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W ho would believe what strange bugbears
M ankind creates itself of fears ?

That spring like fern, that insect weed

E quivocally, w ithout seed

A nd have no possible foundation

B ut m erely in th ' im a g in ation
A nd yet can do m ore dreadful feats,
Than hags, w ith all th eir im ps and teats
” 4Make m ore bewitch 2nd .haunt them selves,

J V. Than all th e ir, jiKirseri<cSf( o f $lves.
* oy e xex*x UU * 9 J

E qgr fgar doe” things .sp lik e a w itch

T is Iljard £ ';'u t;ijd d ]Je -\vhich 1is w hich
“J* 4% » w H

Sets,up com m unities of senses

'‘Jo>hop antU hsm ge;intelligences;

*  x J pe'* Kk \VA]

A's R osicrusian virtuo sis

C an see w ith ears, and hear w ith noses
A nd when thev neither see nor hear,
Have m ore than both supplied by fe ar;

That makes 'em in th e dark see visions,
A nd hag them selves w ith apparitions

And when their eyes discover least,

D iscern the subtlest objects best,

H uadibras
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Persons, a fter a debauch of liguor, or under the influence o f
te rror, or in th e d e liria of a fever, or in a fit of lunacy, or even
w a lking in th e ir sleep, have had th e ir brain as deeply im pressed

w ith chimerical representations as they could possibly have been,

had these representations struck their senses.— Shenstone!: “An

Opinion of Ghosts

A nd FanCy'SmuIIiplying sig ht
View'd all the scenes invisible of night.

Cow 1ey

A nd this they call a light and a revealing!
W ise as the clown who, plodding home at night
I'n autum n, turns at call of fancied e lf,

A nd sees upon the fog, w ith g hastly feeling,

A giant shadow in its im m inent m ight,

W hich his own lanthorn throws upfrom himself.

L eign H unijt.

Ori*nal tan
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u I« faded on th e crow ing o f th e cock ,” says
M arcellus to H oratio, speaking o f th e grand
p hantom o f H am let’s father — th e m o st aw ful
apparition y et evoked by th e im agination o f
m an ,— a royal shade m ore potent as the m onarch
of spirits, th an w hen , in th e body, it w ielded th e
sceptre o f th e th en m ig h ty D enm ark. B u t,
w ith a |l its attributes o f pow er, *“ th e m ajesty
o f b uried D enm ark?” cou ld on ly “ revisit th e
glim pses o f th e m oon, m aking nigh-t hideous.”
A s daw n cam e on, the illu sion “faded?

D ayligh't is not propitious to ghosts, w ho re-
quire a dim and shadowy arena,6 — darkness w hen
th ey can get it ; or, in default of that, an arti-
ficial light w hich m ostly includes heavy gloom s
favourahble to “ th eir exits and th eir entrances.”
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4 FALLACY O F

T hey glimmer in front of a picture, of which the

background must be obscure ; and they dem and

in their spectators a certain fram e of mind

brought about either by the temporary bewil-

derment of somnolency, by moral or physical

derangement, by sorrow or fear, by boundless

credulity, or by the natural depression of mental

energy existing, more or less, in all hum an beings

at very late hours.

G hosts never prey on sagacious or healthy
subjects, surrounded by cheerful accessories.
“ Y our lordship,” said Sir Thomas W ilde, som e

tim e ago, to Lord Chancellor Lyndhurst, u is
not the hind of man to see apparitions ; besides,

you do not eat suppers.

Phantom s, then, according to one of our
greatest law -authorities, who is, moreover, an
irresistib le vindicator o f common sense, m ust
have ready-prepared witnesses, suffering under
dyspepsia, or otherwise morbidly affected. In

addition to this, they require to be furnished

w ith a certain apparatus, like conjurors; or they

are nothing.

To speak somew hat in the manner of the
fantastical old physician of Norwich, one might
Original torn
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SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 5

say, “ W hy ghosts are never seen in daylight,

or w hy they generally affect a tete-a-tete, though

puzzling questions, are not beyond all conjec-
ture.” T he fact is, that laughter is death to
ghosts; and what but laughter would attend
the appearance of one of them , at noon, in P all
M all ? Lord Byron fancied he saw a phantom

of a Black Friar at Newstead A bbey; but, to
use his own language, it

r< Appear'd

N ow in the m oonlight, and now Iapsedin shade?”

It would be the very triumph of the world of
spirits if one of them <could m aintain its preten-
sions in the eye of day. This would settle all
doubt. B ut no,; they do not dare such an
issue: they know u a trick worth two of that.”
A n able but nameless writer, in 1766, thus
expresses him self as to ghost-craft: u D oes not
every tool of superstition carefully lim it his appa-
ritions to tim e, place, and person— to night, to a
corner, and to a coward ? W hy are ghosts eter-
nally banished from sunshine and acrowd? W hat
m ighty causes restrain their stalking in day -
light and in company ? I f they are benevolent

to mankind, why should they decline opportu-
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6 FALLACY O F

nities of at once securing indubitable testim ony
of their existence— of accepting that reverence
their nature would attract, and that gratitude
their kindness wTould excite ?7”

Concerning spirits, the Jew s of the present
day are said to entertain certain doctrines, in
w hich credulity is com bined with a singularly
unconscious and Jludicrous betrayal of unbelief.
T hey hold, that an apparition has power to
appear visibly, and to injure any person who is
by him self, and in the dark. That to two per-
sons, though in the dark, the apparition has
only power to show itself, but not to do them
any injury. A nd to three persons, being alto-
gether, though in the dark, it has neither the
power of showing itself, nor of injuring any one
of them . T he light of a single sm all candle is a
safeguard to a man against the power of an
apparition, so as not to b e injured invisibly.
The lightof a flambeau is of equal power against
an apparition, when a person 1is alone, as when

three are together.

To what does all this amount, but that soli-
tude and darkness create illusions, which could
not come to pass in light, and amongst society ?

Original from
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SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 7

A nd even in solitude and darkness such pre-
posterous deceptions would not arise were hum an

beings, when in their infancy, carefully protected

from the inoculation of superstitious ideas. That
w hich is im pressed on the brain in childhood,
can hardly ever be effaced. In after years

reason may contradict it; but there it rem ains
indelibly fixed on the sensorium , and in moments
of moral or physical debility, its power becomes
dom inant. A n Indian savage can no more re-
store to its natural shape his head, which had been
flattened in infancy, than a civilized European
can disclaim any belief instilled into him before
adolescence. The absurdity, how great soever,
becomes part and parcel of his moral being:
the tree m ust grow as the twig is bent.

Dr. Hibbert has done inestim able service to

the present age, in his wise and conclusive work,

the “ Philosophy of A pparitionsand even a
hundred years ago, when superstition was far
more dom inant than now , there were able
labourers in the cause of reason— m en w ho

could wuse the weapons, both of argument and
ridicule, against debasing and enervating cre-

dulity .

Original torn
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8 FALLACY O F

u | cannot but think it an honest endeavour/’
says “ T he Craftsm an?” of November, 1749,
u and a good office done to mankind, to expose

popular lies, especially such as vitiate the under-

standing, and render reasonable <creatures less
wise or less sober. Superstition and <credulity
m ay appear innocent and im potent; but they
are quite different things. N othing is more
powerful— nothing more form idable; and they
are useful and important tools in the hands of
designing m en. | can bring a person to act
what I please, by the same art and authority by
w hich | can bring him to believe what |I please ;
and if I can make him sufficiently credulous, |
will undertake to make him likewise sufficiently
cruel.”

N o doubt. Here may be seen the origin of

some of the blackest acts of our fellow -creatures.

Of the germ inating effect of absurd stories

im planted in infancy, a very am using exposition
is given in an old periodical work, called “ T he
London Journal,” of Oct. 7, 1732 :—

u Some ghosts and spectres owe their exist-

ence to a timorous or distem pered im agination,
in the midst of a dark and gloomy interval;
Original frttm
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SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 9

others take their rise from the reciprocal plea -
sure of deluding and of being deluded; and for the
rest, we must im pute them to the early errors of
infancy, and a motley mixture of low and vulgar
education. M others and grandm others, aunts
and nurses, begin the cheat; and, from little
horrors and hideous stories ofbug-bears, mormoes
and fairies, raw-head-and-bloody-bones, walking
lights, w ill-o’-the-w isps, and hobgoblins, they

train us up by degrees to the belief of a more

terrible ghost and apparition. Thus instructed,
or thus im posed upon, we begin to Ilisten to the
old legendary and traditional accounts of local
ghosts, which, like the genii of the ancients,
have been reported, time im memorial, to haunt

certain particular fam ily seats and cities, famous
for their antiquity and decay. O f this sort are

the apparitions that are natives and denizens of

Verulam , Reculver, and R ochester; the dem on
of Tedworth; the black dog of W inchester;
and the Barr Guest of Y ork. Hence we pro-

ceed to many other extravagances of the same
kind, and give some share of credit to the out-
lying night-walkers and suburban ghosts, raised

by petty printers and halfpenny pamphleteers.”

G 0 gle O rthnal tarn
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10 FALLACY O F

S uch is th e rise and progress of ghost-craft.

It m ay be laid d ow n as a general m axim , th at
any on e w h o th in k s h e h as seen a ghost, m ay
ta k e th e vision as a sym ptom th at h is b odily
h ealth is deranged L et h im |, th erefore, seek
m edical advice, and, ten to one, the spectre w oill
no m ore h aunt h im T o see a ghost, is, ipso
facto, to be a subiject for th e p hysician

E very encouragem ent should be given to those
w h o endeavour to account for any phenom enon
by a natural solution O f this k in d is th e fol-
low ing attem pt, in 1755, to answer th e question,
w hy naked spectres h ave, under certain in flu
enwces o f w eather, b een seen h overing over
graves, fields of b attle, & ¢ —

A s a corpse dissolves, each species of par
ticles returns to its elem en t; th e grosser to
th e earth , an d th e subtler to th e air. T h ese
la st pervade th e pores o f ground in w h ich th e
corpse is laid, carrying w ith th em som e earthy
particles, and are thereby hindered from sudden
dissipation R ising out o f th e ground in th e
order th ey lay w hilst th ey com pounded a m ass,
th ey represent a drawught of th e figure of w h ich
th ey W ere a part.”
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SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 11

Now, though we were not aware that such
dreadful vapours were ever seen (they manifest
them selves to another sem e pretty frequently in
city G olgothas), and though the verity or error
of the explication m ust be left to the decision of
able physiologists, w e honour the m an w ho
sought a rational, instead of an irrational, cause
for such spectra.

To shew how fond men are of the marvellous,
it is only necessary to point to the well-known
story of a lady, buried before life was extinct,
and who, having been roused from her trance by
some one who came to rob her coffin, returned in
the body to her husband’s home, and lived m any
years afterwards. T his, though it probably had
a veritable origin, was so tem pting to the im agina -
tion as to be related as having occurred in every
part of Europe. England has claimed it in two

or three counties ;* so has lItaly, Flanders, G er-

many, and France; and it is reported to have
happened in different centuries. Boccaccio, in
his Decameron, has recorded it as a southern

* The w riter thinks there is a m onum ent in C ripplegate C hurch
com m em orating a sim ilar story.
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FALLACY O F

and it has been chronicled

again as a genuine northern event.

hardly within the doctrine of chances,

and peculiar an incident
happened, in all its particulars, more
m atter for that: it was a

m ystery, and, therefore, was too

nation to lose sight of in its

wonders— the more wonderful

follow ing is the m ost ghastly

Crafft gives m any histories of persons,

alive, have expired in their

has afterwards been disco-

marks made not only in their

on their own bodies. H e,
manner, makes mention of a
A uxbourg, who, falling into a
for death) w as buried in

w ithout being covered with earth,

thought it sufficient to have

shut up. Some years after,

same family happening to

opened, and the body of the

O I"nal fnim
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SPECTRAL APPEARANTCES. 13

young lady found on the stairs at its entry, with-
out any fingers on the right hand.

N o ghost-story in the world can com pete with

this in horror. One may laugh at phantom s,
but here is, indeed, a scaring and hideous
m isery.

T he delusions of ghost-craft arise from a -
variety of causes. Some of them are accidental
and natural, such as visual deceptions, w hen
u the eyes are m ade the fools of the other
senses,” of which nearly every hum an being

m ust have had experience; others are brought
about by morbific agency; not a few by im pos-
ture and confederacy; more by fear ; and many
by the wilfulness ofcredulity in ghost-seers them
selves. L et us give one or two modern instances *
w hich have come to the knowledge of the present
w riter, and were never printed previously to the

first im pression of the present series :—

In 1807, a baronet, now living, was sum
m oned from school to a tow n on the coast
w here his father had died suddenly. Arriving
late at night, after a fatiguing journey, with

spirits exhausted by the unexpected loss he had

sustained, the young heir requested to be shewn

01 rid frtjm

G o 9 le NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



14

FALLACY

O F

to h is bed-room |, w h ere h is sorrow an d agitation
W ere so0oo0on lu lled by sleep, th e u balm of hwurt
m inds.”

B etw een on e or tw o o’clock in th e m orning,
he was aw akened by a low , w ading sound, dirge -
lik e, (so it seem ed to his half-slum bering senses).
H e lifted h im self from h is pillow and listen ed
It w as n o dream T h e m oaning noise continwued,
and grew louder and louder.

W h de our y ou th lo ok ed about by th e gleam
of a night-lam p in h is cham ber, th e tw o leaves
of a folding-door opposite h im SW ung open as if
to give space for th e entramnce o f a ghastly
pageant. It w as as startling an announcem ent
as th at w hich in S penser’s “ F aery Q ueene” w as
m ad e to B ritom art w hen, in u chearelesse night,

the yron wicket open flew,
A's it w ith m ig hty leavers had been to re ;
A nd forth yssewd, as on the ready flore
O f some theatre, a grave personage."”

H aving rem ained aw hile m otionless w ith dism a/l
apprehension, the young baronetcrept outof bed,
to o k his lam p, and stole breath lessly in to th e ad -
joining room T he first object that m et his view
w as a figure in -w hite drapery, w ith a visage o f
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toward* hue face to face. B eing,

M dti& J]| the youth dapocl ttoc proof*-

B ut dirt? wtus not all that on ountered hie g ™ oin

tir it; g, nj apartment. A ootfm was there, and

>]1 :t were ptame* of black fbatL- r>, ivav ug an
i i «eaperaatofatty i’ to mk* part

x w t it dreary cernnony -
Il on '.renting vesuri * the den -v.vLin

the foidii)g-<ioOrs seem ingly oy the r

owri yupulsis*--the white injure— the coffin anc
botr a.; jduln™~”™— w ere all cumulated to impre
him who beheld them with i belief t t g'.u T
was *t Work v. iAd hiil he y» W fff b«
t

haruram aucftw ph» itoavsaty to the alr~rtlyv

- J® tw te b k stock.

iU tiifed *t wn ¢ o5 [/ nf 'those ibw
oo’ S-, arr.; - -e m ind merely d~eh-s Je -
a reflection in a .aier-gloss (till thei; no] n
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SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 15

the sam e colour as its robes. It advanced
towards him , face to face. Being, for a moment,
terrified, the youth dared not proceed; and as
he stopped, the spectre also became im moveable.

But this was not all that encountered his gaze in
that grim apartment. A coffin was there ; and
on it were plumes of black feathers, waving and
bending as if supernaturally forced to take part
in some dreary cerem ony.

T he lamenting sound— the sudden swinging
open of the folding-doors seem ingly by their
ow n im pulse— the white figure— the coffin and
bowing plumes— were all calculated to im press
him who beheld them with a belief that ghostly
influence was at work; and had he yielded to
his fear and rushed from the place, he would
have given another phantom -story to the already
existing veritable stock.

B ut, though only sixteen years of age, the
youthftd baronet was one of those few persons
w hose presence of mind rarely deserts them
Sum moning his faculties, and coolly investigating

w hat he saw, he ascertained thatthe pale spectre

was a reflection in a pier-glass (till then unper-
ceived) of him self in his night-gear, which, as
Original fium

Go gle g

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



16 FALLACY O F

he moved, would of course seem to be moving
towards him . The wailing noise was produced
by wind through partially-opened windows, near
w hich the corpse lay; this wind, increasing in
strength during a gusty night, had forced open
the folding-doors which had been only im per-
fectly and hastily secured by the servants, (per-
haps in trepidation) w hen they prepared a bed
for the youth; and the strong breeze had also
given a waving m otion to the black plum es
placed on his father’s coffin.

H aving fully ascertained these points, the
young mourner retired to his inner apartment,
deliberately bolted the folding-doors, offered up

a prayer to his M aker, and was again blessed by

sleep.
T he following are other instances of natural
and accidental causes of spectral im pressions :—

A young lady, known to the present writer,

was terrified, one night, by seeing at the foot of

her bed a tall shadowy phantom m aking per-
petual obeisances. This was grotesque and
horrible enough— the more S0 because of its
com bination with the ludicrous ; and though it is

quite natural that beauty should be in the receipt

| Origin” Iftvn
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SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 17

of hom age, the dam sel, accustom ed to adulation
at other times, was alarmed by such intrusion in
u the dead waist and middle of the night.”

H iding her head wunder *the bed-clothes, she
collected her scattered spirits, took counsel within
herself, and having recovered her presence of
mind, looked w ith a scrutinizing eye at the
spectre. T here it was still, m aking salaam s
according to the E astern m ode of adoration.
E£E A figure of the other world!” thought she.
£E£E H ideous!”

H ow far she might have blamed her attrac-
tion for bringing such unwelcome visitants, no
one can tell; but her self-possession had acquired
strength ; and self-possession is fatal to ghosts,

w hether their advent be to worship or to terrify.

Though trem bling in every lim b, she arose, went
to the window, and detected the £f££cause of the
effect.” T he house (her fathers) was on the
border of a suburban by-road; and a gas-lamp
recently placed there had projected into the
room a shadow of an interm ediate tree, whose
branches swayed in the night-breeze. She took

care afterwards to close the shutters.

G arments hung upon pegs in bed-room s are
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often, during night, taken for ghostly
Sir W alter Scott relates a remarkable
of this as having occurred to him self;

persons have been sim ilarly

heard of a gentlem an of nervous

(who always burnt a lamp in his

and

deceived.

figures.

instance

m any

I have

tem perament,

chamber) being

haunted by a colossal figure robed and turbaned
like a Turk, and having a fiery visage. N ight
after night did this gaunt apparition present
itself. T he visitation at length became intole-
rable, and the sufferer, terrified into courage,

(“ For men as resolute appear

W ith too m uch, as too little , fe ar/")
desperately resolved to attack the disturber of
his nocturnal slum bers. It would not do to let
his im pulse subside; so he jumped out of bed,
rushed tow ards the phantom , seized it— and
found the window-curtain in his grasp. T he

fiery face was ascertained

to be alarge brass knob,

over w hich the upper part of the curtain was
throw n.

I n Bennet and Tyerm an'’s u Voyages and
Travels,”” we have a couple of good stories w hich
all butturned outto be additions to the “well-and -
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SPECTRAL A PPEARANCES 19

numerously attested” ghost facts. But, unfor-
tunately, one of the actors was a man of stubborn
resolution and unyielding com mon-sense, who, in
detecting the causes of the seem ing supernatural
m ysteries, prevented the possibility of adapting
them to any subsequent accident or death; for
it is wonderful what dexterity is m anifested by
ghost-seers in fitting a fact to a foregone con -
clusion.

T he stories have been quoted elsew here; but as
some of my readers may not have seen them , a
page or two is given to their insertion.

u Our chiefmate said, that on board a ship,
in which he had served, the m ate on duty ordered
some of the youths to reef the main-top-sail.

W hen the first got up, he heard a strange voice

saying, 61t blows hard ! ~* The lad waited for
no m ore; he was down in a trice, and told his
adventure. A second im m ediately ascended,
laughing at the folly of his com panion, but

returned even more quickly, declaring, he was

quite sure that a voice, not of this world, had
cried in his ear, 6 It blows hard?!’ A nother
went, and another,— but each came back with

the sam e tale,
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u At length the mate, having sent up the

w hole watch, ran up the shrouds him self; and

w hen he reached the haunted spot, heard the

dreadful words distinctly wuttered in his ears—

(It blows hard Vv (Ay, ay, old one ! but blow

it ever so hard, we must ease the ear-rings for

all that/ replied the m ate undauntedly; and,
looking round, he saw a fine parrot perched on
one of the clues— the thoughtless author of the
false alarms— which had probably escaped from
some other vessel, but had not previously been

discovered to take refuge on this.

u Another of our officers mentioned that, on

one of his voyages, he remem bered a boy having

been sent up to clear a rope which had got foul

above the mizen-top. Presently, however, he

came back trem bling, and alm ost tum bling to the

bottom , declaring that he had seen <O Id Davy?*

aft the cross-trees ; moreover, that the E vil O ne

had a huge head and face, with prick-ears, and

eyes as bright as fire. Two or three others were

sent up in succession ; to all of whom the appa-

rition glared forth, and was identified by each to

be “"OIld D avy/ sure enough.

“ The mate, in a rage, at length m ounted

Orl”nB Il hunt
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him self; w hen resolutely, as in the former case,
searching for the bug-bear, he soon ascertained
the innocent cause of so much terror to be a
large horned ow l, so lodged, as to be out of
sight to those who ascended on the other side of
the vessel; but which, when any one approached
the cross-trees, popped up his portentous visage
to see what was coming. T he m ate brought
him down in triumph, and i Old D avy, the owl,
became a very peaceable shipmate among the
crew, who were no longer scared by his horns
and eyes ; for sailors turn their backs on nothing

w hen they know'what it is.

u Had the birds, in these two instances, de-
parted as they came, of course they would have
been deem ed supernatural visitants to the re-
spective ships, by all who had heard the one or
seen the other.”

A n edifying story is told of a haunted house,
in which, it was said, an heir-apparent had been
murdered by his uncle. Dreadful sounds, shrieks,
and unearthly moanings were heard in the m an-
sion, (a baronial castle,) and for nearly a century

no one dared inhabit it. At length, one of the

heroes of W aterloo, to whom the property de-
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scended, was determ ined to unravel the mystery;

for which purpose he resolved to sleep in the

castle alone, on the night he took possession.

A fter his first slum ber, the screams and hollow

moans were, as usual, audible; and leaving his
bed, he followed the sounds till he arrived, as he
thought, in their im m ediate vicinity. T his was
the great hall of his ancestors. T he unseen

voice evidently came from behind the arras in

this place. Springing towards the spot, he ran

his sword into it; but the blade was so fixed

that he could not withdraw it.

H aving retraced liis steps to his chamber, he

betook him self to his couch, and slept till m orn -

ing, when several persons called at the castle,

inquiring if he had met the ghost.

“ Oh, yes,” he replied; “ the disturber isnow
dead as a door-nail; he Ilies behind the screen,
where my sword has transfixed him . Bring a
crowbar, and we’ll haul the spectre out.”

W ith such a leader, and broad day to boot,
the throng tore down the screen where the sword
was fixed, when, in a recess, they found the
fragments ofa chapelorgan, of which the wooden

trunks had, a hundred years ago, been used as

G o gle
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props to shore up the work when the hall was
repaired. These had been forgotten; and the
northern blast, finding its way through crannies
in the wall, had played wild and discordant m usic
on the pipes.

O f visions occasioned by morbific agency, the
follow ing are specimens :—

A lady who had been to Sierra L eone with
her husband (an army captain) was com pelled
to leave the settlem ent on account of ill-health,
and return to England by herself. During the
voyage, she was too weak to quit her <cabin,
w hich was divided by a screen, having on one
side a sola where she reclined during the day,
and on the other her night-berth.

O ne afternoon, when not far from the term i-
nation of her voyage, she saw, as she reposed
on the sofa, her husband (whom she had left in
A frica) seated by her side. In spite of a deadly
faintness that cam e over her, she uttered a

hurried exclam ation of wonder at seeing him

ther

her

A

geon

e, when he instantly arose, and glided from
view behind the screen.
convulsive outcry brought the ship’s sur-

to her cabin.
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“ My husband is here!” gasped she; u why

did you not tell me so ?7

“ Y ou have been dreaming, dear madam ,

replied the doctor ; u C aptain - is at Sierra
Leone with his regiment. Compose yourself.”

“ H e is here, I tell you,” rejoined she with a
wild em phasis. u G o behind that screen, and
you w ill see him .”

T he surgeon drew aside the screen. N o one
was visible there; when, the lady, exclaim ing,
“Then he is dead !” sank back, and became, for
a time, insensible.

This idea w as too strong to be repressed.

B eing certain she had seen her husband’s ghost,

the lady felt already the desolation of a widow.

Soon after landing in England, she received a
letter from her husband, announcing his proba-
ble return earlier than was expected. B ut even
this did notremove the gloom y im pression. “H e
m ust have died in that horrible clim ate,” thought
she, u after his letter was dispatched.” At length,

however, the captain arrived in London in good
health, and the writer believes that both he and
his lady are living at the present hour.

T his vision was nothing more than a u brain-
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im age,” or hallucination of disease, aided pro-
bably, as Coleridge says, by “ one of those
unconscious half-sleep s, or rather those rapid

alternations of the sleeping with the half-waking

state, which is the true witching tim e—

‘*The season

W herein the spirits hold their wont to walk,’

— the fruitful matrix of ghosts.”

By way of companion to the above, another
supposed ominous appearance may be mentioned
w hich was equally fallacious, and occasioned by
m orbid perceptions resulting from long watch-

fulness.

A solicitor in London left his private house

one morning, telling his wife that he should dine
w ith a friend, and desiring her to send a change
of clothes to his chambers in Lincoln’s Inn,
w here, to save time, he should dress. T his was
accordingly done. It was the month of Novem
ber. Between five and six in the evening, the

lady, who, with the sweet and untiring solicitude

of a mother, had several days and nights watched

the bed-side of a sick infant, heard a carriage
draw up at her door; and, happening at that
G O g Ie o..(fretuam
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m oment to be going towards the nursery, saw,
from above-stairs, her husband pass into his
dressing room

u W hy,” said she to a fem ale-servant, u |

thought your master was going to dinner from

his cham bers. W ere not his clothes sent there??”
“ 1 believe so, ma’am ,” was the answer.
<e 't has been neglected,” responded the lady,;

u his carriage has just stopped at the door, and’
he is now in his dressing-room . G o and ask his

man why the com mands were disobeyed.”

T he girl went on her errand, and returned,
saying the things had been sent as ordered, and
that her m aster was not in the house. Strong
in her first im pression, the lady descended to
her husband'’s dressing-room — that room into
w hich, a few m oments before, she had seen him
enter: it was vacant!

H our after hour did she pass in dism al per-
turbation, refusing to be com forted. N ot know -

ing whither her husband intended to go, she was
ignorant where to make inquiry; and only after

his return would she be persuaded that a warning

phantom had not been seen by her. Had any
accident happened to her husband in his hom e-
Original Itam
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w ard path, nothing would have rem oved her
belief in a supernatural vision.
T his lady’s delusion w as the fruit of long

anxiety and sleeplessness at the <couch of her

child. H er perceptions W ere weakened, wan-
dering, and perverted. Hypochondria had set
in. It is fitting that for every accidental coinci-

dence in these m atters, numerous non-coincidences
should be recorded.

A narration is som ew here m ade of a hard
drinker who saw his own ghost in eveiy apart-
ment of his house. In vain did he try to elude

the apparition by going from the parlour to the

study — from the study to the drawing-room —
from the drawing-room to his bed-chamber. I n
each and all sat his other self, scaring him

w ith ghastly and m ysterious ubiquity.

T his was, in every sense of the word, an
intense monomania— an extravagant case o f
egotism , assuming the horrible— a wild delusion

of delirium trem ens.
T he singular cases of diseased im agination

m anifested by W alderstein, a celebrated physi-

cian of the university of G ottingen, and by
N icolai, a G erm an bookseller, are too well known
G 0 g Ie Original frtm
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to need recital in this place. B oth these men,
though terribly oppressed by phantoms of the
mind, arising, as they them selves thought, from
physical infirm ity and disease, have done great
service to the cause of com mon-sense by sub-
jecting the phenomena under which they laboured
to calm , philosophical investigation; and so per-

fectly had long practice given them mental com

mand, that they were able, even w hen the
morbid affliction was raging— when the phan-
tom s were actually present— to examine the

condition of their mind and nerves, and lay the
result before their fellow -creatures.

T he following curious instance of a musical
ghost occurred in the writer’s own family.

A lady having watched several nights by the
bed-side of her sister, (a married woman,) suf-
fering under dangerous illness, was at length

fairly exhausted by physical fatigue and mental

anxiety. Long privation of sleep had worked
its bew ildering effect. Further attendance was
out of the question at that tim e. It was abso-

lutely necessary that she should repair to her
m other’s house, and recruit her strength and

spirits in order that she might better be able to

m ortal from
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resume her affectionate offices on behalf of one
so dear to her : and her brother having under-
taken to sit up with the patient’s husband, and
to com m unicate, in case of need, with his un-
m arried sister, the latter set out on her return to
the m aternal home, there to find repose of which
she stood so excessively in need.

U tterly weary, worn out, and plodding towards
her residence, more by instinct than by percep-
tion of outward objects, she alm ost slept as she
walked, and was only roused to consciousness by
the sudden glare from a shop-window, produced
by a strong light before a polished reflector.
Looking about, she could not distinctly rem em ber
how she came to be where she was. She felt
bewildered and alarmed. B eing in the neigh-

bourhood of one of her friends, she thought it

would be prudent to <call, and, distrustfrd o f
further progress in the streets by herself,
ask for some one to accompany her. A ccord -

ingly, attended by a servant, she reached her
home safely.

But whether her sommnolency while walking,
or the shock she had received on having been

startled into consciousness, or the extrem e agita-
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tion under which she laboured on account of the

critical state of her sister— whether any, or all,
of these had induced nervous irritability, cer-
tain it is that she had no tendency to sleep on
sitting down in her own apartment, where she
rem ained in a state of painful vigilance— her
thoughts shaping them selves in all kinds o f

dreary prognostics.

A pianoforte, closed up, was in the room ;
and, as the alm ost-exhausted lady leaned back
in her chair, she heard, (so she thought,) the
keys of the instrument struck on a sudden by
some unseen hand, which, after a wild and dism al
prelude, performed a dirge-like melody. She
had never before heard the air, nor could she
imagine how so mournful, so ghastly, so funereal,
so spiritual a character could be given to music.
I n the weakness of her fear, she started wup,
grasped the b ack of the chair for support, and
ejaculated to herself, u M vy sister is dead!— these
sounds which seem born of tears, announce to
me her dissolution 1”7

O n a sudden the strains ceased; and the
returning silence was quickly broken by a loud

knocking at the street-door. G asping w ith

Original frtm
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terror, she staggered to open it, when her brother

appeared.

“ M aria is just dead!” she shrieked; “ you
come to tell me so !'”

“ B e calm , 1 beseech you,” he replied; “ |1
bring you news from the physician that all
danger is over, and that she will soon be well.”

T he delight was too m uch. T he poor watcher
fainted in her brother’s arms, was conve}red to

bed, and, after a night’s repose, waked happily

at sun-rise.

The imaginary and presaging sounds were
falsified, as such omens often are, though the
failures are seldom recorded. H ad not the
hearer of them been so utterly worn out in
m ind and body, n o such sounds would have
seem ed to be audible. E xhaustion is a cunning

im postor.

T he best explication ever given of ghost-
craft, is that addressed by C assius to his friend
Brutus, after the latter im agined he had seen a
phantom in his tent previously to the battle of
Philippi.

“In our sect, Brutus,” said he, “ we have an

opinion that we do not always feel or see that

G O g Ie O riginal frtirn
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w hich we suppose we do both see and feel; but
our senses being credulous, and therefore easily
. \%
abused, (when they are idle and unoccupied in
their own objects,) are induced to im agine they
see and conjecture that which in truth they do

not. For our mind is quick and cunning to

work (without either cause or m atter) anything

in the im agination whatsoever. A nd, therefore,
the im agination is resem bled to clay, and the
m ind to the potter; w ho, without any other

cause than his fancy and pleasure, changeth it
into what fashion and form he will. A nd this
doth the diversity of our dreams shew unto us.
For our imagination doth, upon a small fancy,
grow from conceit to conceit, altering both in
passions and forms of things im agined. T he
mind of man is ever occupied; and that con-
tinual moving is nothing but an im agination.
B ut yet, there is a further cause of this in you ;
for you being by nature given to melancholic
discoursing, and of late continually occupied,

your wits and senses having been overlaboured, do

easilier yield to such im aginations. For to say
that there are spirits, and, if there were, that
they have the shape of men, or such voices,

Orl™nal torn
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or any power at all to come unto wus, it is a
mockery.” *

A physician of the name of Cook, living at
L eigh, (in Lancashire) published in 1765 an

account of certain spiritual agents who hovered
about him, and supplied him with supernatural
intelligence concerning his patients. This was
obviously a professional puff; but such an effect
did it have on the general mind, that a private
gentlem an (one M r. K ing) thought it worth
w hile to destroy the doctor’s pretences; and
com pletely did he dem olish the nonsense. Cook
pretended that to him alone was com municated
these warnings. H is antagonist answers in the
follow ing strain :—

u I'f we admit the reality of your spirits, and
invest them with the character of sagaciousguar-
dians of mankind, why should w e lim it our
ideas of their num ber and locality ? W hatclaim
has Leigh to such a share of their vigilance ?—
or your house to the peculiar privilege of being
their office of intelligence ? M en, as m oral

agents, are everywhere, | presume, in the same

* North’s Plutarch.
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defenceless state; and equally require, and are
entitled to, the sam e spiritual correspondence
and protection. W ere the favour of these
gracious beings at all visibly or palpably expe-
rienced, it would not be circum scribed, nor par-
tially distributed, nor dispensed only to a few in

the world during hours of solitude and darkness,

but, like every other display of D ivine Provi-
dence, would be general, constant, and indis-
putable.”

T his applies to all ghost-stories: it is conclu-
sive ; buttruth was notexactly Dr. Cook’s object.

T o be deprived of his warning-ghosts was to
lose so many patients; and accordingly, as far
as in him lay, he struggled hard to establish his
visions to a wu liberal and enlightened public.”
T his m ade King only more determ ined in his
argument; and the result was, that he annihi-

lated the physician and his phantoms at u one-

fell swoop.” T he controversy, though now for-
gotten, is well worth reading.
Demoniacal possession has long been consi-

dered an exploded absurdity; but a belief in it
seem s in some places to be reviving. See w hat

w as thought of this nonsense in the times of

Original Iftvn
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James |I. and Charles L, by the great politician,
profound lawyer, and learned antiquarian, John
Selden:

u Casting out devils is mere juggling; they
never cast out any but what they first cast in.
They do it where for reverence no man shall
dare to examine it; they do it in a comer, in a
m ortice hole,— not in the market-place. T hey
do nothing but what may be done by art; they
make the devil fly out of the window in the
likeness of a bat, or a rat: why do they not hold
him ? W hy in the likeness of a bat, or a rat, or
some such creature ? That is, why not in some

shape we paint him in, with claws and horns ?

By this trick they gain much, gain upon men's
fancies, and so are reverenced; and certainly if
the priest deliver me from him that is my most
deadly enem vy, 1l have all the reason in the world
to reverence him

u A person of quality came to my chambers

in the Temple, and told me he had two devils in

his head, (I wondered what he m eant); and just

at that time one of them bid him Kkill me : with
that | began to be afraid, and thought he was
m ad. H e said he knew | could cure him ; and
d 2
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entreated me to give him som ething,

for he w as resolved he would go to nobody
else.

u I, perceiving what an opinion he had of m e,
and that it was only melancholy that troubled
him took him in hand, and warranted him , if he
would follow m y directions, to cure him in a

short tim e.

an hour, and
very willing
card, and la

taffata, and

h e

came, ga

w ithal charg

him self neit

I desired him to let m e alone about

then to come again; which he wTas
to do. In the mean time I got a
pped it up handsome in a piece of

put strings to the taffata, and w hen
ve it him to hang about his neck;
ed him , that he should not disorder

her with eating nor drinking, but

eat very little of supper, and say his prayers duly
wdien he went to bed, and | made no question
but he would be well in three or four days.

u W ithin that time | went to dinner to his
house, and asked him how he did ? H e said he
was much better, but not perfectly wrell, for in
truth he had not dealt clearly with m e. H e had
four devils in his head, and he perceived two of
them were gone with that which |1 had given
him , but the other two troubled him still.

Digitized by (5 ¢ g le Original frfem

IEWYORIC PUBLIC LIBRARY



SPECTRAL APPEARANCES. 37

u “W ell/ said I, 11 am glad two of them are
gone; | make no doubt but to get away the
other two lik ew ise.’ So | gave him another

thing to hang about his neck.

u Three days after, he came to me to my
chamber, and professed he was now as well as
ever he was in his life, and did extrem ely thank
me for the great care I had taken of him . |,
fearing lest he might relapse into the Ilike dis-
tem per, told him that there was none but myself

and one more in the whole town that could cure

the devils in the head, and that was Doctor
Harvey, (whom | had prepared), and wished him ,
if ever he found him self ill in my absence, to go
to him , for he could cure his disease as well as
m yself.

u T he gentlem an lived m any years, and was

never troubled after.” *
Subjoined is another victory of good sense

versus superstition:

“ The late Doctor G ooch, in early life, served
an apprenticeship at Y armouth, and had to
sleep at the top of his m aster’s house, in a room

* Selden’s “ Table Talk/’ art. Devils.
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in w hich there was a skeleton. 1 0ne night,’
says he, 11 went to bed; the moonlight, w hich
fell brightly into my room, showed me distinctly

the panelled door, behind which hung my silent

acquaintance. | could not help thinking o f
him ; 1 tried to think of something &else, but in
vain. | shut my =eyes, and began to forget
m yself, when,— whether | was awake or asleep,
or between both, I cannot tell,— but suddenly I

felt two bony hands grasp my ankles, and pull
me down the bed. 1 f it had hern real, it could
not have been more distinoct”*

T his im agined action of the skeleton being

felt as wu distinctly as if it had been real,” what

but good sense and a conviction that the circum

stance was a physical im possibility, prevented
Doctor G ooch from recording it as a super-
natural fact ? T he word “ im possibility” is,
however, not to be found in the vocabulary of

a believer in ghosts.
B ut ghosts, or ghost stories, w ill never cease,
as long as people can be found who are deter-

m ined to believe in them , spite of reason or evi-

* Times, August, 1830.
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dence. T he following is a ludicrous instance of
obstinate credulity in a ghost-seer.

The mother of a fam ily had occasion, at a late
hour, to go to the nursery, for some toilet-article
left there. She was in her night-dress. One of

her children, and the nurse-maid, who took part

of the sam e bed, were, as she thought, fast
asleep. Fearful of waking them , she entered
the apartment on tip-toe, and finding what she
sought, retired, in the same noiseless manner,

stopping, however, at the foot of the bed, to gaze

at her infant. T he servant, not having closed
her eyes, saw the w hole proceeding, w hich,
sim ple and natural as it was, assumed, in her

fancy, the character of an unearthly visitation.
u Oh, ma’am ,” said she, to her mistress, the
following morning, u such a dreadful thing hap-

pened in the nursery last night!”

u Good heaven ! what is the matter ?” gasped
the lady.

u W hy, ma’am, | saw the spiritofmy master’s
m other. She was all in white ; glided about the

room like a ghost; stopped at the foot of the bed,
glared at us, and then vanished. Il am sure we

shall hear of her death soon.”

o riginal frtm
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u Nonsense !” rejoined the lady; u it was my-
self whom you saw. I went to the nursery for
some eavr-de-Cologne, and took m vy slippers off,
that I might not disturb you and the child. Y ou

must be very fond of ghosts, to make me one

before my time.”

T he wom an looked incredulous; and not be-
lieving her mistress’s explanation, propagated
far and wide an account of the apparition. In

vain did the lady try to undeceive her by doing,
next night, the same thing in the same dress;
and even when her master’s mother visited the
house in good health, the servant resolutely
adhered to her belief.

W ith som e persons, truth and reason are weak,

indeed, when opposed to a love of the spectral

and the wonderful. To be terrified is, to them ,
a luxury. They can’t live without what they
call “ a sensation.” T he ascending-scale of their
pleasure is a wedding, a funeral, a murder, an

execution by the hangman, and a ghost.
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The physiology of dream s has puzzled the m ost
profound inquirers, who, after all manner of
ingenious conjectures, have left the subject just
where they found it. A ristotle, M acrobius, L u -
cretius, Democritus, and other ancients; and
W olfius, Locke, H artley, Baxter, & c. of the
modem s, have speculated in vain— one theory
having been uniformly upset by another. P hysics
are fairly baffled and confounded 1in the investi-
gation ; and psychology is forced to acknowledge

in dreams a mystery beyond her solution

“ Physic of M etaphysic begs defence,

And M etaphysic calls for aid on Sense!"*

Some notable guesses have nevertheless been

* Pope’s Dnnciad.
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m ade; among others, that Ilife itself is but a
dream , dimly and feebly heralding the realities
to com e. T he high-priest of English m ystics,
Sir Thomas Brown, discourses on dreams in his
u Religio M edici,” after this fashion :—

“ There is surely a nearer apprehension of
anything that delights us in our dream s than in
our waked senses w ithout this I were unhappy;
for my awaked judgment discontents me, ever
w hispering unto me that I am from my friend ;
but my friendly dream s in night requite me, and
make me think |1 am within his arms. I thank
G od for my happy dreams, as | do for my good
rest, for there is a satisfaction unto reasonable
desires, and such as can be content with a fit of
happiness ! and surely it is nota melancholy con-
ceitto think we are a ll asleep in this world, and
th at the conceits of this life are as mere dream s to
those of the next,; as the phantasms of the night
to the conceit o f the day. There is an equal de-
lusion in both, and the one doth but seem to be the
em blem or picture of the other. W e are som ew hat
more than ourselves in our sleep, and the slum
ber of the body seem s to be but the waking of
the soul: it is the ligation of sense, but the

on " rad from
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liberty of reason: and our waking conceptions
do not m atch the fancies of our sleep. At my
nativity, my ascendant was the earthly sign of
Scorpius; | was bom in the planetary hour of
Saturn, and I think | have a piece of that leaden
planet in me. | am in no way facetious, nor
disposed for the mirth and galliardize of com
pany ; yet in one dream | can compose a w hole
comedy, behold the action, apprehend the jests,
and laugh myself' awake at the conceits thereof.

W ere my memory as faithful as m y reason is then

fruitful, I would never study but in my dream s;
and this time also would I choose for my devo-
tions ; but our grosser memories have then so

little hold of our abstracted understandings that
they forget the story, and can only relate to our
awaked souls a confused and broken tale of that
that hath passed. A ristotle, who hath wrritten a
singular Tract of Sleep, hath not, m ethinks,
thoroughly defined it: nor yet G alen, though he
seem s to have <corrected it: for noctam buloes
and night-walkers, though in their sleep, do yet
enjoy the action of their senses; we must there-
fore say that there is som ething in us that is not

in the jurisdiction of M orpheus; and that those
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abstracted and ecstatic souls do walk about in
their own corpse, as spirits w ith the bodies they
assume, wherein they seem to hear and feel,
though indeed the organs are destitute of sense,
and their natures of those faculties that should
inform them . Thus it is observed, that m en
som etimes upon the hour of their departure do
speak and reason above them selves. For then
the soul begins to be freed from the ligaments of
the body, begins to reason like herself, and to
discourse in a strain above mortality.”

B ut it is not so much in reference to the

causes and general nature of dreams? as to their

supposed power of divination, that a few words
are devoted to them in the present pages. “ W e
know pretty well now ,” says Horace W alpole, in

one of his letters, u that dreams which wused to
pass for predictions, are im perfect recollections.”
B e this as it may, the oneirocritics, when baffled
in their attem pts to establish any sim ilitude be-
tw een the “ auguries” of sleep and subsequent or
preceding facts, turn about, and vindicate the
prophetic character of dreams by dissim ilitude
and contrariety. Thus? they are certain to be

right one way or the other.

Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY

1



T hat m any rem arkable and well-attested
dream s have been reconcileable to after-events,
is beyond question— night-visions and night-

prom ptings w hich could not be explained by

any theory ofconnection of ideas, or “ im perfect
recollections,” or revival of associations wutterly
forgotten by the waking senses. On the con-

trary, new images have been evolved in slum ber,
apparently pointing tow ards future events, or
seem ing to convey awful warnings against un-
suspected dangers, or suggesting rem edies for
evils long endured; and numerous are the cases
w herein results have been in unison with the
supposed augury. A lm ost every person has had
some such experience. Credulity, therefore, s
seldom at a loss for food.

T he present writer’s dreams have more than
once appeared like a magic mirror, in which
either things to come, or facts which had hap-
pened at a distance, were clearly portrayed; yet
does he not believe in the supernatural character
of nocturnal suggestions, nor, in the rem otest
degree, heed them as guides; for, not to men-
tion the thousands of dreams whose so-called

foreshow ings have never been fillfilled, and
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w hich, consequently, are not recorded, the doc-

trine of coincidence alone is sufficient to explain

occasional sim ilitudes.

Consider. This world is made up of thoughts
and events. T he thinking faculty of m an is
alm ost perpetually at work: his brain teem s
w ith im ages, conjectures, projects, anticipations,

hopes; and even sleep does not always arrest
the discursiveness of his ideas. Then, in the
m aterial world, every moment both of day and
night gives birth to some actual event, either of
weal or woe ; and the wonder is, not that in this
hurried crowd of facts and fancies some few,
w hich bear affinity to each other, should m eet
and jostle, but that this coincidence should not
occur oftener than it does. T his may account
for spectral illusions prefiguring death, as w ell
as for rem arkable dream s which Mcome to pass,”
even w hen neither one nor the other can be
referred to <certain pre-occupied states of m ind,
or posture of circum stances, or train of ideas
naturally leading to the peculiar dream or phan-
tasm

O f the latter character (namely, that w hich

depends on a previous train of ideas) is the fol-
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low ing vision of Sir C hristopher W ren, on which
Dr. M illingen has philosophically com m entated,
snatching a choice morsel from the appetite of
lovers of the marvellous :—

u It is related of Sir C hristopher W ren, that,
w hen at Paris in 1671, being disordered with a
‘“pain in his reins,” he sent for a physician, who
prescribed blood-letting; but he deferred sub-
m itting to it, and dreamed that very night that

he was in a place where palm -trees grew , and

that a woman in a rom antic habit offered dates

to him . The next day he sent for dates, w hich
cured him . N ow, although this cure, brought
about by a dream , was considered wonderful, its
circum stances offer nothing supernatural. It is

more than probable that Sir C hristopher had fre-
quently read in foreign works on medicine, that
dates were recom mended as an efficacious rem edy
in nephritic com plaints; and moreover, had met,
in his daily peram bulations,fem ale quacks,w ho ex-
hibit them selves to this day in the French metro-
polis, fantastically attired, and vending their far-
famed nostrum s. That he should have remem
bered dates, and that the phantasm of the she-

mountebank might at the same time have struck
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his fancy, were two associations by no means im
probable.”*

The same author says : u Philosophical inge-
nuity has long been displayed in the most learned

disquisitions in an endeavour to account for the

nature of dream -phenomena. T he strangeness of
these visionary perturbations of our rest— their
supposed influenceon our destinies— theirfrequent
verification by” (m ight he not more wisely have
said, u their frequent coincidence with?”) u sub-
sequent events— have always shed a m ystic pres-
tige around them ; and superstition, ignorance,
and craft have, in turns, characterized them as
warnings of the D ivine will, or machinations of
an evil spirit.”

Superstition, lgnorance, and Craft! Y es, these

are the agents that u m antle our clearer reason?”
— enemies of the happiness, and thwarters of the
progress of mankind. One might think a m o-
m ent’s reflection would convince any one that the

assumed prophetic character of dream s could not

arise from m achinations of an evil spirit, (sup-
posing such to exist,) since, to a spirit of this
* “ Cariosities of M edical Experience.”
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nature, no gratification could accrue from warn -
ing the dreamer against im pending danger, or
foretelling inevitable disasters. A nd surely the
Supreme Dispenser of good, who is no respecter
of persons, would not select a few individuals on
w hom to bestow, in dream s, the gift of foresight,
and withhold such protection from others, who
m ight perhaps need it more. A ny man must be
an insufferable egotist who claim s, in his own
case, an especial and divine interposition to ward
off calam ities which, on the vast majority of his
fellow -creatures, fall without warning, and with -
out even a suspicion of their liability to them . A
belief in G od’s superintending providence is in -
jured by nothing more than by giving credence
to so-called partial and exclusive manifestations
of it. In proportion as reason is obscured, so is

piety clouded.

The Rev.Dr. Casaubon, in his u Treatise of
Enthusiasm ,” says, with equal good sense and
holiness (inseparable qualities), u 1 am one, |

confess, that think reason should be highly valued

by all creatures that are naturally rational.
N either do I think we need to seek the im age of
G od in m an elsewhere than in perfect reason,
E 2
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such as he was created in. H oliness and righte-
ousness were hut fruits of it?”

In another place, the same admirable old di-
vine thus expresses him self: A's for dream s,

w hereof the books and relations of ancients are

so full (im puted by them to revelations), |I see not
anything, in most of them , but may very well be
ascribed unto mere conceit and superstition. It
is the more to be wondered at, | confess, that not

only divers poets and some orators and philoso-
phers should tell us of such, but that even learn-

ed physicians should ascribe so much unto such

fancies. H ippocrates, in his epistles (if genuinus
H ippocrates, which | can scarcely believe), hath
a large relation of the god E sculapius, how he

appeared unto him about Democritus’s business:
G alen often, how that he had a dream to write
such and such a book; to go, or to forbear,
such a journey. If men give their minds unto

such things, there is no question but they shall

fancy sometimes— nay, often— m uch more than
there is just ground for, and sometimes, it may
be, somewhat may happen extraordinarily. B ut
men, | think, were better want it, by far, if it

come by superstition.”
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pared. T he sufferer took it in full confidence,
and very soon her malady did indeed come to a
term ination— but it was by death!

Here, then, is at once an instance of the fal-
lacy of nocturnal prom ptings, and of the danger
of obeying suggestions originating chiefly in phy-
sical disturbance, andnever meant to be obeyed.

Instead of assigning to Dream s the character
of divine interpositions, M ilton presents Satan as
their prom pter when, disguised as a reptile, he

instils his poison into the ear of the sleeping E v e

* H im there they found
Squat lik e a toad, close at the ear of Eve,
A ssaying by his devilish art to reach
The orgaus of her fancy, and w ith them forg e

Ilusions as he list,phantoms and dream s+

A gain

In R eason’'s absence, m im ic Fancy wakes

To im ita te her"; b ut, m isjoining shapes,
‘Wooild w ork produces oft, and m ost in dream s ;
111 m atching words and deeds long past or late.” f

G ay, the poet, has written a metrical tale in

ridicule of the belief in the augury of dreams.

* P aradise L ost: Book iv. f Ib id . B ook v.
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Scarcely anything can be more striking than the
m anner in which this storv is told; and were it
not for the bad taste of the jest at its conclusion,
to which | shall not further allude, (a species of
offence which Swift, Prior, Gay, and others of
that time absurdly mistook for wit,) the narration

might be appealed to as a model of homely ear-

nestness and grim solem nity . It is called u A
True Story of an Apparition.” As Gay’s minor
poem s are little known, the present deserves a

citation or tw o.

A traveller, benighted in the forest of A rden,

loses his way among innumerable trees, and is
exposed to a storm of rain, thunder, and light-
ning. At length he sees a stream of light u ex-
tending its level ray?” between the branches”
w hen, spurring on, he comes before a human

habitation

It was an ancient, lonely house, th at stood

Upon the borders of the spacious wood.

H ere towers and antigue battlem ents arise,

A nd there in heaps the m oulder’'d ruin lie s .
Some lord this m ansion held in days of yore,

To chase the wolf, and pierce the foam ing boar :
H ow changed, alas, from w hat it once had been 1

'T is now degraded to a public inn .”
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H aving dismounted, the traveller 1is received
at the gate by the landlord, who with “ frequent
cringe,” tells him his house is full, and every bed
bespoken. To the travellers solicitations for a
garret and straw, or the kitchen fire and an elbow -
chair, it is replied, that the garrets are occupied,
and that a count’s tired footm en had monopolized
the kitchen, and were even then snoring round
the fire. This was bad news on such a night;
but luckily the maid-servant of the inn took pity
on the wWeary stranger:
Be brave 1’ she cries, you s till m ay be our guest;

O ur haunted room was ever held the best.

I'f then your valour can the frig ht sustain

O f ra ttlin g curtains and the clin kin g chain;

If your courageous tongue have power to ta lk,

W hen round your bed the horrid ghost shall w alk

If you dare ask it w hy it leaves its tom b,

I "Il see your sheets w ell air’'d, and shew the room

Soon as the frighted m a id her tale had to ld,

T he stranger enter'd, for his heart was bold.

The damsel led him th rough a spacious hall,

W here ivy hung the half dem olished w all;

She frequent look'd behind, and changed her hue,

W hile fancy tipt the candle’'s flam e w ith b lue.

A nd now they gain'd the winding stairs’' ascent,

A nd to the lonesome room o f terrors w ent!
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W hen all was ready, sw ift re tire d the m aid

The w atch-lights b urn; tuckt warm in bed was laid

The hardy stranger, and attends the sprite

T ill his accustom 'd w alk at dead o f nigh t.
At first he hears the wind, w ith h ollow roar,
S hake the loose lock, and swing the creaking d oo r;

N earer and nearer draws the dreadful sound

O f ra ttlin g chains, that dragg’'d upon the ground:

W hen, lo ! the spectre came, w ith h orrid strid e ,
A pproach’'d the bed, and drew the curtains w ide.”

T he phantom now points to its bosom , dyed
w ith blood, and waves its hand thrice. Fortify -
ing his courage with prayer, the traveller ques-
tions his nocturnal visitor, and is told, that on

being bewildered in the forest, and benighted
three years ago, he had put up at that inn, was
conveyed to the very chamber he now haunted,
w here he had been murdered by the hostess, for
the sake of his treasure, which the guilty perpe-
trator had hidden in an adjacent field. T he
spectre offers to conduct the traveller to the spot,
and to reward him with the money, on condition
of his bringing the murderer to justice. T o what

daring deeds will not the hope of riches nerve
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The stranger springs from bed,

A nd boldly follow s where the phantom le d .

The half-w orn stony stairs they now descend,

W here passages obscure their arches bend.

S ilent they walk, and now through groves they pass;

N ow through w et meads their steps im print the grass.

A t length, amidst a spacious field they cam e;
There stops the spectre, and ascends in flam e.
Am azed he stood; no bush, no briar was found,

To teach his m orning search to find the ground.
W hat could he do ?— the night was hideous dark;

Fear shook his joints .”

r At this moment, the traveller awakes in bed,
and finds his night-vision to be nothing m ore
than a dream , very naturally accruing from w hat
had previously been told him by the maid-servant.
Thus, the greater number of our dreams are (in
Sir Thomas Brown’s phraseology) merely “ spin-
ning out our awaking thoughts into the phantasm s
of sleep, which often continue precogitations—
m aking cables of cobwebs, and wildernesses of
handsom e groves. Besides, H ippocrates hath
spoke so little, and the oneirocritical m asters have
left such frigid interpretations, that there is little
encouragement to dream of Paradise itself.”
The dream of M arcus A ntonius, which P lu-

tarch relates w ith seem ing wonder, is uncon -
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sciously accounted for even in the very narration.
O ctavius Caesar and A ntonius had quarrelled;
they could neither of them u bear a brother near
the throne:” their respective powers could not
co-exist; and A ntonius had threatened to send
O ctavius to prison.

u T his young Caesar, seeing his doings, went
unto Cicero and others, which were Antonius’
enemies, and by them <crept into favour with the
senate; and he him self sought the people’s
good will every manner of way, gathering toge-
ther the old soldiers of the late deceased Caesar.
A ntonius being afraid of this, talked with O cta-
vius in the capitol, and they were apparently
reconciled. But the very same night A ntonius
had a strange dream , who thought that lightning
fell upon him , and burnt his right hand. Shortly
after, word was brought him that O ctavius lay
in wait to kill him . Caesar cleared him self unto
him , and told him there was no such m atter;
but he could not make A ntonius believe the con-
trary. W hereupon they became further enem ies

than ever.”*

* North’s Plutarch.
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search crushed in that fatal enclosure, and
dying.

T he terror of the sight awakened him ; he
started from his pillow, and heard plainly enough
a succession of dism al groans close at hand. H e

and his friend slept in a double-bedded room

H e instantly darted to the sufferer’s side, who

feebly ejaculated, u |l am very ill. I feared my
groans would not wake you, and | could not call.
I am racked with horrible spasm s. M y breath
seem s going. | shall be suffocated. G et m e

som ething, for G od’s sakel”

T_he w riter had heard that burnt brandy was
useful in such attacks; and having procured
som e, adm inistered it, and relief was obtained.
H is friend has often said, that had it not been
for the assistance thus given, he believes he should
have died.

N ow , in this instance, it is plain that the dream

w as occasioned by the groans im perfectly heard

in sleep; and there is nothing wonderful in the
dreamer connecting those groans w ith a fam iliar
friend and constant com panion— one for whom

he entertained a strong affection.

T he writer recollects another dream , which
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was nearly coincident with fact. H e dream t that
he went from London, on a visit to his uncle, in

W iltshire, and having arrived at the house, found

all the fam ily assem bled, except one of his fe-
m ale cousins. O n inquiry, he was told, that

<
though she was ill, and in her own room , he

m ight go thither and see her. W hen lie entered
the apartment, she held up her hand, and burst
into tears; and he perceived that her thumb was
shattered.

u Look here!” sobbed she. u See what has
befallen m e! | was taking down one of my
father’s fowling-pieces, which had long hung over
the parlour fire-place. It was loaded, and rusty,
and burst when | touched it, m angling m vy

thumb as you now see.
«
This dream made a strong im pression on the

w riter; and happening to go on the following

day to a fem ale relation in London, who was re-

lated in the same degree to his cousin, he asked
if she had heard lately from W iltshire. B eing
answered in the affirmative, he inquired if all
friends there were well. u Y es,” replied his re-
lative ; u but poor | has been in som e
danger, though all is now over. She hurt her
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thumb with a thorn, and the wound at one tim e
was so malignant, that it was feared am putation
of the joint might become necessary. O wing,
however, to youth, and a good constitution, she
has perfectly recovered.”

H ad the writer been of an over-credulous dis-

position, he might have ascribed this dream,
w hich was so nearly realized, to supernatural in-
terposition. But why should such interposition
have taken place ? W hat good could have re-
sulted from it ? N o: the dream was natural

enough as connected with the house of a country
gentlem an who, being addicted to sports of the
field, had fowling-pieces about his prem ises;and
that it should be so nearly allied to a foregone
fact, was nothing more than one of the coinci-
dences already indicated.

But what is to be said of those innumerable
dream s that do not u come true, as the phrase
is??” Such, among others, are the supposed
revelations which used to be made in sleep to
superstitious people of certain num bers in the
lottery, and w hich tem pted them , in spite of
repeated failures, to buy tickets and be ruined.

T his, the sapient oneirocritics would <call “ justi-
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fication by contrariety,” or, in plain words, it is
right because it iswrong. There is no grappling
with a determ ined belief. A dream m ust either
resem ble a fact, or not; and, in either case, it
would be held by the old u diviners” to have a

spiritual significance.

T he following vision of this inappropriate kind
occurred to the present writer.

H e sat up till a very late hour one night,

intently occupied in reading Dryden’s dedication

(of his wu Juvenal” to the Earl of Dorset. T his
dedication occupies fifty-three closely-printed
folio pages, and, in the main, is assuredly not of
a nature to inspire grim dream s ; since, as is
well known, it is a history of the rise and pro-
gress of satire, including a m asterly criticism on
many of the Roman poets. But, after a busy
day, the reading, even of such glorious prose as

Dryden’s, might have been fatiguing; added to
w hich, the night-air was heavy and sultry, and
the silence of the room was broken every now
and then by a fitful storm , which drove broad
floods of rain against the windows, and was then
lulled only to begin again.

At last, however, the atm osphere became
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clear; and after having finished the long and
adm irable preface, w hich had deeply interested

him , the reader fell asleep in his chair, lulled

Uu M inute drops from off the eaves.

Dozing in a chair is not, however, the most
pleasant condition of slumber, and on this occa-
sion the uneasy posture of the sleeper prom pted
an uneasy dream . H e retained a consciousness
that he was still in the room , and im agined him -
self to be, as before, engaged in reading the old
folio. But Dryden’s subject-m atter had som e-
how changed; his m anly, healthy, strenuous
style, and dom inant fine sense, were transform ed
into a kind of sickly Germ an m ysticism ,* — a
treatise on phantoms and u chimeras dire,” and
dem ons in fam iliar hum an shapes. Though

offended at what he could not but consider as a

sort of apostacy in Dryden, he, nevertheless,
read on, and shuddered over a long account of

* It m u st be adm itte d th at D ryden, in th e above-m entioned
tre atise, has in fact digressed a little into som ething cognate w ith
m y s ticism in h is rem arks on “ guardian angels ” and " wicked
s p irits ;" but these rem arks are only transitory, and he speed.ily

resumes his clear and dem onstrative criticism
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devilish incarnations, until he suspected every
human being to be a fiend in disguise, him self
among the number.

W hile busied with these dreary speculations,
the door of the room appeared to open, and a
person w ith w hom lie was then but slightly
acquainted entered and sat down opposite him

“W hat are you reading ?” dem anded he, with
a stem aspect.

“ Dryden,” replied the dreamer.

“ W hat!” ejaculated the intruder; “ Dryden
on the incarnation of fiends ?7”

“Yes,” was the reply; “ it is in his preface
to Juvenal.”

“ And know you not,” continued the other,
“ that Dryden was him self a fiend; and that to
read him is one of the deadly sins ? This open
book is dam ning evidence against you. For this
you must be slain; and | am sent here to be
your executioner!”

H e then drew a pistol from his pocket, which
he deliberately pointed at the dreamer’s head,
who was utterly unable to move, or make the
least effort to avert the im minent danger. At
this moment, a friend rushed in, struck aside the
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pistol, and seizing the “ executioner,” flung him
headlong out of the "window. T his is a point in
dreams when most sleepers awake; and so did
the present.

H ad this dream been considered in the light of
a warning or prophecy, the writer would have
been led into a grievous mistake, inasmuch as
the then u slight acquaintance,” who seemed to
intrude him self as a sanguinary inquisitor, has
since proved aconstant and single-hearted friend;
w hile he who came to the rescue has been a cold,
double-dealing, selfish, persevering, and plotting
enem vy.

To dream of church-yards and tom b s, and
effigies of the departed, has, time out of mind,
been held to prefigure speedy death to the
dreamer. O f this <class of night-visions, a very
rem arkable one occurred to a lady who is near
and dear to the present writer.

She dreamed that a fem ale friend and herself)
w hile walking at noon in some country place
(she knew not where), wandered into a lane
over-hung with branches of gloomy trees w hich
cast on their path a portentous tw ilight. N othing

but them selves appeared to move in this lonely

£ 2
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road, the windings of which led the com panions

to the borders of a secluded and alm ost hidden

burial-place, lying low in a dell beneath their
feet. T he solitude and subdued light of the
spot were oppressive, strange, and om inous. It
seem ed a region w hereon the sun, by som e
m ysterious ordination, was forbidden to shine— a
dim and apparently supernatural Necropolis— a

shadowy valley not of this world.

The wanderers, with hushed breath, gazed,
from som e little distance, at the scene before
them , hesitating whether, or not, they should
penetrate such visionary precincts. To enter so
aw ful a locality seem ed to them like a renuncia-
tion of the bright world— perhaps of life itself;
and they were about to turn away and retrace
their steps, when,urged by an irresistible im pulse,
the dreamer persuaded her com panion to venture
w ith her into the sepulchral hollow.

T he approach to this silent domain was down
a very long flight of steps conducting to a flat
space em bossed with yews, cypresses, and other
trees sacred to the dead; in the midst of which
w as a hillock, having on its sum m it a vast

m ausoleum adorned by niches filled with funereal
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effigies. N o church was there to sanctify the
inclosure which, like a wide and worn-outquarry,
was shut in on every side by banks of stony
earth.

Our dreamer and her friend descended the
steps and reached the level ground beneath, of
w hich some quarters were crowded by old monu-
ments overstained by the sad and faint green of
clinging moss and lichens, while in other parts
were sundry grave mounds looking freshly as if
the earth had only yesterday been heaped up.
T he rem oter portion of this hushed cem eteiy
appeared ruinous, abandoned, and tangled with
rank and seedy grass.

In exam ining the tom b-stones, our wanderers
W ere m uch struck by the affecting laments
carved on some of the most antique ; several of
w hich were commemorative of personages who
had been dead m any centuries. A ll the inscrip-
tions, however, were not of this loving and pious
character: certain of them breathed unforgiving,
inhum an, and ungodly m aledictions on the
sleepers in the earth below, whose frailties and
crimes were minutely and mercilessly recorded

on their sepulchres.
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u G od help u s !” exclaim ed the dreamer’s
friend. u W e are in a fiendish place. W e must
retreat. A deadly fear is on m e. L et us fly.”

“ N ot so,” replied the dreamer. u | wish to
climb the hillock and Ilook at that stately m onu -
ment on the summ.it. I feel no dread. Com e,

let us mount the steep.”

u W hat!” returned the other, “ and pass that
grinning statue standing half way up under the
black shade of the yew tree ?7

K Even so,” returned the dreamer ; u a statue

cannot harm wus.”

T he com panions now clambered w ith diffi-
culty up the crumbling earth, and examined the
pompous sepulchre wdiich crowned the mount,
adm iring its m agnitude, its G othic enrichments,
grotesque hum an shapes, and heraldic devices.
T hey could not, however, ascertain in w hose
honour it had been erected.

R eturning from the elevation, they perceived,
w ith shuddering wonder, that the statue had
changed its position, and now stood m uch lower
dow n. On approaching it, the figure held out
its arm as if to assist the dreamer’s descent; but,

panting with terror, she rapidly darted past, and
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would not accept the proffered and ghastly aid.
Quickening their pace, the com panions now
hastened to escape from the inclosure; but
hearing a sound behind them of other footsteps
than their own, they turned their heads, and saw
that the stone image was striding after them

tc Do not be afraid,” gasped the dreamer to

terror ; u do not be afraid. I understand it:
we have trodden on som e wires, w hich have
caused the figure to move. It is a foolish trick
— nothing more.”

T hey still pushed forward, though now ‘', in
proportion as speed was necessary, their feet felt
more and more oppressed as if by leaden weights.
At length, breathless and scared, they gained
the foot of the steps leading out of the cem etery,
and were about to rush up them , when the
dreamer felt her neck <clutched by stony arms.

W eak and obstructed as her powrer of m ovem ent

had previously been, it was now totally sSus-
pended ; she was transfixed in the grasp of the
hideous effigy. A voice like that of one speak-
ing through a mask, ejaculated, u Your pre-
sum ption is punished! Y ou are condem ned!
G o gle Original frtm
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N ever will you leave this place! H ow durst
you pry into the palace of our king??”

T his speech was ludicrous enough; but in
dream s, the ludicrous is apt to be converted into
the horrible. Bo was it with the dreamer, who
shrieked in a spasm of terror.

The sound of her own cry awakened her, and
w ith transport she hailed the morning light

beaming cheerfully through her c¢chamber-win-

dow s.

The dream, in all its m inute circum stances,
was vividly im pressed on her mind. O n her
relating it, m any wise W om en felt certain

that the dreamer of such a story <could not

be long for this world. To descend into a
valley of death, and to be fixed in the grasp
of a monumental statue, could indicate only
one result. T he soothsayers, however, W ere
out in their calculations. Several years have

passed since this nocturnal vision perplexed the

dreamer’s sleep, who, thank G od! is still living
in the enjoyment of a sound mind in a sound
frame.

T he following is one of the most remarkable

and puzzling instances of dream in one place,
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ana vision in another, on record. It was related
above eighty years ago, in the old London M aga-
zine, and deserves to be recalled from dusty

oblivion.

A student at an academy in Devonshire
dreamt that he was going to London, but having
parents living in G loucestershire, thought he
would visit their house in his way to the metro-
polis. H e, accordingly, com menced his journey
in im agination; and reaching the parental home,
attem pted to enter at the front door, but finding

it fast, went round to the back, where he gained

ready adm ission. All was hwushed: the family
had retired for the night. Proceeding to the
apartment where his parents lay, he found his
father asleep; on which, without disturbing him ,

he went to the other side the bed, and perceived
his mother to be broad awake.

u M other,” said he, u I am going a long
journey?” (m eaning to London), u and have
come to bid you good by.”

Stricken w ith fright, and interpreting his
words in a fatal sense, she replied, “ Dear son,
thou art dead !”

The dreamer now awoke, and took no more
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notice of the affair than he would of any ordi-
nary dream B ut in a few days, he received
a letter from his father, inform ing him that
his m other, while in bed, had heard him , on a
certain night, (the very night of his dream ),
try the doors of the house; and after opening
the back door, and coming up stairs, he appeared
at her sid e, she being, as she stated, broad
aw ake. added, that he addressed her by
the words above related; on which she uttered,
u Dear so thou art dead !” T he vision im m e-
diately disappeared; and the good woman, being
greatly disturbed, waked her husband, and told
him what had occurred.

To this singular conjuncture, however, o f
dream and vision, there was no result on either
side. The mother, who believed herself to be
awake, w probably in a state of im perfect

slum ber;

W as

dream

identical

striking

ing,

dream

but that at the very moment her son
she should see, in a vision, his
acted before her, is the most
coincidence of any in the traditions of

oneirocriticism

, A

after
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thing of moment happened to either party in
connection w ith the dream and vision, (par-
ticularly had the son died about the time,) it
m ight have been considered as a divine prem o-
nition . But, as neither that, nor anything else
o f consequence ensued, it m ust certainly be
extravagant to suppose that any supernatural
interposition had taken place. “ The dreamer,”
he adds, u is yet (1765) alive, though the affair
is now of some years’ standing.”

Dr.James N . Pinkerton has com posed a very

able and philosophical Essay on u Sleep and its

Phenomena,” which the present writer ventures
to com mend to the earnest attention of all who
are interested in such m atters. In it, he quotes

from an old French author a circum stantial and
curious dream of which the predictions -were
falsified:

u A belief in the prophetic power of dream s,”

says the doctor, was universal amongst the
ancients, and has been more or less continued to
the present time, sometimes even amongst per-
sons of education. Thus, we occasionally hear

of individuals having had mysterious com m uni-

cations in their dream s, and events prophecied to
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them , which have actually come to pass. T hat |
such dreams have occurred, and do yetoccur, we
have no doubt, but we must regard the fulfilm ent
of them as being entirely the result of accident;
for, as Dr. M acnish observes— i any person who
examines the nature of the human mind, and
the manner in which it operates in dream s, m ust
be convinced, that under no circum stances, ex-
cept those of a miracle, in w hich the ordinary

laws of nature are trium phed over, can such an

event ever take place. T he Sacred W ritings
testify that miracles were common in former
times ; but |l believe, no man of sane mind will

contend, that they ever occur in the present state

of the world. In judging of these things as now
k
constituted, we must discard supernatural influ- \

ence altogether, and estim ate events according to
. }

the general laws, which the G reat Ruler of na-

ture has appointed for the guidance of the uni-
1

verse. If, in the present day, it were possible
\

to conceive a suspension of these laws, it m ust,
as in former ages, be in reference to some great N

event, and to serve some mighty purpose con -

nected with the general interests of the hum an
\

race; but if faith is to be placed in modem
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miracles, we must suppose, that G od suspended

th e above laws for the most trivial and useless

of purposes; as, for instance, to intim ate to a
m an that his grandm other will die on a particular
day— that a favourite mare has broken her neck

— that he has received a present of a brace of
game— or that a <certain friend w ill step in and
take pot-luck with him on the morrow .’*

u O f the many thousands of dream s which
nightly take place, itis not at all surprising, that
occasionally one may become accidentally veri-
fied, which is then im m ediately <cited as being
supernatural; whilstthose innumerable prophetic
dream s, which are not fulfilled, are never again
heard of. T he following is an excellent illustra-
tion of the fallacy of some of these prophetic
dream s. It is to be found in a letter addressed to a
friend of the writer, (O n the V anity of Dream s,
and upon the Appearance of Spirits,” published

in 1Le M ercure G allante,”for January, 1690.

u i T he last proof, my dear friend, says the
w riter, ( which | can give on the vanity o f
dream s, is my surviving after one that | expe-
* M acnish’s “ Philosophy of Sleep,” p. 133.— Third Edition.
Original frttm
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rienced on tlie 22d of Septem ber, 1679. |

awoke on that day, at five o’clock in the morn-
ing, and having fallen asleep again half-an-hour
after, 1 dreamt that | was in my bed, and that

the curtain of it was withdrawn at the foot (tw o
circum stances which were true), and that I saw
one of my relations, who had died several years
before, enter the room , with a countenance as
sorrow ful as it had formerly been joyous. She
seated herself at the foot of my bed, and looked
at me with pity. As | knew her to be dead, as
well in the dream as in reality, | judged by her

sorrow that she was going to announce som e

bad news to me, and perhaps death ; and fore-
seeing it with sufficient indifference,— {A h, well,’
said | toher, 61 must die, then!”’ She replied
to me, 61t is true.”— 6A nd when ?’ retorted 1 ;
iim m ediately?’'— * To-day, replied she. 1 confess

to you the time appeared short; but withoutbeing

concerned, | interrogated her farther, and asked
her, (in what manner ?° She murmured some
words w hich | did not understand, and at that
moment | awoke. T he importance of a dream

so precise, made me take notice of m vy situation,

and | remarked, that I had lain down upon my
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right side, my body extended, and both hands
resting upon my stom ach. Il rose to com m it my
dream to writing, for fear of forgetting any part
of it; and finding it accom panied by all the cir-

cum stances w hich are attributed to m ysterious

and divine missions, I was no sooner dressed
than | went to tell my sister-in-law, that, if
serious dream s were infallible warnings, she
w ould have no brother-in-law in twenty-four
hours. I told her afterwards all that had hap-
pened to me, and likewise informed some of my
friends, but without betraying the least alarm ,
and without changing in any respect my wusual
conduct,— resigning m yself to the entire disposal
of Providence.— ¢ N ow ,” adds the wrriter, 1if 1

had been weak enough to give up my mind to
the idea that |l was going to die, perhaps, |l should

have died.” ”*

A singular coincidence has lately taken place,

upon which m uch stress has been laid by the
believers in supernatural revelations. I allude
to the recent murder of M r. Hazell, a farmer

residing at Dundry, near Bristol.

* Pinkerton’s Essay on “ Sleep and its Phenomena.”
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The deceased had been m issing the greater

part of M onday the 17th of Janwuary; and cer-

tain suspicious circum stances occurred which, in
all probability, gave rise to conjectures that he
had come to his death by foul means. O n the

following W ednesday night, two men dreamt that
the body of M r. Hazell had been discovered in a
certain dry w ell; and upon their com m unicating
this coincidence to some of the deceased’s la-
bourers, a lighted candle was procured, the well
searched, and the dead body of the unfortunate
farmer discovered at the bottom

T his incident has been seized hold of by the
“ superstitionists” as an undoubted instance of
preternatural disclosure; but there is no perem p -
tory necessity for putting such a construction on
the facts. Suspicious circum stances, as already
stated, had accom panied the farmer’s disappear-
ance,; and there can be little doubt that the
general opinion among the deceased’s servants
was, that their master had been murdered. T he
two men who dreamt that the bodv was disco-
vered in a well, might have been talking toge-
ther on the subject during the preceding evening,

and very possibly had speculated on the likelihood
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that the farmer’s body— in the event of his
having been murdered— would ultim ately b e
discovered in the well in question ; especially as

such depths present obvious hiding-places, and
indeed are frequently used by murderers for
concealing the dead bodies of their victim s.
G ranting these suppositions— and nothing is
m ore probable than that they should have been
entertained — the fact of the two men dreaming as
they did, ceases to be a matter of much wonder;
and that their night-visions should be subse-
quently wverified, is reduced to a mere coinci-
dence, and not a very astonishing one.

A gentlem an of distinguished genius, w ith

w hom the present writer has the honour to be

acquainted, related to him a series of dream s,
or rather repetitions of one dream , which pre-
ceded an im portant event in his life. T his
gentlem an w as engaged to be m arried ; and

though the lady of his choice was a person of
ungquestionable respectability, he was haunted in

his dreams by a phantasm of his dead father,

w h o, night after night, pronounced solem n
warnings against the meditated union. O f these
visions in sleep, the constant recurrence Wwas
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certainly very remarkable, and the dreamer, on

awakening, used to com fort him self (after the

perturbation w hich such aw ful councils could
not fail to excite) by exclaiming, “ W ell, thank
God, I am not m arried!” The wedding, never-
theless, eventually took place, and then th e
warning vision came no more. But, as predicted
by the dream, the wunion (without blame on
either side) was inauspicious. H ad the imagined
m onitory voice been obeyed, it would have

secured the parties concerned from much subse-

quent discom fort.

T his, at first view, might be taken for an
undoubted instance of supernatural interposi-
tion, especially considering the nightly perse-
verance of the phantasm , and its total cessation
w hen its warnings could no longer avail. A s
regards the pertinacious appearance, it should
however be remem bered, that what makes a

strong im pression in dreams is alm ost sure to be
repeated.

O ne can im agine the nocturnal dismay of the
sufferer, who well knew what would haunt him
on falling into slum ber— the apparition’s unfail-

ing steps ascending the stairs and entering the
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chamber at u the dead waist and middle of the
night”— the un-shunnable presence— the sound -
ing of the oracular words— the terror of the
dream er; and then the final waking resolution
to exorcise the phantom by rendering its visita-

tions useless.

T his, however, is the excitability of fancy.
B ut— not to mention that the dreamer in ques-
tion is u of imagination all compact,” one who,

in prose and poetry, has given the world many

productions which wu it will not willingly let die,”
and w ho therefore in his vocation would be
likely, even during sleep, to “ body forth the
forms of things unknown”— it is certain that he

him self was not without strong m isgivings as to

the eligibility of the connexion he was about to
form ; and that, pondering over the advice his
father, had he been living, would probably have
given him , our poet’s sleep would very naturally

be haunted by the image of his parent, and by
om inous forebodings.

A nother poet, Shelley, was a great dreamer,
and at one time kept a record of his dreams ;

w hether with a view to the so-called science of

oneirocriticism , is not known.

G2
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T he celebrated Robert Burton, author of the
u Anatomy of M elancholy,”” who was a pious
clergym an of our church, discourses at large, in
many parts of his book, against greedy credulity.
u They that are superstitious,” observes he, u are
still fearing, suspecting, vexing them selves with
auguries, prodigies, false tales, dream s, idle works,
unprofitable labours; as Boterus observes, curd
m entis ancipite versantur: enemies to G od and to
them selves. I n a word, as Seneca concludes,
R eligio D eum colit, superstitio destruit: supersti-
tion destroys, but true religion honours G od.”?*

M ontaigne, also, an author whose wisdom has
been recognized between two and three centuries,
is equally strong in denouncing credulity and
superstition.

u Thereyetremain amongstus,” says he,u som e
practices of divination from the stars, from spirits,
from the shapes and com plexions of men, from
dreams and the like, (a notable example of the
w ild curiosity of our nature to grasp at and anti-
cipate future things, as if we had not enough to

do to digest the present.)

* “ Anatomy of Melancholy,” Pa:
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“ 1, for my part, should sooner regulate my
affairs by the chance of a die, than by such idle
and vain dream s. I see some who are mightily
given to study, pore and com ment upon their
A lm anacks, and produce them for authority when

any thing has fallen out pat: though it is hardly

possible, but that these well-wishers to the m a-
them atics, in saying so much, must sometimes
stum ble upon some truths amongst an infinite
num ber of lies. For who shoots all day at B uts
that does not som etimes hit the w hite ? I think

never the better of them for some accidental
hits. Besides, nobody records their flim flam s and

false prognostics, forasmuch as they are infinite

and com mon; but if they chop upon one truth,
it carries a mighty report, as being rare, incre-
dible, and prodigious. So Diogenes answered
h im in Samothrace, w ho showing him in the

tem ple the several offerings and stories, in paint-
ing, of those who had escaped shipwTeck, said to
him, cLook you, said he, 6what do you say to so
m any persons preserved from death by especial

favour 2 (W hy, |l say/ answered Diogenes, “that
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their pictures are not here who were cast away,
w hich were by much the greater number.”” *

A gain: u 'Tis very probable that visions, en -
chantments, and all extraordinary effects of that
nature, derive their credit principally from the
power of imagination, working its chiefest im -
pression upon vulgar and easy souls, whose
belief is so strangely imposed upon as to think
they see what they do not.” f

It is well known that many persons of strong
and wise minds, whose reason scorns any cre-
dence in superstitious doctrines, are nevertheless
unable, on account of physical weakness, to repel
the approaches of fear, “ in a great apprehension
of which,” observes Cowley, u there is no extra-
ordinary or extravagant thing that the im agina-

tion is not capable of forming.”t

* M ontaigne’s Essays. Book i. chap. xi.

f Ibid: Book i. chap. xx. % N otes to Davidcis. Book iii.
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N oncrede then touk occasion to speak, and eudeavoured to re

duce his dear brother to his rig ht senses. 'Twas indeed an enter-
prise in w hich "tw a s im possible for him to succeed; for nothing

happens m ore rarely than the bringing people o ff from th e ir pre -
judices, and engaging them to determ in ations absolutely contrary
to w hat they were resolved on. H owever, Noncrede w a

s w illin g
to venture som e argum ents to b rin g th is honest gentlem an to
reason. I shal recite here those w hich I 'm inform ed he urged
H istory o f M o nsieur Ou 1 e
Giacomo. Listen ! W hat sound is thatP

Orsino. The house-dog moans

,and the beams crack; nhought else.
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M 2« o~y thousand men and wom en (particularly
the latter) have been torm ented from infancy
to age by a dread of omens, strange noises,
death-watches, ghosts, visions, fiends, hobgoblins,
witches, necromancers, & C. E ven now, in the

nineteenth century, this folly, though much dim i-

nished by the advance of knowledge, has not

ceased to exist. It will always be found in com
pany with ignorance ; and ignorance still m akes
her abode in many right-worshipful fam ilies no

less than in the hovels of the poor.
I f superstition could be cherished by any class

of men of cultivated intellect, it might rashly
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be predicated that poets, of all others, would be
such men ; for the very nature of their vocation
dem ands w hat M ilton calls the “ high-raised
phantasy.” Y et it is certain that by the greatest
poets a healthy tone in this respect is constantly
m aintained. The prodigality of their im agina-
tion presents us indeed with u visions and en -
chantments d rearbut on the other hand, by
way of antidote, they lose no opportunity of
denouncing irrational belief: they love nature ;

and, as one of them (Coleridge) has said,

I'n nature there is nothing m elancholy,”
«

In the 9th Canto, Book th e Second, of the

“ Faery Queene,” Spenser exhibits the chamber

of u Phantastes,” and speaks plainly enough of

its illusions:—
|
*( And all the chamber filled was w ith flyes, u
W hich buzzed all about, and made such sound
That they encombred allmen’'s eares and eyes;
L ik e m any swarmes of bees assembled round,
A fter th e ir hives w ith honny do abound.
i
A Il those were idle thoughtes andfantasies,
D evices, dreames, opinions unsound,
Shewes, visions, sooth-sayls, and prophecies;
<

And all thatfeigned is, as leasings, tales, and lies.
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E m ongst them all sate he w hich worm ed there,
That hight Phantastes by his nature trew

A m an ofyeares, yet fresh as m ote appere,

O f sw arth com ple xion and of crabbed hew,

T hat him full of m elancholy did shew

Bent, hollow , beetle browes, sharpe, staring eyes,
That mad orfoolish seemd; one, by his vew,

M ote decm e him borne w ith ill-d isposed skyes,

W hen obligue S aturne sate in th 1 house of agonyes.”

A nd in another poem (the u Epithalamion?”)
he says, invoking a quiet night,—
Letno deluding dream s, nor dreadful sights,
M a ke sudden, sad a ffrig h ts ;

Ne let hob-goblins, names whose sense we see not,

Fray us with things that be not”

Shakspeare and M ilton are equally em phatic

against superstition; and Bacon, discoursing of
prophecies (not o f divine prophecies), after
speaking of their fallacies, adds, u There are
* I'n com m enting on this last line, Upton says, * The aspect of
S aturn, by astrologers, was alw ays,deemed m alignant, impio Sa-
turno, as H orace, alluding to th is opinion, says, L . ii., O . xvii.
A nd C haucer calls him ‘ pale S aturnus the cold,” Kn. T . 2445.
*1 do vengeance and pleine correction
W hile | dw ell in the signe of the Leon.
M y lo king ' (i.e ., aspect) *is the fader of Pestilence.l"
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num bers o f the lik e kind, especially if you

include dream s and predictions of astrology.

My judgment is, that they ought all to be
despised, and ought to serve but for winter-talk
by the fireside. That that hath given them
grace and som e credit, consisteth in three
things (— First, that men mark when they hit,
and never m ark w hen th ey m iss; as they do
generally also of dream s. T he second is, that

probable conjectures, or obscure traditions, m any
tim es turn them selves into prophecies, while the
nature of man, which coveteth divination

, thinks

it no peril to foretel that which indeed they do

but collect. The third and last (w hich is the
great one) is, that almost all of them , being
infinite in number, have been im postures, and
by idle and crafty brains m erely contrived and

feigned after the event is p a st”

In another place, this great man says, <cSu-
perstition is the reproach of the D eity. W ithout
a veil, superstition is a deformed thing; for, as
it addeth deform ity to an ape to be like a m an,
SO0 the sim ilitude of superstition to religion
m aketh it the more deformed.”

But to our present subject— O m inous night-
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noises. T hese are numerous ; and most persons
are apt to invest them with a mysterious cha-
racter, when a little reflection would refer them
to very natural causes. In the first place, the

silence of night renders things audible that would
be drowned in the turmoil and bustle of the day.

O f these too-often alarming sounds, the trivial,

and even ridiculous, origin is not unworthy of
notice. C ats are prodigal agents in such m at-
ters; and there <can be little doubt that the

greater number of om inous noises which frighten
sober people out of their senses, are attributable
to them

A young cat, of a very sociable turn, fond of
hum an company, and belonging to the present
w riter, is in the habit, especially at night, of
knocking with its forehead three times upon the
door of whatever room it may desire to enter.
On hearing such a summons, any person, sitting
in the hush of a winter evening, would seize a
candle, open the door, and, looking level with his
eyes, while the cat glided in with noiseless steps
at his feet, would protest that the sound came
from som ething invisible, and terrify his family

w ith all m anner of horrid portents, which, if som e
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member of it shouldlchance to be infirm of

health, might tend to a fatal fulfilm ent. O nce,
indeed, and it was at midnight, too, this very
sum mons caused a momentary alarm in one of
the writer’s relatives, who, knowing that every

one in the house (except herself and com panion)
was a-bed, started and looked aghast at hearing
three thumps against the parlour door.

“ Tis only our little black cat,” said the writer;

u you shall see her enter.”

O pening the door, and holding the light down-
wards, puss was seen to steal in, sure enough,
and take her place quietly on an ottoman under
the table.

A knowledge of this com mon, but too often
unobserved fact, might perhaps prevent much
m ystification and cloudy terror, and might, more-
over,explain m any uwell-authenticated” and grim
stories of night-noises.

In other ways, too, cats, which are singularly
active at night (indeed they are truly the rakes
who turn night into day), originate strange and
unexpected sounds; since, not to mention their

talent for throwing down tins and crockery, they

have a remarkable faculty of rendering their
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steps audible or inaudible as they please. T hey
can descend stairs with sounding foot-falls, or
glide downwards as if their paws were made of
wool. Cats have more contrivance and cunning
than human beings are apt to suppose, though
it is not easy to “ pluck out the heart of their
m ystery.”

W hen the present writer lived a little way in
the country, he built an out-house on one side his
dwelling, wherein garden-seeds were stored, and
garden-im plem ents deposited. From this shed,
an inner door com municated with the Kkitchen-
stairs. There were no means of access from
w ithout; the wooden flap, a few inches in size,
contrived for admission of air, not being large
enough for a baby to pass through.

One night,when he satup very late, the silence
was broken by a sudden sharp report, followed by

the creaking of a door,and stealthy footsteps down

the kitchen stairs. Here was a case for a police-
m an, had such officials been in existence at that
tim e (nearly thirty years ago). T he writer,

however, quickly followed the steps, and saw the
house-cat, which had been m issing some hours,

stationed at the kitchen door. Puss had been
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prowling outside till she was tired, when, jum p -
ing in through the open flap of the seed-house,
and knocking down the prop which keptit apart,
had occasioned by its fall, the sudden noise.
T hen pushing aside the inner door, which was
not latched, the animal descended towards its
usual place of rest, the kitchen.

H ad not this been prom ptly discovered, a
notable story might have been manufactured of
ghostly and invisible footsteps, and horrible

nocturnal sounds.

R ats, also, are busy in the dark, ascending
drains, and squealing, not lik e Shakspeare’s
R oman ghosts, in the streets, but at the mouth of
house-sinks. T hese noises have, no doubt, often

passed with old cultivators of the marvellous for
the gibbering of unquiet spirits, and been so re-
corded. Strange and monotonous wailings, like
a lamenting human voice, are not unfrequently

produced by air passing through em pty water

pipes. T hese are heard only at night, because,
during day, they are u over-noised?” by bustle
and conversation. E ven the obvious rattling of

doors, shutters, and windows in a gusty night,

and the m oaning of wind through a keyhole,
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have been known to create dismal conjectures

and suspicions of unearthly visitants.

The wind is up: hark! how it howls 1 m ethiuks

T ill now I never heard a sound so dre ary!

Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird,
R oo k'd in the spire, scream s loud.

I "Il hear no m ore; it makes one'’'s blood run c h ilr.” =

W ith due deference to Blair, and due adm iration
of his verses, | think he might have spared the
last of the above lines. T he sounds he enum e-
rates are gloomy enough, no doubt, but being
perfectly natural and of frequent occurrence, are
not capable of making u one’s blood run chill.”*

The members of a family living in a soli-
tary suburban house approachable only by a by-
road close to a church-yard, were roused by an
unaccountable noise from m idnight sleep, left

their beds, and huddled together in one room

w hile the master of the dwelling, pistol in hand,
searched the premises. Though nothing suspi-
cious was detected, the fem ale servants could

not be persuaded to return to their chambers,

i 3 thief was found lurking about, it

le house was haunted.”

* B la ir’'s * G rave.”



A nd to this day such a belief would have
been cherished, had not the master been a m an
in whose mind no prejudice or absurd fear could
for an instant exist— one whose clear and saga-
cious faculties are com petent to the exposure of
any fallacy, however plausible. The sound w as
heard on a subsequent night; and being resolved
to detect its cause, which this gentlem an sus-
pected beforehand would turn out to be some-
thing very sim ple and very trivial, he ascertained
at last that it proceeded from the rattling, in a
sudden wind, of a Venetian blind hanging out-
side the window of an unoccupied room , and
w hich the servants had neglected, week after
week, to draw up and secure.

T his discovery was resented by the gossips in
the kitchen, who were actually disappointed at

the ruin of so promising a story of a haunted

house.

Servant-girls, indeed, are very industrious
and very effectual propagators o f wonderful
stories. T hey delight in them : such tales con -

stitute the food on which their minds exist; and
they are angry with any one who should snatch

them from a dark and u fearful joy,” and place



them in the light of reason. They are of u un-

bounded stomach?” in m atters of credulity: a

ghost or an omen gives the finest relish im agina-

ble to their tea, and the m ost intense zest to

their conversation: there are not im possibilities

enough for their ever-ready faith : to them truth
is an insipid thing. Life would lose all its
charm if you should prove that gipsies and
“ cunning women” were ignorant and sordid

im postors; and unfortunately a belief in such

tricksters is not confined to the poor and
uneducated, but extends itself to those w ho
have received the advantage of <careful nur-
ture.

In M ay, 1844, a young lady drowned herself

in the river Lea, at Bow, from despondency at

som ething she had been told by a fem ale fortune-

teller in G osw ell-street-road, w hose accursed
residence she had been in the habit of visiting
for a considerable tim e. T his fatal facility o f

belief, which had destroyed her faculties, inspired
her with groundless terror, and driven her to
the madness of self-murder, might have been
derived from the early counsels of a servant-

m aid ; for it is notorious that much ineradicable
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m ischief is instilled into the minds of children
by dom estics placed about them

A ny apparently unaccountable night-sound is

im m ediately translated into a portent by the
greater number of fem ale servants. The con-
stant falsification of these u omens” makes no
difference in their belief: if the event, thus
foretold, does not occur, they declare it ought to
have occurred. They resemble the “ sage,” of
w hose fantastical speculations some friend said,
u T he facts, my dear fellow, do not agree with
your theory.” “Don’t they?” replied the en-
thusiast : “ then S0 m uch the worse for the
facts.”

It is painful to speak thus of any class ; and

no doubt numerous worthy exceptions might be

found; but most persons will agree that the
censure may generally be justified. W ant of
education is at the root of the mischief. W ith

the dense stupidity in w hich the m ajority of
girls who go out to service are brought up, is
com bined a large portion of cunning. Some of
them have been known to make startling noises
in the dead of night, purely to give ©birth to an

aw ful story; and the best of the thing is, that
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in an incredibly short space of time they them -
selves believe the very m arvels they invent.

T he present writer recollects being, a few
years ago, roused out of his sleep, one wintry
m orning, about three o’clock, by a violent
knocking at the low er part of his house— a
rather lonely dwelling, tw o m iles from tow n.
H ad this noise proceeded from the front door, it
is probable he would have turned on his pillow
and gone again to sleep, under a notion that the

knocking originated in those facetious gentlem en

— adherents of 6(spring-heeled Jack”— who, in
their cups, like their predecessors, the M ohocks,
w ittily disturbed the nocturnal quiet of fam ilies,

and thought itgood manly sport to terrify wom en
and children. But as the sounds came from the
back of the building opening on a garden into
w hich access was not easy, any suspicion of these
heroic revellers was at once dism issed.

H e instantly jum ped out of bed; and w hile
descending the stairs, the stunning and threaten-
ing sounds were repeated. G oing to the garden -
door, he vociferated, u W ho’s there??”

N o answer was given, and perfect silence re-

turned. T he servant slept in a room adjoining
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the kitchen. T hither the writer went, and speak-
ing from outside, inquired if she had heard the
loud knocking.

“ O yes, sir,” she replied; uv and I am fright-
ened to death.”

u W ell,” added he, u keep where you are, and
I1’Il soon find out what’s the m atter.”

H e then opened the house-door, passed into
the road, and, for once in his life, found a police-
man at the very moment he was wanted.

a Have you seen any one within the last five
minutes go out of these premises?” he asked.
answered the man.

N or any suspicious characters about the
road??”

« N o ”

u W e have just been disturbed by a violent
noise. Come in, and go with me over the pre-
m ises.”

T he constable unmasked his light; and every
part of the garden, outhouses, kitchen, & c., were
examined, but no intruder was found; nor any
print of footsteps on the garden-m ould. It was
clear that no human being had entered the gate,
or clim bed the walls. But the loud knocking!

W hat could account for that?
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“ 1 never expected we should see any body,5
said the man, after the search had been com
pleted; “ because thieves don’t m ake noises when
they go a-housebreaking.”

u | ought to have thought of that myself,”

observed the writer; “ but I was too suddenly

roused out of a heavy sleep.”

By this time the servant had dressed herself,
and though told by her master to keep her bed,
had come forth.

ur"D id you hear these knockings, young wo-
m an?” asked the officer.

a Yes, yes,” answered she; u and never shall

I forget them I'”

T he m an looked her hard in the face. “ Do
you ever walk in your sleep?” said he.

“ No, never!” replied the girl, em phatically.

T his occasioned a new train of ideas in the
W riter’s mind, who, dismissing the policem an,

went again to bed, and slept uninterruptedly till
daylight.

In a few days, the girl, who had been but a
short time in the fam ily, gave her mistress warn-
ing, saying the place was too lonely for her; and,

at last, it was ascertained that, either being
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scared at the dead silence of the night, so dif-
ferent from the crowded houses of London in
w hich she had hitherto lived, and where perfect
stillness never comes, or else anxious to create a
wondering sensation, she had left her room , deter-
m ined to bring some evidence of life about her
by inflicting heavy blows with some instrument
on the garden-door. That her master should
have been so successfully hoaxed was, doubtless,

an additional source of enjoyment.

H ere was another tale of m ystery <crushed in
the bud.

It has been observed, in old houses especially,
that the timbers, from swelling and contracting,
according to the state of the weather, will cause
sudden, and, when heard at night, inexplicable
noises. Furniture will produce the same effects,
and so, occasionally, will the backs of stoves
during the process of cooling, when the fire is
out. A ll these, from time to tim e, for want
of a little sensible investigation, have received
wondrous interpretations, and been sources of
terror.

B ut the most dismal of all night-noises— one

of which the ghostly import is fully believed by
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O M IN O U s N IG H T -N O IS E S . 105

scores of unreflecting persons— but w hich is
among the most innocent things in the world, is
the u Death-watch.” T his curious sound has

been held to announce the speedy decease of

som e inm ate of the house wherein it is heard;

and overwhelm ing is the dread, and torturing are

the heart-throes, occasioned by the ticking of this

supposed fatal watch. Though natural history

long ago declared that these sounds proceed from

a little harm less insect, hundreds of believers still

exist who refuse to be persuaded that the noise is

not prophetic of the cliamel-house. E ven those

w ho have been brought to <credit the fact that

the ticking in question is made by an insect, are

reluctant all at once to abandon a gloomy notion,
and therefore affirm that the sound is still signi-
ficant of death, for, say they, it comes from a

spider in the act of dying, and when the ticks

cease, the creature is dead.

M any intelligent, persons are aware that this

latter opinion is equally erroneous with the for-

mer ; but as others may lack such correct infor-
m ation, it might not be altogether superfluous to
state that the insect in question is not a spider,
but u the pediculus of old wood, a species of
Original from

G 0 g Ie NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



term es belonging to th e order aptera in the
Linnaean system .” It is very dim inutive.
There are two kinds of death-watches. O ne

is very different in appearance from the other.

T he former only beats seven or eight quick strokes

at a time : the latter will beat some hours toge-
ther more deliberately and -withoutceasing. T his
ticking, instead of having anything to do with
death, is a joyous sound, and as harmless as the

cooing of a dove.

It is to be regretted that Science, to which we
owe so many blessings,— so much of health both
bodily and mental,— should have made an incon -
siderate com prom ise with Superstition, by nam ing
this lively and harmless little <creature, “M or-
tisaga?”

Burton dem onstrates the delusions of those
w ho affirm that they see supernatural visions,
and hear supernatural noises

u That they see and hear so many phantasm s,
chimeras, visions, noises, & c. as Fienus hath
discoursed at large in his book of Im agination,
and L avater de Spectris, their corrupt phan-
tasy makes them see and hear that which is

indeed neither heard nor seen. T hey that m uch
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fast, or want sleep, as

m elancholy or

sick m en

com m only do, see visions; r such as are
weak-sighted, very timorous by nature, m ad,
distracted, earnestly seek. Sabini quod volunt
som niant, as the saying is; they dream of that
they desire.”

A gain “As M ercatus proves, by reason of
inward vapours, and humours from blood, choler,
& c¢c. diversely mixed, they apprehend and see
outwardly, as they suppose, divers im ages, which
indeed are not. A's they that drink wine think
all runs round, when it is in their own brain, so
it is wdth these m en; the fault and cause is
inward. A s G alen affirm s, m ad m en and
such as are near death, quas extra se videre
putant imagines, intra oculos habent, tis in their
brain, that which seem s to be before them ;
as a concave glass reflects solid bodies. * *
W eak sight and a vain persuasion withal, m ay
effect as much, and second causes concurring,
as an oar in the water makes a refraction, and
seem s bigger, bended double, c. T he thick -
ness of the air may cause such effects; or any
object not well discerned in th e dark, fear and
phantasy will suspect to be a ghost, a devil, <fcc.
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Quod nim is m iseri tim ent, hoc facile credunt, we
are apt to believe and mistake in such ~cases.
M arcellus Donatus brings in a story out of

A ristotle of one Antepharon who supposed he

saw, wWheresoever he was, his own im age in the
air, as in a glass. V itellio hath such another
instance of a fam iliar acquaintance of his, that,
after the want of three or four nights'’ sleep, as

he was riding by a river-side, saw another riding
w ith him , and using all such gestures as he did ;
but when more light appeared, it vanished. E re-
m ites and anchorites have frequently such absurd
visions and revelations by reason of much fasting
and had diet. M any are deceived by legerdem ain,
as Reginald Scot hath well shewed in his book
of the discovery of witchcraft.”

A gain : u T he hearing is as frequently deluded

as the sight, from the same causes alm ost; as he

that hears bells, will make them sound what he
list.” [W hittington to wit]. “ fAs the fool
thinketh, so the bell clinketh.’ Theophilus in

G alen thought he heard m usic from vapours

w hich m ade his ears sound, & c. *
Cardan mentioneth a woman that still supposed
she heard the devil call her, and speaking
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to her : she was a painter’s wife in M ilan. M any
such illusions and voices proceed from a corrupt
im agination.” *

T he present writer recollects having read
someyears ago in Hone’s u Y ear Book,” a story to
the follow ing effect: Peter Priestly, a gravestone-
cutter of W akefield in Yorkshire, desiring to finish
the epitaph on a certain tom b-stone, left his home
one evening for the church in which he was per-
m itted occasionally to work. H aving arrived
there, h e set down his lantern and, lighting
another candle, resumed his rather gloomy task.
M idnight approached and still his work was not
com pleted. On asudden, a strange noise, as of the
utterance of u hiss !'” or u hush!” startled him
H e looked round, but nothing was seen— not
even a bat or owl flitting athwart the upper
darkness.

R ecovering from his surprise, Peter concluded
he had been deceived, and plied his chisel with
fresh vigour. In a few m inutes, however, the
om inous word was again audible. H e once more

searched, but in vain, for the cause of so uncom -

* “ Anatomy of M elancholy,” P a rtition 1, Section iii., M em ber 3.



m on a sound; and, being at length terrified,
was about to quit the church, when a sense of
duty withheld him, and he renewed his work,
w hich was com pleted as the clock struck twelve.
W hile with downcast head intently exam ining

the epitaph he had cut, the dreadfulword a hush!”

came louder than ever on his ear. Peter was
now fairly appalled. H e concluded that he him
self was summoned to the grave— that in fact
he had been carving his own u IflICCt.”
T ottering hom e, he went to bed, but could not
sleep .

N ext morning his wife, happening to observe
his wig, exclaimed wu O Peter! what hast thou
been doing to burn all the hair off one side of
thy wig ?7”

u Ah, God bless thee,” vociferated the stone-
cutter, jum ping out of bed, u thou hast cured
m e with that word.”

The mysterious midnight sound was occasioned
by the frizzling of Peter’s wig as it accidentally
came in contact with the candle while he bent
over his work; and the discovery thus made,

afforded m any a jest and laugh.
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| reserve my assent to S ir Thomas B rown's belief in w itches till
I meet w ith stronger m otives to carry it. A nd | confess T doubt
as m uch the efficacy of those M agical Rules he speaketh of, as of the
finding out of mysteries by the courteous Revelation of Spirits.—

el m D igby , 1642.
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CHAPTER 1.

Three rising days and tw o descending nights
H ave changed the face of heaven and earth by turns,

B utbrought no kind vicissitude to them.

Their state is s till the same, w ith hunger pinch’d.
Dryden,
T hung in the cope of heaven like a
huge pall: the wind rushed about as in a frenzy,

stunning the hearer with its mad clamour, and
tearing up great trees by the roots. In this
elem ental whirl there was no lack of rain, which
now descended perpendicularly, and then, uniting
its drops into one wide sheet of water, drove with
horizontal force against whatever stood in its

w ay.
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It was a wild and dismal night. M ansions of
rich men were able to dash back, with haughty
defiance, the giant assaults made against them ;
but woe betide the dwellers in squalid h uts!
Every blast threatened to bury them beneath
their own walls— every m ighty rush of water
from the clouds, to drown them

In an exposed situation on the edge of a forest
in the west of England, stood, about the com
mencement of last century, a wretched tenem ent

rudely built of refuse fragments of stone from a

neighbouring quarry, and covered by rotten
thatch. D ilapidated as was its exterior condition,
the interior was still worse. The door, which

alone shielded the inm ates from external air, (for

it opened at once into the room ,) was nearly
off its hinges, and, even when closed, showed
some awkward apertures between itself and the
lintel. T he floor had originally been paved with

red tiles; but some of these were now broken,
and others had sunk below the level, form ing
little reservoirs of wet mud; the ceiling w as
cracked and mildewed by damp, which found its
way through the sodden thatch, and the walls

were in a like humid condition. A truckle bed,
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a crazy deal table, one or two rickety chairs, and
a corner cupboard, constituted the entire fur-
niture.

In this forlorn hovel sat, on the night just de-
scribed, three persons,— a mother, a daughter,
and a son. They were cowering silently over a
wood fire, buried in their own thoughts, yetevery
now and then shifting their looks towards the
door and window as the turbulent gusts came
thundering against them , m aking the whole tene-
ment stagger. But dangerous as might be the
position of these poor tenants, they had no choice
but to maintain it. B etter here than outof doors

m ight they

B ide the pelting of this pitiless storm [/’

M aude Doughty, the mother, was prem aturely
old, bent, shrivelled, and hag-like in appearance.
Still, in spite of her patched and parti-coloured
wWrappings, there was a certain expression about
her of som ething superior to other women in her
class of life : such a woman in the ancient world,

m ight have been taken for the pale and haggard

Sibyl of Cumae. H er father had been a poor
schoolm aster. M aude, therefore, lacked not the
1 2
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advantages of reading and writing, and in her
youth, during intervals of household labour, had
contrived to lay up no sm all store of book-know -
ledge, and so assist her parent.

Her mind being of a vigorous nature, a life of
unvaried misfortune had strengthened rather than
enfeebled her faculties. I'n the midst of her
troubles, she kept a keen eye on all by which she
was surrounded : misery taught her to speculate
on the unaccountable freaks of fortune; but here
M aude’s philosophy was at fault. Like the rest
of the world, she could never clearly understand
why meanness and want of principle should so

often fare better than self-respect and honesty.

A nd, in truth, this is one of the great puzzles of
our existence. The marvel of it, the bitter m ys-
tery, the numerous and palpable instances of
thriving vice and starving virtue, extorted from

Cowley (as conscientious and pious a Christian
as ever lived) the following rem arkable and m e-
lancholy reflection:—

“ol love and commend,” says he, u a true,
good fame, because it hath the shadow of virtue;
not that it doth any good to the body which it

accom panies, but ’tis an efficacious shadow, and,
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like that of St. Peter, cures the diseases of others.
The best kind ofglory, no doubt, is that which is
reflected from honesty, such as was the glory of
Cato and A ristides; but it was harm ful to them

both, and is seldom beneficial to any man w hilst

he lives. W hat it 1is to him after his death |
cannot say, because I love not philosophy merely
notional and conjectural, and no man who has

m ade the experiment has been so kind as to com e
back to inform wus.”

Had Cowley not been in a desponding mood
w hen he wrote this, (a mood induced, no doubt,
by the base ingratitude with which Charles the
Second methis faithfulness and long services,) he
m ight have discovered in the tem porary trium ph
of duplicity and knavish selfishness, and the fre-
qguentmisery of single-hearted probity, a powerful
argument for, instead of against, the doctrine of a

blessed retrospection of worldly virtue in a future

state, where undeserved sufferings would be re-
warded. H e would not have doubted that things
would find their proper level in another sphere
of existence. To injure a belief in this, m ight

be equivalent to offering a prem ium for heartless

tricks, and circum venting stratagem s, to w hich
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many persons are prone enough already. It is
clear that in this world, well-meaning and up-
right actions will not do, unless dashed with a

certain portion of cunning to perceive and defeat
the plots of others — defensive, not offensive
cunning.

In this sort of artifice, and, indeed, in artifice
o f any kind, M aude Doughty was singularly
deficient. W retchedness had sharpened her

faculties, and taught her to discern the essentials

of things apart from their pretences. B ut even
know ledge, thus painfully acquired, had not
brought craftiness along with it: she rem ained

utterly incapable of advancing herself by injuring
another. So she and poverty had for years been
fam iliar com panions ; and the old woman, yield-
ing to what seemed inevitable, had made up her
mind to go down to the grave with this gaunt
m ate by her side.

Far otherwise was it with A m ie, her daughter,

and with Caleb, her son. The girl was tw enty
years o f age, and the young m an tw o-and
tw enty. Caleb worked m uch, and was paid
little ; w hile A mie could get nothing to do,

except during a month or two in summer, when

0 IginB I torn
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toiled in the hot fields at such agricultural

as is com monly given to women. B ut
as they might, they could not earn enough

e decent subsistence of them selves and

m other; so the young folks became im patient
their hardships, and resolved to “ better
them selves,” as the phrase is, by any means they
devise— honest means, if possible ; if not,

im prove their condition, at all events.
C aleb's tem per was fiery and rash. To use a
iliar expression, “ he feared neither man nor

h e had a head to plot and a hand to

execute ; and A mie’s bosom was no stranger to

am bition, especially when she saw the more for-

country girls wending their way, on a

Sunday, towards church, with smart gowns and
ribbons. Then would she often sigh, and
herself, u W hy cannot 1 make a like

2 She had frequently talked over this
w ith Caleb ; but no feasible scheme had

presented itself.

the night, however, at which this narra-

commences, a sudden thought darted into

brain. H e clutched at it. H ow could it

happened that so bright an idea had never
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before lighted up his mind ? It must now have
been inspired by the long silence into w hich such
desperate weather as then raged around them
had striken his mother and sister. But how
should he fashion his scheme into words ? A m ie,
lie knew , would not mind it; but his mother !
how should he propose it to her f

H e mused awhile am idst the furious howling

of the wind and the dash of ceaseless rain. I'n
spite of the blazing wood-fire, which, because a
forest W as at hand, w anted not fuel, A mie
looked pale and cold. A's for ™M aude, a hard

life of sixty years had so shrivelled her as to put
it out of the power of outward influences to
make her look unsightlier than she always was.
N othing could appear more forlorn than the w hole
group, destitute as they were of those com forts

w hich might assuage the raging inclem ency of

the night. T hey had no cheering liguor, and
very little food.

“ M other,” at length said C aleb, approaching
his subject by degrees— u mother, we are very

m iserable!”

“ Y es, indeed, my boy,” answered M aude;
u hunger and danger are our portion; and we
Original from
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have nothing w herew ith to m eet them but

patience.”

“ The worst helpmate in the world,” rejoined
Caleb. u Patience is a cheat, invented to gull
poor people ; and that’s the reason why com fort-
able men preach it to us. N ow I'm for turning
patience out of doors. Them that like to suffer,
may suffer; and great folks will look on, and

give ’em as many words of praise as they may
fancy. Butl want something more substantial

than em pty encouragement, and, from this night

for’ard, |1 mean to try and get it. If we could
go to sleep all winter, like the bats, ’twould be
another m atter, only we can’t. Look at sister,
how she pines ! W hy, shell be a downright old
woman afore she’s five and twenty, if we go on
m uch longer in this manner. O ur life shall be
changed !”

u | lik e your resolution, Caleb,” said old
M aude, mournfully; ubut how will you bring
it to bear? Every path to better fortune s
closed against us. W hat can such crawling
creatures as we do? W e have no decent rai-
m ent, no money, n o friends. W e are born
paupers, and paupers we must remain. N o,
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no, Caleb ; there is no hope for us. W e must
be patient, | tell you.”

“1 won'’'t be patient, m other,” returned C aleb,
striking the table with his broad fist. <£H ere
we are, in a crazy old <cabin that can hardly
shelter us from the wind and rain. The very

cattle are better off, for they have weather-tight

stalls, and plenty to eat. Feed me first, m other,
and then we can prate of patience, which is
poor victuals for an em pty stom ach. Is there

anything in the cupboard ?7”

“« N o.”

il T hen let us talk of something else th
patience,” pursued Caleb. u Amie, w hat do
you say ?7

T he girl looked wup in her brother’s face with
a searching aspect. She could not conjecture
what new scheme was working in his m ind; and
she was reluctant to speak in direct opposition to

w hat had fallen from her mother.

“ W hy, Caleb,” said she, in answer to his
appeal, u how can | say anything about it till 1
know what you are thinking of? Tell us your
plan ; and then both mother and | can judge of
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B ut the young man was not ready to do this
at the moment. He must, first of all, prepare

the way. It w ould never do to disclose his

scheme abruptly.

u It is something,” said he, evasively, u that
every one of us can take a part in. All 1 <can
say just now is, that I’'m sick at heart of this

half-alive half-dead kind of life.”

66 So am I, and SO0 is Amie, |’m sure,” ob-
served old M aude. “ But how are we to get
free of it? Il cannot guess what your notion

is, C aleb; but recollect, my boy, that nothing

dishonest will help us. Besides its wicked -
ness, dishonesty is the worst kind of folly,— the
most expensive and extravagant thing in the
world. It is throwing out a herring to catch a

sprat, and nine times out of ten the sprat is not

caught, though the herring is alw ays lost.
T hough | say this, Cualeb, 1 don’t think you
mean anything wrong. So, as A mie observes,
tell us your plan at once. Talking will do us

all good, and keep off our thoughts from this

mad weather.”

u M ad weather!?” echoed the young m an.

u Y es, it’s m ad indeed. A pretty night I ’m



like to have of it in the loft, on that mouldy
straw, when you and sister are a-bed.”

T his was said, not so much out of any actual
repugnance to his com fortless dorm itory, (for he
was too well used to it,) as with a design to press
more heavily on his mother’s mind a sense of
their destitution, w hich m ust be endured in all
its bitterness throughout the com ing winter.

u W e’ll all sit up by the fire to-night,” said
M aude. “ Luckily, we’ve plenty of wood.”

u But we can’t sit up by the fire every night,”

rejoined C aleb. u I tell you, mother, we m ust
take the bull by the horns. W e mustget money.
W e are three, and must all work together, and
w ith a wall. W e mustn’t mind what folks say,

or what folks think, but do our duty to ourselves,
— and th at is, to get meat and drink, warm

clothes, and warm Jlodgings.”

u W ould to G od we could do so!” exclaim ed
M aude. u Y ou talk, Caleb, about all three of
us working together. Y ou know, my dear, that

I, for one, was never slack at work when I had

the power; but what am |1 to do now? Il am too
feeble, too old to work, however much | may
wish it.”
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u T hat’sit, mother,” returned the young man
eagerly. u That’sthe very thing we want; you'’re

coming to the point now .

u W hat point?” dem anded M aude. “ W hat
use can possibly be m ade of a decrepid old

woman ?7

C aleb had now got into what he called “ the
right line.” H e was relieved at feeling that he
had so far approached the subject. Laying on

the table a pipe he had been smoking, he drew

near to his mother, fixed his eyes on her withered

countenance, and modulated his voice, as well as
he could, into a persuasive tone.

“ Now, mother,” said he, u you m ust hear m e
fairly through, and not burst out into contradic-
tions afore your tim e. I mean no harm to m an,
woman, or child. All I want is to get a little
money to make you, and A mie, and me, more

com fortable.
“ G o on, my boy,” said M aude, whose curio-
sity was fairly awakened.
u You have heard, I suppose,” resumed C aleb,
w ith a careless tone, u how Squire Babstock has
been robbed o’ late??”

The old woman started at the very mention of
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robbery. u I have heard this,” gasped she; u it
is the com mon talk. W hat then??”

“ Nothing; only I think I know who did it,”
replied the youg man, significantly.

« W ell.”

“ That is, mind me,” pursued Caleb, ul don’t
know it of my own knowledge; but D ick P it-
toc Kk -----mommeee- ”

“ D ick Pittock!” echoed M aude, interrupting
her son ; ul don’t like D ick Pittock, and | wish
you had never seen him .”

D ick’s as good a fellow as ever drew breath,”

said Caleb, vindicating his friend’s character
w ith all the undiscem ing and ungovernable
im pulse of a young m an. “ Dick knows a thing

or two, and always has his eyes about him

old

sqgui

If Dick knows who is the thief,” observed
M aude, “why don’t he go at once to the
re, and give inform ation ? W e have n o

concern with it.”

u

D ick

do at all,

feeli
dese
to s
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go to the sqguire! That would never

” exclaimed Caleb. “ There’s a bad

ng abroad about poor D ick, which he don’t

rve.

The squire wouldn’t hear what he had

ay; the more so when he came to peach

gle
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agen a man that’s high up in the squire’s house-
hold.”
u That may be,” said M aude; u but you know

it’ s nothing to us.”

“ 1 tell you it is to wus,” replied the young
m an. u T his is the long and the short of it,
m other— we must declare who the thief is.”

u W e /” echoed M aude; “not for all the
w orld! W e know nothing of the m atter; and

if we said whatwas’'nt true, we should be hunted

out of house and home.”

“OA pretty hom e, forsooth!” said Caleb,

sneeringly.

“ Better at any rate,” retorted M aude, “ than

the dripping forest, or the bleak moor.”
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m other !— w on’'t th at bring us m oney for the pre
sentjob, and keep us in pay for services to com e?7”
M aude rose from her chair, clasped her h and s
w ild ly, paced restlessly about th e room , and
exclaim ed —
Isfit com e to th is ? I's this to be the end o f
a life o f struggling w ant ? Is your m other,
because s h e i old and ugly, to p ass to th e
scaffold, th at sh e m ig ht insure to her children a
b rief season of relief ?7”
u G od forbid?!” ex claim ed A m e and C aleb
together.
u A w itch [ ejaculated M aud e, not noticing
w hat her children had said — u a w itch ! a w retch
th at m ore th an any other th ing is lo athed by
h er fellow -creaturwres! A m | to b e acquainted
w ith th is m isery ? I f th ere is in th e path o f
life on e sh adow b lacker th an another, tis th at
w h ich falls on a w itch C hildren, dear ch il-
dren, y ou w h om I h ave nursed, and nourished,
and tended m any a W eary h our, b anish th is
desperate th ough t! L et u s lo o k our sufferings
in th e face, and figh t w ith th em H anything is
better th an daring th e dreadful persecution th at
w itchcraft w ill b ring upon us.”



A m ie trem b led, b ut C aleb h eld to h is pur-
p ose. u Y owu don 't consider, m other,” said h e,
“ that our sham sorcery is to do good, not harm ;
to restore a m an ’s property, n ot to rob h im

u Ay, good to th e squire,” returned M aude;
u but what sort of good shall w e do h im w h om
w e accuse ? w ill not he and his friends hate us
w ith a b urning h ate ? W ill h e not set yellin g
m obs to hunt us ? w ill h e not denowunce us to a
terrible law 2?27

“ T h e squire w o ill protect us,” said C aleb ,
m oodily

“ N ot he,” retorted th e m other. u w h en h is
turn is served he’ll forsake us ; yea, see us die on
th e gallow s, an d th en return h om e and carouse
w ith h is com panions. I k now som ething m ore
th an you, C aleb, about the m onstrous and selfish
ingratitude of m en . T orture and death are in
your schem e, m y boy. T h in k n o m ore o f it/”

T he young m an, thouwugh he felt at first th at h e

sh ould h ave som e difficulty to encounter, did n ot
ex pect so passionate and energetic an opposition
as h is m other h ad m ade. F or a tim e h e w as
th orouwughly b affled ; b ut such firm h old h ad h is
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p lan ta k en on h is m ind, th at h e continwued to
b rood over it

T here w as silence aw hile, or rather a cessation
o f any h um an voice, for th e elem en tal riot w a s
as lowud as ever.

A t length , C aleb said, w o am sorry y ou ta k e
it up in this w ay, m other, becawuse, y ou k now ,
y ou w ont be a real w itch .7

“ A real w itch I'” echoed M aude. u T here
never W a s such a th ing sin ce h er of E ndor
F raud h as tem pted som e to profess it; terror has
driven others in to acknow ledging it. M any a
d estitu te , forlorn, persecuted, o ld an d ugly w 0 -
m an, (such as | am ,) h as b een torturcred in to con
fessing w h at she never thowught to d o ; and som e
of w eak m inds have been s 0 bew ildered by ques-
tion s and accusations w hich th ey cowuld not un -
derstand, as to b elieve th ey m ust actually h ave
b een in a covenant w ith S atan , and in th e m ad
ness o f pleading guilty to th at absurdity h ave
perished.”

“ D ear m other,f” cried A m ie, w ith tears in her
ey es, u y ou m u st not be placed in such danger.
| w ou ld die first, in ch by inch , o f starvation .”

u 1 h ave k now n b7 continued M aude, u m ore
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instances of the stupid and brutal persecution of
w itches than most people. I have been in court
w hen many poor <creatures were tried for this
supposed offence, and seen the wretched, igno-
rant, trem bling prisoners staring at judge and
jury and crowd, with vacant looks, scarcely un-
derstanding what was going on, and knowing
nothing clearly except that they were brought
there on their road to a violent death. I wTas at
Bury St. Edmund’s, about forty years ago, and

saw A my Duny and R ose Cullender tried for

witchcraft, before Judge H ale. The chief thing
against them was their ill-favoured countenances.
T heir beseeching Ilooks for mercy were held to

be fiendish glances; and one of the witnesses, a
N orwich physician, of the name of Sir T hom as
Brown, who was thought to be a very wise m an,
sealed their doom by giving it as his opinion that

the poor old women had made a bargain w ith

the devil. In vain did they declare their inno-
cence. Everybody testified against them — no
one defended them ; so they were hanged.”
“ Horrible !'” ejaculated M aude’s daughter.
“Y es,” resum ed her mother, “and W orse

cruelties have been done out ofa court of justice
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than in it. Oh, my children, 1 should curdle
your blood if I was to tell you what 1’ve been
present at on village greens, by the side of
rivers, and in other spots meant by G od for the
com fort and recreation of H is creatures; when
strong men have been turned into fiends on pur-
pose to torment the helpless and aged.”*

u W hat you say is very true, m other; I make
no doubt of it,” observed C aleb. u A nd there-
fore | give up all notion of taking up with witch -
craft for a <constancy, or of rem aining here.
Still how are we to make out our living for this
long winter that’s a-coming ? or how are we to
keep this rotten old ruin over our heads ? It
has had a pretty good shaking to-night. I tell’ee
w hat, mother— if you knew how constantly and

* A s late as 1823, an old wom an, named Anne Burges, living
at W ivilscom be, in S om ersetshire, was cutand hacked in a dread ful
m anner, on the supposition of her b eing a w itc h and, in 1751,
long a fter the rem oval from our statute -b ook of the disgrace ful
penal act o f Jam es l., against w itc hes, R uth O sborne, aged
seventy, w as dragged about in a pond, by a b rutal crow d, at
M ariston G reen, in H ertfordshire, till she was drowned. T he la w
had ceased its a tro cities; but the besotted m alignancy o f the popu-
lace was prolonged.
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how deeply the squire was robbed a’'m ost day

after day, and could only consider how much
he’d pay to find out the thief, which I know |1
can get out of D ick Pittock, let alone what I
suspect myself, I think you wouldn’t object to
do a bit of honest mummery for once— only for
once, m ind— and then, w ith m oney in our

pockets, we could shift to some town in another
part of the country, where we should have a
better chance than in this dreary cottage away
from other human beings.”

“ Caleb, Caleb 1”7 answered M aude, u | won-
der how you can wish to see your mother banned
as a witch.”

“ But you an’t banned now, are you ?7 de-

manded the young man.

“ No ; why should I be 2?27 returned M aude.
“ W ell, then,” pursued C aleb, u | can tell
you that folks down yonder in the village take
you for a witch, and so they have a long tim e.”
Now, whether this was fact, or a sudden in -

vention of the young man as a means to gain

his point, is wuncertain. Be this as it may, its
effect on M aude was piteous to behold. S he
shook like one in an ague. She panted and
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gasped, and pressed

head, and

tongue seem ed

length, she

u T his is

long trouble
because | live

do if I could get

is wrinkled

Alas, | am

u A nd therefore,
u if I was you,
have some of

“So I would,”
dignation at
u ’specially,”
may win m oney

far away from

tow n.”

exclaim ed M aude.

a witch, as

also b e taken

A m iel”
u | don’t
G o gle
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u E ven if yon were to run any risk, which |
don’t think, I1’ll be by your side.”
“ A nd am l1,” resumed M aude, u to see my

poor child, in the flower of her days, hooted by
ruffian men and women, tom by dogs, dragged
tlrrough miry ponds, cursed for a witch, taken
before cruel judges, and hanged by the neck till
she is dead? Oh, Amie, my darling, woe is me |I”

So saying, she threw herself upon her daugh -
ter’s neck, and twined her arms around her with
so strict an em brace, that it seemed as if those
loving links were riveted there for ever.

Caleb w as touched at the sight; but the
golden prospect glittered too tem ptingly to be
renounced. £E<Y ou forget, m other,” said h e,
u that Il ’ve a stout heart and a strong arm .
There’s not a man in the village would dare to
wrong you with me by your side.”

“ W as D ick Pittock the prompter of this
daring scheme ?” asked M aude, with a search-
ing glance at her son.

u Dick ? N o, it came into my head to-night,
all of a sudden,” replied C aleb. “ D ick knows

nothing about it.”

6i W ell then, my children,” ejaculated the old
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woman, mournfully, u as you both seem to wish

it, and as the prospect of the com ing winter ter-

rifies you, for your sakes, | consent; and may
G od protect wus ! Protect wus, did I say ? A las !
H e never protects deceit. I should rather have
hoped he will forgive us. Butl consent— 1| con -
sent I”

A nd with these words she sank in her chair
and swooned. In default of any other restora-

tive, A m ie bathed her mother’s tem ples with cold
w ater, w hile Caleb looked on almost aghast. T he
storm was still raving and howling about them

W hile A mie was busy in her tender offices,
Caleb thought he heard a knocking at the door;
but he was not certain, because every external

sound was swallowed up by the roaring of the

wind. H e listened intently.
u Are you all asleep ?” bawled a voice outside.
C aleb started to his feet. Could any one have

overheard their conference ? and was punishment
so sudden ? The young man seized a bludgeon,

and planted him self in the door-way.

66 W ho’s there??” he dem anded.
“ M e” answered the voice.
u W ho is it, I say ?27
Original fran
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K D ick Pittock.”

Caleb opened the door, and D ick was fairly
blown in by a sudden gust.

u I didn’t know your voice, D ick,” said the
young m an; u the wind makes such a blessed
pother.5

66 | wanted to see you, Caleb,” observed D ick ;
u and precious wet Pve got in coming. B ut
never m ind; here’s something to warm wus,” he
added, producing a bottle of rum u H alloo!
W hat’s the matter with the old wom an??”

u She’s a little shivery with the weather, that’s
all,” replied C aleb.

u Then a drop out of the bottle will set her to
rights,” returned P ittock. u And pretty A mie,
too ; she looks rather queerish. Never m ind ;
we’ll all drink about, and be merry.”

M aude, now partly restored, opened her eyes,
but closed them again on seeing Pittock. She
would not taste the spirit offered to her, neither
would A mie.

u W ell, then, Caleb and I must have a glass
together,” said D ick. u Here,” continued he,

Pve brought some tea and a loaf for breakfast
to-morrow ; for I know Caleb won’t refuse me a
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shake down on the straw in the loft to-night,
specially as it’s so blusterous out of doors. W ell
done, old railer!” h e added, as a tremendous
blast struck the cottage— u well done! B low
aw ay! Y ou’re not a match for what’s in this
bottle. Drink C aleb; there’s nothing else for it
such a night. Y ou and I must talk abouta thing

or two afore we part.”

“A nd I’ve som ething to propose to you, D ick,

responded the young man.

tc N ot to-night,” rejoined P ittock. “ N o bu-
siness to-night. Let us drink, and get warm,
and defy the weather. I f 'twasn’t that your m o-

ther seem s poorly, we’d try our voices agen the

wind in a lusty song. A s ’'tis, we must be con-
tent with consoling the inner man, and then to
rest. W e wont keep you and A mie up long,

M rs. Doughty.”
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CHAPTER 111

| f you look to be released, as m y w its have took pains to w ork
it, and all means w rought to farther it, besides to put crow ns in
your purse, to m ake you a m an of better hopes, and a com m ander
of rich fools, w hic h is safer th an highw ays, heaths, or rab b it-
groves, and yet a far better booty,— you m u st conijure . Y our
gre atest thieves are never hanged; for why ? they're w is e, and
cheat w ithin doors.— W ido w o p W ati1ing Street.
C o n e ey to D ick’s promise, he and Caleb,
tem pted by hot and strong potations, sat up
very late ; and not until the storm had spent its

fury, did they betake them selves to their straw

beds.
It was now about one o’clock in the morning;
but, exhausted as old M aude felt by the em otion

she had undergone, and though A mie could
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hardly keep her eyes open, neither of them
would lie down. M ore wood was heaped on the
fire; and, holding her daughter’s hand, as |if

she feared to lose her by some approaching cala-
m ity, M aude sat in silent reverie. The girl, too,
was busy with her own thoughts, which now

had no interruption, because the threatening wind

had blown itself out, and there was no longer
any noise of rain. Profound quiet took place of
the elemental roar. Presently the rays of a
m oon, not Jlong past its full, shone strongly
through the bare window-panes. Our watchers
felt somewhat com forted by the light, and by
the general peacefulness of nature, especially

welcom e after the recent turm oil,.

Oppressed by drink and fatigue, C aleb and

D ick slept soundly. N othing wras heard, except
now and then the fall of a few leaves from some
trees close by. M any of these autummnal depo-

sits had been wind-driven under the eaves of
M aude’s hovel, where they lay free from w et;
they no longer whirled about in rustling eddies;
but, though noiseless in them selves, they would
become instant agents of sound should anything

touch them



Had ™M aude and A mie been images of stone,

instead of human beings, their attitudes <could

hardly have been more unchanging. W eariness,
no less than thoughtful abstraction, kept them
fixed . A 1l on a sudden, however, M aude
shifted her position; the expression of her face
changed; and she bent her head towards the

window.
u W hat is the matter, m other??” asked A mie.

u W hy do you look so anxious ?7”

u Hush, my dear!” replied the old woman.
“ Listen ! do you hear nothing??”
u N o. W hat is it ? Y ou frighten me.”

. u Some foot is treading on the dead leaves
outside,” pursued M aude. “ W ho, in the name
of Heaven, can be about us at such an hour as
this 27

H adn'’t | better go and rouse Caleb 2?27

gasped A mie.

“ Not for the world!” returned old M aude.
“Oh, Amie, m vy dear, | w ould rather both
Caleb and D ick Pittock were out of the house
than in it, at this moment.”

u W hy, mother 2~

w u | cannot tell you now,” replied she. u Per-
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h aps m y fear is n ot reasonable. T here again!
H ark to th e rustle of the leaves 7

“ I hear it now , plainly enough , ” responded
A m ie, “ an d w ill see w h o it is . D on 't stop m e,
m other. w e had better know th e w orst at ongce.”

S o saying, th e girl crouched d ow n b eneath
th e w indow , and b rought h er eyes on a lev el
w ith th e sill. T h is m anoeuvre w as n ot unper -
ceived by h im w h o W as prying outside. B vy th e
strong fire-ligh t, h e sa w th e crow n o f A m ie’s
h ead as she planted it against the w indow ; and,
b eing conscious o f detection , at once hurried
aw ay, th ough n ot before th e girl h ad, in h er
turn , ascertained h is identity as he stood full in

th e m oon’ s ray

“ H e s off, m other!?” said sh e, rising to her
feet

“ D id y ou see him plainly, A m ie ?27 dem anded
M aud.e

“ Y es ,” responded her d aughter; “ and,
w h at’s m ore, 1 k now w h o h e is .”

“ T ell m e, A m ie — tell m e at onoce.”

“ W h at w ill y ou say ., m other,” returned th e
girl, “ w hen y ou find th at M ister Y are has been
h overing about our dwelling 2?7



u M ister Y are |7 echoed M aude. u W h at
N at Y are, of the great h ouse?
H e, and n o other,Kk” replied A m ie
u I f you are sure of this,k” pursued th e old
w om an , u som e dread ful m isch ief is afoot,
depend on 't. Y ou heard w hat C aleb said, about

Y are’s m aster having b een robbed

u Y es w hat then?

W h vy D ick P ittoc k is here. D on 't y ou
rem em ber w hat C aleb said about D ic k k now ing
w h o h ad robbed th e squire, and th at th e th ief
w as high u p in th e sgqguire’s .household ? C aleb
w ill b e ruined, I "m sure o f it, by keeping com
pany w ith P itto c k . I v e advised h im against it
tim e out of m ind. B u t th ere is n o curing th e
w ilfulness of som e youngyg m en . H o w does D ick
P itto c k earn h is livin g ? N ob ody k now s. M y
poor b oy woill not m en d h is fate by listening to
this m an . W e g et on pretty w ell— th at is, w e
earn en ough to k eep sou |l and body together, in
spring, sum m er, and autum n : it is only w inter
th at pinches u s ; and, G od k now s, I w o u ld woil-
lin g ly b rave th e dead season, and count every
w eek th at b rings u s nearer to w ork, th an seek
relief in such schem es as C aleb just now pro-
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posed, an d w h ich | am convinoced h e w ou ld
never have thought of, but for his intim acy w ith
P ittoc k . M isch ief is b rew ing. M ister Y are,
w h o never cam e near our h ouse before, now
lurks suspiciously about our w indow , in N ovem
ber, at tw o o’clock in th e m orning. 1 a m un
happy, very unhapopy, A m ie, and very m u ch
terrified, too — G od h elp m e |7

u | th in k , m other, y ou lo o k at th in g s too
seriously B ” said A m ie. u W e have never known
any w  rong of poor C aleb . H e loves u s b oth,

and only w ants to see us m ore com fortahble.

“ Y es, y es ,” responded M a u d e ; “ b ut it is
th is very anxiety that |1 fear w ill lead h im into
trouble. N o th in g b ut honest w ork woill benefit
h im or u s . It is n ot to b e d on e by deceitful
schem ing

T h u s talk in g, and th u s desponding, M aude
and her dawughter w ore th e gloom vy h owurs aw ay.
A t length , th e w hite daw n shivered in th e east,
w h en A m e, ex pecting th e appearance o f h er
b rother, and h is friend , m ad e th e k ettle b oil,
an d la id th e tab le for b reak fast. C aleb and
D ic k cam e d ow n at eig h't o’clock, and found
everything ready for th e m orning m eal, w h ich
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th ough it was better th an any our poor fam ily h ad
for m onths enjoyed, passed uncom fortably. B o th
m en an d w om en w ere taciturn, and ill at ease.
w h en b reak fast w a s fin ished, M aud e an d
A m ie le ft th e cottage, partly b ecawuse th ey did

not like P ittock s com pany, and partly to refresh
th em selves in th e open air, after th eir viig il.
B eing th us left alone, C aleb and his friend w ere

free to discuss their projects.

E ven h ad nothing m ore b een against D ic k
th an h is appearance, M istress D oughty m ig h t
h ave b een ex cused for dislik ing h im . P itto c k ,
truly, w as an ill-loo k ing fellow . H is com plexion
w as sallow , bloated, and unw holesom e, betokening

h abitual intem perance: h is b lack h air h ungyg in
tangled m asses; h is n ose w a s b road an d flat,
hardly b reaking th e outline of his ch eek s; an d
th e obliqguity of his eyes gave a peculiarly sinister
ex pression to his coumntenance. T h owugh slovenly,
h e w a s anti-rustical in h is d ress; and altogether,
h e looked m ore lik e a squalid tow n ruffian, th an
on e w h o dw elt in villages. I n spite, h ow ever,

o f s 0 unprepossessing an ex terior, h e W a s a
ch osen com panion of C aleb

, over w h om h e h ad

an entire in fluence
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u N o w D ic k [/~ said y oung D oughty, u as
w e are alone, let u s h ear w h at y ou h ave to
say

u | h ave talk ed w ith y ou , C aleb ,” returned
P itto c k , “ ab out th e frequent roboberies at th e
squire’s house, and h ave h in ted m y guess as to

the thief.”

u 1 b ear it in m ind ,” responded h is com panion,

'specially as you pointed to th e b utler, M ister
Y are

u W h vy w h o else can it b e ? ” dem anded P it-
tock

1 don’t know ,” replied C aleb . “ B ut w hat

grounds have you for such a b elief ?

u G rounds enowugh,” rejoined D ick . “ H asn 't
h e th e com m and of all his m aster’s plate ?7

Y es; but it don 't follow , y ou k now , th at

h e steals it 1 th in k w ith y ou , D ic k ; b u't le t
us give every m an fair play. Uu p to this tim e,
N at Y are has had a good ch aracter; and th ough
I "m n ot th e b etter for h im , other poor peowple,
hereabout, speak w ell of him

u T hat’s nothing,k” said P ittoc k . “ A ny rogue
can get plenty of w itn esses to g iv e h im a good
ch aracter. | k now m u ch about N athaniel Y are

L 2
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s th e th ief, depend on 't B u 't tw o u Id b e
u lt to fix h im S quire B ab stock w ou ld
b elieve it, in th e com m on course of th in g s ;
regard, w e m u st d o som ething uncom
N ow , a b it of m agic (considering th at
sgq uire’s b elief h as a w id e sw allow ) w owuld
th e m atter. I v e b een th in king that your
er., w h o is old and C U t @ =mmmmmmmmmmmmmeas
S ay n o m ore, D ic k , interposed C aleb
beforehand w ith y ou — y ou ’ve hit m y very
g h ts; and w hat’s m ore, I v e settled it w ith
Id w om an /
Settled w hat ?7 dem anded P itto c k
W h vy th at she shall do duty as a w itch , and
find out the thief by sorcery
ic k sprang from his chair to his feet, clasped
riend’s hand, an d in an ex u lting ton e cried
le b y ou h ave m ad e a m an of yourself! |
th in k y ou h ad b een s 0 k now in g ; this w ill
g you plenty of rhino Y ou ’'ll have no need
in k of poaching, or any hazardous w ay o
ng th e needful. T rust to th e old wW om an —
m ountebank trick or tw o, and a few w ord
ib berish, and w e sh all upset M ister Y are
w ou ld do m e an ill turn if h e could ) an d

gle



m ake your pocket ring, for the first tim e, w ith
ch in k . I Il put the old wW om an up to the w ay of
going to w ork .”
a S h e doesn 't need it,” returned C aleb , w ith
a sig h . u S he know s m ore aboutwitchocraft than
m ost people. P oor m other!?”
Original fium
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cC H A P T ER 1V

M in e enemy’'s dog,

Though he had bit me, should have stood that night

A gainst m y fire .

Shakspeare.

P w a s a sim ple-hearted w e ll-
e

m eaning, but very ignorant w est-country sqguir

H e valued him self, as m any em pty-headed p eople

do, on his powers of discrim in ation ; and, in h is
capacity of m agistrate, this self-convceitvery often
overcam e the better im pulses of his heart. T h at
n o m an cowu ld g ain upon him , w as h is constant
b oast: the fruit of th is confidence showed itse |f
in his being perpetually deceived. R eal culp rits
escawped h is m ittim u s ; and innocent individuals
W ere som etim es sent to jail, because his w orship

cou ld not fathom th e crafty

secutors.
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T h e sqgq uire h ad a good incom e, and a fair
m ansion . It was his pride to m aintain th e old -
fashioned coumntry hospitality: he kept open-house,;
and, besides h is liberality to guests of his own
station , it w as h is order th at n o w ayfarer w ho
m ig ht present h im self sh ould b e turned aw ay
w ith out a slice of bread and m eat, and a cup o f
ale . T h is, it m ust be con fessed, b rought a few
questionahble ch aracters about his doors; and h ad
n ot his b utler, N athaniel Y are, kept a sharp look
out on w h a't W a s going on , th e other servants
m ig h t h ave fallen into riotous h abits and b ad
com pany. A n unlim ited access to strong beer,
under the plea o f dispensing it to casual appli-
cants, m ight have kept the w hole household in a
state of drunkenness, h ad not Y are in sisted on
h aving th e k ey o f th e beer-cellar in h is ow n
custody, so th at a reference to h im w a s alw ays
necessary. O n th is account th e m ain body of
d om estics umnited in h ating th e b utler, a feeling

w hich w as the m ore confirm ed by Y are’s reserved,

not to say h aughty, b earing

T o D ic k P ittoc k , w h o w a s a great favourwrite
w ith som e of th e servants, an d w h o in truded
h im self rather to o frequently at th e hall, th e
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butler entertained a decided antipathy. Several
articles of plate and other property had recently
been m issing; and as these were under the ex-
clusive charge of Y are, suspicion fell on him |,
though none in the house dared hint their belief
to the squire, who <cherished a high opinion of
his butler. Every possible manoeuvre was adopted
to detect the culprit; but Y are’s caution and
habitual reserve kept the inferior dom estics at so

great a distance, that they were not able to watch

his proceedings, or prove anything against
him

On the night when this little narrative opens,
D ick Pittock was at the hall. A s the storm was

so excessively violent, D ick had persuaded one
of the groom s to let him sleep over the stable;
and, with this com fortable prospect in view , he
sat basking before the roaring kitchen fire,

enjoying a mug of strong beer, and cutting jokes

w ith the men and m aids. It was now past ten
o’clock. Dick was in glorious quarters. W hat
cared he for the raging tem pest ? In proportion
to the dism al weather out of doors, was the
luxury within. Besides, something hot was in
preparation for supper, a kind of property in
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w hich D ick felt he should have a contingent

interest.
It unluckily happened, however, that while
Pittock was wrapped in these pleasing antici-

pations, M ister Y are walked into the kitchen.
W hether he did so by pure accident, or with a
design against D ick, is uncertain; but no sooner
had the latter set eyes on the butler, and scanned
the austere expression of his face, than D ick'’s
hopes, one and all, began to totter.

“ M ister Pittock,” said the butler, in a very
deliberate tone, u it is against the Squire’s orders
to have strangers in the house at this time of
night.”

w I hope, sir,” responded D ick, submissively,
u I hope you don’t look upon me exactly in the
light of a stranger.”

u W hy, you try to make yourself not one,”
retorted Y are, drily.

u Therefore,” pursued Pittock, u I trust you

don’t mean to turn me out in this desperate

weather.”

“Turn you out!” echoed the butler ; “ why,
w hat right have you here ? Y ou don’t belong
to the squire, | suppose.”
Original Ydm
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“ Certainly not,” replied D ick ; u only as the
wind is enough to blow a man right away, and
the rain to drown him , Tom the groom says |
may sleep over the stable to-night.”

u Does he?” returned Y are. N ow 1 say you
shall do no such thing; and we’ll soon see w ho'’s
m ost correct, Tom or |."

u W hy, bless my soul, M ister Y are,” ejaculated

Pittock, u you wouldn’t surely turn a C hristian

out into such a night as this ?7”

“ Y ou should stop at hom e, sir, in bad
weather,” retorted the butler. I has been
threatening all day. W hy do you come here ?27

T his was a question w hich <could not very
conveniently be answered. D ick’'’s resources were
at fault; so he was silent.

“ In ten m inutes,” resumed Y are, u | shall
order the house to be fastened for the night.
A nd it is my duty to see the servants’ offices
clear of intruders. Finish your beer, therefore,
and be off.”

This was a doleful m andate, more especially
as the odour from the frying-pan was getting
more and more savoury, and the wind and rain

were increasing in violence. Then a night’s rest
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on the

prem

m orning.

com forts

and

ises would involve a breakfast in the

ow m ortifying to b e near such

see them snatched away ! Instead

of merry kitchen company, he must have soli-

tude instead o f a cherishing fire, he must
face w ithering storm ; and in lieu of a dry
nest, he m ust lie dow n in drenched clothes
w here and how he could. To give wup these
advantages without an effort, was im possible;
S0 he m ade another appeal to the butler’s
com m isseration. This, however, only roused N at
Y are’s ire.

u Pittock,” said he, u you will find P m not
to be trifled w ith. I f you don’t im mediately
leave this house, P Il fetch the squire him self to
you— that’s >

“ T hen say, Y are,” retorted D ick, who felt
that all necessity for respectful demeanour was
at an end, you’'’re an unfeeling dastard and no
man, let alone a C hristian. N o fellow with an
ounce of charity in him would turn a dog, much

less a hum an

B ut I

this,

u |

off;

m aster

gle

being, out of doors on such a night.

and it shall go hard but you rue

butler.”

know well what Pm about, Dick Pittock,k”
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responded Y are. “ P m not quite such a fool as
to suffer you to rem ain here a whole night.55

D ick cast a contem ptuous and threatening

glance at the butler ; took his hat, buttoned up
his coat, and left the kitchen. T hough the
servants one and all, were in favour of their

visitor, they dared not give expression to their
feelings in presence of M ister Y are, so they
w itnessed the scene in silence. Butwhen Pittock
departed, one of the housemaids <contrived to
thrust a loaf into his hand, and another to give
him a packetof tea. D ick had already m anaged
by some means or other, to possess him self of a
bottle of rum

M aking a merit, like m any other men, of
yielding to what was inevitable, Pittock encoun -
tered the wild storm, and proceeded, as we have

se"n, to M aude Doughty’s hovel.
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CHAPTER V

I "Il prove thee, if thy deeda
w ill carry a proportion to thy words.
B en Jonson
H o s v in o m ade certain arrangements with D ick,

C aleb sallied forth with a view of encountering
Squire Babstock in his morning walk, which, as
the weather was very fine, (as it often is after the
clouds, on a previous day, have em ptied them
selves, and the wind has exhausted its passion),)
was a probable event. Caleb, therefore, skirted
the forest borders, and wended his way towards
the hall. Just as he expected, he had not pro-
ceeded far before the great man was seen saun-
tering idly along with his dog and gun.

A's the squire approached, young Doughty

lifted his hat, twitched the hair that hung over
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his forehead, and u made a leg,” as the old
W riters say. Influenced probably by the bland
and fresh weather, Babstock was in an unusually
good humour, and responded to the peasant’s
salutation as follow s:—

u Fine day after the rain, eh, M aster D oughty!
H ow do you get on at the ~cottage? I f this
weather holds, I can find you some work. Com e
to me to-morrow .”

N ow nothing could be farther from C aleb’s
thoughts at that moment than such work as the
squire m eant; but he was pleased to find the great
m an in so talkative a mood, because it afforded
a favourable opportunity for opening the all-
im portant subject.

u Your honour’s worship,” said he, “ hasbeen

pleased to ask how we get on at the cottage:

bad enough, sir, | assure you. Everything de-
pends on me, and I’ve nothing to do. Sister sits
and frets all day long. She doesn’t get a w hole-

some meal above once in two days; and as for

mother, why, she grows weaker and weaker;
though,” he added, with a significant expression
of countenance, “ she sometimes brags that she

could do altogether without food.”
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“ Nonsense, man,” returned the squire ; u old
women, like other folks, m ust eat. PI1l do som e-
thing for you all. Com e to m e, | say, to-
morrow .”

u Thank your worships” replied C aleb. “ M o -
ther will be glad to see me again at work. B ut

there’s som ething that plagues her more than any
suffering either of mine or sister’s. She don’t
m ind for herself.”

“ Indeed!” ejaculated the squire, carelessly;
“ and what may that be which so plagues her,
eh, Doughty??”

“ W hy, sir, responded the young man, “ she’s

unhappy aboutthe robbery going on at the hall.”

T he squire started, and threw a scrutinizing
glance at Caleb. “ Robbery at the hall!”
echoed he; “ and pray how does it happen that

your mother knows anything about that? There’s

an old proverb, young man, which says, 4They

who hide know where to find.’ H ow should you
or the old woman be acquainted w ith losses in
my house? Y ou have spoken enough for me,

and, I fear, too much for yourself.”
Squire Babstock was charmed with his own

sagacity; but ominous and m agisterial as were

G 0 g Ie Original frtjm
NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



his looks, Caleb was not in the Jleast confused.
H e smiled knowingly; and the squire, perceiving
the inefficacy of his wisdom , was, for a time,
taken aback.

“ Y ou and | must not part just yet,” said
Babstock.

“1 hope not, your worship,” returned young
Doughty.

“ A's you are S0 confident,” pursued the
sqguire, “ perhaps you won’t object to explain
your mother’s anxiety about my stolen goods.
There is nobody here now, you know, to take
your words down.”

u I ’'m glad of that, sir,” responded C aleb;
u because what I have to say must be a secret
between you and me.”

T he squire looked cautiously round, and hav-
ing ascertained that he and the young man were
quite alone, told the latter to speak without
reserve.

Thus encouraged, Caleb said, with a very sig-
nificant gesture, u M y mother, though she never
leaves her hut, knows better what’s going on at

the hall than your honour, or anybody else in it.

H ow can that be, my man ?7
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“ W hy, by what they call 1 art-m agic.’ 99
“ You don’t mean to say, do you, that your
m other is a witch ?” dem anded Babstock.

“ She knows wonderful things, sir, and can do
wonderful things,” replied the young man. u She

can prophecy and conjure, and work with charms.

She can hear the m andrake m utter in the
ground, and understand him . But mother is a
good witch, not a bad one, and uses her skill to

prevent mischief.”

Every word told with full effect on the squire’s
m ind. u Do you mean to say,” asked he, u that
your mother can hinder my being robbed again??”

“ Certainly, your worship,” responded C aleb.
CiAnd what’s more, she can discover the thief.”

u I’lIl see her, anon,” said Babstock. u W here
can we meet??”

u Here, sir, at twelve to-night, if you please.
She can work her spells only at midnight.”

It was a lonely spot; but the squire was a bold
m an. Even had he not been so, his curiosity
would have got the better of his fears. Besides,
he would not be very far from his own house.

u I will be here at the appointed time,” said
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u Alone, I hope, sir ?”
“'Yes, alone.™

u In course, your worship won’'t object to re-
ward mother."

w Certainly not. W hatever m oney she requires,
in a reasonable way, shall be hers."

Y oung Doughty now doffed his hat, drew his
leg back, and bent his head, to show his manners
on parting with the squire, who returned thought-
fully to the H all, while Caleb wended his way to
his m other’s hovel.

W lien the parties had separated to a good dis-
tance, Nathaniel Y are rose up from a coppice in
w hich he had concealed him self close to the spot
w here the conference took place.

u I think 1 have the rogue now,” said he to
him self. u 'Twas lucky I saw m aster and young
Doughty asl came through the wood; and lucky,

too, that they didn’t see m e. 1’1l teach C aleb a

trick worth two of his."”
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he sticks are a-crosse, there can be no losse,
he sage is rotten ; the sulphur is gotten

p to the skie, th at was i'the ground.

ollow it then, w ith our rattles round

nder the bram ble, over the briar,

little m ore heatw ill set it on fire

ut it in m ind to do it kind

lo w w ater, and blow w in d

R ouncy is over, R obbie is under:

A flash o f lig ht, and a clap of thunder.

N o w !

Ben Jonson.

D « P ¢ o o perceiving that his com pany was
not very acceptable to M aude and A mie, left the
hovel on the return of the women from their
stroll in the fresh air. K nowing that C aleb had
gone out to meet Squire Babstock, Dick saun-
tered in the neighbourhood, hoping to see his

gle
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friend, and hear the result of his morning’s work.
I n a little tim e he fell in with young D oughty,
who, of course, acquainted him with all that had
passed during his interview w ith the squire. D ick
applauded the prom ptitude with which C aleb had
made the midnight appointment; and after de-
m onstrating the necessity of raising up a fiendish -
looking object by their rites, offered to disguise
him self for that purpose, and to appear suddenly
on M aude’s sum mons. In his dem on-character,
itwas decided that he should denounce N athaniel
Y are as the thief.

T his being settled, and a place of m eeting
agreed on between the two confederates, C aleb
went home to prepare his mother for perform ing
the so-called supernatural cerem ony. T he old
woman trembled, as if under a death-sentence,

w hen told that the foolish attem pt m ust be so

soon m ade. But she had pledged her word, and
would not forfeit it. A m ie insisted on being one
of the party, and thus all things were arranged
for this desperate method of raising money. In
the interim, M aude endeavoured to recollect all

she had heard and read touching witch-charms

and spells
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A miserable day was thatwhich was passed in

M istress Doughty’s hut. Caleb, for the first
time, was anxious, and alm ost regretted that he
had set on footso daring a scheme. It was now ,
however, too late to repent. Old M aude looked
like one who had bidden farewell to life. She

had never before lost her self-respect; but now
she was conscience-stricken. She felt she was
going to lend herself to a michievous, unlaw ful,
and dishonest purpose; and even the reflection
that she was striving to save her children from
starvation failed to com fort her. A m ie assumed
an appearance of cheerfulness in order to solace
her mother and brother.

At length midnight approached, and the three
set out to fulfil their appointment. T hey were
on the spot half-an-hour before the stated tim e.
Dick was there, too, with a beast’s hide and
horns, which Caleb helped to fasten on him
Truly ridiculous did he look as he took up his
post behind a great oak on the edge of the forest.

The night was pitch dark; but M aude’s lan-
tern threw its faint gleam a few yards around,
sufficient, in fact, to indicate the spot to B ab-

stock, who advanced towards the group precisely
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at twelve o’clock. The tops of the forest trees
hung over head in black and heavy masses, just
discernible in the midnight air. U tter silence and
deep gloom surrounded the company. A m ore
solem n rendezvous could not have been selected.
lts lonely grandeur offered a strong contrast to
the burlesque purposew hich drew our com panions
thither.

T he squire Ilooked curiously at poor M aude,
w ho needed no disguise to give her the sem blance
of a sorceress. I n her rags, her tattered <cloak,
and bonnet of a long-past fashion, she presented
as haggard and withered an appearance as either

of the weird sisters w hom M acbeth encountered

on the heath. B uthad the squire transferred his
gaze from her habiliments to her face, he m ight
have seen, veiled by age and sorrow, which had

u written strange defeatures” there, some of the

kindest expressions of hum an sym pathy that ever

hallowed a woman’s countenance. A s the great
man joined the group, A mie dropped a sim ple
rustic curtsey, and Caleb looked sheepish and
confused ; butnot a word of greeting was uttered

on either side.

M aude drew a heavy sigh, and, wishing to get



the orgies over as quickly as possible, addressed
herself to her work. First of all, she made a
little heap of dried sticks, on which she piled,
cross-wise, some pieces of charcoal. W hen this
was ready, she muttered the follow ing invocation,
w hich she had formerly read in R eginald Scot’s
“ Discoverie of W itchcraft.”

u O h, mighty name,whether Tetragram m aton,
Olioram, No}rfrm , or Adonay, | do worship thee,
| invocate thee, | im plore thee, with all the
strength of my mind, that, by thee, my present
prayers, consecrations, and conjurations be hal-
lowed ; and wheresoever wicked spirits are called

in virtue of thy names, they may come from every

coast, and diligently fulfil the word of me, the
exorcist! Fiat, fiat, fiat. A m en!”

H aving uttered this address, she Jlighted the
pyre, and threw into it several substances— mere

rubbish, but which, nevertheless, she enumerated
as hem lock, henbane, moonwort, nightshade,
horned poppy, cypress-boughs, leaves of the wild
fig-tree growing on tom bs, together with owl’s

eyes, bat’s wings, and viper’s skin.* She then

* See Ben Jonson's *“ M asque of Q neenes.”



cast some sulphur on the burning charcoal, when
a blue and dism al light gleam ed oyer the
assem bly.

Squire Babstock looked on with a mixture of
wonder and terror. H e had heard m uch of
w ithcraft, but never before stood in presence of
an avowed practiser of the black art, nor im a-
gined he could be perm itted to witness the con-
jurations. A s the preposterous ceremony pro-
ceeded, his heart swelled within him in anticipa-
tion of the result.

u W hat!” ejaculated M aude, in a voice w hich
seem ed ashamed of itself, “ is the fiend rebellious?
W ill he not come ? N ay, then, Amie, thou m ust
try the rhym ing spell.”

A m ie, accordingly, chanted the follow ing,
w hich her mother had taught her out of an old

book of magic :—

<ff)atm gong

A ppear, appear,
Thou hideous offspring of hell's dark sphere\
By the rags of flesh, all blacken’'d and sere,
That wave on a m urderer’'s gibbet, come here !
By the festering things in a m oulder'd bier,

Appear, appear f
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B abstock

y the scritch-ow I's scritch 'neath the yew -tree’'s shade,
y the three-form 'd star* w hich doth never fade,
y the m andrake's groan and the nightm are’'s m oan,
y the ghost that comes when one is alone,
y the viper's sting and the raven's wing,
y the noxious weeds that to grave-mounds c¢ling,
y hemlock's root and aconite’'s shoot,
y the w in g of the bat, and the lizard's foot,
y blood of w ild ape, and foam of mad dog,—
rom pond or bog, or m ist or fog,
rom wood or m ountain,
r poisonous fountain,
Appear, appear!
om e, come to us, great B arbatos !f
he sqguire is crossed, his treasure is lo st.
A ppear, appear!l—
H e's here !— he's here!”
these words, D ick rushed forth, m aking
ck trem ble from head to foot. M aude
the apparition. u Barbatos, | do ad-
ee, say who has robbed the good Squire
1
ecate, w ho is called Trivia and TI’i/OI’miS,ofwhom Vo irg il,

iv., Tergeminamaqque Hecatem , tria virginisora Liana.

S he w as b elieved to govern in w itchcraft, and is rem em bered in
a Il their invocations.” — Ben Jonson

f B arbatos is one o f th e m aster-spirits (as enum erated by
R e g in a ld Scot), one of whose offices was to detect hidden treasure.
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On this, Dick, with a gruff voice, pronounced
the words, “ Nathaniel Y are.”

T he squire looked am azed. T he suspicions of
his servants had never been com municated to
him . But, however astounding the present in -
telligence might be, he could not doubt it, seeing
it was declared by supernatural power. A w ise
and com petent m agistrate, truly, must Squire
Babstock have been!

H e was about to question M aude further, w hen
a man suddenly sprang forward, seized D ick by
the collar, tore off his wrappings, and exclaim ed,
“ Villain! I have long suspected your knavery !
But Il have got you now, safe enough.”

Pittock, however, was not quite so easily cap-
tured . H e shook off his assailant, who was no
other than Nat. Yare, and would have escaped
(for the squire seemed paralyzed), had not Y are
m ade a signal, which brought a couple of con-
stables from their am bush in the wood.

u Caleb 1”7 shouted D ick, u stand by me, like
a man, and we’ll soon put these fellows to flight.”

Y oung Doughty was not one to hang back on
such an occasion, and, unguestionably, blood

would have been shed, had not M aude and A m ie



tw ined their arms about him, and thus enabled

the officers to handcuff their prisoner.

u Now, constables,” said Y are, u secure the
women: they com e under the statute against
w itchcraft. A pretty nest of iniquity we have

discovered!”

u Let me loose, mother and A m ie,” exclaimed
Caleb— “ let me loose, | say. I mean nothing
but to protect you both. I f any man,” con -

tinued he, addressing Y are and the constables,

u offers to touch my mother or sister, he dies on

the spot.”
T he officers were, nevertheless, advancing
towards the three as they clung together in one

group, when the squire, who had now recovered

his self-possession, interfered, saying,

u Take your prisoner to the H all, and see
that he does not escape. 1’1l follow you, and
thoroughly sift this strange business. T he old
woman and her children are dupes. L et them

go their way.”
M aude, almost drowned in tears, incoherently
thanked his worship, and returned, covered by

sham e and remorse, Wwith C aleb and A mie to

the hovel.
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outside the hut, of men and women, and the
barking of dogs.

“ A witch— a witch !” was shouted. “ B atter
down the door ! Drag her out 1”7

C aleb heard this before M aude and A m ie were
fairly roused out of their deep sleep. Springing
to the door, he planted him self against it at the
moment it was broken open, and with one des-
perate blow of his cudgel, felled to the ground
the first man who entered.

A las! this w as of no avail. T he merciless
crowd forced their way, and dragged the women
from their bed. W ith superhum an strength,
young Doughty lifted his m other under one arm |,
and his sister under the other, and darted through
the mob into the open air, when, setting M aude
and A mie on their feet, he implored them to run
for their lives, promising never to desert them

Panting and scared, the poor creatures made an

effort to fly ; but old M aude was too feeble to
gain much speed, and soon sank, scarcely alive,
to the earth. A mie knelt by her, determ ined to
share her fate, and Caleb stood over them ,

resolved to perish by their side, since hope of

escape could no longer be entertained.
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“ Let not the witches live!” was vociferated
by the brutal crew .*

Caleb stared w ildly at his pursuers who, shout-
ing and roaring, approached their victim s. H is
despairing looks were also cast round in every

direction to ascertain w hether the tumult had

drawn the squire towards the spot. It was a lost
hope. N o human being, except his frantic ene-
m ies, could be discerned. So the young man,

feeling that no chance rem ained, determ ined to
fight to the last, and, if he could not save his
m other, his sister, and him self, to wreak a deadly
revenge on his assailants.

But the mob, knowing that Caleb would be a
dangerous antagonist at close quarters, thought it

w ise to attack him when beyond the reach of his

arm . A ccordingly a heavy stone was cast, with

* I'n M arch, 1845, * a fe llo w w as bound over, at W eym outh,
to keep the peace towards his m other-in-law . It appeared that he
had not only struck and kic ke d th e poor woman, but that he

sprung from behind a hedge, and rubbed a sharp thorn across her
eyes andface,unlilstreams of blood ran over her visage! H is
defence was, that his m o ther-in-law had bevritched him,and th at
the only way of breaking her spell was by drawing blood from
her person.” — (S herbourne Journal, M arch, 1845). W hen wooill

the madness and cruelty of superstition cease ?
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such force and unerring aim, at Doughty, as to
beat in his forehead. H e stood erect, for a
moment or two after the mortal blow, and then
dropped by M aude’s side, exclaiming, “ M other,
I die !'”

T he poor old creature raised herself, gazed at

the wound, wiped the blood from it, and kissed

her son’s quivering and distorted face. B ut she
could not brave the terror of the scene. H er
heart was broken, and, after a few convulsive

spasms, she drew her last breath.

T he ferocious and cowardly mob, now com ing
up to the group, proposed to drag A m ie away,
and put her to the drowning ordeal. In this
they were eventually frustrated by the arrival of

Squire Babstock, at the head of a posse of con-

stables. T he innocent, forlorn girl was thus
rescued, though only to pass a few m iserable
m onths, as a maniac, in a pauper mad-house.

D ick Pittock was tried for burglary at the hall,
and hanged. It w as discovered, that in his
frequent visits at the squire’s house, he had seized
an opportunity of taking a wax model of Y are’s
key of the <closet, wherein the plate was kept.

A nother key by this means was procured. T hus
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T o th e afflictions w hich beset m e m any years
ago, | can now lo o k h a c k w ith perfect calm ness.
N ot th at |1 am by any m eans free from a recur -
rence of them , b ut th at |1 feel w h en next th ey
attack m e th eir visitation woill b e final. T h e
tim e is p ast w h en strenggth w as given m e to
com bat such evils. | shall never b e in a con
dition to recite another event sim ilar to th at I

am now to describe ; and, to m y belief, | am th e
on ly livin g m an capable of telling such a story

A bout tw o-and-tw enty years ago, nam ely, in
17 25, 1 form ed a p assionate attach m ent to a
y oung lady of good fam ily, m vy present w ife,
w ith w h om I h ave passed as happy a m atrim onial
life as ever blessed any m an . T h e m isfortumne |1
h ad already suffered, returned in its utm o st
ghastliness upon m e tw o years after our union
(d uring th e la p se of th e previous year, I h ad
b een free from it), and all but ended in an un
utterable tragedy. T his danger m ight have been
avoided h ad | placed en tire con fidence in h er
w h o h ad inseparably finked her fate w ith m in e.
I dared not, h ow ever, com m unicate m vy secretto
O livia before m arriage, b ecawuse | dreaded to
lose her hand ;oand | w as w eak enowugh afterw ards

On<?rid frtm
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to persevere in concealm ent— a fault w h ich
punished m e, the offender, and m y unsuspecting
w ife, w ith inexpressible anguish and terror.

O n e friend, and on e only, W as aw are of th e
calam ity to w h ich I W a s liab le. K now ing th e
sincerity of his feelings tow ards m e, 1 scrupled
not to solicit h s care and frequent vigilance to
avert an all-dreaded ex trem ity w h ich , b ut for
such superintendence, m ight com e to p ass. It
is tru e th at in a distant part of th e k ingdom |,

here Il had form erly lived, m y m iserable liab ility
w as not altogether unkmnown ; b ut |1 repeat th at
in L ondon n o on e b ut R ich ard N ew n h am w a s,
at th e tim e in question, acquainted w ith it.

O n e m orning, shortly before m y m arriage, I
h ad an interview w ith m y friend

u N ew nham ,” said 1, u 1 m ore th an ever need
your kindness. C an you perpetuate your w atch
fulness over m e ? W ill y ou consent to d w ell

near m e ?7

u W illin gly ,” returned h e ; “ w illin gly , as far
as | m y self a m concerned; b ut— ”

H e paused., as people p ause w h en th ey are
about to press advice w hich th ey k now w ill m eet
a reluctant, if not a painful, reception . G uessing

mortal frum
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w h at h e w ish ed to say, | anticipated it,
observed, u Y owu th in k , R ich ard, | sh ould c
ceal nothing from M iss S utherland W ere
not on the point of saying so ?7

u Y es,” replied h e .

u P erh aps y ou are right,” 1 rejoined ; “
I have not nerve en ough to encounter th e
w h ich a disclosure of this k in d w owu ld invo
F ear m ight induce her to reject a m an sub jec

su ch

th eless, m ay never again scare m e and m y friends.
B ut even sh ould it com e, you, R ichard, by being
at hand, can save m e .”

“ T h owugh 1 do not lik e concealm ents betw een
m an an d w ife, ” pursued N ew n h am |, u 1 prom ise
not to leave y o u ; s 0 m a k e your rself easy as far
as m y agency is concerned. G ive m e som e w ine,
N orth b rooke, and let m e drink h appiness to y ou
and your bride.”

T his toast,pledged in all sincerity by m vy friend,
| reciprocated,) after expr ressing m y gratitude for
his invaluable services,) in a bum per to h is ow n
health and w elfare. A nd then w e began to speak
of thin g s w h ich to u s w ere of sm aller im port,
such as the im peachm ent of the E arl of M accles-
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field , th e H anover treaty, th e re-establish m ent
of th e K nights of the B ath , and other topics o f
th e d ay. N ew n h am w as voluble on th ese m at-
ter s ; and | congratulated m yself on th e b elief
th at m vy W in e and th e public th em es, touching
w h ich w e h ad discoursed, h ad, for a tim e, ob Ii-
terated all im pression of the painful subgject w hich

h ad at first engaged u s .

I n th is I w as m istak en . O n a sudden m y

friend’'s face assum ed a grave aspect.

“ O ne toast m ore, N orthbrooke,” said he, u and

on ly on e. L et us drin k it in silence. H aply,

our aspiration m ay find grace as a prayer, thowugh

it is b reathed w ith glass in h and. F ill your
cup . M ay the dism al affliction never again h aunt

H a d not N ew nham b een drinking m ore th an
w a s h is w on t, 1 d o n ot th in k h e w ou ld h ave
couwpled a B acchanalian lib ation w ith a solem n
and pious w ish . B ut w ith him , w in e h ad a para -
d oxical effect: it elevated and depressed h im
alm ost at th e sam e m om en t. w e are a ll th e
victim s of peculiar tem peram ents. It cannot be,
as som e rashily say, that our anim al portion m ay
be reduced to subjection by our m ental faculties ;
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on the contrary, | believe that the latter are
trium phed over by physical organization.

N ewnham had now taken his parting glass

he would drink no more ; and, after affectionately
renew ing his prom ises, he bade m e u G ood
night.”

By the above conversation, | was freed from
my great source of inquietude, and therefore

addressed m yself cheerfully to the preliminaries
of my marriage. Il had need of this cheerfulness;
for, w hile thoroughly recognising their necessity,
there was som ething inexpressibly repugnant to
my feelings in the cold and business-like consul-
tation with lawyers respecting settlem ents and
such affairs.

u Alas !'” thought I, u why cannot the im pulse
of two hearts be obeyed, without clogging them
w ith form al skins of parchment ?”

T o this, however, Prudence is ready to answer
w ith a bitter voice— Prudence, our firmest,
though seem ingly our most ungracious, friend.

A fter a short interval from the above tim e,
O livia and | were united in presence of a large
circle of her friends and m ine. N ever shall |1

forget that day, of which the happiness was re-

Cril”rnal frem
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buked by the tears of her relatives on parting
from my w ife; but which, in their turn, were
rendered less depressing by a prospect to us of
com ing felicity for years. A fter all, in spite of
its exultation, a wedding day is not the most
blessed part of a married life. Tranquillity and
content— the sweets of tender com panionship and
fond sym pathy— these are worth a hundredfold
more than the flurry, the show, the ostentatious

congratulations and cerem onials,of bridal parade.

A fter passing a week in the country— (I did
not dare to rem ain longer)— my wife and |
returned to London, and took possession of a
house in Bloom sbury, which | had previously
furnished, as our home. On the morning after
our arrival, Newnliam paid us a visit. H e had
already been introduced to O livia, so that his
presence was, in a manner, familiar to us both.
I could see, however, that my wife was rather
surprised at so early a <call on his part, more

especially as he was the first visitor we had re-
ceived since our marriage. Newnham , | think,
perceived this; for, after a brief chat, he left us.
W hatever might have been O livia’s feelings, |1

understood and appreciated my friend’s solicitude.
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In a few days, we had visitors enough and to
spare. M vy w ife’s relations, m ale and fem ale,
crowded about us, and we returned their calls ;
so that we seemed to live m ore for others than
for ourselves. I was tired of this incessant bustle
— this fatiguing gaiety; and longed for the tim e
w hen, without any danger of being thought to
neglect our friends, we might enjoy each other’s
company. O livia seem ed fully to participate this
w ish.

A week passed without our seeing any thing
more of Newnliam . I was not uneasy at this,
having perfect reliance on my friend’s care, and,
knowing that in a day or two, at farthest, he
would gladden me with his presence. On the
eighth day after his first visit he came again, and
I persuaded him to stay and dine with me, my

wdfe, and one of her fem ale relations.

I know not how it came about, but during
dinner, and until the ladies left the table, our
conversation was of agloomy character. In vain
did | try to turn it into a cheerful channel. M vy

wife’s relative held tenaciously to the them es
w hich had been started, and these were super-

natural influences, and moral and physical phe-
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nomena. The young lady seemed to revel in
such subjects, and possessed an affluent store of
u instances,” both m odern and ancient, which
she detailed w ith a certain grim earnestness.
She spoke of those whom , she affirmed, possessed
unquestionably the gift of second sight— of bilo-
quists— of those whose dreams were prophetic,
and of men and women who could walk and talk,
and scale dangerous places in perfect safety, w hen
fast asleep.

N either Newnham nor |l were able to interpose
a word. The young lady monopolized the talk;
and, having cast a shadow over what was meant
to be a merry meeting, declared her belief that
persons possessing the attributes she had enu-
merated, or any others peculiar to them selves,
were not perfect human beings, but had a m ix-
ture of som ething fiendish in their com position.
She protested that nothing should induce her to
form an alliance in any family of which one

individual could command powers not common

to people in general. Influenced, I suppose, by
her friend’s volubility, my wife professed entire
acquiescence in her opinion. N ew nham and |

were at length left to ourselves.

fium
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u N ow , m y friend,” said 1, u you see the
wisdom of my not having disclosed to my wife
that which | have endeavoured to keep secret
from all but yourself.”

Newnham shook his head in dissent.

“ Surely,” pursued I, u you heard all which

that young lady so em phatically pronounced;

and you could not but perceive its effect on my

w ife.”

u It was im possible not to hear what M iss
W inbum said,” returned Newnham, w ith a
sm ile; a neither could one failto detect the absur-
dity of her conclusions. Butno part of her obser-
vations applied to you. Y ou are not a ghost-

seer, nor aventriloqguist, nor a prophetic dream er,
nor a sleep-walker. Y ou have no power in your-

self; on the contrary, you are the victim o f—

a H ush!” | exclaimed, suddenly interrupting
him . “ Hwush! we may be overheard.”

For the rem ainder of the night, after N ew n -
ham left me, |1 could not rally my spirits, but
was plunged in unhappy thought. Oh, how |
lamented my wife’s relationship to M iss W inbum !

and what disquiet did | suffer at every visit of

O 1nnarf from
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that young lady to our house! In the perverse
art of self-torm enting, | fancied she disliked —
nay, more, that she suspected m e. B ut to what
could her suspicions tend ? I was free from re-
proach. E ven this consciousness, however, failed
to com fort m e; and, at times, |I felt that the ex-

pression of my face denoted my wretchedness.

W henever M iss W inbum glanced at my counte-

nance, | im agined she was actuated by a shud-
dering curiosity. I was incapable of desiring
that any evil might befall her, though | certainly
wished her out of my way. She could not have

been offended had she known how heartily |1

hoped she might soon get a husband, provided

4

he lived in some place not nearer than Scotland.
Newnham did not fail in his periodical visits,
w hich occurred in precise intervals of a week.

The regularity of these calls at length attracted
O livia’s observation ; but though her allusion to
them was in term s of artless gaiety, | felt
som ew hat em barrassed at the prospect of their
system atic continuation, and therefore proposed
to him that he should see me at his own house

from tim e to time— that his visits to us should

be irregular as to periods, and at longer intervals

ori*nal from
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than usual; but that should |I be absent from him
more than five days, he was forthwith to repair
to my residence.

Under this arrangement two years passed— tw o
blissful years— during which the gaunt apprehen-

sionl had laboured under grew fainter and fainter,

and at last alm ost ceased to exist. I revelled
in this fancied im m unity. “1 am free now and
alw ays. W hy should | longer trem ble at what
has for ever passed away ?” Such were my ex-
ulting exclam ations. A nd to crown the tran-

sport, my prayers for M iss W inbum’s delivery

from the pains of u single blessedness,” seem ed
to have been heard. She had married, and lived
m any miles from L ondon. Her ominous words,
and, as | thought, more ominous looks, no longer

haunted me.

In the confidence of enfranchisement, I called
on my friend. t<N ew nham ,” said I, ££be no
longer under any alarm for me. | am disen -
chanted— delivered from a dreadful spell. W ho

have been the exorcists ? who but my O livia, and
the prattling babe she has borne to m e??”
££E 1l have for some time partaken of this belief,”

returned N ewnham . E£EY our exem ption from
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the horror is now of very long date. Put confi-
dence in your hope, and you may be safe. Faith,
having som ething, however sm all, to stand on, is

a powerful auxiliary in keeping off those visita-

tions w hich

* Shake our disposition

W ith thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls.””

u Thank you for this encouragement,Kichard,”
I responded. “ My spirits are buoyant: the
soft, tiny, and feeble hands of my infant have
been strong enough to lift a perilous load from
my bosom. M vy ecstacy cannot find vent in
words. I am transported with delight, and long
to stand on the topmost peak of some cloud -
piercing mountain, and shout m y defying

trium ph.”

To this madness ofmy joy, Newnham , did not
respond. E ven the enthusiasm of his friendship
was qualified by prudence. H e rebuked my ir-

rational fervour, and reminded me that security
from m vy peculiar danger was to be insured rather
by calm thankfulness, than by indulgence in pas-
sionate im pulses.

“ Be master of yourself,” said he. u Be calm

— be prepared— and that which torments you w ill
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find no path by which its attacks can be made.

I f 1 can succeed in im pressing this on your mind,
there need be no fear. You will be free, and 1
shall be released. Do not misunderstand m e. |
seek not release from trouble, but from appre-

hension for your welfare.

u I reverence your friendly m otives, my dear
Newnham ,” returned 1, grasping him by the
hand. u B e assured that 1 will strictly follow
your dictates. The joy of anticipated em anci-
pation has thrown me into a wild rapture. C oun -
selled by you, I will offer my gratitude to H eaven
in tranquillity.”

In spite of a lurking incredulity, N ew nham
professed his satisfaction at what |l had said; and

then told me that he wished to make a journey
for a fortnight to Northumberland.
“ G o, Richard,” said Il ; « fear not for m e.

Three blessed years have past since the dire m is-

chief showed itself. W hy should I any longer
be a clog on your almost god-like devotion ? A
tem porary absence will only elevate the pleasure

of our renewed m eeting.”

* * * * * *

M vy friend was now away from me several
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hundred m iles. It was the first time during
many years that | had lived without a conscious-
ness of his being near me. Though, on his
leaving London, | felt perfectly wvaliant, and
assured that the peculiar calam ity which required
his presence would not overwhelm me, I, never-
theless in a day or two, became nervous, appre-
hensive, terrified. O livia perceived a change in
my manner. Her evident anxiety increased m vy
own; and though thoroughly sensible of the un-
reasonableness o f placing a restraint on the
actions of my friend, | regretted that | had not
im plored him to rem ain with me. I n vain did
I attem pt to persuade m yself that life was not
worth having if its freedom from m isery could
only be secured by sacrificing another’s pleasure.
Should 1 disclose my fears to my wife ? N o ! 1
had, by former omission, deceived her. I m ust
now take my chance.

T he depression wunder which | laboured in -
creased on me with such rapid strides as, on one
particular day, utterly to destroy all power of
resistance. A's one who, struggling through a
narrow ravine, with beetling precipices on each
side, should see a tiger bounding towards him ,— so

0
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did I feel that my enemy was rushing at me, and
that I could not escape.

I was alone in my library : my lim bs had lost
all power of m ovement: to rise and ring the
bell was im possible; and even had | been able
to do so, I could only have stared wildly at w ho-

ever might answer the sum mons, for of utterance

I was incapable. The hands of the tormentor
were upon me, and I was forced to yield. M vy
w hole frame became rigid ; my jaw dropped; my
eyes were fixed; my pulsation became imper-
ceptible. Butl could see all thatwas around m e,
though, in my then state of vision, each object
was invested with colours not its ow n. Il was per-
fectly conscious of my situation ; could hear w ith
painful distinctness the slightest w hisper; and

felt the horrible conviction that in this apparently
exanim ate state, | might rem ain several days,
and then be buried— buried alive ! N ew nham

could have saved me, but Newnham was away.

Such was my dreadful idiosyncrasy. It has
been experienced only by a few others; and
these have Ilived at such distant intervals, that
the m ajority of medical physiologists are not
aware of the phenomenon. T o exhibit all the
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signs of death, and yet be alive and conscious;
to feel every touch, and yet not betray sensation ;
to be in a state of m ental sensibility, while utterly
powerless as to m uscular movement or vocal
utterance— this is indeed the most ghastly state
in which a human being can be placed. T he
disease is not apoplexy, nor palsy, nor syncope,
nor what is vulgarly called u trance,” because in
those afflictions sensation is denied; whereas in
the visitation to which | was unhappily subject,

sensation was preternaturally acute.*

* It has been stated by a m edical philosopher, that we “ ought
by no means to conclude that the sense of hearing is to ta Ily lo st
because the person under exam ination does not discover h im s e If
to be possessed of it by the slightest m otion of the eye-lids, th e
lip s, th e fingers, or any other parts of the body: for, as it is

generally thoughtthat the heartis the first partofthe body w hich

m oves, so those w ho, after they are deprived o f the other senses,

give distinct relations of every thing they had heard during th at

tim e , can attest that the sense of hearing rem ains longer than any
of th e rest. T he tru th of this is , in a rem arkable m anner,
con firm e d by th e te stim ony o f a catholic prie s t, w ho h aving

a ffirm ed that it was unlaw ful to give absolution to a dying person,

w h o by no signs discovered th at h e had the sense of hearing,
altered his opinion after he him self had fallen into a deliguium s o
vio le nt, as to deprive h im of all m o tion , th ough at the sam e

tim e he distinctly heard the whole conversation o f those w ho were



A lone, alone in this m iserable state, | re-
m ained an hour— a long, long hour. I could
count the time by the dial on the m antel-shelf.
B itterly did I meditate, but with profound reve-

rence, on the inscrutable dispensations of P ro-

vidence— on those dispensations w hich had m ade
m e the prey of so gaunt a malady. A mong my
other rum inations, iteven occurred to me that if
present when his m isfortune happened.” — Uncertainty o f the

Signs ofDeath, 17 51.

There have been m any examples of men in show dead, e ither
la id out upon the cold flo or, or carried forth to b u ria I: nay, o f
som e b uried in th e e arth ; w hic h , n o tw ith standing have liv e d
again, w hich hath been found in those that were buried (the earth

being afterwards opened) by the b ruising and w ounding of th e ir

head, th rough th e struggling of the body w ith in th e co ffin
w hereof the m ost recent and m em orable exam ple w as th at o f
Joannes S cotus, called *thesubti|andaschoolman, w ho'being

digged up again by his servant, (unfortunately absentathis burial,
and who knew his master's manner in such Jits,) was found in
th at state. A nd the lik e happened in our days in th e person o f
a player buried at Cambridge.” — L ord B acon. History of L ife

and D eath.

See also “ A Supplem entary R eport on the R esults of a S pecial
In g uiry into th e P ractice of Interm ent in Towns, m ade at the
request of R er M aje sty'’s P rincip al S ecretary o f S tate for th e
H om e D epartm ent. B vy E dw in C hadwick, E sq., B arrister-at-
law .” 1843.
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by som e m iracle (N ewnham being absent) |
should be saved, the ci-devant M ss W inburn
would count me among her sem i-fiends. B ut for
this I cared not. I yearned for life on any term s.

To what could my peculiar organization be
liable? W as it hereditary? O n a sudden, a
recollection of my youth flashed upon me, and
I seem ed to have obtained a clue to the m ystery.

L et me here relate the incident which (though
m any years had passed) was vividly acted over
again in retrospection.

M y mother (awidow ) having suffered agrievous
illness, was taken for dead, and laid out as a
corpse. A's night came on, a wax candle was

lighted and placed on a table close to her feet.

1 slept in a chamber adjoining hers. Before
day-break, | was horribly startled on hearing a
shriek, and some incoherent words uttered in
m y mother’s voice ! B ushing into the room , |1
saw the supposed corpse in a sitting posture,
half-wrapped in flames. Two w om en were
there, trem bling and aghast. T he hideous ex-
trem ity gave me presence of m ind; and, throw -
ing blankets on the body, | stifled the flames.

W hat was my joy on finding that my mother
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lived! T he fiery pain had resuscitated her;
and, fortunately, | stopped the burning be-
fore it had done its fatal work. She suffered

some time from the injury; but eventually reco-
vered. On inquiry, it appeared that the women
(as is too often their habit) had drunk to excess;
and moving about incautiously, had overturned
the candle, and ignited the garments in w hich
she whom they watched was clothed.

I now attributed to the shock I then received,

and to the tendency to deliguimn on the part of

my mother, the wretched liability w hich has
haunted my life. That in my present danger |1
should have m ade such investigations, m ay
appear incredible ; but so it was.

W hile thus thinking and thus despairing, the

door was opened, and O livia entered. Joy, like
a burst of sudden sunshine came over m e. It
soon faded, for alas! I could not speak, could

not m ove!
M vy wife approached me— looked atme— passed

her hand over my face, w hich, no doubt, was cold.

She grew pale ; her countenance assumed a dis-
m al expression: she staggered to the bell and
rang it violently. A servant speedily appeared.
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66 R un instantly,” gasped she: u R un to
Bloom sbury Square— to Doctor M ead, and beg
him to come hither without loss of tim e. Y our
m aster is ill— dying. Run, run.”

The man departed on his errand, and I w as
left alone with her whom | valued more than life

itself, precio

us as the latter seem ed to me at that

aw ful juncture. She sat down by my side, and
took one of my hands in hers. I question w hich
of us looked the most forlorn: 1, the living
corpse, or she, the self-im agined widow. H er
agony seem ed to petrify her. W e might both

have been taken for pale statues.

Doctor M ead (living so near me) soon arrived.
H e felt my wrists, but could detect no pulse : he
peered into my eyes; they were fixed: he closed
my jaw ; it fell again: he held a mirror over my
face ; it was unstained.

“M adam ,” said he, mournfully, to my wife,
“ come with me from this place. A ll is over 1”7

c

O livia would now have fainted, but that M ead

pheld her,
O f the s
uring the

witness, a

and bore her out of the room
ufferings wliich my wife underwent
next four-and-twenty hours, I was not

s she did not again enter the room till
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I was placed in my coffin. O h! that horrible
process, and those which preceded it! T he clothes

I wore when the dreadful visitation came on m e

were taken off, and | was wrapped in a shroud.
How | loathed the touch of those busy fingers
that were u laying me out,” as the phrase is,
decently! But more detestable even than this,
were the men who Ilifted me, by the head and
feet, into that narrow box— our final chamber.
The hard lid was now placed over m e slantwise,
so that light was not altogether shutout. Great
God,what were my maddening em otions ! In a
little time | should be inclosed for ever in dark-
ness— should hear the driving of the screws w hich
would im prison me till doom sday! W hat dem on
could have possessed me when | suffered N ew n -

ham to go so far away ?

Two days more elapsed, and still every m uscle
in my body refused to obey my will. M y good
and afflicted w ife frequently cam e into the

darkened chamber, to gaze at and pray by m e. |
felt her hot tears fall on my face. I heard her
sobs and broken ejaculations, and loved her more
than ever. Cruel, cruel fate! W hy could I not

die and end such intolerable anguish!
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At length arrived the last evening on w hich 1
should be perm itted to see the light of H eaven.

The funeral was to take place on the morrow . 1

was lost! T he feeble ray of hope that till now
had flickered before my eyes, expired. T he grave
was already dug to receive me— me, a living
m an ! Horror, unutterable horror ! N o help !

N othing but passive submission to a trem endous

fate!

H ow it happened that the senses which, up to

this time, |I retained, were not stricken awTav by
frenzy, I know not; but I still listened to every
sound and movement. These were very few, as,

for the m ost part, the house was hushed in gloomy
reverence to the dead.

H a! what is that— thatviolent pealing of the

m uffled knocker— that perem ptory ringing of the
house-bell? M ore noise! a hurried talking in
the passage, and a rush of feet upstairs! Can

N ewnham have arrived ? Yes,yes! My preserver

is herel!
Pale, and out of breath, my friend, accom
panied by O livia, darted into the room . In a

moment the hard and stifling board was rem oved

from over m e.
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“ do not despair of restoring him ,” said
N ew nham to my wife. u Send one of the men
to me, and order a bed to be warmed.”

My wife flew to fulfil what was desired, and
my valet was soon in the room . A ssisted by

N ewnham, he quickly delivered me from the

coffin, drew off the hateful wrappings in which 1

was inclosed, and carried me to bed. Though
in a little w hile 1 had some slight feeling of the
warmth, my im m obility was as stubborn as ever.
H ot bricks were now applied to my feet. O ther

means were perseveringly adopted; and atlength
N ewnham and his com panion agitated my I|Iim bs
by violent extensions and inflections.

W atching the proper moment, m y friend,
placing his m outh close to m y ear, cried out with
a loud voice, “ Northbrooke! Osborne North-
brooke,— awake! Y ou are in danger. A w ake !

Y our friend Newnham <calls you. Awake I'”*

* The author of*“ U ncertainty of the Signs of D eath,” recom -
m ends, among other rem edies, in e xtre m ities sim ilar to th e above,
th at “ the patient's |lim bs showuld be agitated by violent extensions
and inflections, and the ears shocked by hideous s hrie ks and e X -

cessive noises.”
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This sudden vociferation following the other
endeavours, dissipated, in a slight degree, the
lethargy which had so long held my muscles in
thrall. Though weak even to exhaustion, | was

able to give my friend a faint token that he had

succeeded. Some corroborating and <cordial [li-
quors were now dropped into my mouth, and
after an effort or two | swallowed them . T he

glad intelligence was conveyed to my wife,though
she was forbidden for some hours to see me.
N ewnham remained at my side during the night,
from tim e to time adm inistering restoratives, and
w atching anxiously lest the torpor might return.
On the next mid-day | once more folded my dear
w ife in my arms.

I will not profane the sacredness of so hallowed
an interview by any attem pt to describe it.

W e learned that Newnham ,whilein Northum
berland, had read an account in a newspaper of
my wu sudden death,” and that, without the least
delay, he had posted to London as fast as horses
could convey him . A little longer, and his anxious

energy would have been in vain.

Since the period above recorded, | have been
blessed by two other children— girls— who by the
G O g Ie Original frtjm
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sound of the carriage at the door, are just re-

turned w ith their m other and brother from a ball

at a neighbour’s house. It is two o’clock in the
morning. | have finished my narrative just in
time, and will only add that | can now consign
m yself to my pillow w ithout any fear, should
my singular malady return, of being

* The above recital is founded on a w ell-authenticated incident.
I'n his “ E n g lis h M alady,” page 307, D octor Cheyne gives an

instance even m ore rem arkable than the present, of D eath-in-L ife .

Original frttm

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY

Rl



Original Iftvn
NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY

D igitized by G 0 g |e



My late espoused saint
Brought to me, like Alcestis, from the grave,

Rescued from death by force, though pale and faint.

M i1 to n ,
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P 3 a
O =« a fine m orning in th e m on th of June, 1798,
a funeral procession issued from th e park-gates of
B eaucham p H all, in G loucestershire. It w a s a
holiday, a silent one, in th e neighbowuring village.
T h e stately burial-pageant, w ith its u pom p and
circum stance,” its plum ed h earse, b lack steed s,
solem n escutcheons, m ourning coaches, and
scarfed m utes pacing by th e horses’” sides, w as
closed by a troop of wvillagers.
A b out ten days previously, th e sam e h um b le

individuals h ad assem b led in th e park to see, and
assist in, a display of far different character. A
hapopy celebration, w ith sh ow s, feasting, an d
d ancing, had then drawn them thither ; but other
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had <closed the procession, and who now stood
moodily the churchyard w hile the silence
w ithin the fane continued, were also relieved by
the anthem , and blessed it as it trem bled out into
the sunny air.

Sir W illiam Fanshaw had been married only
ohe year. H e fairly doted on his young w ife;
and lie had reason to do so, for a sweeter, gentler
creature never existed. She was lovely in mind
and body fan unwonted union), and had devoted
her many charms to him out of a fondness equal
to that he entertained for her.

T he first anniversary of their wedding was
celebrated by a day’s revel,— a day, it might al-
m ost be said, of mad pleasure, for the joy was
excessive, and the month was June. Bells and
early shouts welcomed the m orning; the country
lads were “ dressed in their Sunday clothes,” as
the song says, and the dam sels were decked in
their best be-seen, flaunting away in blue gow ns,
yellow kerchiefs, gaudy nosegays, and scarlet-

trim m ed

park,

their

boisterous
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T hey were all feasted in the

before mid-day, became clamorous in

tipsy dance and jollity” and

love-m aking filled the trim shades w ith
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noise; and as the day declined, a banquet was
provided in the m ansion for the visitors of
quality.

At night, when the peasantry, conquered by
drink and the fatigue of a long day’s jollification,
retreated to their beds, the ancient silence of the
park, which had resum ed itself for a brief in-
terval, was again startled, but more gently, by

the sounds of refined m usic and the stir of a

m asked ball on the lawn. T he ladies, in the full
display of their accom plishments, looked more
seducing than ever as they moved under the illu-

m inated leaves; the gentlemen were proportion -
ably gallant; and it is therefore no wonder that
they danced far into the morning, even till they
were lighted by the sun.

It was altogether a fatiguing business ; but so

it is with young folks who think pleasure is not

pleasure till it becomes toil. T he last dance w as
languidly performed. Lady Fansliaw, who, as
hostess, had exerted herself im moderately the
w hole day, began now to look weary and over-
com e. T his did not escape the notice of her hus-
band, who was therefore less surprised when, as

the party were refreshing them selves with <coffee
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day of that inordinate revel. Y ou will be better
in the m orning; and, meanwhile, be assured I
shall not stir from your bed. Y ou will talk to m e

in a different manner, when, after you wake from

a good sleep, I shall show you the cheerful sun-
rise stealing on the dawn. Il see even now your
eyes are closing; compose yourself, therefore,

dear one, and sleep.”

The chamber was hwushed; the patient lay
still, and seemed in so profound a repose, that
her breathing wTas not heard. The curtains were

softly adjusted round her bed ; and her husband,
happy and entertaining favourable omens from
the belief that she had at length a rem ission of
pain, took a book, and, fixing as much attention
on it as he could com mand, wore the night-hours
aw ay.

Everything within and without continued in
deep stillness, broken only tow ards dawn by
pleasant sounds of awakening nature heard
in this rem oved placed the shrillj birds, the

w heeling hum of bees darting from their hives

in the garden below, and the leaves dallying
w ith the m orning’s breath. T hese, together
w ith strong, w hite lines intersecting the shutters,
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adm onished Sir W illiam and the nurse that night
had passed. Day-light was therefore adm itted,
and they looked into the bed.

u How is this ?” exclaimed Sir W illiam . u She

has not moved a hair’s breadth since w e saw

her last night. She hardly seem s to breathe.
G ood G od! how pale her face and lips are!
Heaven grant all may be w ell! B ut I trem ble
under my fears. G o instantly and bring the

physician.”

T he physician came: he was alarmed at his

patient’s appearance ; a feather was placed on her
lips, and Sir W illiam bent over it with keen
eyes. It did not m ove. A las, alas, her spirit had
passed away while her husband, sitting close to

her, was congratulating him self on the prospect
of her recovery!

She musthave stirred once in the night, though
it was with such gentleness as not to be per-
ceived ; for one of her hands was found inside
her garment pressing on her breast the Jlocket
w hich she had hung round her neck the previous
night.

L et no one attem pt to describe the heaving of

her husband’s heart, and the gush of his tears,
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THE DISINTERM ENT. 215

w hen this touching instance of her love was
made known to him . H is soul brooded over it
night and day. H e saw in her action the wish
she had not strength to utter in words; and, de-
term ining it should not he violated, he directed

she should be placed in her coffin without clisturb -
ing the locket or her hand. H aving seen this
fulfilled, the heart-broken man took his last gaze
at his wife’s dead countenance, and hid him self
in the solitude of his own room

It will readily be im agined that so affecting a
circum stance as this final m anifestation of love
by the deceased became the subject of much
talk ; and as, in these cases, no particulars are
ever om itted, the value of the trinket, set round
w ith brilliants, found a place in the story.

N ow, the sexton of the church containing the
family vault was one of the persons to whom
this anecdote became known. It fairly haunted
his m ind; he shed tears so plentiful™ when he
told the story, that at length his veneration was
washed clean away: cupidity took its place, and
after a day or two he mentioned the circum stance
no more. H e gradually failed to com prehend the

sentim ent w hich ordained those love-tokens to lie
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216 THE DISINTEKM ENT.

in hallowed im moveability on a dead breast; and

he was not long in conceiving a plan by which

he might possess him self of the

buried jew els

glittering so tem ptingly in his mind’s eye.

It is not probable that the m an

w ould have

m editated a common theft— a theft capable of

injuring any living creature; nay,

although he

was in business, he had never been Known to

practice any of the wusual tricks or

deceptions of

trade. H e was a charitable well-meaning man ;

but this interment of gold and precious stones

was, in his opinion, a very silly waste of treasure:

the ornaments were thrown aw ay

body which could in nowise display

would never be missed; he and his

upon a dead

them : they

fam ily would

be benefited by them , while no harm whatever

could possibly come to any one by his meditated

appropriation.

H e therefore determ ined that, on

the night of

the funeral, he would enter the vault, open the
coffin, and remove the jew els. The church was
well situated for his purpose; it stood apart from
the village to which it belonged, and, like that of
K ingsbury in M iddlesex, was a solitary edifice

in the midst of fields.
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Behold him , then, in the darkness of the night,
w ith his lantern at the lone church door ! H e
unlocks it, and passes in. At first, he was rather
awe-stricken by the dead stillness, the sudden
heavy smell so different from the genial air with -
out, and the vacant pews standing in deep shadow
like melancholy and drear recesses. T he nature
of his office had given him a fam iliarity w ith the
building, but had not obliterated from his mind
the idea of its sacredness.

It was an aw ful place to him now, for he came
on an unholy errand; he quaked to think that it

should be the spot where he was to perpetrate

the first deed in his life which he would be
ashamed to own. A's he went along the aisle
w ith his lamp, the white tablets on the walls

glared, as it were, reproachfully upon him one by

one;
T he sculptur'd dead, on each side, seem 'd to freeze,
E m prison’'d in black, purgatorial ra ils :
K nights, ladies, praying in dum b orat'ries,

H e passeth by; and his weak s pirit fails! *

H is perturbation was increased by the dart of a

* K e ats.
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bat close to his face; and, on looking round, he
thought the pews were not quite em pty ; a pale
congregation seemed to be in the church. H e
knew this could be only fancy; and although he
sm iled it away, he was not altogether easy to
think that, for the first time in his life, he should
be subject to such visions. H e alm ost repented
he had com e; nevertheless, he went on and
passed into the vault.

H aving put down his lamp on a coffin close
by, he proceeded with his instruments to rem ove
the lid of the one he sought, which was soon
effected. This was the first moment o f real
irresolution and terror. T he sight of the corpse,
lying there by that dim light in the heavy still-
ness of death, with its w hite and placid coun -
tenance, caused his heart to beat, and rendered
his nerves powerless.

T he sublim ity of the sight made him feel the
meanness of his action with double force: he
alm ost fainted; and, intending to abandon S0
unhallowed an act, he returned into the body of
the church. There he supported him self w hile
the coolness of the air refreshed him , and he was
at length about to depart, when, recollecting
G o gle



that the lid of the coffin should be replaced, he
summoned a strong effort, and went again into
the vault for that purpose.

But the consternation had done its utm ost.
T he sight of the corpse was not now so aw ful as
before. H is original intention im perceptibly
returned, and by a quick effort he lifted the
body, drew the chain over the head, disengaged
the locket from under the hand, and then
lowered the corpse into its place.

A s he did this, the arm w hich before lay on
the breast, fell, with a strange flexibility over
the side of the coffin, and a faint sigh came from
the body.

H ad a thunder-clap broken in on the silence,

the man would not have been so staggered as by

this little sigh. H e rushed hastily forth, left the
vault unclosed, and opened the church-door to
go out; when, as if to increase his bewilder-

ment, the first thing that met his eyes, was the

great moon lifting itself, in the unabated power
of its light, over the horizon’s edge. It shone
right opposite, and seem ed looking at, and
coming to expose, him . H e did not dare to lift
his eyes again; but, without stopping even to
G o gle Original from
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lock up the church, he flew over the fields pur-

sued by his fear.

At this time it was about eleven o’clock. T he
dom estics at the hall had not yet retired to rest.
Their minds were unsettled by the funeral; and

they found relief in sitting up together and talk-

ing over the circum stances connected with their

lady’s illness and sudden death. W ith hearts
thus full, they could not endure the silence of
their chambers, and any endeavour to sleep
would have been vain : therefore about the hour
just m entioned, they left their room and dull
candles, to go out under the portico of the
house, and enjoy the balmy night-air and the

bright moon.

T he subject of their talk continued the sam e
— the youth of their lady, her gentleness, her
unaccountable illness, the sublime testim ony she
gave of her love, even in the grasp of death ;

and then of what would become of their heart-

broken m aster, who had been all day secluded
in his room , scarcely adm itting any one even to
bring him needful refreshment,— when one o f

them with a low voice said:

u W hat can that white thing be which is flut-

Xglnai frtrn
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tering about the beech-trees there, at the farthest
end of the long walk ?27

T hey looked, and nothing was seen. It was,
however, only leaf-hidden for a tim e; for pre-
sently it em erged altogether from the obscurity
of the trees, and they saw it plainly enough.

The walk was about a quarter of a mile in
length. T he object advanced down it; and soon
a fearful sight wras seen by the company under
the portico; an apparently hum an figure with
long, trailing, white garments, staggering and
stum bling across the open park at that solemn
hour, and under the keen moonlight.

T hey did not remain to see any m ore; but,
hastening to their m aster’s room , told him what

they had witnessed.

H e answered them with his faint voice from

w ith in

“ G o to rest, my friends; go to rest. Y our
minds are disturbed; and, to tell you the truth,
my own is too much subdued, just now, to bear
the hearing of such things. Shut up the house.

G ood night.”
But all the servants persisted so strenuously

in avouching the truth of what they had stated,
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that Sir W illiam came from his chamber, and
said he would go out with them and see if the
apparition was yet visible.

Poor man ! he was at this time ill-calculated
to dissipate the terror w hich had taken hold of
his servants. Sorrow, want of food, long pri-
vation of sleep, the dismal business of the day,
and then this phantom -story, had alm ost bew il-
dered his faculties, and he descended the stairs,
trem bling and uncollected.

Before they had reached the bottom of the

flight, one of the servants cried out with a wild

voice, f£L ook sir— look !"”

Sir W illiam cast his eyes downwards, and
lo ! there— on the cold stone floor of the hall—
lay a figure entangled in unseem ly clothes,
m oaning and sobbing naturally. Its face was
partially exposed. Sir W illiam saw it. H is

senses seemed suddenly scattered; for, in a con-
fused manner, he dropped on his knees by the
side of the figure, and there rem ained a few
moments in a speechless state with clasped hands,
and vacant and im moveable looks.

At length, a w eak, faltering, fem ale voice

was heard:— ££ 1 am afraid | have done wrong,”
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it said ; “ but I must have been in a dream ; do
not be angry with me.”

6( G od! G od! my wifel!” exclaimed the for-
lorn m an. u H ow is this ? N o, no, n o ; it
cannot be ! She is in her tomb !— A nd yet this

countenance and these grave clothes strike away

my senses with wonder '— Bertha ! Bertha ! She
cannot speak again. Y et she is not quite cold.
W hat can this visitation mean ? Bertha ! L et
me once more hear that voice. Silent! silent!
— L ift her up. L ook! it is herself, her own
self; her lips m ove; and see, her poor face is
wet with tears. G od alone knows how this has
come to pass; but I will thank H im for it ever-
lastingly. There — gently, m ove her gently ;
lay her in my arms ; and some one go before me

w ith a light.”

It was indeed his wife whom h e em braced.
H e carried her to his chamber, laid her in the
bed, left her alone with the women that they

m ight substitute another garment for the shroud,
and ordered warm restoratives to be prepared.
W ith these he returned to the room, and admi-

nistered them him self, though his hand shook

visibly, no less for joy than from thrilling



wonder. H e stood in presence of one risen
from the dead. T he solemn words of Paul the
apostle rang in his ears: u Behold, |l show you a

m ystery!”

H aving slept two hours, Bertha opened her
eyes, saying,

a Are you there, my dear ? let me hear you
speak. Som ething strange has happened to m e,
| am sure. H ave | been delirious ? | w ish
they had watched me better; for I am certain |
have been wandering out in the open air. It
terrifies me to think of it. The dream | have
had since | saw you, dear husband, last night,
presses on m e with an intolerable sense of reality.
It must have been those ghastly visions w hich
scared me out of the house in my sleep. I am
full of pain. M vy feet are sore and bleeding.
R each me your hand, and com fort me with your
voice.”

FanShaw’'s wondering perplexity was increased,

rather than allayed, by these words. H e knew
not how to answer. At length, he said,
“ B e com forted, dear Bertha. Y our nurse

has been rem iss; and thus something has hap-

pened,— | scarcely know what or how. It has
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m — a sleep-walking— a delusion —

it really have been nothing more??”

azing with a painful scrutiny into

her husband'’s face. u And yet | fancied |
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night-dress, w ith the silent park
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Sir W illiam ,

dear Fanshaw??”

talk of it some other time,” replied

evading a question to which he could

not satisfactorily reply.

u A nd tel

look so

the servants

black w hen
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I me,” resumed she, u why do you

w retched and disconsolate ? and why do

weep so ? I thought they were in

I came in; but my eyes were weak

Q
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and deceived m e. I have endeavoured, but in
vain, to recollect any <circum stance connected
with my leaving the house.”

Her husband shook from head to foot at this.
T he coffin and the hearse swam instantly in his
eyes. H e was sick at heart with the oppression
of a m ystery; but he looked at his wife again,

and blessed heaven.

H aving addressed a few cheering words to

her, and prom ised not to leave her side, he
exhorted her to b e com posed, and endeavour
to sleep. During the w hole night, w ith but

slight interm ission, Fanshaw’’s eyes were fixed on

his wife’s face, in the fear that she might relapse
into her former insensibility. H is conjectures
were busy in attem pting to account for the
wonder of Bertha’s escape from the tomb ; but

his utm ost ingenuity of surmise was dism issed
as soon as conceived; and at length, he took
refuge in the belief that an astounding miracle

had been wrought.

In the morning, the w hole thing w as e X -

plained. Som e rustics, passing by the church,
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observed it to be open ; and, going in, saw that
one of the family vaults was unclosed, and that
an em pty coffin was in it. T his inform ation
they carried forthw ith to the sexton, who, alarm ed
at the probability of being detected (as some one
m ight have seen him escaping by the moonlight),
and fearing that his guilt would seem greater
than it was, went to the hall, and confessed the
w hole affair, m aking a restitution of the locket,
but declaring that he knew nothing whatever of
the removal of the corpse.

H e was readily enough forgiven, and, as was
said, rewarded. Lady Fanshaw had evidently
been buried in a trance; it was of the wutm ost
im portance that the interm ent should be kept
from her knowledge. The sexton was enjoined
to silence,— a mandate which, on every account,
he felt disposed to obey; though it was not so
easy to quell the babbling tongues of the vil-
lagers.

A nother source of disquietude rem ained: when
the lady recovered sufficiently to go out, every
object she saw in the direction of the church
perplexed her w ith a dim and uncom fortable

rem iniscence. She might some day stum ble on



the truth ; and, in fear of this, Sir W illiam sold
his estate, and purchased another in a distant
part of the country.

In this latter place, Lady Fanshaw gave birth
to a large family, and lived many years with her

husband in health and com fort.
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W hy, then, poor m ournertr, in w hat baleful corner
H ast thou been talking w ith th at W itch, the N ight ?

Otw ay,
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S itence and seclusion are often the nurses of
wisdom : they prompt meditation, and induce
study. But they exert this beneficial influence
only on strong and healthy m inds: upon the
weak, they prey like demons, either nourish-
ing unhallowed thoughts, begetting strange de-

lusions, or yielding their victim to the torture of

some wild monomania.

T he following incidents occurred in the year
1792.

Finely situated, though lonely, was the farm
house of Leonard H aselhurst, in W iltshire. | f

the dom estic com forts of a pleasanthome, monied

com petence, fertile lands, a good wife,and healthy
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children, could make a man happy, H aselhurst

m ight have revelled in absolute content; and S0

he did, for several years after he had inherited

the property realized by his father. But, alas!

this worldly fortune was not his only inheritance:

he had derived from nature a mind of morbid

sensitiveness; and, in the above-mentioned year,

the gloomy and disastrous state of Europe, when

the French revolution had nearly reached its

clim ax of horror, sank into his soul and depressed

his faculties.

Leonard was a loyal and religious m an; and
he trem bled to think, as was but too probable,
that the democratical mania would destroy the
political and ecclesiastical institutions o f this
countiy. R iots had broken out in different parts
of England, particularly at Birm ingham and

M anchester; Jacobin clubs were held in London

and the provinces; doctrines of equality were

openly asserted; societies were formed for the

express purpose of corresponding with the level-

lers of Paris; tumultuous and seditious m eetings

disturbed the peace of our land, and sym ptom s

of anarchy were everywhere visible.

A Il this distressed H aselhurst beyond measure.



N evertheless, had he been blessed by neighbours
in w hose society the current of his thoughts
might have received a new direction, he would
possibly have escaped from the shadow of those
heavy clouds of im agination that hung over him
like a pall.

A nd yet nothing could be more cheerful than
Leonard’s household— nothing prettier than his
residence— nothing snugger than his hom estead
— nothing more abundant than his barns and
ricks and poultry-yard— nothing more health-
inspiring than the breezy tract of country by
w hich his farm was surrounded. But it was so-
litary ; and solitude was a curse (though he did
not distinctly apprehend it) to Farmer Haselhurst.

T he situation of his dwelling-place was on one
of those broad and undulating dow ns w hich
stretch over part of the county of W ilts, and
w hich give, especially to the vicinities of Salisbury
and M arlborough, so lonesome a character. I n

a certain direction, the extent of the green plain

spreading itself around Leonard’s habitation,
could not be traced. N othing interfered w ith
the sweep of the eye to the far horizon : no

houses, no hedges, no stream s, no groups of wood,
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no white road with m oving

back, the view , though still

m ined by a swelling upland,

m iles with a thick grove

in its outline, by little inlets or

(so to speak) of open land into

This was the only change

to break the wide wuniformity

objects.

expansive, was

crested for

of various

glades—

forest

presented

prospect

But at the
deter-
several
trees, broken
estuaries
borders.

by earth

from

H aselhurst farm ; unless a variety might be ob-
tained in sum m er from the m otley-coloured
crops, exhibiting patches of bright gold, sober
brown, glowing purple, tender green, or deep
em erald. The air, indeed, at times, was busy
w ith its shifting pageant of clouds, seen to un -
usual advantage in that open place— glorious
apparitions which invest the face heaven with
endless diversity of form and tint, presenting

to the mariner, or

monotonous plains, a series of

pictures— sky-scapes— w liich

resting sameness of nearer

proachable grandeur has

presentation of u cloud-land,”

ing and colouring approach the

of N ature herself:
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Sometime we see a clou

d th at's dragonish

A vapour, som etim e, lik e a bear, or lion,

A tow er'd citadel, a pendant rock,

A forked m ountain, or blue prom ontory

W ith trees upon't, that nod unto the w o rld ,

A nd mock our eyes w ith a ir." *
Scenes of this kind, however, have little m ove-
ment and no sound they feed the melancholy of
a hypochondriacal m an they have nothing
w herew ith to put life into the stagnation of sick
thoughts.

B ut if such was the character of this far-

spreading scene, the farm -house, in itself, was
exceedingly picturesque and cheerful. The main

part of the dwelling was covered by a ponderous
roof, having two dormer windows breaking from
out its red and sloping pantiles, like dim inutive
huts. At each side of the front, was a wing
w ith a sharp and peaked top, being, indeed, the
gables of other buildings joined to the centre,
but running at right angles with it. The en-
trance-porch, festooned with creeping plants, in -
term ixed with honeysuckle and monthly roses,
* it
Antony and Cleopatra,” activ. scene 12.
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had a room over it, and was covered by a sepa-
rate roof. O f the low er apartments, flanking
the porch, the windows descended to a soft lawn
form ing part of the garden ; and the grey stone
walls of the structure were enlivened by the dif-

ferently tinged foliage of trees trained against

them . The winding gravel walks and circular
patches of short, well-shaven turf, seen from this
aspect of the dwelling, almost forbade the idea
of its being a farm -house. B ut the well-stocked

yard in the rear, crowded with ricks of hay and

other agricultural produce, attested its real cha-
racter. The whole was enclosed w ith the rough
stone wall, constructed without mortar, which s
common to that part of W ilts, and its neighbour-

ing .shire of Somerset.

It was unlucky, as far as his mind was con-
cerned, that H aselhurst should have succeeded
to a handsome property. H ad he been obliged
to toil for the acquisition of m oney, as his father
had done, and attend the markets personally, the
ideas which now were a source of torment, could
not have exerted such m astery over him . H is
wife saw with pain his deepening m elancholy;

and to her solicitations that he would go to the
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market-towns, he turned a deaf ear. He could
afford to be a “ gentlem an-farmer;” the disposal
of his produce could be managed by deputy.

O f the care and culture of his land, however,
he him self undertook the superintendence; and
he would frequently be abroad, without a com

panion, overlooking the growth of his crops and

the tillage of his acres. H e was diligent, more-
over, in the supervision of his accounts, so that
any fraud in that way was impossible. Thus, as

his farm was on alarge scale, as his dom estic ex -

penses were not great, and as h e saw no com

pany,— from being originally rich, he becam e
richer, until, as a measure of precaution against
the levelling and destructive spirit of the tim e,
w hen he believed property in land to be pecu-
liarly insecure, he resolved that he would bring

up his sons to liberal professions, but that notone
of them should become a farmer.

W e have said that for several years after
Leonard came into possession of his farm , he
was happy and content; but he was never gay.

A nd even then, a sagacious observer might have

detected the seeds of a malady which, in its de-

velopment, would be likely to assume a form id-
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2 3 8 T H E FARM -HO U S E ,

able shape. Still, the trium phant spirit of young
manhood kept it down; and it was only when
his children approached adolescence, that his

nerves began to give way.

H aselhurst had three sons and one daughter,

and h e now felt that parental anxiety was a
w eighty and a fearful thing. W as it likely that
all his offspring would grow up and thrive, as he

had thriven ? M ight not one of his sons becom e
dissipated, and so bring a blot upon his name ?
m ight not another be doomed to encounter crush -
ing misfortunes ? or, worse than all, was it not
possible that they should by and by be tainted
w ith the revolutionary opinions and infidelity
w ith which the detestable and sanguinary anar-

chists of France had inoculated many E nglish -

m en? The times were fearful; and Fate might
have in store for him many evils. I f his sons
were thus exposed to a baneful chance, it was

also possible that his only daughter might be
reserved for the irremediable wretchedness of an
unhappy marriage.

T hus industriously perverse W as Leonard’s
gloom y spirit in anticipating m isfortunes! B ut

though he brooded over his fears, he was not
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idle in devising means by which such contingen -
cies could best be averted; and it occurred to
h im that the safest method of regulating the
disposition of his children, and keeping them in
the right path, was to bestow upon them a good
education.

W ith this view, he sent his eldest son, M artin,

to the well-known public gramm ar-school at
Bath, intending that the others should follow
w hen they were old enough. From time to tim e,

he received from one of the tutors of the aca-
dem vy, such good accounts of young H aselhurst’s
progress in his studies, and of his many virtues,
that our farmer was confirmed in his opinion that
he had taken the true means to ensure the future
respectability and happiness of his son.

But Leonard seldom heard from the boy him
self; and even his few letters were brief, and
not written with the elasticity of spirit belonging
to youth. T he farmer, however, whose mind w as
pre-occupied with an idea that he had taken the
w isest step for his boy, failed to perceive these
sym ptom s.

N otw ithstanding the com fort derived from a

notion that his son was fitting him self to become

O I~rial frsm

° ° oo NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



a good member of society, H aselhurst’s melan-
choly increased upon him . A utumn had arrived;
harvest was over, and the busy hands which had
enlivened the solitude of the farm , were dispersed.
Silence dom ineered again over the whole vicinity.
M eantime, accounts, more alarming than ever,

were in circulation, not only as to the desperate

state of neighbouring nations, but as to England

itself. Tom Paine’s execrable book, called u T he
Rights of M an,” was in universal circulation.
R iots increased in every part of the kingdom

T he spiritof  rebellion was abroad. A ssassinations
and massacres were common things on the con -
tinent, and might become so among us.

W inter came on. To the loneliness of H asel-
hurst farm was now added the desolation of frost
and snow and howling winds. But what need
the inm ates of that com fortable m ansion care for
the savage nature of the weather ? Though a

bleak and freezing wilderness was around them

warm th, light, and plenty were w ithin their
w alls. W ith roaring fires, soft beds, abundant
food, and generous Jliquors, they could defy the
ceaseless, ice-blowing winds, and the long dark-
ness of the surrounding wild. To Leonard,
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however, these consolations availed little ; he
could not shake off his forebodings.

One night, when he was seated alone with his

wife, he said, u Esther, my dear, we fancy our-
selves in security ; but a terrible time is coming
on us.”

“ Y ou are deceived Leonard,” said she— u de-

ceived by low spirits; you m ust rouse yourself.

W hat have we to fear ?7

u Is it possible,” returned the farmer, u that
you can be blind to the signs of the times ? A
diabolical spirit is abroad, and will overwhelm
us all. Look at the horrible events in France—
the inhum an butchery of three thousand men
and W om en in Paris last Septem ber— the ap-
proaching execution of the poor, meek L ouis—

the reign of terror!”

u It will not approach our shores, Leonard,”
responded E sther. u T he faith, the loyalty, the
steadfastness of our middle-classes will save us.”

u How know we that ?” dem anded H aselhurst.

“ Did not that fiend, Ankerstroom , murder the

K ing of Sweden in the spring of this year?

and only last m onth, were not five hundred w hite

people butchered by the black devils of St.



Domingo ? A re not these atrocities perpetrated
in the name of Liberty and Equality ? M ay
G od,” continued he, rising and sm iting the w alls
of the apartment— u may G od strike those per-
nicious words out of hum an language! 6 T here’s
nothing level in our cursed natures hut direct
villany 1’ Did not the ferocious m utiny of the

Bounty indicate the general rage of insubordina-

tion ? B ut vengeance has fallen at last on som e
of the evil-doers. Three of those ocean-ruffians
have met their doom on the gallow s; there’s
some com fort in that— some com fort! Blood
will have blood 17

a Leonard,” said his wife, quietly, and n o
longer attem pting to argue with him , 66 itis very
late— near m idnight. Y ou are excited— you
want sleep. See, the fire is going out; let us to
bed. Y ou will be better for a night’s rest.”

<c Rest 1”7 echoed he— u rest, on the brink of
a volcano ! | can’t rest. Our country is in a
flam e!— our possessions are in danger!— we may
be beggars to-morrow, if not corpses on our own
threshold! W ho can sleep w ith such perils

raging about him 2?27

Though she was not altogether unprepared for
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A s T O R Y o F M O N O M A N IA 2 4 3
such an outbreak, E sther had never seen her
husband so agitated as now . She was about to

address some soothing words to him , when a low

knock was heard at the porch door.

u W hat is that 27 exclaim ed H aselhurst,
looking wild ly about him . “W e are beset.
Call up the men ! See to the <children ! Our
time is come ! But we will die with arms in our
hands,” continued he, taking a brace of pistols
from the chim ney-piece. “ Don’t be aghast,
E sther; 1 told you what was approaching. 1
am prepared. A ll you have to do is to wake our

men, and then stay by the children.

A s Leonard’s wife disappeared, the knocking
w as repeated. Our farmer took a pistol in each
hand, uttered a short ejaculation to heaven, and
then walked calmly to the door.

“ W ho is there ?” dem anded he. “ W hat do

you want? Speak

u Father !'” was faintly exclaimed from w ith -
out
H aselhurst knew the voice. In an instant,

am azed as he was, he drew b ack the bolts,
opened the door, and his son M artin staggered

in, and fell at his full length on the passage
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floor. For a moment the farmer looked at his
child in mute bewilderment. H e felt his face ;
it was very cold: but as the youth breathed

freely, Leonard concluded that he was suffering

chiefly from the severity of the weather. L ifting

him gently in his arms, he <carried him to the

parlour, laid him on the rug before the fire, and
then went to the stairs to call his wife.

u Esther, Esther,” exclaimed he, “come down.
H ere is our boy, M artin ! W hy he has arrived
at this time of night, | know not; but nothing
else is the m atter. Come down.”

The mother did not need a second bidding;
but rushed to the room, and beheld her son.
W ithout uttering a word, she knelt down by him ,
took off his sodden shoes, chafed his feet, raised
him , and supported his head against her side.

u M ake some warm wine and water quickly,
Leonard,” said she.

A n instant sufficed to prepare the drink w hen
E sther, having ascertained that the tem perature
was not too hot, held it to her child’s Ilips, and
adm inistered it by slow degrees. By this means
M artin was restored to consciousness, and could

now be placed in an arm chair. H e looked his
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thanks, poor fellow ! to both his parents, but did

not speak.

u A sk him no questions to-night,” whispered
M rs. Haselhurst to her husband ; “ that is, none
connected with this unlooked-for arrival. Our
only care must now be to recover him . W e
shall know all to-morrow .” Then turning to her
son, “ M artin, my dear,” said she, “ shall | get

some supper for you ?7

The boy looked hard into his mother’s face—
it was a beseeching look, im ploring her, as plainly
as words could do, not to be angry with him

H e then burst into tears.

“ Be comforted, my dear, dear M artin,” said
she, kissing him . “ W e are glad to see you,
love ; very, very glad. Speak to him , Leonard.”

“ M ay H eaven bless you, m vy boy!” said

H aselhurst, solem nly.
u See, dear M artin,” resum ed his m other,
“ here is supper for you. Y ou must want it, |1

am sure.”

u I have not eaten this whole day,” sobbed
the boy; u and I have walked a weary distance.
It was painful, mother, to struggle througli so

m uch snow.



“ AVell, well, we w ill not talk of it now,
dearest,” said M rs. H aselhurst. “Eat, my child;
and after your food, you shall have a warm bed.
W hatever you have to say, will best be said to -

morrow .”

H aving taken the refreshment of which h e
was sorely in need, M artin repaired to his cham
ber ; and when his mother had seen that he was
com fortably asleep, she returned to her husband
w hom she found pacing about the parlour in
great agitation.

“ W hat can all this mean ?” exclaimed he.
“ Has he com m itted som e offence, and so been
expelled ? or have the boys em ulated the m adness

of others, and rebelled against the authority set

over them !”

“ Nothing of the kind, 111 answer for it,”
replied E sther. “ Our M artin is too good— too
gentle— too obedient. A ll will be satisfactorily
explained in the morning. L et us he down with
that conviction. Come, Leonard, come.”

“ The moral plague-spot is upon us— the dire
frenzy of the age !” ejaculated H aselhurst, as he

strode towards his room

There was no sleep, however, on that night
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for either of the parents. But the poor weary
boy slum bered heavily, and appeared next morn-
ing at the breakfast-table with renewed strength.
H is story w as soon told. M artin w as a
thoughtful, studious, meek-spirited youth, un-
fitted to encounter the persecution w ith w hich
boys at public schools torment all new-comers.
For a time, he hoped to m itigate the brutality
of hisjuvenile oppressors, by passive endurance.
B ut, according to the m alignity of som e natures,
this only made m atters worse; and at length,
like Cowper the poet, in a similar situation, he
was so depressed, that the hours of play were to
h im hours of agony. H e stood alone and
unsupported, a mark for thoughtless tyranny.
The Christm as holidays drew nigh; and during
more than a week before the actual u breaking
up,” the schoolwas like a bear-garden. Because
M artin was unresisting, every device was put in
practice to harass and torture him ; till, scared
by his persecutors, the poor victim absconded

and, without money, travelled on foot from B ath

to his father’s house— a distance of about twenty
m iles. H unger and cold, and <clogging snow,
kept him on the road till midnight.
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In this account,Haselhurstdeeply sym pathized;
but it opened new sources of uneasiness within
his breast. M artin and his two brothers resem
bled each other exactly. If one was not fitted
to buffet with the world, neither were the others.
T his reflection weighed deeply on Leonard.

“ Cursed that I am !” exclaimed he to him self
— u my children can never get on in this life !
One of them has been tried, and has been forced,
for want of spirit, to run away from school— an

object for the scoffs and derision of other boys.

H e can never go back. The nameof Haselhurst
w ill be a them e for scorn and laughter! Cursed
that I am !”

Poor, moody, hypochondriacal Leonard ! liadst

thou talked over this m atter with other men,
thou wouldst have found in it no cause for alarm
B ut thou wert solitarv, and the insubstantial
phantoms of thy brain obscured thy reason.

A little before twilight on the day following
M artin’s return, H aselhurst strolled out upon the
lonely downs, and did not rejoin his fam ily till
between nine and ten o’clock. I f they had been
alarmed at his unusual absence, they were more

so at his appearance when he entered the house.
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His eyes were wild and his face haggard: lie
spoke incoherently to his wife and children. M rs.
H aselhurst did her best to compose him , and

thought she had succeeded, for he laid his head
on the back of his chair, and fell asleep.

In about half-an-hour he awoke, when, staring
at the portrait of his wife, which hung over the
m antel-piece, he suddenly ejaculated, “ W ho has
done this ?7”

“ Done what, Leonard ?” said E sther.

u Look at the picture !” exclaimed he, starting
from his chair. “ The face— your face, E sther,
has faded! W hat is that dim shape bending
over it ? G od of heaven ! ’tis a shadow of my-
self. W ho has done it ? W hy are such devilish
tricks played off upon me— upon me, who cannot
bear them ! Turn it to the wall— | will not look
upon itl!” *

T he insanity of the poor man wasnow evident.
H e had brooded over im aginary disasters wuntil
his faculties were overpowered.

A ssistance and advice could not be procured

* T his incident of the picture is derived from H one's “ T able -

B ook."”
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at that late hour; and M rs. Haselhurst, after
vain attem pts to convince him of his delusion,
succeeded in persuading h im to seek repose.
W hen she herself retired to her chamber, she
found her husband apparently asleep ; therefore,
hoping that his paroxysm was over, and th at
slum ber w ould restore him , she offered up a
prayer for his preservation from the worst of
earthly afflictions, and consigned herself to the

rest she so much needed.

But who shall describe her consternation on
awaking in the morning? Her husband w as
not by her side ! A lm ost wild with apprehension

she hastily wrapped herself in a dressing-gow n,
and went to the house-door. It was bolted, as
she had leftitthe night before. She then opened
the parlour door, and encountered a blast of cold
air. The window had been thrown up! H asel-
hurst had stealthily left the house this way.
Bewildered, frantic, fearing the worst, the
poor woman— for it was now dawn— gazed
around her in every direction. A terrible sight
soon met her eyes. Two men of the farm were
seen bearing between them a human body, of

w hich the head was frightfully disfigured. T he
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truth was

now apparent, and Esther, uttering a

piercing scream , fell senseless on the floor.

Unhappy Haselhurst! waking from a delirious

slum ber,

his wife—

he had left his bed without disturbing

had entered the parlour, taken one of

his pistols, and then opening the window, left

the house.

extrem ity

report of

of his fam

H is body

H aving withdrawn him self to the
of the inclosure, in order that the
the weapon should not reach the ears
ily, he then and there shot him self.

was found by two of his men, as they

were going to their early work.
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