and for arranging
the kind of signals by which they were to communicate from
great distances, and in the perilous events of mists or snow-
storms, set off with the speed of Alpine hunters to the hills.
The dangers of the undertaking were considerable, under the
uneasy and agitated state of the weather ; #hd all the women
of the vale were in the greatest anxiety until night brought
them back, in a body, unsuccessful. Three days at the least,
and I rather think five, the search was ineffectual: which
arose partly from the great extent of the ground teo be
- examined, and partly from the natural mistake made of rang-
ing almost exclusively during the earlier days on that part
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of the hills over which the path of Easedale might be pre.
sumed to have been selected under any reasonable latitude of
circultousness. But the fact 1s, when the fatal aceident (for
such it has often proved) of a permanent mist surprises &
man on the hills, if he turns and loses his direction, he is a
lost man ; and, without doing this so as to lose the power of
Sortenter 1 all at once, it is yet well known how difficult it is
to avoid losing it insensibly and by degrees, Baffling snow-
showers are the worst kind of mists. And the poor Greens
had, -under that kind of confusion, wandered many a mile
out of their proper track ; so that to search for them upon any
line indicated by the ordinary probabilities would perhaps
offer the slenderest chance for finding them.

The zeal of the people, meantime, was not in the least
abated, but rather quickened, by the wearisome disappoint-
ments; every hour of daylight was turned to account; no
man of the valley ever came home to meals ; and the reply
of a young shoemaker, on the fourth night’s return, speaks
sufficiently for the unabated spirit of the vale, Miss Words-
worth asked what he would do on the next morning. “Go
up again, of course,” was his answer. But what if to-morrow
also should turn out like all the rest? ¢ Why, go up in
stronger force on the day after” Yet this man was sacrificing
his own daily earmings, withont a chance of recompense. At
Iength sagacious dogs were taken up ; and, about noonday, a
shout from an aérial height, amongst thick volumes of
clondy vapour, propagated through repeating bands of men
from a distance of many miles, conveyed as by telegraph into
Grasmere the news that the bodies were found. George
Green was lying at the bottom of a precipice from which he
had fallen. Sarah Green was found on the summit of the
precipice ; and, by laying together all the indications of
what had ]}HS‘SEd and reading into coherency the sad hiero-
glyphics of their last agonies, it was conjectured that the
husband had desired his wife to "pause for & few minutes,
wrapping her, meantime, in his own greatcoat, whilst he

v S'orienter, 1.e. originally setting oneself by the east as one of
the "cardinal points of the compass ; hence ‘* steering one’s course
properly,” ‘‘discovering where one is,” or even ‘‘ knowing what one
ta about. "—M.
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should go forward and recomnoitre the ground, in order to
catch & sight of some object (rocky peak, or tarn, or peat-
field) which might ascertain their real situation. Kither the
snow above, already lying in drifts, or the blinding snow-
storms driving into his eyes, must have misled him as fo the
nature of the circumjacent ground; for the precipice over
which he had fallen was but a few yards from the spot in
which he had quitted his wife. The depth of the descent
and the fury of the wind (almost always vielent on these
cloudy altitudes) would prevent any distinct communica-
tion between the dying husband below and his despairing
wife above; but it was believed by the shepherds best
acquainted with the ground, and the range of sound as
regarded the capacities of the human car under the probable
circumstances of the storm, that Sarah might have caught,
at intervals, the groans of her unhappy partner, supposing -
that his death were at all a lingering one, Others, on the
contrary, supposed her to have gathered this catastrophe
rather from the want of any sounds, and from his continued
absence, than from any one distinet or positive expression
of it ; both because the smooth and unruffled surface of the
snow where he lay seemed to argue that he had died without
a struggle, perhaps without a groan, and because that tre-
mendous sound of % hurtling” in the upper chambers of the
air which often accompanies a snow-storm, when combined
with heavy gales of wind, would utterly suppress and stifle
(as they conceived) any sounds so feeble as those from &
dying man. In any case, and by whatever sad language of
sounds or signs, positive or negative, she might have learned
or guessed her loss, it was generally agreed that the wild
shrieks heard towards midnight in Langdalehead ! announced

1 T once heard, also, in talking with a Langdale family upon this
tragic tale, that the sounds had penetrated into the valley of Little
Langdale ; which is possible enough. For, although this interesting
recess of the entire Langdale basin (which bears somewhat of the
same relation 1o the Great Langdale that Easedale bears to Grasmere)
does, in fact, lie beyond Langdalehead by the entire breadth of that
dale, yet, from the singular accident of having its area raised far
above the level of the adjacent vales, one most solitary section of
Little Langdale {in which lies a tiny lake, and on the banks of that
lake dwells one solitary family), being exactly at right angles both t¢ -
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the a.gﬂiﬁzing moment which brought to her now widowed heart
~ the conviction of uiter desolation and of final abandonment tq

her own solitary and fast-fleeting energies, Itseemed probable
that the sudden disappearance of her husband from her pur-
suing eyes would teach her to understand his fate, and that the
consequent indefinite apprehension of instant death lying all
around the point on which she sat had kept her stationary to.
the very attitude in which her husband left her, until hep
failing powers, and the increasing bitterness of the cold to
one no longer in motion, would soon make those changes of
place impossible which too awfully had made themselves
known as dangerous, The footsteps in some places, wherever
drifting had not obliterated them, yet traceable as to the
outline, though partially filled up with later falls of SHOW,
satisfactorily showed that, however much they might have
rambled, after crossing and doubling upon their own tracks,
and many a mile astray from their right path, they must
have kept together to the very plateau or shelf of rock at
which (v.e. on which, and below which) their wanderings had
terminated ; for there were evidently no steps from this
platean in the retrograde order.

By the time they had reached this final stage of their
erroneous course, all possibility of escape must have been
long over for both alike; because their exhaustion must
have been excessive before they could have reached a point.
so remote and high ; and, unfortunately, the direct result of
all this exhaustion had been to throw them farther off their
home, or from “any dwelling-place of man,” than they were
ab starting. Here, therefore, at this rocky pinnacle, hope
was extinct.for the wedded couple, but not perhaps for the
husband. It was the impression of the vale that perhaps,
within half-an-hour before reaching this fatal point, George
Green might, had his conscience or his heart allowed him in
850 base a desertion, have saved himself singly, without any
very great difficulty, It is to be hoped, however—and, for
my part, 1 think too well of human nature to hesitate in .
believing—that not many, even amongst the meaner-minded

Langdalehead and to the other complementary section of the Lesser |
Langdale, is brought into a position and an elevation virtnally much
nearer to objects (especially to audible objects) on the Fasedale Fells,
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and the least generous of men, could have reconciled them-
selves to the abandonment of a poor fainting female com-
panion in such circumstances, Still, though not more than
a most imperative duty, it was such a duty as most of his,
associates believed to have cost him (perhaps consciously) his
life, It is an impressive truth that sometimes in the very
lowest forms of duty, less than which would rank a man as.
a villain, there is, nevertheless, the sublimest ascent of self-
pacrifice. To do less would eclass you as an object of eternal
secorn : to do so much presumes the grandeur of heroism,
For his wife not only must have disabled him greatly by
clinging to his arm for support ; but it was known, from her
peculiar character and manner, that she would be likely to
rob him of his coolness and presence of mind, by too pain-
fully fixing his thoughts, where her own would be busiest,
upon their helpless little family, ¢ Stung with the thoughts
of home ”—to borrow the fine expression of Thomson in de-
scribing a similar case l—alternately thinking of the blessed-
ness of that warm fireside at Blentarn Ghyll which was not
again to spread its genial glow through her freezing limbs,
and of those darling little faces which, in this world, she waa’
to see no more ; unintentionally, and without being aware
even of that result, she would rob the brave man (for such
he was) of his fortitude, and the strong man of his animal
resources, And yet (such, in the very opposite direction,
was equally the impression universally through Grasmere),
had Sarah Green forescen, could her affectionate heart have
guessed, even the tenth part of that love and neighbourly
respect for herself which soon afterwards expressed them-
selves in showers of bounty to her children ; could she have

1 In his Winfer, where there is a description of a cottager lost in

a snow-storm ;—

* ‘' The swain
Disastered stands ; sees other hills ascend,
Of unknown, joyless brow ; and other scenes,

- Of horrid prespect, shag the trackiess plain ;
Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid
Beneath the formless wild ; but wanders on
From hill to dale, still more and more astray,
Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps,
Stung with the thoughts of home.” —M,
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looked behind the curtain of destiny sufficiently to learn that
the very desolation of these poor children which wrung her
. maternal heart, and doubtless constituted to her the sting of
" death, would prove the signal and the pledge of such anxions
guardianship as not many rich men’s children receive, and
that this overflowing offering to her own memory would not
“be a hasty or decaying tribute of the first sorrowing sensi-
bilities, but would pursue her children steadily until their
hopeful settlement in life : anything approaching this, known
- or guessed, would have caused her (so said all who knew
her) to welcome the bitter end by which such privileges
were to be purchased, and solemnly to breathe out into
the ear of that holy angel who gathers the whispers of
dying mothers torn asunder from their infants a thankful
Nunc dvmaties (Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in
peace), as the farewell ejaculation rightfully belonging to the

OCCAS1O0T.

The funeral of the ill-fated Greens was, it may be sup-
posed, attended by all the Vale: it took place about eight
days after they were found ; and the day happened to be in
the most perfect contrast to the sort of weather which pre-
vailed at the time of their misfortune. Some snow still
remained here and there upon the ground ; but the azure of
the sky was unstained by a cloud ; and a golden sunlight
seemed to sleep, so balmy and tranquil was the season, upon
the very hills where the pair had wandered,-—then a howling
wilderness, but now a green pastoral lawn in its lower ranges,
and a glittering expanse of virgin snow in its higher, George
Girecn hadg I believe, an elder family by a former wife; and
it was for some of these children, who lived at a distance, and
who wished to give their attendance at the grave, that the
funeral was delayed. At this point, because really suggested
by the contrast of the funeral tranquillity with the howling
tenipest of the fatal night, it may be proper to remind the
reader of Wordsworth’s memorial stanzas ;-

“ Who weeps for strungers ¥ Many wept
For George and Sarah Green ;
Wept for that pair’s unhappy fate
Whose graves may here ba seen,
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“ By night upon these stormy fells
DMd wife and husband roam ;
Rix little ones at home had left,

And could not find that home.

" For any dwelling-place of man
As vainly did they seek :
IHe perished ; and & voice was hegrd—
The widow's lonely shriek.

“ Not many steps, and ghe was left
A body without life—
A few short steps were the chain that bound
The husband to the wife,

“ Now do these sternly-featured hills
Look gently on this grave;
And quiet now are the depths of air,
As a sea without a wave,

““ But deeper lies the heart of peace,
In guiet more profound ;
The heart of quietness is here
Within this churchyard bound.

“* And from all agony of mind
It kecps them safe, and far
From fear and grief, and from all need
Of sun or guiding star.

“ 0 darkness of the grave ! how deep,
After that living night—
That last and dreary living one
Of sorrow and affiight !

¥ O sacreil mwarriage-bed of death !
That keeps them side by side
In boud of peace, in bond of love,
That may not be untied ! ”

After this solemn ceremony of the funeral was over—at
which, by the way, [ heard Miss Wordsworth declare that
the grief of Sarah’s illegitimate daughter was the most over-
whelming she had ever witnessed—a regular distribution of
the children was made amongst the wealthier families of the
Vale. There had already, and before the fumeral, been a
perfect struggle to obiain one of the children amongst all
who had any facilities for discharging the duties of such a
trust ; and even the poorest had put in their claim to bear -

vor. XTIT . L
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some part in the expenses of the case. But it was judiciounsly
decided that none of the children should be intrusted to any
persons who seemed likely, either from old age or {rom
slender means, or from nearer and more personal responsi-
bilities, to be under the necessity of devolving the trust,
sooner or later, upon strangers who might have none of that
interest in the children which attached, in the minds of the
Grasmere people, to the circumstances that made them
‘orphans, Two twins, who HMad naturally played together
mnd slept together from their birth, passed into the same
family : the others were dispersed ; but into such kind-
hearted. and intelligent families, with continued opportuni-
ties of meeting each other on errands, or at chureh, or at -
sales, that it was hard to say which had the more comfort-
able home. And thus, in so brief a period as one fortmight,
a household that, by health and strength, by the humility of
poverty and by innocence of life, seemed sheltered from all
attacks but those of time, came to be utterly broken up.
George and Sarah Green slept in Grasmere churchyard,
never more to know the want of “sun or guiding star”
Their children were scattered over wealthier houses than.
those of their poor parents, through the Vales of Grasmere
or Rydal; and Blentarn Ghyll, after being shut up for a
season, and ceasing for months to send up its little slender
columu of smoke at morning and evening, finally passed
into the hands of a stranger.

The Wordsworths, meantime, acknowledged a peculiar
interest in the future fortunes and education of the children.
They had taken by much the foremost place in pushing the

_subscriptions on behalf of the family,—teeltng, no doubt, that,
when both- parents, in any little sequestered community liké
that of Grasmere, are suddenly cut off by a tragical death,
the children in such a case devolve by a sort of natural
right and providential bequest on the other members of this
community. They energetically applied themselves to the
task of raising funds by subscription; most of which, it
is true, might not be wanted until future years should
carry one after another of the children successively into
different trades or occupations; but they well understood
that more by tenfold would be raised under an lpme-
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diate appeal to the sympathies of men whilst yes lmrm
ing fervently towards the sufferers in this calamity than
if the application were delayed until the money should be
needed. The Royal Family were made acquainted with the
details of the casel; they were powerfully affected by the
story, especially by the account of little Agnes, and her pre-
mature assumption of the maternal character; and they
contributed most munificently, Her Majesty, and three at
least of her aucust daughters, were amongst the subscribers
to the fund, For my part, I could have obtained a good.
deal from the careless liberality of Oxonian friends towards
sucii & fund. But, knowing previously how little, in such
an application, it would aid me to plead the name of Words-
worth as the founder of the subscription (4 name that now
would stand good for some thousands of pounds in that same
Oxford : so passes the injustice, as well as the glory, of this
world )—knowing this, I did not choose to trouble anybody ;
and the more so as Miss Wordsworth, upon my proposal to
write to various ladies upon whom I could have relied for
their several contributions, wrote back to me desiring that I
" would not, and upoen this satisfactory reason—that the fund
liad already swelled, under the Royal patronage, and the in-
terest excited by so much of the ecircumstances as could be
reported in hurried letters, to an amount beyond what was
likely to be wanted for persons whom there was no good reason
for pushing out of the sphere to which their birth had called
them. The parish even was liable to give aid ; and, in the
midst of Royal boanty, this aid was not declined. Perhaps
this was so far a solitary and unique case that it might be
the only one in which some parochial Mr. Bumble found
himself pulling in joint harness with the denizens of Windsor
Castle, and a coadjutor of “Majesties” and * Royal High-
nesses.,” Finally, to complete their own large share in. the
~ charity, the Wordsworths took inlo their own family one of
the children, a girl: the least amiable, I believe, of the
whole ; slothful and sensual ; so, at least, I imagined ; for
this girl it was, that in years to come caused by her criminal
negligence the death of little Kate Wordsworth.?

1 See footnote ante, p. 126, —M.
3 In the original paper in Twif's Magazine the words were ;—“a
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From a gathering of years far ahead of the events, look:
ing back by accident to this whole little cotfage romance ol
Blentarn Ghyll, with its ups and downs, ifs lights gnd
shadows, and its fitful alternations of grandeur derived from
mountain solitude and of humility derived from the very
lowliest poverty,—its little faithful Agnes keeping up her
‘records of time in harmony with the mighty world outside,
and feeding the single cow, the total “estate” of the new-
‘made orphans,—1I thought of that beautiful Persian apologue
where some slender drop or crystallizing filament within the
‘shell of an oyster fancies itself called upon to bewail its own
obscure lot, consigned apparently and irretrievably to the
gloomiest depths of the Persian Gulf. But changes happen ;
good and bad luck will fall out, even in the darkest depths
of the Persian (Gulf; and messages of joy can reach those
that wait in silence, even where mno post-horn has ever
sounded. Behold! the slender filament has ripened into the
most glorious of pearls, In a happy hour for himself, some
diver from the blossoming forests of Ceylon brings up to
heavenly light the matchless pearl ; and very scon that soll-
tary crystal drop, that had bemoaned its own obseure lot,
finds itself glorifying the central cluster in the tiara bound
“upon the brow of him who signed himselt “King of Kings,”
the Shah of Persia, and that shook all Asia from the Indus
to the Euplirates, Not otherwise was the lot of little Agnes:
faithful to duties so suddenly revealed amidst terrors ghostly
* as well as earthly 3 paying down her first tribute of tears to
an affliction that seemed past all rclief, and such that at first
slie, with her brothers and sisters, seemed foundering simul-
taneously with her parents in one mighty darkness. And
yet, because, under the strange responsibilities which had
suddenly surprised her, she songht counsel and strength from

¢ girl ; Sarah Dby uame ; the least amiable, I believe, of the whole ;
¢ g0 at teast T imagined ; for this girl it was, and her criminal negli-
‘¢ gance, that in years to come infiicted the first heavy wound that I
« gustained in my affections, and first caunsed me to drink deeply from
¢ the cup of grief,”—Little Kate Wordsworth, the poet’s danghter,
- was a special favourite of De Quincey, whom she used in her childish
* prattle to call *“ Kinsey”; and her death, on the 4th June 1812, when
De Quincey was on a visit to London, affected him greatly. BSee the
. pirenmstances more in detail, anfe, Vol, II, pp. 440-445.—M.
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God, teaching her brothers and sisters fo do the same, and.
seemed (when alone at midnight) to lear her mother’s voice
calling to her from the hills above, one moon had scarcely
fintshed 1ts circuit before the most august ladies on our planet
were reading, with sympathizing lears, of Agnes Green, and
from the towers of Windsor Castle came gracious messages of
inquiry to little, Jowly Blentarn Ghyll.1 |

In taking Jeave of this subject I may mention, by the
way, that accidentz of this nature are not by any means so
uncommon in the mountainous disiricts of Cumberland and
Westmorland as the reader might infer from the intensity
of the exeitement which waited on the catastrophe of the
Greens. In that instance it was not the simple death by cold
‘upon the hills, but the surrounding circumstances, which
invested the case with its agitating power. The fellowship
in death of a wife and husband ; the general impression that
the husband had perished in his generous devotion to his
wife (a duty, certainly, and no more than a duty, but still,
under the instinets of self-preservation, & generous duty);
sympathy with their long agony, as expressed by their long
ramblings, and the earnestness of their efforts to recover their
home ; awe for the long concealment which rested upon
thelr fate ; and pity for the helpiess condition of the children,
—80 young and so 1nstantaneously made desolate, and so nearly
perishing through the loneliness of their situation, co-operat-
ing with stress of weather, had they not been saved by the
pradence and timely exertions of a little girl not much above
eight years old ;—these were the cirecumstances and necessary
adjuncts of the story which pointed and sharpened the public
feelings on that oceasion. Else the mere gencral case of
perishing upon the mountains is not, unfortunately, so rare,
in any season ol the year, as for itself alone to command a
powerful tribute of sorrow from the public mind. Natives
as well as strangers, shepherds as well as tourists, have fallen
victims, even in summer, to the misleading and confounding
eflects of deep mists, Sometimes they have continued to
wander unconsciously in a small circle of two or three miles,
never coming within hail of a human dwelling until ex. .

! The whole of this paragraph is an addition in 'the reprint. —M.
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_haustion has forced them into a sleep which haa proved their
last. Sometimes a sprain or injury, that disabled a foot or
leg, has destined them to die by the shocking death of
hunger.! Sometimes a fall from the summit of awiul pre-
cipices has dismissed them from the anguish of perplexity in

1 The case of Mr. Gough, who perished in the bosom of Helvellyn
[1805], and was supposed by some to have heen disabled by a sprain
of the ankle, whilst others believed him to have received ihat injury
and his death simultaneously in a fall from the lower shelf of a preci-
pice, became well known fo the public, in all its defails, through the
accident of having been recorded in verse by two writers nearly at the
same time, viz. Sir Walter Scott and Wordsworth [by Bcott in stanzas
entitied ** Helvellyn ” and by Wordsworth in lines ealled ‘‘ Fidelity ”
—M.] But lere, again, as in the case of the Greens, it wag not the
naked fact of his death amongst the solitndes of the mouniains that
would have won the public attention, or have obtained the honour of
a metrical commemoration. Indeed, to say the truth, the general
sympathy with this tragic event was not derived chiefly from the un-
happy tourist’s melancholy end ; for that was too shocking to be even
hinted at by either of the two writers {in fact, there was too much
reason to fear that it had been the lingering death of famine). Not
the personal sufferings of the principal figore in the little drama, but
the sublime and mysterious fidelity of the secondary figure, his dog:
this it was which won the imperishable remembrance of the vales, and
which accounted for the profound interest that immediately gathered
round the incidents—an interest that still continues to hallow the
memory of the dog. Not the dog of Athens, nor the dog of Pompeil,
a0 well deserve the immortality of histery or verse. Mr, Gough was
& young man, belonging to the Society of Friends, who took an interest
in the mountain scenery of the Lake district, both as a lover of the
picturesque and as a man of science, It wasin this latter character,
I believe, that he had ascended Helvellyn at the time when he met his
melancholy endd, From his familiarity with the ground—for he had
been an annual visitant to the Lakes—he slighted the usnal precantion
of taking a guide. Mist, unfortunately, impenetrable volumes of
mist, came floating over (as so often they do) from the gloomy fells
that compose a common centre for Easedale, Langdale, Hskdale,
Borrowdale, Wastilale, Gatesgarthdale (pronounced Keskadale), and

- Ennerdale. Ten or fifteen minutes afford ample time for this aérial
navigation ; within that short interval, sunlight, moonlight, starlight,
- alike disappear ; all paths are lost ; vast precipices are concealed, or
filled up by treacherouns draperies of vapour ; the points of the compass
are irrecoverably confounded ; and one vast cloud, too often the cloud
of death even to the experienced shepherd, sits like a vast pavilion
upon the summits and gloomy coves of Helvellyn. Mr. Gough ought
to have allowed for this not unfrequent accident, and for its bewilder-
ing effects ; under Which all local knowledge {even that of shepherds)




MEMORIALS OF GRASMERE - 151

~ the extreme, from the conflicts of hope and fear, by dismiss-
ing them at once from life. Sometimes, also, the mountainous
solitudes have been made the scenes of remarkable suicides.
In particular, there was a case, a little before I came into the
country, of a studious and meditative young boy, who found no
pleasure Lut iff books and the search after knowledge. He

becomes in an instant unavailing. What was the course and succession
of his dismal adventures after he became hidden from the world by
the vapoury screen could not be fully deciphered even by the most
sagacious of mouniaineers, although in most cases they manifest an
Indian truth of eye, together with an Indian felicity of weaving all the
signs that the eye can gather inte a significant tale by connecting
links of judgment and natural inference, especially where the whole
case ranges within certain known limits of time and of apace. But in
this case two accidents forbade the application of their customary skill
to the circumstances. One was the want of snow at the time to re-
ceive the impression of his feet ; the other, the unusual length of time
through which his remains lay undiscovered. He had made the
~ ascent at the latter end of October,—a season when the final garment
of snow which clothes Helvellyn from the setting in of winter to the
sunny days of June has frequently not made its appearance, He was
not discovered until the following spring, when a shepherd, traversing
the coves of Helvellyn or of Fairfield in quest of a stray sheep, was
struck by the unusual sound {and its echo from the neighbouring
rocks) of a short quick bark, or cry of distress, as if from a dog or
young fox. Mr. Gough had not heer missed ; for those whoe saw or
knew of his ascent from the Wyburn side of the mountain took it for
granted that he had fulfilled his intention of descending in the opposite
direction into the valley of Patterdale, or into the Duke of Norfolk’s
deer-park on Ullswater, or possibly into Maiterdale, and that he had
finally quitted the country by way of Penrith. Having no reason,
therefore, to expect a domestic animal in a region so far from human
habitations, the shepherd was the more surprised at the sound and its
continued iteration. He followed its guniding, and came to a deep
hollow, near the awful curtain of rock called Striding-Edge. There,
at the foot of a tremendous precipice, lay the body of the unfortunate
tourist ; and, watching by his side, & meagre shadow, literally reduced
to a skin and to bones that couldgybe counted (for it is a matter of
absolute demonstration that he never could have obtaired either food
or shelter through his long winter’s imprisonment), sat this most faith-
fal of servants—mounting guard upon his master’s honoured body, and
protecting it (as he Aad done effectually) from all violation by the
birds of prey which haunt the central solitudes of Helvellyn s—— |

* How nourished through that lengih of time
He knows who gave that love sublime
And sense of loyal duty— great
Beyond all human estimate.”
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languished with a sort of despairing nympholepsy after intel-
leetual pleasures—ifor which he felt too well assured that Ais
term of allotted time, the short period of years through
which his relatives had been willing to support him at St.
Bees,! was rapidly drawing to an end. In fact, it was just
at hand ; and he was sternly required to takeé a long farewell
of the poets and geometricians for whose sublime contem-
plations he hungered and thirsted, Oue week was to have
transferred him to some huckstering concern, which not in any
spirit of pride he ever affected to despise, but which in utter
alienation of heart he loathed, as one whom nature, and his
own diligent cultivation of the opportunities recently opened
to him for a brief season, had dedicated to a far different
service. He mused—revolved his situation in his own
mind-—computed his power to liberate himself from the
bondage of dependency—ecalculated the chances of his ever
obtaining this liberation, from change in the position of his
family, or revolution in his own fortunes—and, finally,
attempted conjecturally to determine the amount of effect
which his new and illiberal employmenis might have upon
his own tnind in weaning him from his present elevated
tasks, and unfiiting him for their enjoyment in distant years,
when circumstances might again place it in his power to
indulge them.

These meditations were in part communicated to a friend,
and in part, also, the result to which they brought him,
That this result was gloomy his friend knew ; but not, as in
the end it appeared, that it was despairing. Such, however,
it was; and, accordingly, having satisfied himself that the
chances of a happicr destiny were for him slight or none
and having, by a last fruitless cffort, ascertained that there
was no hope whatever of mollifying his relatives, or of ob-
taining a years delay of hifsentence, he walked quietly up
to the cloudy wildernesses within Blencathara; read his
Aschylus (read, perhaps, those very scenes of the “ Prome-

1 §t, Bees, on the Cumberland coast, where there iz a theological
college for the education of young men intended for orders in the
Church of England, As this was not founded till 1816, De Quincey
may refer to the Grammar School, which dates from the sixteenth

century.—M.
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theus ” that pass amidst the wild valleys of the Caucasus,
and below the awful swmmits, untrod by man, of the ancient
Elborus) ; read him for the last time; for the last fime
fathomed the abyss-like subtleties of his favourite geome-
trician, the mighty Apolloniusl!; for the last time retraced
some parts of the narrative, so simple in its natural grandeur,
composed by that imperial captain, the most majestic man of
ancient history—

¢ The foremost man of all this world "'—

Julius the Dictator, the eldest of the Ceesars. These three
authors — Aschvlus, Apollonius, and Cwsar-—he studied
until the daylight waned and the stars began to appear.
Then he made a little pile of the three volumes, that served
him for a pillow ; took a dose, such as he had heard would
be sufficient, of laudanum j laid his head upon the monu-
ment which he himself seemed in fancy to have raised to
the three mighty spirits ; and, with his face upturned to the
heavens and the stars, slipped quietly away into a sleep upon
which no morning ever dawned. The landanum—whether
it were from the effect of the open air, or from some peculi-
arity of temperament—had not produced sickmess in the
first stage of its action, nor convulsions in the last. But,
from the serenity of his countenance, and from the tranquil
maintenance of his original supine position—for his head was
still pillowed upon the three intellectnal Titans, Greek and
Roman, and his eyes were still directed towards the stars—
it would appear that he had died placidly, and without a
struggle. In this way the imprudent boy,—who, like
Chatterton, would not wait for the change that a day might
bring,—obtained the liberty he sought. I describe him as
doing whatsoever he had described himself in his last con-
versations as wishing to do ; for whatsoever in his last scene
of life was not explained by the objects and the arrangement
of the objects about him found a sufficient solution in the
confidential explanations of his purposes which he had com-
municated, so far as he felt it safe, to his only friend.?

! Apollonins, a native of Perga in Pamphylia, and called “the
Great Geometer,” lived about B.C, 240,—M,
? bis story has been made the subject of a separate poem, entitled
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~ From this little special episode, where the danger was of
& more exceptional kind, let us fall back on .the more ordi-
nary case of shepherds, whose duties, in searching after
missing sheep, or after sheep surprised by sudden snow-
drifts, are foo likely, in all seasons of severity, to force them
upon facing dangers which, in relation to their natural
causes, must for ever remain the same. This uniformity it
is, this monotony of the danger, which authorizes our sur-
-prise and our indignation that long ago the resources of art
and human contrivance, in any one of many possible modes,
should not have been applied to the relief of an evil so
constantly recurrent. A danger that has no fixed root in
our social system suggests its own natural excuse when it
happens to be neglected. But this evil is one of frightful
ruin when it does take effect, and of eternal menace when it
does not. In some years it has gone near to the depopula-
tion of a whole pastoral hamlet, as respects the most vigorous
and hopeful part of its male population; and annually it
causes, by its mere contemplation, the heartache to many a
young wife and many an anxious mother. In reality,
amongst all pastoral districts where the field of their labour
lies in mountainous tracts, an allowance is a3 regularly made
for the loss of human life, by mists or storms suddenly en-
veloping the hills and surprising the shepherds, as for the
loss of sheep ; some proportion out of each class——shepherds
and sheep—is considered as a kind of tithe-offering to the
stern Goddess of Calamity, and in fhe light of a ransom for
those who escape. Grahame, the author of “The Sabbath,”

‘“ The Student of St. Bees,” by my friend Mr, James Payn of Cam-
“bridge. The volume is published by Macnillan, Cambridge, and con-
tains thoughts of great beauty, too likely fo escape the vapid and
irreflective reader. [The volume so referred to by De Quincey was
published in 1853 with the fitle * Poems: by James Payn, Author of
Stortes from Boccaccie” ; and the particular poem mentioned is a
piece of about a hundred lines in hercic conplets, It is a rather
remarkable coincidence that in the Life Drama of Alexander Smith,
which was published also in 1853, there is a passage, almost too
daringly powerful, deseribing a suicide by night on a mountain-top,
which one can suppose to have been suggested, just as Mr. Payn's
poem was, by the present incident in De Quincey’s Lake Reminiscences.
There, however, it is not a scholar, but a poet, that is the victim of
the suicidal melancholy.—M.]
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says that (confining himself to Scotland) he has known
winters in which a single parish lost as many as ten shep-
herds. And this mention of Grahame reminds me of a
useful and feasible plan proposed by him for obviating the
" main pressure of such sudden perils amidst snow and soli-
tude and night. I call it feasible with good reasom ; for
Grabame, who doubtless bad made the calculations, declares
that, for so trifling & sum as a few hundred pounds, every’
square mile in the southern counties of Scotland (that is, I
presume, thronghout the Lowlands) might be fitted up with
his apparatus, He prefaces his plan by one general remark,
to which I believe that every mountaineer will assent,
viz. that the wvast majority of deaths in such cases 1s
owing to the waste of animal power in trying to recover
the right direction, and probably it weuld be recovered
in a far greater number of instances were the advance per-
sisted in according to any unity of plan, But, partly, the
distraction of mind and irresolution under such circum-
stances cause the wanderer frequently to change his direction’
voluntarily, according to any new fancy that starts up to
beguile him ; and, partly, he changes it often insensibly and.
unconsciously, from the same cause which originally Jed him
astray. Obviously, therefore, the primary object should be
to compensate the loss of distinet vision,—which, for the
"present, is irreparable in that form,—by substituting an
appeal to another sense. That error which has been caunsed
by the obstruetion of the eye may be corrected by the sounder
information of the ear. Let crosses, such as are raised for
other purposes in Catholic lands, be planted at intervals—
suppose of one mile—in every direction. “Snow-storms,”
says Clrabaime, “are almost always accompanied with wind,
“ Suppose, then, a pole, fifteen feet high, well fixed In the
““ground, with two cross spars placed near the bottom, to
~denote the airts’ (or points of the compass): a bell hung
“at the top of this pole, with a piece of flat wood (attached
“to it) projecting upwards, would ring with the slightest
‘breeze. As they would be purposely made to have different
“ tones, the shepherd would scon be able to distinguish one.
“from another. He could never be more than a mile from
“ ong or other of them, On coming to the spot, he would at




156 TALES AND PROSE PHANTASIES

“once know the points of the compass, and, of course, the
“direction in which his home lay.”! Another protecting
cirenmstance would rise out of the simplicity of manners,
which is pretty sure to prevail in & mountainous region, and
the pious tenderness universaliy felt towards those situations
of peril which are incident to all alike—men and women,
parents and children, the strong and the weak., The crosses,
I would answer for it, whenever they are erected, will be
protected by a superstition, such as that which in Holland
protects the stork. But it would be right to strengthen this
feeling by instilling it as a principle of duty in the cate-
chisms of mountainous regions ; and verhaps, also, in order
to invest this duty with a rebgious sanetity, at the approach
of every winter there might be read from the altar a solemn
commination, such as that which the English Church appoints
for Ash-Wednesday — “Cursed is he that removeth his
neighbour’s landmark,” ete. ; to which might now be added,
~—%“ Cursed i3 he that causeth the steps of the wayfarer to go
astray, and layveth snares for the wanderer on the hills:
cursed is he that removeth the bell from the SNOW-cross.”
And every child might learn to fear a judgment of retribu-’
tion upon its own steps in case of any such wicked action,
by reading the tale of that Scottish sea-rover who, in order

““Po plague the Abbot of Aberbrothock,”

removed the bell from the Inchcape Rock ; which same
rock, in after days, and for want of this very warning bell,
inflicted miserable ruin upon himself, his ship, and his crew, 2
Once made sacred from violation, these crosses might after-
wards be made subjects of suitable ornament ; that is to say,
they might be made as picturesque in form, and colour, and -

! This, I think, is a quotation fron: Grahame's note to his poem
A Winter Sabbath Walk ; and in the original article of 1839 it was
followed by a longish extract from that poem, and by these words
w;th reference to Grahame’s proposal—¢‘ A more useful ﬂuggestmn
* was never made. Many thousands of lives would be saved in each
‘“century by the general adoption of Mr, Grahame's plan. " The
extract from Graliame’s poem, and these words in his praise, were
omitted in De Quincey’s reprint of 1854, —M.
? Southey’s well-known ballad of Sir Ralph th- an&r and the
- Inchcape Rock. —M. -



MEMORIALS OF GRASMERE 157

material, as the crosses of Alpine countries or the guide-posts
of England often are. The associated cirgumstances of storm
and solitude, of winter, of night, and wayfaring, would give
dignity to almost any form which had become familiar to the
eye a3 the one appropriated to this purpose ; and the par-
ticular form of a cross or erucifix, besides its own beanty,
would sugyest to the mind a pensive allegoric memorial of
that spiritual asylum offered by the same emblem to the poor..
erring roamer in our human pilgrimage, whose, steps are beset
with other snares, and whose heart is bewildéred by another
darkness and another storm,—by the darkness of guilt, or by
the storm of afffiction.!

I The original concluding paragraph of the paper in the Magazine
article of 1839 had been about three times as long as that which.
De Quincey retained in 1854,—inclnding, indeed, all that he then
retained, but consisting for the rest of a fritter of remarks towards a
practical modification of the poet Grahame’s plan for preventing the
_ deaths of travellers among hills or moors in snow-storms. De Quincey
t'.huuﬂ'ht {1} that the storm-crosses proposed by Grakame might be
usefr.ll even if, to save expense, they were placed at intervals of four:
miles mbt.ew.d of one, inasmuch as a iraveller would then be always
within two miles of one of them, and the wind would carry the sound
of a bell that distance, (2) that the crosses might be made of cast-
iron, (3) that each cross might be provided with a little hox or cell,
elevated abont eight feet from the ground, accessible by a ladder, and
capable of containing one person, (4) that it would not be amiss if,
after the sanctity of the crosses Liad been sufficiently established to
- protect thern froni theft, a small supply of brandy and biscuits were
lodged in each cell or box at the beginning of every winter, with a
few rockets and matches for lighting them. “If iron were too costly,”
he adds, ¢‘it might be used only for the little cell ; and the rest of
“‘{he structure might be composed with no expense at all, except the
“labour {and that wonld gencrally be given by public contribution
“from the neighbourhood), from the rude undressed stones which
‘“ gre always found lying about in such situations, and which are so
¢ sufficient for all purposes of strength that the field-walls, and W
““far the greater number of the dwe]lmﬂf hounses, in WEE:t'.murland
‘“are built of such materials, and, until Iate years, without mortar,”
To this mention of the nn?elty of ﬂlﬁ use of mortar in Westmorland
in such cases De Quincey could not resist subjoining a footnote, as
lollows :—*f This recent change in the art of rustic masonry by the
‘¢ adoption of mortar does not mark any advance in that art, but, on
‘“ the contrary, a decay of skill and care. Twenty years ago [1819],
‘“ when ‘dry’ walls were in general use except for a superior elass of
‘*houses, it was necessary to supply the want of mortar by a much .
‘e nicer adaptation of the stones to each other. But now this care is
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‘“regarded as qmite svperfluous; for the largest gaps and cavities
- **amongst the stones are filled up with mortar ; meantime, the walls

““built in this way afe not so _impervious either to rain or wind as
““those built upon the old patent construction of the past generation.”
—All this is interesting enough ; but De Quincey, when he reprinted
the KarLY MEMORIALS OF ORASMERE in 1854, showed artistic tact in
gsweeping it all away, and closing a paper of this kind poetically and
musically, rather than with a bristle of such mechanical minutiwm.



THE SPANISH MILITARY NUN1

1.—An Extra Nuisance ts tntroduced into Spain

ON a night in the year 1592 (but which night iz a secret
liable to 365 answers), a Spanish “son of somebody” (e
hidalgo), in the fortified town of St. Sebastian,? received the
disagreeable intelligence from a nuese that his wife had just
- presented him with a daughter. No present that the poor
- misjudging lady eould possibly have made him waa sb entirely
useless towards any purpose of his. He had three daughters
already; which happened to be more by 2 4 1, according to
his reckoning, than any reasonable allowance of daughters.

1 This story appeared first in three instalments, each headed with
~ the words * By Thomas De Quincey,” in the numbers of Tait's Edin-
burgh Magazine for May, June, and July 1847, 1t appeared then,
however, under the clumsier title of THE NAUTICO-MILITARY NUN OF
- SpPAIN. The change of title was made in 1854, when De Quincey
weprinted the paper in vol. iil of the Collective Edition of his writings
There wers alterations ab the same time in the text of the story, and
in some particulars of ita form and arrangement. The most important
- of these was the division of the text, which had previously been
printed in block, into a succession of short chapters, each topped with
a smart descriptive summary of its purport, after the fashion of the
Spanish novels of roguish adventure, and of some later English novels.
This device is, of course, retained in the present reproduction, As the
story professes to be a real one, derived from old Spanish records,
Eumethmg will have to be said respeﬂtmg De Quincey's authorities and
‘Ma immediate materials, The information, however, will be best given
in an appended editorial note at the close, M. |
% St. Sebustian : a sea-coast town in the north of Spain, in that
corner of the Bay of Biscay where Spain begins to be divided from
France by the chain of the Pyrenees. —M.
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‘A supernumerary son might have been stowed away ; but
supernumerary daughters were the very nuisance of Spain.
‘He did, therefore, what in such cases every proud and lazy
‘Spanish gentleman endeavoured to do. And surely 1 need
“not interrupt myself by any parenthesis to inform the base
,British reader, who makes it his glory to work hard, that
‘the peculiar point of honour for the Spanish gentleman lay
in precisely these two qualities of pride and laziness; for, if he
~were not proud, or had anything to do, what could you look
for but ruin to the old Spanish aristderacy ? some of whom
‘boasted that no member of their house (unless illegitimate,
and a mere terre filius) had done a day’s work since the
Flood. In the ark they admitted that Noah kept them
tightly to work ; because, in fact, there was %o do that
must be donc by somebody. But, once anclored upon
Ararat, they insisted upon it most indignantly that no
ancestor of the Spanish noblesse had ever worked, except
through his slaves. _And with a view to new leases of 1dle-
uess, through new generations of slaves, 1t was (a3 many
people think) that Spaiu went so heartily into the enterprises
of Cortez and Pizarro. A sedentary body of Dons, without
needing to uncross their thrice-noble legs, would thus levy
eternal tributes of gold and silver upon eternal mines, through
eternal successions of nations that had been, and were to'be, .
‘enslaved. Meantime, until these golden visions should be:
‘realised, aristocratic daughters, who constituted the hereditary
..torment of the true Castilian Don, were to be disposed of in
the good old way, viz. by quartering them for life upon nun-
neries: a plan which entailed no sacrifice whatever upon any~
of the parties concerned, except, indeed, the little insignificant
“sacrifice of happiness and natural birthrights to the danghters.
But this little inevitable wreck, when placed in the counter
scale to the magnificent purchase of eternal idieness for an
aristocracy so ancient, was surely entitled to little attention
amongst philosophers. Daughters must perish by genera-
tions, and ought to be proud of perishing, in order that their
papas, being hidalgos, might luxuriate in laziness. Accord
ingly, on this system, our hidalgo of St. Sebastian wrapped
the new little daughter, odious to his patermal eyes, in E
pocket-handkerchief, and then, wrapping np his own throat
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with a great deal more care, off he bolied to the neighbouring
- convent of St Sebastian,—meaning by that term not merely

a convent of that city, but aiso (amongst several convents)
the one dedicated to that saint. It 18 well that in this
quarrelsome world we quarrel furiously aboutf tastes ; since,
agreeing too closely about the objects to be liked, we should
agree too clogely about the objects to be appropriated ; which
would breed much more fighting than is bred by disagreeing,
- That little human tadpole, which the old toad of a father
would not saffer to stay ten minutes in his house, proved as
welcome at the nunnery of St. Sebastian as she was odious at
home. -The lady supserior of the convent was aunt, by the
mother's side, to the new-born stranger. She therefore
kissed and blessed the little lady. The poor nuns, who were
never todiave any babies of their own, and were languishing
for some amusement, perfectly doated on this prospect of a
wee pet. The superior thanked the hidalgo for his very,
splendid present. The nuns thanked him, each and all;
" until the old eroeodile actually began to whimper sentiment-
ally at what he now perceived to Le excess of munificence in
‘himself. Munificence, indeed, he remarked, was his fmble,
next after parental tenderness.

2——Wait « litle, Hiudalgo !

What a luxury it ig, sometimes, to a cynic that there go
two words to a bargain. In the convent of St. Sebastian all
was gratitude ; gratitude (as aforesaid) to the ludalgo from
~all the convent for his present, until at last the hidalgo began
to express gratitude to them for their gratitude to ham. Then
came a rolling fire of thanks to Bf. Sebastian: from the
superior, for sending a future saint; from the nuns, for
sending such a love of a plaything ; and, finally, from papa,
. for sending such substantial board and well-bolted lodgings:
“from which,” said the malicious old feilow, “my pussy will
never find her way out to a thorny and dangerous world.” :
Won't she ? I suspect, son of somebody, that “the next time -
you see “pussy,” which may happen to be also the last, will
not be in a convent of any kind. At present, whilst this

general render:ing of thanks was going on, one person only

L o Fah J - o g
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took no part in them. That person was “pussy,” whose
little figure lay quietly stretched out in the arms of a smiling
young nun, with eyes nearly shut, yet peering a little at the
candles. Pussy said nothing. I¥s of no great use to say
- much when all the world is against you. But, if St. Sebastian
- had enabled her to speak out the whole truth, pussy would
have said: “So, Mr. Hidalgo, you have been engaging
lodgings for me, lodgings for life. Wait a little, We'll try
that question when my claws are grown a little longer.”

3.—Symptoms of Mutiny

~ Disappointment, therefore, was gathering ahead. Bug for
the present there was nothing of the kind, That noble old
crocodile, papa, was not in the least disappointed ag regarded
his expectation of having no anxiety to waste, and no money
to pay, on account of his youngest danghter. He insisted on
his right to forget her ; and in a week had forgotten her,
never to think of her again, but once. The lady superior, as
regarded her demands, was equally content, and through a
-course of several years ; for, as often as she asked pussy if
she would be a saint, pussy replied that she would if saints
were allowed plenty of sweetmeats. But least of all were
~the nuns disappointed. Everything that they had
possible in a human -plaything fell short of what pussy
realised in racketing, racing, and eternal plots against the
peace of the elder nuns. No fox ever kept a hen-roost in
such alarm as pussy kept the dormitory of the senior sisters ;
whilst the younger ladies were run off their legs by the
eternal wiles, and had their gravity discomposed, even i1
chapel, by the cternal antics, of this privileged little kitten.
The kitten had long ago received a baptismal NAme,~—
which was Kitty, or Kate ; and that in Spanish is Catalina.
It was a good name, as it recalled her original name of
“pussy” And, by the way, she had also an ancient and
honourable surname —viz, De Erauso ; which i to this day
~a mame rooted in Biscay. Her father, the hidalgo, was a
nilitary officer in the Spanish service, and had little eare
whether his kitten should turn out a wolf or a lamb, having
"made over the fee-simple of his own interest in the litile
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Kate to St. Sebastian, “to have and to hold,” so long as
Kate should keep her hold of this present life. Kate had
no apparent intention to let slip that hold ; for she was
blooming as a rose-bush in June, tall and strong as a young
cedar.” Yet, notwithstanding this robust health, which for-
bade one to think of separation from St. Sebastian by death,
and notwithstanding the strength of the convent walls, which
forbade one to think of any other separation, the fime was
drawing near when St. Sebastian’s lease in Kate must, in
legal phrase, “determine,” and any chateaux en Espagne that !
the saint might have built on the cloistral fidelity of his pet
(atalina must suddenly give way in one hour, like many.
other vanities in our own days of Spanish growth, such as’
Spanish constitutions and charters, Spanish financial reforms, .
Spanish bonds, and other litfle varieties of Spanish ostenta-

tious mendacity. -'

4.—The Symptoms Thicken.

After reaching her tenth year, Catalina became thoughtful
and not very docile, At times she was even headstrong and -
turbulent, so that the gentle sisterhood of St. Sebastian, who
had no other pet or plaything in the world, began to weep .
- in secret, fearing that they might have been rearing by
. mistake some future tigress; for, as to infancy, thet, you
know, is playful and innocent even in the cubs of a tigress..
But there the ladies were going ftoo far. Clatalina wag im-
petuous and aspiring, violent sometimes, headstrong and
haughty towards those who presumed upen her youth,
absolutely rebeilious against all open harshness, but still
penerous and most forgiving, disdainful of petty arts, and
emphatically a noble girl. She was gentle, if people would:
let her be so. But woe to those who took liberties with her /-
A female servant of the convent, in some authority, one day,
in passing up the aisle to matins, «wilfully gave Kate a push;
and, in return, Kate, who never left her debts in arrear, gave |
the servant for a keepsake such a look as that servant carried
" with her in fearful remembrance fo her grave. 1t seemed as
if Kate had tropie blood in her veins that continually called
her away to the tropics. It was all the fault of that “blue-
rejoicing sky,” of those purple Biscayan mountains, of that
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glad - tuninltuons ocean, which she beheld daily from the
nunnery gardens, Or, if only half of it was therr fault, the
other half lay in those golden tales, streaming upwards even
into the sanctuaries of convents, like morning mists touched
by earliest sunlight, of kingdoms overshadowing a new world
which had been founded by her kinsmen with the simple aid
of a horse and a lance. The reader is to remember that this
is no romance, or at least no fiction, that he is reading ; and
it is proper to remind the reader of real romances in Ariosto
or our own Spenser that such martial ladies as the Marfisa
or Bradamant of the first, and Britomart of the other,
were really not the improbabilities that modern society
imagines. Many a stout man, as you will soon see, found
that Kate, with a sabre in hand, and well mounted, was no
romance at all, but far too serious a fact,

5.-——*Gﬂnd-m'ght, St. Sebastran !

The day is come—the evening is come—when our poor
Kate, that had for fifteen years been so tenderly rocked in
the arms of St. Sebastian and his daughters, and that hence-
forth shall hardly find a breathing space between eternal
storms, must see her peaceful cell, must see the holy chapel,
for the last time, It was at vespers, it was during the
chanting of the vesper service, that she finally read the
secret signal for her departure, which long she had been
looking for. It happened that her aunt, the Lady Principal,
had forgotten her breviary. As this was in a private
scrutoire, the prudent lady did not chodse to send a servant
for it, but gave the key to her niece. The niece, on opening
the scrutoire, saw, with that rapidity of eye-glance for the.
one thing needed in great emergencies which ever attended
her through life, that now was the moment, now had the
clock struck for an opportunity which, if neglected, might
never return. There lay the total keys, in one Imassive
trousseau, of that monastic fortress, impregnable even to
arniies from without. St. Sebastian ! do you see what your
pet is going to do?¥ And do it she will, as sure as your
name is St. Sebastian. Kate went back to her aunt with the
breviary and the key, bui taking good care fo leave thab
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awful door, on whose hinge revolved all her future life,
unlocked. Delivering the two articles to the superior, she
complained of headache—{(ah, Kate! what did you know of
headaches )-—upon whichsher annt, kissing her forehead,
dismisscd her to bed. Now, then, through three-fourths of .
an hour Kate will have free elbow-room for unanchoring her’
boat, for nnshipping her oars, and for pulling ahead right out
of St. Sebastian’s cove into the main ocean of life, |

Catalina, the reader is to understand, does not belong to-
the class of persons in whom pre-eminently I profess an
inferest. But everywhere one loves eneray #nd indomitalle
courage. And always what is best in its kind one admires,
even where the kind may happen to be not specially attractive.
Kate's advantages for her »dle in this life lay in four things:
viz. in a well-built person and a particularly strong wrist ;
2d, in a heart that nothing could appal ; 3d, in a sagacious
head, never drawn aside from the hoc age (from the instant
question of the hour) by any weakness of imagination ; 4th,
in a tolerably thick skin,—mot literally, for she was fair and
- blooming and eminently handsome, having such a skin, in
fact, as became a young woman of family in northernmost
Spain ; but her sensibilities were obtuse as regarded some
modes of delicacy, some modes of equity, some modes of the
world’s opinton, and @/l modes whatever of personal hardship.
Lay a stress on that word some—Tor, as to delicacy, she never
lost sight of that kind which peculiarly concerns her 8eX,
Long afterwards she told the Pope himself, when confessing
without disguise to the paternal old man her sad and in- -
finite wanderings (and I feel convinced of her veracity), that -
in this respect—viz. all which concerned her sexual honour
—ecven then she was as pure as a child, And, as to equity,
it was only that she substituted the rude natural equity of
camps for the specious and conventional equity of courts and
towns, 1 must add, though at the cost of interrupting the
story by two or three more sentences, that Cataling had also
a fifth advantage, which sounds humbly, but is really of use
in a world where even to fold and seal a letter adroitly is not
theflowest of accomplishments. She was a handy girl. She
could turn her hand to anything ; of which I will give you
two memorable instances. Was there ever a girl in this
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world but herself that cheated and smapped her fingers at
that awful Inguisition which brooded over the convents of
"Spain ? that did this without collusion from outside ; trusting
to nobody but to herself, and wha# beside ? to one needle, two
skeins of thread,and a bad pair of scissors! For that the scissors
were bad, though Kate does not say so in her memoirs, 1
know by an o prior: argument : viz. because all scissors were
bad in the year 1607. Now, say all decent logicians, from
& universal to a particular valet comsequentia, the right of
“inference is good. Al scissors were bad, ergo some Scissors
‘were bad. Thé®second instance of her handiness will surprise
you even more —She once stood upon a scaffold, under
‘gentence of death (but, understand, on the evidence of false
_witnesses).  Jack Ketch—or, as the present generation cails
~ him, “ Mr. Calcraft,” or ¢ Caleraft, Esq” —was absolutely
tying the knot under her ear, and the shameful man of ropes
fumbled so deplorably, that Kate (who by much nautical
experience had learned from another sort of “Jack” how a
knot should be tied in this world) lost all patience with the
contemptible artist, told him she was ashamed of him, took
the rope out of his hand, and tied the knot irreproachably -
herself. The crowd saluted her with a festal roll, long and.
loud, of tvas; and, this word wvive being a word of good.
augury But stop ; let me not anticipate.

From this sketch of Catalina’s character the reader is
prepared to understand the decision of her present proceeding.
She had no time to lose: the twilight, it is true, favoured
her ; but in any season twilight is as short-lived as a farthing
rushlight ; and she must get under hiding before pursuit
commenced. Consequently she lost not one of her forty-five
minutes in picking and choosing. No shally-shally in Kate.
She saw with the eyeball of an eagle what was indispensable:
Some little money perhaps, in the first place, to pay the first
" toll-bar of life : so, out of four shillings in Aunty’s purse, or
what amounted to that English sum in various Spanisk coins,
she took one. You can’t say that was exorbitant. Which of
ug wouldn’t subscribe a shilling for poor Kate, to put into
the first trouser-pockets that ever she will wear ? I rementber
even yet, as a personal experience, that, when first arrayed,
~at four years old, in nankeen trousers, though still so far
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rctaining hermaphrodite relations of dress as 1o wear a
petticoat above my trousers, all my female friends (because
they pitied me, as one that had suffered from years of ague)
filled my pockets with half-crowns, of which I can render no
account at this day. But what were my poor pretensions by
the side of Kate’s 7 Kate was a fine blooming girl of fifteen,
with no touch of ague; and, before the next sun rises, Kate
shall draw on her first trousers, made by her own hand;
and, that she may do so, of all the valuables in aunty’s
mpﬂmtﬂr}r she takes nuthmg beside, first (for I detest your
ridiculous and most pedantic nealnglsm of firstly Dy first, the
shilling, for which I have already given a receipt,~—secondly,
two skeins of suitable thread,—thirdly, one stout needle, and
(as I told you before, if you would please to remember things)
one bad pair of scissors. Now she was ready ; ready to cast
off St. Sebastian’s towing-rope ; ready to cut and run for
port anywhere ; which port (according to a smart American
adage) is to be looked for “at the back of beyond” The
finishing touch of her preparations was to pick out the proper
keys : even there she showed the same discretion. She did
no gratnitous mischief. She did not take the wine-cellar
key, which would have irritated the good father-confessor; she
did not take the key of the closet which held the peppermint-
water and other cordials, for that would have distressed the
elderly nuns, She took those keys only that belonged to
her, if ever keys did ; for they were the keys that locked her
out from her natural birthright of liberty. Very different
views are taken by different parties of this particular act
now meditated by Kate, The Court of Rome treats it as the
immediate suggestion of Hell, and open to no forgiveness.
Another Court, far loftier, ampler, and of larger authority—
viz. the Court which holds its dreadful tribunal in the human
heart and conscience—pronounces this act an inalienable
privilege of man, and the mere reassertion of a birthright
that can neither be bought nor sold.

1 Characteristic of De Quinecey, and worth remembering 1—M.
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6.— Kate's First Bivouac and Ferst March.

~ Right or wrong, however, in Romish casuistry, Kate was
resolved to let herself out; and did; and, for fear any man
shonld creep in while vespers lasted, and steal the kitchen
grate, she Jocked her old friends #n. Then she sought a
gshelter. The air was moderately warm. She hurried into
a chestnut wood ; and upon withered leaves, which furnished
to Kate her very first bivouac in a long suceession of such
experiences, she slept till earliest dawn., Spanish diet and
youth leave the digestion undisordered, and the slumbers
light., When the lark rose, up rose Catalina, No time to
lose ; for she was still in the dress of a nun, and therefore,
by a law too flagrantly notorious, liable to the peremptory
challenge and arrest of any man-— the very meanest or
poorest—in all Spain, With her armed finger (ay, by the
way, I forgot the thimble; but Kate did nof), she set to
work upon her amply-emhroidered petticoat. She turned it
wrong side out ; and, with the magic that only female hands
possess, had she soon sketched and finished a dashing
pair of Wellington trousers. All other changes were made
according to the materials she possessed, and quite sufficiently
to disgnise the two main perils-—her sex, and her monastic
dedication, What was she to do mnext? Speaking of
‘Wellington frousers anywhere in the north of Spain would
remind us, but could hardly remind her, of Vittoria, where
she dimly had heard of some maternal relative. To Vittoria,
therefore, shie bent her course ! ; and, like the Duke of Well-
ington, but arriving more than two centuries earlier, she
gained a great victory at that place. She had made a two
days’ march, with no provisions but wild bherries; she
depended, for anything better, as light-heartedly as the duke,
upon attacking sword in hand, storming her dear friend’s
intrenchments, and effecting a lodgment in his breakfast-
room, should he happen to possess one. This amiable. rela.

1 ¢ Vittoria " :—A town in the same province of Spain as St. Sebas-
tian, but about fifty miles inland. There Wellington gained one of his
greatest Peninsular War victories over the Fremeh, on the 21st of
June 1813.—M. |
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tive proved to be an elderly man, who had but one foible,~—
or perhaps it was a virtue,—which had by continual
development overshadowed his whole nature: it was
pedentry. On that hint Catalina spoke: she knew by
heart, from the of the convent, a good number of
Latin phrases. Latin !—Oh, but fhat was charming; and
in one so young! The grave Don owned the soft impeach-
ment ; relented at once, and clasped the hopeful young
gentleman in the Wellington trousers to his uncular and
rather angular breast. In this house the yarn of life was of
a mingled quality., The table was good, but that was
exactly what Kate cared least about. On the other hand,
the amusement was of the worst kind. It consisted chielly
in conjugating Latin verbs, especially such as were -obsti-
nately irregular; To show him a withered frost-bitten verb,
that wanted its preterite, wanted its gerunds, wanted its
supines,—wanted, in fact, everything in this world, fruits or
blossoms, that make a verb desirable,—was to earn the Don’s
gratitude for life. All day long he was, as you may say,
marching and counter-marching his favourite brigades of
- verbs—rverbs frequentative, verbs Inceptive, verbs desidera-
tive—horse, foot, and artillery ; changing front, advancing
from the rear, throwing out skirmishing parties; until Kafte,
not given to faint, must have thought of such a resource,—as
once in her life she had thought so seasonably of a vesper
headache. This was really worse than St. Sebastian’s. It
reminds one of a French gaiety in Thiebault ; who describes
a rustic party, under equal despair, as employing themselves
in conjugating the verb Sennuyer—Je m’ennute, tu {ennuies, 1l
gennuil ; nous nous ennuyons, &e. ; thence to the imperfect—
Je m'ennuyors, tu tennuyoss, &c. ; thence to the imperative—
Quil sennuye, &c. ; and so on, through the whole dolorous
conjugation, Now, you know, when the time comes that
nous nous ennuyons, the best course is to part. Kate saw
that ; and she walked off from the Don’s (of whose amorons
passion for defective verbs one would have wished to know
the catastrophe), taking from his mantelpiece rather more
silver than she bad levied on her aunt. But then, observe,
the Don also was a relative ; and really he owed her a small
- cheque on his banker for furning out on his field-days, A
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man, if he 43 & kinsman, has no unlimited privilege of boring
one; an uncle has a qualified right to bore his nephews, even
when they happen to be nieces ; but he has no right to bore
either nephew or niece gratis.

7.—Kate at Court, where she prescribes Phlebolomy, and 1s
Promoted. - |

From Vittoria, Kate was guided by a carrier to Valla-
dolid.! Luckily, as it seemed at first,—but, in fact, it made
little difference in the end,-—-here, at Valladolid, were
assemibled the King and his Court. Consequently, there
was plenty of regiments, and plenty of regimental bands.
Attracted by one of these, Catalina was quietly listening to
the music, when some street ruffians, in derision of the gay
colours and the particular form of her. forest-made costume
(rascals | what sort of trousers would they have made with no
better scissors ?), began to pelt her with stones. Ah, my
friends of the genus blackguard, you little know who it is
that you are selecting for experiments! This is the one
creature of fifteen years old in all Spain, be the other male
or female, whom mnature, and temper, and provocation have
gualified for taking the conceit out of you! 'This she very
soon did, laying open with sharp stones more heads than either
one or two, and letting out rather too little than too much of
bad Valladolid blood. But mark the constant villainy of
this world ! Certain Alguazils? — very like some other
Algnazils that I know of nearer home——having stood by
quietly to see the friendless stranger insulted and assaulted,
now felt 1t their duty to apprehend the poor nun for her
most natural retaliation ; and, had there been such a thing
as & treadmill in Valladolid, Kate was booked for a place on
it without further inquiry. Luckily, injustice does not
always prosper. A gallant young cavalier, who had wit-
nessed from his windows the whole affair, had seen the pro-
vocation, and admired Catalina’s behaviour, equally patient

L Valladolid, in Old Castille, about 140 miles south-west from

Vittoria, —M.
* Alguazils, police-officers : a Spanish word from the Arabic or

Moorish af (the} and wazir (officer, vizier),—M,
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at first and bold at last, hastenegd into the street, pursued the
officers, forced them to release their prisoner upon stating the
circumnstances of the case, and instantly offered to Catalina a
situation amongst his retinue, He was a man of birth and
fortune ; and the place offered, that.of an honorary page, not
being at all degrading even to a “ daughter of somebody,” was
cheerfully accepted.

8,-—Too Good to Last!

Here Catalina spent a happy quarter of a year. She was
now splendidly dressed in dark blue velvet, by a tailor that
did not work within the gloom of a chesinut forest. She
and the young cavalicr, Don Francisco de Cardenas, were
mutually pleased, and had mutual confidence, All went
well, until one evening (but, luckily, not before the sun had
been set so long as to make all things indistinet) who should
march into the antechamber of the cavalier but that sublime
of crocodiles, papa, whom we lost sight of fifieen years ago,
and shall never see again after this night. He had his
crocodile tears all ready for use, in working order, ltke a
good industrious fire-engine. Whom will he speak to first
in this lordly mansion? It was absolutely to Catalina her-
self that he advanced ; whom, for many reasons, he could
not be supposed to recognise—lapse of years, male attire,
twilight, were all against him. Still, she might have the
family countenance ; and Kate fancied (but it must have
been a fancy) that he looked with a suspicious scrutiny into
her face, as he inquired for the young Don. To avert her
own face, to announce him to Don Francisco, to wish papa
on the shores of that ancient river, the Nile, furnished but
. one moment’s work to the active Catalina. She lingered,
however, as her place entitled her to do, at the door of the
sudience-chamber. She guessed already, but in a moment
she heard from papa’s lips, what was the nature of his
errand. His daughter Catherine, he informed the Don, had
gloped from the convent of St. Sebastian, a place rich in
delight, radiant with festal pleasure, overflowing with
luxury. Then he laid open the unparalleled ingratitude of
such a step. Oh, the unseen treasure that had been spent
upon that girl! Oh, the untold sums of money, the
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unknown amounts of cash,, that had been sunk in that
unhappy speculation ! The nights of sleeplessness suffered
during her infancy! The fifteen years of solicitude thrown
away In schemes for her improvement! It would have
moved the heart of a stone. The hidalgo wept copiously
at his own pathos And to such a height of grandenr
had he carried his Spanish sense of the sublime that
he disdained to mention—yes! positively not even in a
parenthesis» would he condescend to notice—that pocket-
handkerchief which he had Ieft at St. Sebastian’s fifteen
years ago, by way of envelope for ©pussy,” and which, to
the best of pussy’s knowledge, was the one sole memorandum
of papa ever heard of at St Sebastian’s. Pussy, however,
sgaw no use In revising and correcting the text of papa’s
remembrarices. She showed her usual prudence, and her
usual incomparable decision. 1t did not appear, as yet, that
she would be reclaimed (or was at all snspected for the fugi-
tive) by her father, or by Don Cardenas. For it is an
instance of that singular fatality which pursued Catalina
through life that, to her own astonishment (as she now
collected fromn her father’s conference), nobody had traced
her to Valladelid, nor had her father’s visit any connexion
with any suspicious traveller in that direction. The case
was quitc different. Strangely cnough, her street row had
thrown her, by the purest of accidents, into the one sele
household in all Spain that had an official connexion with
St. Sebastian’s. That convent had been founded by the
young cavalier’s family ; and, according to the usage of
Spain, the young man (as present representative of his
house) was the responsible protector and official visitor of
the establishment., It was not to the Don as harbourer of
_his daughter, but to the Don as hereditary patron of the
convent, that the hidalgo was appealing. This heing so,
Kate might have staid safely some time longer. Yef, again,
that would bui have multiplied the clues for tracing her ;
and, finally, she would too probably have been discovered ;
after which, with all his youthful generosity, the poor Don
could not have protected her. Too terrific was the venge-
ance that awaited an abettor of any fugitive nun ; but, above
all, 1f such a crime were perpetrated by an-official msndatory
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of the Church. Yet, again, so far it was the more hazard-
ous cotrse to abscond that it almost revealed her to the
young Don as the missing daughter. Still, if it really had
that effect, nothing at preseni obliged him to pursue her, as
might have been the case a few weeks later. Kate argned
(I daresay) rightly, as she always did. Her prudence whis-.
pered eternally that safety there was none for her until she
had laid the Atlantic between herself and St, Sebastian’s.
- Life was to be for her a Bay of Biscay ; and it was odds but
she had first embarked upon this billowy life from the
literal Bay of Biscay. Chance ordered otherwise. Or, as a
Frenchman says, with eloquent ingenuity, in connexion with
this very story, “ Chance is but the pseudonym of God for
those particular cases which he dees not choose to subscribe
openly with his own sign-manual.” She crept upstairs to
her bedroom. Simple are the travelling preparations of
those that, possessing nothing, have no imperials to pack.
She had Juvenal’s qualification for carolling gaily through a
forest full of robbers!; for she had nothing to lose but a
change of linen, that I‘ﬂdﬁ easily enough under her left arm,
leaving the right free for answering the questions of imperti-
nent customers. As she crept downstairs, she heard the
crocodile still weeping forth his sorrows to the pensive ear of
twilight, and to the sympathetic Don Francisco. Ah! what
a beautiful idea occurs to me at this point! Once, on the
hustings at Liverpool, I saw a mob orator, whose brawling
mouth, open to its widest expansion, suddenly some larking-
gailor, by the most dexterous »of shots, plugged np with a
paving-stone. Here, now, at Valladolid was another mouth
that equally required plugging. What a pity, then, that
some gay brother-page of Kate’s had not been there to turn
aside into the room armed with a roasted potato, and, taking
a sportsman’s aim, to have lodged it in the crocodile’s
abominable mouth! Yet, what an anachronism ! There
were no roasted potatoes in Spain at that date (1608); whick

1 An allusion to the line in Juvenal's Tenth Satire : —
‘f Cantabit vacuus coram latrone viator ”;

‘which may be translated ;-—
*The empty- pmkated tramp will sing in the face of u rnhbefp:'-:-hi.
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can Le apodeictically proved, because in Spain there were no
potatoes at all, and very few in England: DBuf anger drives
a man to say anything.

9.—How to choose Lodgings.

Catalina had seen her last of friends and enemies In
Valladolid. Short was her time there; but she had improved
‘it g0 far as to make a few of both. There wag an eye or two
in Valladolid that would have glared with malice upon her,
had she been seen by all eyes in that city as she iripped
through the streets in the dusk ; and eyes there were that
would have softened into tears, had they seen the desolate
condition of the child, or in vision had seen the struggles
‘that were- before her, But what’s the use of wasting tears
upon our Kate? Wait till to-morrow morning at sunrise,
and sce if she is particularly in need of pity. What, now,
should a young lady do—I propose it as a subject for a prize
essay—that finds herself in Valladelid at nightfall, having no
letters of introduction, and not aware of any reason, great or
small, for preferring this or that street in general, except so
far as she knows of some rcason for avoiding one street in
particular? The great problem I have stated Kate investi-
cated as she went along ; and she solved it with the accuracy
which she ever applied to practical exigencies. Her con-
clugion was — that the best door to knock af, in such a
case, was the door where there was no need o knock at all,
as being deliberately left open to all comers. For she argued
that within such a door there would be nothing to steal, so
that, at least, you could not be mistaken in the dark for a
thief. Then, as to stealing from her, they might do that if
they could.

Upon these principles, which hostile critics will in vain
endeavour to undermine, she laid her hand upon what seemed
a2 rude stable-door. Such it proved ; and the stable was not
absolutely empty: for there was a cart inside—a four-wheeled
cart. True, there was so; but you couldn't take that away
in your pocket ; and there were also five loads of straw—but
‘then of those a lady could take nmo more than her relitule
would carry ; which perhaps was allowed by the courtesy of
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Spain. So Kal® was right as to the difficulty of being
challenged fora thief. Closing the door as gently as she had
opened it, she dropped her person, handsomely dressed as she
was, upon the nearest heap of straw. Some ten feet further
were lying two muleteers, honest and happy enough, as com-
pared with the lords of the bedchamber then in Valladolid ;
but stiil gross men, carnally deaf from eating garlic and
ontons and other horrible substances. Accordingly, they
never heard her, nor were aware, until dawn, that such a
blooming person existed. Butf she was aware of them, and of
their conversation. In the intervals of their sleep, they
talked much of an expedition to America, on the point of
salling under Don Ferdinand de Cordova. It was to sail
from some Andalusian port. That was the thing for her. At
daylight she woke, and jumped up, needing little more toilet
than the birds that already were singing in the gardens, or .
than the ftwo muleteers, who, -— good, honest fellows, —
saluted the handsome boy kindly, thinking no il at his
making free with thewr straw, though no leave had been
asked. | |
With these philo-garlic men Kate took her departure.
The morning was divine; and, leaving Valladolid with the
transports that befitted such a golden dawn,—feeling also
already, in the very obscurity of her exit, the pledge of her
final escape,—she cared no longer for the crocodile, nor for
5t Sebastian, nor (in the way of fear) for the protector of St.
Sebastian, though of Ahim she thought with sonie tenderness ;
80 deep 18 the remembrance of kindness mixed with justice.
Andalusia she reached rather slowly; many weeks the
journey cost her; but, after all, what are weeks? She
reached Seville many months belore she was sixteen years
old, and quite in time for the expedition.!

1 Arrived at Seville in Andalusia after her long journey, Kate, the
reader will undersiand, was now in the south of Spain, at the extreme
opposite point of the map from her native 8f. Sebastian, having
traversed the entire diagonal distance of more than 450 miles betweep
the two places.—DL.
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10,—An Ugly Dilemma, where Right and Wrong s reduced
to a Question of Right or Left.

Ugly indeed js that dilemma where shipwreck and the
gea are on one side of you, and famine on the other, or, if a
chance of escape is offered, apparently it depends upon taking
the right road where there 1s no guide-post.

St. Lucar being the port of rendezvous for the Peruvian
expedition, thither she went.! All comers were welcome on
board the fleet ; much more a fine young fellow like Kate.
She was at once engaged as a mate; and her ship, in
particular, after doubling Cape Horn without loss, made the
coast of Peru. Paita was the port of her destination? Very:
near to this port they were, when a storm threw them upon:
a coral reef. There was little hope of the ship from the
first, for she was unmanageable, and was not expected to hold
together for twenty-four hours. In this condition, with
death before their faces, mark what Kate did ; and please to
remember it for her benefit, when she does any other little
thing that angers you. The crew lowered the long-boat.
Vainly the captain protested against this disloyal desertion
of a king’s ship, which might yet, perhaps, be run on shore,
8o as to save the stores. All the crew, to a man, deserted the
captain. You may say that literally; for the single exception
was not a man, being our bold-hearted Kate.. She was the
only sailor that refused to leave her captain, or the King of
Spain’s ship. The rest pulled away for the shore, and with
fair hopes of reaching it. But one half-hour told another
tale. Just about that time came a broad sheet of lightning,
which, through the darkness of evening, revealed the boat in

“St Lucar” :—A seaport of Andalusia, at the mouth of the Gruadal-
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