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*

Thereésadark lantern of the spirit, Which none see by but those who bear it, That makes them in the dark see visons And hag
themselves with apparitions, Find racks for their own minds, and vaunt Of their own misery and want. ---BUTLER *

MATTHEW. Oh! it'syour only fine humour, Sir. Y our true melancholy breeds your perfect finewit, sr. | am melancholy
mysdlf, diverstimes, sir; and then do | no more but take pen and paper presently, and overflow you haf ascore or adozen of
sonnets at agtting. STEPHEN. Truly, Sr, and | love such things out of measure. MATTHEW. Why, | pray you, Sir, make use
of my study; it'sat your service. STEPHEN. | thank you, sir, | shall be bold, | warrant you. Have you astool there, to be
melancholy upon? ---BEN JOHNSON, Every Man in hisHumour, Act 3, Sc. 1

*

CHAPTER

Ay edeu gazouiller et sffler oye, comme dit le commun proverbe, entre les cygnes, plutoust que d'estre entre tant de gentils po’
tes et faconds orateurs mut du tout estime. ---RABELAIS, Prol. L. 5*

NIGHTMARE ABBEY, avenerable family mansion, in ahighly picturesque state of semi-dilgpidation, pleasantly Stuated on a
grip of dry land between the sea and the fens, at the verge of the county of Lincoln, had the honour to be the seat of
Christopher Glowry, Esquire. This gentleman was naturally of an atrabilarious temperament, and much troubled with those
phantoms of indigestion which are commonly caled 'blue devils." He had been deceived in an early friendship: he had been
crosed in love; and had offered his hand, from pique, to alady, who accepted it from interest, and who, in so doing, violently
tore asunder the bonds of atried and youthful attachment. Her vanity was gratified by being the mistress of avery extensve, if
not very lively, establishment; but al the springs of her sympathies were frozen. Riches she possessed, but that which enriches
them, the participation of affection, waswanting. All that they could purchasefor her became indifferent to her, because that
which they could not purchase, and which was more va uable than themsalves, she had, for their sake, thrown away. She
discovered, when it wastoo late, that she had mistaken the means for the end---that riches, rightly used, are instruments of
happiness, but are not in themsalves happiness. In thiswilful blight of her affections, she found them vaueless as means: they
had been the end to which she had immolated dl her affections, and were now the only end that remained to her. She did not
confessthisto herself asaprinciple of action, but it operated through the medium of unconscious self-deception, and
terminated in inveterate avarice. Shelaid on externd things the blame of her mind'sinterna disorder, and thus became by
degrees an accomplished scold. She often went her daily rounds through a series of deserted gpartments, every creaturein the
house vanishing at the creak of her shoe, much more at the sound of her voice, to which the nature of things affords no amile;
for, asfar asthe voice of woman, when attuned by gentleness and love, transcends al other soundsin harmony, so far doesit
aurpass all othersin discord, when stretched into unnatura shrillness by anger and impatience. Mr Glowry used to say that his
house was no better than a spacious kennd, for every onein it led the life of adog. Disappointed both in love and in friendship,
and looking upon human learning as vanity, he had come to aconclusion that there was but one good thing in the world,
viddicet, agood dinner; and this his parsmonious lady seldom suffered him to enjoy: but, one morning, like Sir Leolinein
Chrigtabdl, "he woke and found hislady dead,” * and remained avery consolate widower, with one smal child. Thisonly son
and heir Mr Glowry had christened Scythrop, from the name of amaterna ancestor, who had hanged himsdlf onerainy day in
afit of teedium vitag and had been eulogised by a coroner's jury in the comprehensive phrase of felo de se; on which account,
Mr Glowry held his memory in high honour, and made a punchbowl of his skull. When Scythrop grew up, hewas sent, as
usud, to apublic school, where alittle learning was painfully beaten into him, and from thence to the university, where it was
carefully taken out of him; and he was sent home like awell-threshed ear of corn, with nothing in his heaed: having finished his
education to the high satisfaction of the master and fellows of his college, who had, in testimony of their gpprobation, presented
him with aslver fish-dice, on which his namefigured at the head of alaudatory inscription in some semi-barbarous didect of
Anglo-Saxonised Latin. His fellow-students, however, who drove tandem and random in great perfection, and were



connoisseursin good inns, had taught him to drink deep ere he departed. He had passed much of histime with these choice
spirits, and had seen the rays of the midnight lamp tremble on many alengthening file of empty bottles. He passed his vacations
sometimes a Nightmare Abbey, sometimesin London, & the house of hisuncle, Mr Hilary, avery cheerful and dastic
gentleman, who had married the Sster of the melancholy Mr Glowry. The company that frequented his house was the gayest of
the gay. Scythrop danced with the ladies and drank with the gentlemen, and was pronounced by both avery accomplished
charming fellow, and an honour to the univeraity. At the house of Mr Hilary, Scythrop first saw the beautiful Miss Emily
Girouette. Hefdl in love; which is nothing new. He was favourably received; which isnothing strange. Mr Glowry and Mr
Girouette had a meseting on the occasion, and quarrdlled about the terms of the bargain; which is neither new nor strange. The
lovers were torn asunder, weeping and vowing everlasting constancy; and, in three weeks after thistragica event, the lady was
led asmiling bride to the atar, by the Honourable Mr Lackwit; which is neither strange nor new. Scythrop received this
intelligence a Nightmare Abbey, and was half distracted on the occasion. It was hisfirst disgppointment, and preyed deeply on
his sengtive spirit. Hisfather, to comfort him, read him a Commentary on Ecclesiastes, which he had himsalf composed, and
which demongtrated incontrovertibly that al isvanity. Heinssted particularly on the text, 'One man among athousand have |
found, but awoman amongst al those have | not found.' 'How could he expect it,' said Scythrop,’ when the whole thousand
were locked up in his seraglio? His experience is no precedent for afree state of society like that in which we live' 'Locked up
or a large,' said Mr Glowry, 'the result isthe same: their minds are always locked up, and vanity and interest keep the key. |
speak fedingly, Scythrop.''| am sorry for it, Sir,’ said Scythrop. 'But how isit that their minds are locked up? Thefaultisin
their artificid education, which studioudy modd s them into mere musical dolls, to be set out for sdein the great toy-shop of
society.' 'To be sure' said Mr Glowry, ‘their education is not so well finished as yours has been; and your ideaof amusica doll
isgood. | bought one mysdlf, but it was confoundedly out of tune; but, whatever be the cause, Scythrop, the effect is certainly
this, that oneis pretty nearly as good as another, asfar as any judgment can be formed of them before marriage. It isonly after
marriage that they show their true qualities, as| know by bitter experience. Marriageis, therefore, alottery, and the less choice
and selection aman bestows on histicket the better; for, if he hasincurred considerable pains and expense to obtain alucky
number, and hislucky number proves ablank, he experiences not asmple, but a complicated disappointment; the loss of
labour and money being superadded to the disappointment of drawing ablank, which, congtituting smply and entirely the
grievance of him who has chosen histicket a random, is, from its smplicity, the more endurable.’ This very excellent reasoning
was thrown away upon Scythrop, who retired to histower as disma and disconsolate as before. The tower which Scythrop
inhabited stood at the south-eastern angle of the Abbey; and, on the southern side, the foot of the tower opened on aterrace,
which was called the garden, though nothing grew on it but ivy, and afew amphibious weeds. The south-western tower, which
was ruinous and full of owls, might, with equal propriety, have been cdled the aviary. Thisterrace or garden, or
terrace-garden, or garden-terrace (the reader may name it ad libitum), took in an oblique view of the open sea, and fronted a
long tract of level sea-coadt, and afine monotony of fens and windmills. The reader will judge, from what we have said, that
this building was a sort of castellated abbey; and it will probably, occur to him to inquireif it had been one of the strong-holds
of the ancient church militant. Whether this was the case, or how far it had been indebted to the taste of Mr Glowry's ancestors
for any transmutationsfrom its origina state, are, unfortunately, circumstances not within the pale of our knowledge. The
north-western tower contained the gpartments of Mr Glowry. The moat at its base, and the fens beyond, comprised the whole
of his prospect. This moat surrounded the Abbey, and was in immediate contact with the walls on every side but the south. The
north-eastern tower was appropriated to the domestics, whom Mr Glowry aways chose by one of two criterions,---along
face, or adismal name. His butler was Raven; his steward was Crow; hisvalet was Skelet. Mr Glowry maintained that the
vaet was of French extraction, and that his name was Squelette. His grooms were Mattock and Graves. On one occasion,
being in want of afootman, he recelved aletter from aperson signing himsalf Diggory Desthshead, and lost no timein securing
thisacquidition; but on Diggory'sariva, Mr Glowry was horror-struck by the sight of around ruddy face, and apair of
laughing eyes. Degthshead was aways grinning,---not aghastly smile, but the grin of acomic mask; and disturbed the echoes
of the hall with so much unhalowed laughter, that Mr Glowry gave him hisdischarge. Diggory, however, had staid long enough
to make conquests of dl the old gentleman's maids, and left him aflourishing colony of young Desthsheadsto join chorus with
the owls, that had before been the exclusive choristers of Nightmare Abbey. The main body of the building was divided into
rooms of state, spacious apartments for feasting, and numerous bed-rooms for visitors, who, however, were few and far
between. Family interests compelled Mr Glowry to recelve occasond vists from Mr and Mrs Hilary, who paid them from the
same motive; and, asthe lively gentleman on these occasions found few conductors for his exuberant gaiety, he becamelikea
double-charged dectric jar, which often exploded in some burst of outrageous merriment to the signa discomposure of Mr



Glowry's nerves. Another occasiond visitor, much moreto Mr Glowry'staste, was Mr Fosky, avery lachrymose and morbid
gentleman, of some notein the literary world, but in his own estimation of much more merit than name. The part of his character
which recommended him to Mr Glowry, was his very fine sense of the grim and the tearful. No one could relate adismal story
with so many minutiseof supererogatory wretchedness. No one could cal up araw-head and bloody-bones with so many
adjuncts and circumstances of ghastliness. Mystery was his mental element. Helived in the midst of that visonary world in
which nothing is but what is not. He dreamed with his eyes open, and saw ghosts dancing round him at noontide. He had been
in hisyouth an enthusiast for liberty, and had hailed the dawn of the French Revolution as the promise of aday that wasto
banish war and davery, and every form of vice and misery, from the face of the earth. Because dl thiswas not done, he
deduced that nothing was done; and from this deduction, according to his system of logic, he drew aconclusion that worse
than nothing was done; that the overthrow of the feuda fortresses of tyranny and superstition was the greatest calamity that had
ever befallen mankind; and that their only hope now wasto rake the rubbish together, and rebuild it without any of those
loopholes by which thelight had origindly crept in. To quaify himsdf for a coadjutor in thislaudable task, he plunged into the
central opacity of Kantian metaphysics, and lay perdu severd yearsin transcendental darkness, till the common daylight of
common sense becameintolerable to hiseyes. He cdled the sun an ignisfatuus, and exhorted al who would listen to his
friendly voice, which were about as many as called 'God save King Richard,' to shelter themsalvesfrom its delusive radiancein
the obscure haunt of Old Philosophy. Thisword Old had great charms for him. The good old times were dways on hislips,
meaning the days when polemic theology wasinits prime, and riva prelates best the drum ecclesiastic with Herculean vigour,
till the one wound up his series of syllogismswith the very orthodox conclusion of roasting the other. But the dearest friend of
Mr Glowry, and his most welcome guest, was Mr Toobad, the Manichasan Millenarian. The twelfth verse of the twelfth
chapter of Revelations was dwaysin his mouth: "Woe to theinhabiters of the earth and of the seal for the devil is come among
you, having great wrath, because he knoweth that he hath but ashort time." He maintained that the supreme dominion of the
world was, for wise purposes, given over for awhileto the Evil Principle; and that this precise period of time, commonly called
the enlightened age, was the point of his plenitude of power. He used to add that by and by he would be cast down, and ahigh
and happy order of things succeed; but he never omitted the saving clause, 'Not in our time'; which last words were dways
echoed in doleful response by the sympathetic Mr Glowry. Another and very frequent visitor, was the Reverend Mr Larynx,
thevicar of Claydyke, avillage about ten miles distant;---a good natured accommodating divine, who was aways most
obligingly ready to take adinner and abed at the house of any country gentleman in distressfor acompanion. Nothing came
amissto him,---agame at billiards, at chess, at draughts, at backgammon, at piquet, or at al foursin atéte-a-téte,---or any
game on the cards, round, square, or triangular, in aparty of any number exceeding two. He would even dance among friends,
rather than that alady, even if she were on the wrong side of thirty, should sit still for want of apartner. For aride, awalk, or a
sail, in the morning,---a song after dinner, aghost story after supper,---a bottle of port with the squire, or acup of green tea
with hislady,---for al or any of these, or for any thing € se that was agreeable to any one el se, consstently with the dye of his
coat, the Reverend Mr Larynx was at dl times equally ready. When at Nightmare Abbey, he would condole with Mr
Glowry,---drink Madeirawith Scythrop,---crack jokes with Mr Hilary,---hand Mrs Hilary to the piano, take charge of her fan
and gloves, and turn over her music with surprising dexterity,---quote Revelations with Mr Toobad,---and lament the good old
times of feudal darknesswith the transcendenta Mr Flosky.

*

CHAPTERIII

SHORTLY after the disastrous termination of Scythrop's passion for Miss Emily Girouette, Mr Glowry found himsalf, much
againg hiswill, involved in alawsuit, which compelled him to dance attendance on the High Court of Chancery. Scythrop was
left done at Nightmare Abbey. He was aburnt child, and dreaded the fire of femae eyes. He wandered about the ample pile,
or dong the garden-terrace, with 'his cogitative facultiesimmersed in cogibundity of cogitation.' The terrace terminated at the
south-western tower, which, aswe have said, was ruinous and full of owls. Here would Scythrop take his evening seet, on a
fallen fragment of mossy stone, with his back resting against the ruined wall,---athick canopy of ivy, with an owl init, over his
head,---and the Sorrows of Werter in his hand. He had some taste for romance reading before he went to the university,
where, we must confess, in justice to his college, hewas cured of thelove of reading in dl its shapes; and the cure would have
been radicdl, if disappointment in love, and total solitude, had not conspired to bring on arelapse. He began to devour
romances and German tragedies, and, by the recommendation of Mr Flosky, to pore over ponderous tomes of transcendental



philosophy, which reconciled him to the labour of studying them by their mystical jargon and necromantic imagery. Inthe
congenia solitude of Nightmare Abbey, the distempered ideas of metaphysical romance and romantic metaphysics had ample
time and space to germinate into afertile crop of chimaaas, which rapidly shot up into vigorous and abundant vegetation. He
now became troubled with the passion for reforming theworld.* He built many castlesin the air, and peopled them with secret
tribunas, and bands of illuminati, who were always the imaginary instruments of his projected regeneration of the human
species. As heintended to ingtitute a perfect republic, he invested himself with absolute sovereignty over these mystical
dispensers of liberty. He dept with Horrid Mysteries under his pillow, and dreamed of venerable eeutherarchs and ghastly
confederates holding midnight conventionsin subterranean caves. He passed whole morningsin his sudy, immersed in gloomy
reverie, staking about the room in his nightcap, which he pulled over hiseyeslike acowl, and folding his striped calico
dressing-gown about him like the mantle of a conspirator. 'Action,’ thus he soliloquised, 'is the result of opinion, and to
new-model opinion would be to new-model society. Knowledgeis power; it isin the hands of afew, who employ it to midead
the many, for their own selfish purposes of aggrandisement and appropriation. What if it werein the hands of afew who should
employ it to lead the many? What if it were universal, and the multitude were enlightened? No. The many must beawaysin
leading-strings; but let them have wise and honest conductors. A few to think, and many to act; that isthe only bass of perfect
society. So thought the ancient philosophers: they had their esoterical and exoterical doctrines. So thinks the sublime Kant, who
ddivers his oraclesin language which none but the initiated can comprehend. Such were the views of those secret associations
of illuminati, which were the terror of superdtition and tyranny, and which, carefully sdecting wisdom and genius from the great
wilderness of society, asthe bee sdlects honey from the flowers of the thorn and the nettle, bound al human excdlenceina
chain, which, if it had not been prematurely broken, would have commanded opinion, and regenerated the world." Scythrop
proceeded to meditate on the practicability of reviving a confederation of regenerators. To get aclear view of hisown ideas,
and to fed the pulse of the wisdom and genius of the age, he wrote and published atreatise, in which his meanings were
carefully wrapt up in the monk's hood of transcendental technology, but filled with hints of matter degp and dangerous, which
he thought would set the whole nation in aferment; and he awaited the result in awful expectation, asaminer who hasfired a
train awaitsthe explosion of arock. However, he listened and heard nothing; for the explosion, if any ensued, was not
aufficiently loud to shake asingle leaf of theivy on the towers of Nightmare Abbey; and some months afterwards he received a
letter from his booksdller, informing him that only seven copies had been sold, and concluding with a polite request for the
balance. Scythrop did not despair. 'Seven copies,” he thought, have been sold. Seven isamystical number, and theomeniis
good. Let me find the seven purchasers of my seven copies, and they shdl be the seven golden candle-sticks with which | will
illuminate the world." Scythrop had a certain portion of mechanical genius, which his romantic projects tended to develope. He
congtructed models of cells and recesses, diding pands and secret passages, that would have baffled the skill of the Parisan
police. He took the opportunity of hisfather's absence to smuggle adumb carpenter into the Abbey, and between them they
gaveredity to one of these modelsin Scythrop's tower. Scythrop foresaw that agreat leader of human regeneration would be
involved in fearful dilemmeas, and determined, for the benefit of mankind in generd, to adopt dl possible precautionsfor the
preservation of himsdf. The servants, even the women, had been tutored into sllence. Profound stillness reigned throughout and
around the Abbey, except when the occasiona shutting of adoor would peal in long reverberations through the gdleries, or the
heavy tread of the pensive butler would wake the hollow echoes of the hall. Scythrop stalked about like the grand inquisitor,
and the servantsflitted past him like familiars. In his evening meditations on the terrace, under the ivy of the ruined tower, the
only soundsthat cameto his ear were the rustling of the wind in theivy, the plaintive voices of the feathered chorigters, the
owls, the occasiond striking of the Abbey clock, and the monotonous dash of the seaonitslow and level shore. In the mean
time, he drank Madeira, and laid deep schemes for athorough repair of the crazy fabric of human nature.

*

CHAPTER I

MR GLOWRY returned from London with theloss of hislawsuit. Justice was with him, but the law was againgt him. He found
Scythrop in amood most sympetheticaly tragic; and they vied with each other in enlivening their cups by lamenting the
depravity of this degenerate age, and occasiondly interspersing divers grim jokes about graves, worms, and epitaphs. Mr
Glowry'sfriends, whom we have mentioned in the first chapter, availed themsalves of hisreturn to pay him asimultaneous visit.
At the same time arrived Scythrop's friend and fellow-collegian, the Honourable Mr Listless. Mr Glowry had discovered this
fashionable young gentleman in London, 'stretched on the rack of atoo easy chair,’ and devoured with a gloomy and



misanthropicd nil curo, and had pressed him so earnestly to take the benefit of the pure country air, a Nightmare Abbey, that
Mr Lidless, finding it would give him more troubl e to refuse than to comply, summoned his French vaet, Fatout, and told him
he was going to Lincolnshire. On this simple hint, Fatout went to work, and the imperials were packed, and the post-chariot
was at the door, without the Honourable Mr Listless having said or thought another syllable on the subject. Mr and MrsHilary
brought with them an orphan niece, adaughter of Mr Glowry's youngest sister, who had made arunaway love-match with an
Irish officer. The lady's fortune disappeared in the first year: love, by anatura consequence, disappeared in the second: the
Irishman himself, by atill more natural consequence, disappeared in the third. Mr Glowry had alowed his Sster an annuity,
and she had lived in retirement with her only daughter, whom, at her death, which had recently happened, she commended to
the care of MrsHilary. Miss Marionetta Celestina O'Carroll was avery blooming and accomplished young lady. Being a
compound of the Allegro Vivace of the O'Carralls, and of the Andante Doloroso of the Glowries, she exhibited in her own
character dl thediverstiesof an April sky. Her hair waslight brown; her eyeshazel, and sparkling with amild but fluctuating
light; her features regular; her lipsfull, and of equa sze; and her person surpassingly graceful. Shewasaproficient in music.
Her conversation was sprightly, but dways on subjectslight in their nature and limited in their interest: for moral sympathies, in
any generd sense, had no place in her mind. She had some coquetry, and more caprice, liking and didiking dmost in the same
moment; pursuing an object with earnestness while it seemed unattainable, and rejecting it when in her power as not worth the
trouble of possession. Whether she was touched with a penchant for her cousin Scythrop, or was merely curious to see what
effect the tender passion would have on so outrZ a person, she had not been three daysin the Abbey before she threw out all
the lures of her beauty and accomplishments to make aprize of his heart. Scythrop proved an easy conquest. The image of
Miss Emily Girouette was dready sufficiently dimmed by the power of philosophy and the exercise of reason: for to these
influences, or to any influence but the true one, are usud|ly ascribed the menta cures performed by the great physician Time.
Scythrop's romantic dreams had indeed given him many pure anticipated cognitions of combinations of beauty and intelligence,
which, he had some misgivings, were not exactly redised in his cousn Marionetta; but, in spite of these misgivings, he soon
became digtractedly in love; which, when the young lady clearly perceived, she atered her tactics, and assumed as much
coldness and reserve as she had before shown ardent and ingenuous attachment. Scythrop was confounded at the sudden
change; but, ingtead of faling at her feet and requesting an explanation, he retrested to his tower, muffled himself in his nightcap,
seeted himsdlf in the president's chair of hisimaginary secret tribunad, summoned Marionettawith dl terrible formalities,
frightened her out of her wits, disclosed himself, and clagped the beautiful penitent to his bosom. While he was acting this
reverie---in the moment in which the awful president of the secret tribuna was throwing back his cowl and his mantle, and
discovering himsdf to the lovely culprit as her adoring and magnanimous lover, the door of the study opened, and the real
Marionetta gppeared. The motives which had led her to the tower were alittle penitence, alittle concern, alittle affection, and
alittle fear asto what the sudden secession of Scythrop, occasioned by her sudden change of manner, might portend. She had
tapped severd times unheard, and of course unanswered; and at length, timidly and cautiously opening the door, she
discovered him standing up before a black velvet chair, which was mounted on an old oak table, in the act of throwing open his
sriped calico dressing-gown, and flinging away his nightcap---which iswhat the French cal an imposing attitude. Each stood a
few momentsfixed in their respective places---the lady in astonishment, and the gentleman in confusion. Marionettawas the
first to break silence. 'For heaven's sake,' said she, 'my dear Scythrop, what is the matter? 'For heaven's sake, indeed!’ said
Scythrop, springing from the table; ‘for your sake, Marionetta, and you are my heaven,---distraction isthe matter. | adore you,
Marionetta, and your crudlty drives me mad.' He threw himsdlf at her knees, devoured her hand with kisses, and breathed a
thousand vowsin the most passonate language of romance. Marionettalistened along timein silence, till her lover had
exhausted his €l oquence and paused for areply. She then said, with avery arch look, 'l prithee ddiver thysdlf like aman of this
world.' Thelevity of this quotation, and of the manner in which it was delivered, jarred so discordantly on the high-wrought
enthusiasm of the romantic inamorato, that he sporang upon hisfeet, and beet hisforehead with his clenched fist. The young lady
was terrified; and, deeming it expedient to soothe him, took one of his handsin hers, placed the other hand on his shoulder,
looked up in hisface with awinning seriousness, and said, in the tenderest possible tone, "What would you have, Scythrop?
Scythrop was in heaven again. "'What would | have? What but you, Marionetta? Y ou, for the companion of my studies, the
partner of my thoughts, the auxiliary of my great designsfor the emancipation of mankind."'l am afraid | should be but a poor
auxiliary, Scythrop. What would you have me do? 'Do as Rosdliadoes with Carlos, divine Marionetta. L et us each open a
vein in the other'sarm, mix our blood in abowl, and drink it as a sacrament of love. Then we shall see visions of transcendental
illumination, and soar on the wings of ideas into the space of pure intelligence.” Marionetta could not reply; she had not so
strong astomach as Rosdlia, and turned sick at the proposition. She disengaged herself suddenly from Scythrop, sprang



through the door of the tower, and fled with precipitation aong the corridors. Scythrop pursued her, crying, 'Stop, stop,
Marionetta---my life, my lovel’ and was gaining rapidly on her flight, when, at an ill-omened corner, where two corridors
ended in an angle, at the head of a staircase, he came into sudden and violent contact with Mr Toobad, and they both plunged
together to the foot of the stairs, like two hilliard-ballsinto one pocket. This gave the young lady time to escape, and enclose
hersdf in her chamber; while Mr Toobad, risng dowly, and rubbing his knees and shoulders, said, 'Y ou see, my dear
Scythrop, in thislittleincident, one of the innumerable proofs of the temporary supremacy of the devil; for what but a
systematic design and concurrent contrivance of evil could have made the angles of time and place coincide in our unfortunate
persons at the head of this accursed staircase? Nothing ese, certainly,’ said Scythrop: 'you are perfectly intheright, Mr
Toobad. Evil, and mischief, and misery, and confusion, and vanity, and vexation of spirit, and death, and disease, and

assassi nation, and war, and poverty, and pestilence, and famine, and avarice, and safishness, and rancour, and jealousy, and
spleen, and malevolence, and the disgppointments of philanthropy, and the faithlessness of friendship, and the crosses of
love---dl provethe accuracy of your views, and the truth of your system; and it isnot impossible that the inferna interruption of
thisfal downstairs may throw acolour of evil on thewhole of my future existence.''My dear boy," said Mr Toobad, 'you have
afine eyefor consequences.’ So saying, he embraced Scythrop, who retired, with a disconsol ate step, to dressfor dinner;
while Mr Toobad stalked across the hall, repegting, 'Woe to the inhabiters of the earth, and of the sea, for the devil iscome
among you, having great wrath.'

*

CHAPTER IV

THE FLIGHT of Marionetta, and the pursuit of Scythrop, had been witnessed by Mr Glowry, who, in consequence, narrowly
observed his son and his niece in the evening; and, concluding from their manner, that there was a better understanding

between them than he wished to see, he determined on obtaining the next morning from Scythrop afull and satisfactory
explanation. He, therefore, shortly after breskfast, entered Scythrop's tower, with avery grave face, and said, without
ceremony or preface, 'So, Sir, you are in love with your cousin.' Scythrop, with aslittle hesitation, answered, 'Yes, Sir.' 'That is
candid, at least; and sheisin love with you." 'l wish shewere, Sir." Y ou know sheis, Sir." 'Indeed, Sir, | do not.' 'But you hope
sheis."'l do, from my soul.' 'Now that is very provoking, Scythrop, and very disappointing: | could not have supposed that
you, Scythrop Glowry, of Nightmare Abbey, would have been infatuated with such adancing, laughing, singing, thoughtless,
careless, merry-hearted thing, as Marionetta---in all respects the reverse of you and me. It isvery disappointing, Scythrop.
And do you know, sir, that Marionetta has no fortune? 'It is the more reason, Sir, that her husband should have one.' The
more reason for her; but not for you. My wife had no fortune, and | had no consolation in my calamity. And do you reflect, sir,
what an enormous dice thislawsuit has cut out of our family estate? we who used to be the greatest landed proprietorsin
Lincolnshire.’ To be sure, sir, we had more acres of fen than any man on this coast: but what are fensto love? What are dykes
and windmillsto Marionetta? 'And what, gr, islove to awindmill? Not grist, | am certain: besides, sir, | have made achoice
for you. | have made a choice for you, Scythrop. Beauty, genius, accomplishments, and agreat fortuneinto the bargain. Such a
lovely, serious cresture, in afine state of high dissatisfaction with the world, and every thing init. Such addightful surprise| had
prepared for you. Sir, | have pledged my honour to the contract---the honour of the Glowries of Nightmare Abbey: and now,
gr, what isto be done? 'Indeed, sir, | cannot say. | claim, on this occasion, that liberty of action which isthe co-natal
prerogative of every rationa being.' ‘Liberty of action, Sir? thereisno such thing asliberty of action. We aredl davesand
puppets of ablind and unpathetic necessity.' 'Very true, Sir; but liberty of action, between individuas, consstsin their being
differently influenced, or modified, by the same universal necessity; so that the results are unconsentaneous, and their respective
necessitated volitions clash and fly off in atangent.' "Y our logic isgood, Sir: but you are aware, too, that oneindividual may bea
medium of adhibiting to another amode or form of necessity, which may have more or lessinfluencein the production of
consentaneity; and, therefore, S, if you do not comply with my wishesin thisinstance (you have had your own way in every
thing ese), | shdl be under the necessity of disinheriting you, though | shall do it with tearsin my eyes. Having said these
words, he vanished suddenly, in the dread of Scythrop'slogic. Mr Glowry immediately sought Mrs Hilary, and communicated
to her hisviews of the casein point. MrsHilary, asthe phraseis, was asfond of Marionettaasif she had been her own child:
but---there is always a but on these occasions---she could do nothing for her in the way of fortune, as she had two hopeful
sons, who werefinishing their educeation at Brazen-nose, and who would not like to encounter any diminution of their

prospects, when they should be brought out of the house of mental bondage---i.e. the university---to the land flowing with milk



and honey---i.e. the west end of London. Mrs Hilary hinted to Marionetta, that propriety, and delicacy, and decorum, and
dignity, &c. &c. &c.,* would require them to leave the Abbey immediately. Marionettalistened in silent submission, for she
knew that her inheritance was passive obedience; but, when Scythrop, who had watched the opportunity of MrsHilary's
departure, entered, and, without speaking aword, threw himsdf at her feet in aparoxysm of grief, the young lady, in equa
slence and sorrow, threw her arms round his neck and burst into tears. A very tender scene ensued, which the sympathetic
susceptibilities of the soft-hearted reader can more accurately imagine than we can ddlineste. But when Marionetta hinted that
shewasto leave the Abbey immediatdly, Scythrop snatched from its repository his ancestor's skull, filled it with Madeira, and
presenting himsdlf before Mr Glowry, threatened to drink off the contentsif Mr Glowry did not immediately promise that
Marionetta should not be taken from the Abbey without her own consent. Mr Glowry, who took the Madeirato be some
deadly brewage, gave the required promisein dismal panic. Scythrop returned to Marionettawith ajoyful heart, and drank the
Madeira by the way. Mr Glowry, during hisresidencein London, had come to an agreement with hisfriend Mr Toobad, that a
match between Scythrop and Mr Toobad's daughter would be avery desirable occurrence. She was finishing her educationin
aGerman convent, but Mr Toobad described her as being fully impressed with the truth of his Ahrimanic philosophy, and being
atogether as gloomy and antithalian ayoung lady as Mr Glowry himsalf could desirefor the future mistress of Nightmare
Abbey. She had agreat fortunein her own right, which was not, as we have seen, without itsweight in inducing Mr Glowry to
st his heart upon her as his daughter-in-law that was to be; he was therefore very much disturbed by Scythrop's untoward
attachment to Marionetta. He condoled on the occasion with Mr Toobad; who said, that he had been too long accustomed to
the intermeddling of the devil in dl hisaffairs, to be astonished at this new trace of his cloven claw; but that he hoped to outwit
him yet, for he was sure there could be no comparison between his daughter and Marionettain the mind of any one who had a
proper perception of the fact, that, the world being a great theatre of evil, seriousness and solemnity are the characteristics of
wisdom, and laughter and merriment make a human being no better than a baboon. Mr Glowry comforted himself with this
view of the subject, and urged Mr Toobad to expedite his daughter's return from Germany. Mr Toobad said he wasin daily
expectation of her arriva in London, and would set off immediately to meet her, that he might lose no timein bringing her to
Nightmare Abbey. 'Then," he added, ‘we shall see whether Thalia or Me pomene---whether the Allegraor the Penserosa---will
carry off the symbol of victory.' There can be no doubt,’ said Mr Glowry, 'which way the scale will incline, or Scythropisno
true scion of the venerable stem of the Glowries!

*

CHAPTERYV

MARIONETTA fdt secure of Scythrop's heart; and notwithstanding the difficulties that surrounded her, she could not debar
hersdf from the pleasure of tormenting her lover, whom she kept in a perpetud fever. Sometimes she would meet him with the
most unquadified affection; sometimes with the most chilling indifference; rousng him to anger by artificia coldness--softening
him to love by eoquent tenderness---or inflaming him to jealousy by coquetting with the Honourable Mr Listless, who seemed,
under her magica influence, to burst into sudden life, like the bud of the evening primrose. Sometimes she would sit by the
piano, and listen with becoming attention to Scythrop's pathetic remonstrances; but, in the most impassioned part of his
oratory, shewould convert al hisideasinto a chaos, by striking up some Rondo Allegro, and saying, ‘Isit not pretty?
Scythrop would begin to storm; and she would answer him with,

"Zitti, zitti, piano, piano, Non facciamo confusione,’ *

or some sSimilar facezia, till hewould start away from her, and enclose himsdlf in histower, in an agony of agitation, vowing to
renounce her, and her whole sex, for ever; and returning to her presence at the summons of the billet, which she never failed to
send with many expressions of penitence and promises of amendment. Scythrop's schemes for regenerating the world, and
detecting his saven golden candlesticks, went on very dowly in thisfever of hisspirit. Things proceeded in thistrain for severd
days, and Mr Glowry began to be uneasy at receiving no intelligence from Mr Toobad; when one evening the latter rushed into
the library, where the family and the visitors were assembled, vociferating, The devil is come among you, having great wrath!’
He then drew Mr Glowry aside into another apartment, and after remaining some time together, they re-entered the library with
faces of great dismay, but did not condescend to explain to any one the cause of their discomfiture. The next morning, early,
Mr Toobad departed. Mr Glowry sighed and groaned al day, and said not aword to any one. Scythrop had quarrelled, as



usud, with Marionetta, and was enclosed in histower, in afit of morbid sensibility. Marionettawas comforting hersdf at the
piano, with snging the airs of Nina pazza per anore; and the Honourable Mr Listless was listening to the harmony, ashe lay
supine on the sofa, with abook in his hand, into which he peeped at intervas. The Reverend Mr Larynx approached the sofa,
and proposed agame & hilliards.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Billiards! Redlly | should be very happy; but, in my present exhausted state, the exertion istoo much for me. | do not know
when | have been equad to such an effort. (Herang the bell for hisvalet. Fatout entered.) Fatout! when did | play at billiards
lest?

FATOUT
De fourteen December delast year, Monsieur. (Fatout bowed and retired.)
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

So it was. Seven months ago. Y ou see, Mr Larynx; you see, sir. My nerves, Miss O'Carroll, my nerves are shattered. | have
been advised to try Bath. Some of the faculty recommend Cheltenham. | think of trying both, as the seasons don't clash. The
season, you know, Mr Larynx---the season, Miss O'Carroll---the season is every thing.

MARIONETTA
And hedth is something. N'est-ce pas, Mr Larynx?
THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

Most assuredly, Miss O'Carroll. For, however reasoners may dispute about the summum bonum, none of them will deny that a
very good dinner isavery good thing: and what isagood dinner without a good appetite? and whence is agood appetite but
from good hedlth? Now, Cheltenham, Mr Listless, isfamousfor good appetites.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Thebest piece of logic | ever heard, Mr Larynx; the very best, | assure you. | have thought very serioudy of Cheltenham: very
serioudly and profoundly. | thought of it---let me see---when did | think of it? (He rang again, and Fatout resppeared.) Fatout!
when did | think of going to Cheltenham, and did not go?

FATOUT

De Juillet twenty-von, de last summer, Monsieur. (Fatout retired.)

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Soitwas. Aninvauable felow that, Mr Larynx---invaluable, Miss O'Carrall.
MARIONETTA

So | should judge, indeed. He seemsto serve you as awaking memory, and to be aliving chronicle, not of your actions only,
but of your thoughts.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

An excdlent definition of the fellow, Miss O'Carrall, excdlent, upon my honour. Hal hal he! Heigho! Laughter is pleasant, but
the exertion istoo much for me.

A parce was brought in for Mr Listless; it had been sent express. Fatout was summoned to unpack it; and it proved to contain



anew novel, and anew poem, both of which had long been anxioudy expected by the whole host of fashionable readers; and
thelast number of apopular Review, of which the editor and his coadjutors were in high favour at court, and enjoyed ample
pensionsfor their servicesto church and state. As Fatout |eft the room, Mr Flosky entered, and curioudly inspected the literary
arivas

MR FLOSKY

(Turning over theleaves.) 'Devilman, anovel." Hm. Hatred---revenge---mi santhropy---and quotations from the Bible. Hm.
Thisisthe morbid anatomy of black bile.---'Paul Jones, apoem. Hm. | see how it is. Paul Jones, an amiable

enthus ast---disgppointed in his affections---turns pirate from ennui and magnanimity---cuts various masculine throats, wins
various feminine hearts---is hanged a the yard-arm! The catastropheis very awkward, and very unpoetica.---The Downing
Street Review." Hm. First article---An Ode to the Red Book, by Roderick Sackbut, Esquire. Hm. His own poem reviewed by
himsdf. Hm-m-m.

(Mr FHosky proceeded in silence to ook over the other articles of the review; Marionettainspected the novel, and Mr Listless
the poem.)

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX
For ayoung man of fashion and family, Mr Listless, you seem to be of avery studiousturn.
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Studious! Y ou are pleased to be facetious, Mr Larynx. | hope you do not suspect me of being studious. | have finished my
education. But there are some fashionable books that one must read, because they are ingredients of the talk of the day;
otherwise, | am no fonder of booksthan | dare say you yoursdlf are, Mr Larynx.

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

Why, Sir, | cannot say that | am indeed particularly fond of books; yet neither can | say that | never do read. A tale or apoem,
now and then, to acircle of ladies over their work, isno very heterodox employment of the vocd energy. And | must say, for
mysdlf, that few men have amore Job-like endurance of the eterndly recurring questions and answersthat interweave
themselves, on these occasions, with the crisis of an adventure, and heighten the distress of atragedy.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
And very often make the distress when the author has omitted it.
MARIONETTA

| shdl try your patience some rainy morning, Mr Larynx; and Mr Listless shal recommend usthe very newest new book, that
every body reads.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Y ou shdl receiveit, Miss O'Carrall, with al the gloss of novelty; fresh asaripe green-gagein al the downiness of itsbloom. A
mail-coach copy from Edinburgh, forwarded express from London.

MR FLOSKY

Thisrage for novety isthe bane of literature. Except my works and those of my particular friends, nothing is good that is not as
old as Jeremy Taylor: and, entre nous, the best parts of my friends books were either written or suggested by mysdlf.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS



Sir, | reverence you. But | must say, modern books are very consolatory and congenial to my feglings. Thereis, asit were, a
ddightful north-east wind, an intellectud blight breething through them; a ddicious misanthropy and discontent, that
demondtrates the nullity of virtue and energy, and puts me in good humour with myself and my sofa.

MR FLOSKY

Very true, Sir. Modern literature is a north-east wind---a blight of the human soul. | take credit to mysdlf for having helped to
makeit so. Theway to produce finefruit isto blight the flower. Y ou cdll thisaparadox. Marry, so beit. Ponder thereon.

The conversation was interrupted by the re-gppearance of Mr Toobad, covered with mud. He just showed himself at the door,
muttered "The devil iscome among you!" and vanished. The road which connected Nightmare Abbey with the civilised world,
was artificidly raised above the leve of the fens, and ran through them in agtraight line asfar asthe eye could reach, with a
ditch on each sde, of which the water was rendered invisble by the aguatic vegetation that covered the surface. Into one of
these ditches the sudden action of ashy horse, which took fright at awindmill, had precipitated the travelling chariot of Mr
Toobad, who had been reduced to the necessity of scrambling in disma plight through the window. One of the whedswas
found to be broken; and Mr Toobad, leaving the postilion to get the chariot aswell as he could to Claydyke for the purpose of
cleaning and repairing, had walked back to Nightmare Abbey, followed by his servant with theimperiad, and repeeting dl the
way hisfavourite quotation from the Revelations.

*

CHAPTER VI

MRTOOBAD had found his daughter Celindain London, and after thefirst joy of meeting was over, told her hehad a
husband ready for her. The young lady replied, very gravely, that she should take the liberty to choose for herself. Mr Toobad
said he saw the devil was determined to interfere with al his projects, but he was resolved on his own part, not to have on his
conscience the crime of passive obedience and non-resistance to L ucifer, and therefore she should marry the person he had
chosen for her. Miss Toobad replied, tre s posZment, she assuredly would not. 'Celinda, Celinda,' said Mr Toobad, 'you most
assuredly shdl.'---'Have | not afortunein my ownright, Sir? said Celinda. 'The moreisthe pity,' said Mr Toobad: 'but | can
find means, miss; | can find means. There are more ways than one of breaking in obstinate girls. They parted for the night with
the expression of opposite resolutions, and in the morning the young lady's chamber was found empty, and what was become
of her Mr Toobad had no clue to conjecture. He continued to investigate town and country in search of her; visiting and
revisting Nightmare Abbey at intervas, to consult with hisfriend, Mr Glowry. Mr Glowry agreed with Mr Toobad that this
was avery flagrant instance of filia disobedience and rebellion; and Mr Toobad declared, that when he discovered the fugitive,
she should find that 'the devil was come unto her, having great wrath." In the evening, the whole party met, asusud, inthe
library. Marionetta sat at the harp; the Honourable Mr Listless sat by her and turned over her music, though the exertion was
amost too much for him. The Reverend Mr Larynx relieved him occasiondly in thisddightful labour. Scythrop, tormented by
the demon Jedlousy, sat in the corner biting hislips and fingers. Marionettalooked at him every now and then with asmile of
most provoking good humour, which he pretended not to see, and which only the more exasperated his troubled spirit. He
took down avolume of Dante, and pretended to be deeply interested in the Purgatorio, though he knew not aword he was
reading, as Marionettawas well aware; who, tripping across the room, peeped into hisbook, and said to him, 'l seeyou arein
the middle of Purgatory.'---'I amin the middle of hell,’ said Scythrop furioudy. 'Are you? said she; ‘then come acrossthe
room, and | will sng you thefinale of Don Giovanni.''Let me done,' said Scythrop. Marionettalooked at him with a
deprecating smile, and said, Y ou unjust, cross creature, you.---'Let me alone," said Scythrop, but much less emphatically than
at firgt, and by no meanswishing to be taken a hisword. Marionettaleft him immediately, and returning to the harp, said, just
loud enough for Scythrop to hear---'Did you ever read Dante, Mr Listless? Scythrop isreading Dante, and isjust now in
Purgatory.---'And |,' said the Honourable Mr Listless, 'am not reading Dante, and am just now in Paradise,' bowing to
Marionetta

MARIONETTA

You arevery gdlant, Mr Listless, and | dare say you are very fond of reading Dante.
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THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

| don't know how it is, but Dante never camein my way till lately. | never had himin my collection, and if | had had him |
should not haveread him. But | find heisgrowing fashionable, and | am afraid | must read him some wet morning.

MARIONETTA
No, read him some evening, by al means. Wereyou ever inlove, Mr Listless?
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

| assure you, Miss O'Carrall, never---till I came to Nightmare Abbey. | dare say it isvery pleasant; but it seemsto give so
much troublethat | fear the exertion would be too much for me,

MARIONETTA

Shdl | teach you a compendious method of courtship, that will give you no trouble whatever?
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Y ou will confer on me aninexpressible obligetion. | am al impatienceto learniit.
MARIONETTA

Sit with your back to the lady and read Dante; only be sure to begin in the middle, and turn over three or four pages at
once---backwards as well asforwards, and she will immediately perceive that you are desperately in love with
her---desperately.

(The Honourable Mr Listless sitting between Scythrop and Marionetta, and fixing al his attention on the beauttiful speaker, did
not observe Scythrop, who was doing as she described.)

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Y ou are pleased to be facetious, Miss O'Carroll. Thelady would infalibly conclude that | was the greatest brute in town.
MARIONETTA

Far from it. She would say, perhaps, some people have odd methods of showing their affection.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

But | should think, with submission---

MR FLOSKY

(Joining them from another part of the room.) Did | not hear Mr Listless observe that Dante is becoming fashionable?
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

| did hazard aremark to that effect, Mr Fosky, though | speak on such subjects with a consciousness of my own nothingness,
in the presence of so great aman as Mr FHosky. | know not what isthe colour of Dante's devils, but as heis certainly becoming
fashionable | conclude they are blue; for the blue devils, asit seemsto me, Mr Hosky, congtitute the fundamenta feature of
fashionable literature.

MR FLOSKY
The blue are, indeed, the staple commodity; but as they will not always be commanded, the black, red, and grey may be
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admitted as subgtitutes. Tea, late dinners, and the French Revolution, have played the devil, Mr Listless, and brought the devil
into play.

MR TOOBAD (starting up)

Having great wrath.

MR FLOSKY

Thisisno play upon words, but the sober sadness of veritable fact.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Tea, late dinners, and the French Revolution. | cannot exactly see the connection of idess.
MR FLOSKY

| should be sorry if you could; | pity the man who can see the connection of hisown ideas. Still moredo | pity him, the
connection of whose ideas any other person can see. Sir, the greet evil is, that there istoo much commonplace light in our
mora and palitical literature; and light isagreat enemy to mystery, and mystery isagrest friend to enthusasm. Now the
enthusiasm for abstract truth is an exceedingly fine thing, aslong asthe truth, which isthe object of the enthusiasm, isso
completely abstract asto be atogether out of the reach of the human faculties; and, in that sense, | have mysdlf an enthusiasm
for truth, but in no other, for the pleasure of metaphysical investigation liesin the means, not in the end; and if the end could be
found, the pleasure of the meanswould cease. The mind, to be kept in hedth, must be kept in exercise. The proper exercise of
the mind is el aborate reasoning. Anaytica reasoning is abase and mechanica process, which takes to pieces and examines, bit
by bit, the rude materia of knowledge, and extracts therefrom afew hard and obstinate things called facts, every thing in the
shape of which | cordidly hate. But synthetical reasoning, setting up asits goa some unaitainable abstraction, like an imaginary
quantity in agebra, and commencing its course with taking for granted some two assertions which cannot be proved, from the
union of these two assumed truths produces a third assumption, and so on in infinite series, to the unspeakabl e benefit of the
human intellect. The beauty of this processis, that at every step it strikes out into two branches, in acompound ratio of
ramification; so that you are perfectly sure of losing your way, and keeping your mind in perfect heath, by the perpetua
exercise of an interminable quest; and for these reasons | have christened my eldest son Emanuel Kant Flosky.

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

Nothing can be more luminous.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

And what has al that to do with Dante, and the blue devils?

MR HILARY

Not much, | should think, with Dante, but agreet ded with the blue devils.
MR FLOSKY

It isvery certain, and much to be rgjoiced &, that our literature is hag-ridden. Tea has shattered our nerves; late dinners make
us daves of indigestion; the French Revolution has made us shrink from the name of philosophy, and has destroyed, in the more
refined part of the community (of which number | am one), dl enthusiasm for politicd liberty. That part of the reading public
which shunsthe solid food of reason for the light diet of fiction, requires a perpetua adhibition of sauce piquanteto the palate
of itsdepraved imagination. It lived upon ghosts, goblins, and skeletons (I and my friend Mr Sackbut served up afew of the
best), till even the devil himsdlf, though magnified to the sze of Mount Athos, became too base, common, and popular,* for its
surfeited appetite. The ghosts have therefore been laid, and the devil has been cast into outer darkness, and now the ddlight of
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our spiritsisto dwell on all the vices and blackest passions of our nature, tricked out in a masquerade dress of heroism and
disappointed benevolence; the whole secret of which liesin forming combinationsthat contradict al our experience, and affixing
the purple shred of some particular virtue to that precise character, in which we should be most certain not to find it in the living
world; and making this single virtue not only redeem dl the red and manifest vices of the character, but make them actudly
pass for necessary adjuncts, and indispensable accompaniments and characteristics of the said virtue.

MR TOOBAD

That is, because the devil is come among us, and findsit for hisinterest to destroy all our perceptions of the distinctions of right
and wrong.

MARIONETTA
| do not precisdy enter into your meaning, Mr Flosky, and should be glad if you would make it alittle more plainto me.
MR FLOSKY

One or two exampleswill do it, MissO'Carroll. If | wereto take al the mean and sordid qudities of amoney-deding Jew, and
tack on to them, aswith anail, the qudity of extreme benevolence, | should have avery decent hero for amodern novel; and
should contribute my quota to the fashionable method of administering amass of vice, under athin and unnatura covering of
virtue, like aspider wrapt in abit of gold leaf, and administered as awholesome pill. On the same principle, if aman knocks
me down, and takes my purse and watch by main force, | turn him to account, and set him forth in atragedy as adashing
young fellow, disnherited for hisromantic generogity, and full of amost amiable hatred of theworld in generd, and hisown
country in particular, and of amost enlightened and chivarous affection for himsalf: then, with the addition of awild girl tofal in
love with him, and a series of adventuresin which they bresk dl the Ten Commandmentsin succession (dways, you will
observe, for some sublime motive, which must be carefully analysed inits progress), | have asamiableapair of tragic
characters as ever issued from that new region of the belles|ettres, which | have cdled the Morbid Anatomy of Black Bile, and
whichisgrestly to be admired and rgoiced &, as affording afine scope for the exhibition of mental power.

MR HILARY

Which isabout aswell employed as the power of a hot-house would be in forcing up anettle to the size of anem. If wego on
inthisway, we shdl have anew art of poetry, of which one of thefirst ruleswill be: To remember to forget thet there are any
such things as sunshine and music in the world.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

It seemsto be the case with us at present, or we should not have interrupted Miss O'Carroll's music with this exceedingly dry
conversaion.

MR FLOSKY

| should be most happy if Miss O'Carroll would remind us that there are yet both music and sunshine---
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

In the voice and the smile of beauty. May | entreat the favour of---(turning over the pages of music.)
All were silent, and Marionetta sung:---

Why arethy looks so blank, grey friar? Why are thy looks so blue? Thou seem'st more pale and lank, grey friar, Than thou
wast used to do: Say, what has made thee rue?

Thy form was plump, and alight did shine In thy round and ruby face, Which showed an outward visible sgn Of an inward
spiritual grace:--- Say, what has changed thy case?
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Yetwill | tell theetrue, grey friar, | very well can see, That, if thy looks are blue, grey friar, ‘Tisal for love of me--- Tisal for
love of me.

But bresthe not thy vowsto me, grey friar, Oh, bresthe them not, | pray; For ill beseemsin areverend friar, Thelove of a
mortal may; And | needs must say thee nay.

But, could'st thou think my heart to move With that pale and silent scowl, Know, he who would win amaiden'slove, Whether
clad in cap or cowl, Must be more of alark than an owl.

Scythrop immediately replaced Dante on the shelf, and joined the circle round the beautiful Ssnger. Marionettagave him asmile
of gpprobation that fully restored his complacency, and they continued on the best possible terms during the remainder of the
evening. The Honourable Mr Listless turned over the leaves with double aacrity, saying, 'Y ou are severe upon invalids, Miss
O'Carroll: to escape your satire, | must try to be sprightly, though the exertion istoo much for me.’

*

CHAPTERVII

A NEW vistor arrived at the Abbey, in the person of Mr Agterias, the ichthyologist. This gentleman had passed hislifein
seeking the living wonders of the deep through the four quarters of the world; he had a cabinet of stuffed and dried fishes, of
shells, sea-weeds, cord's, and madrepores, that was the admiration and envy of the Roya Society. He had penetrated into the
watery den of the Sepia Octopus, disturbed the conjuga happiness of that turtle-dove of the ocean, and come off victoriousin
asanguinary conflict. He had been becamed in the tropica seas, and had watched, in eager expectation, though unhappily
awaysinvain, to see the colossal polypus rise from the water, and entwine its enormous arms round the masts and the rigging.
He maintained the origin of dl things from water, and inssted that the polypodes were the first of animated things, and that,
from their round bodies and many-shooting arms, the Hindoos had taken their gods, the most ancient of deities. But the chief
object of hisambition, the end and aim of his researches, wasto discover atriton and amermaid, the existence of which he
most potently and implicitly believed, and was prepared to demonstrate, apriori, aposteriori, afortiori, syntheticaly and
andyticdly, syllogistically and inductively, by arguments deduced both from acknowledged facts and plausible hypotheses. A
report that amermaid had been seen "deeking her soft aluring locks'™ on the sea-coast of Lincolnshire, had brought himin
great haste from London, to pay along-promised and often-postponed vist to his old acquaintance, Mr Glowry. Mr Agterias
was accompanied by his son, to whom he had given the name of Aquarius---flattering himself that he would, in the process of
time, become a congellation among the stars of ichthyologicd science. What charitable femae had lent him the mould in which
this son was cast, no one pretended to know; and, as he never dropped the most distant alusion to Aquariuss mother, some of
thewags of London maintained that he had received the favours of amermaid, and that the scientific perquisitions which kept
him aways prowling about the sea-shore, were directed by the less philosophical motive of regaining hislost love. Mr Aderias
perlustrated the sea-coast for severd days, and regped disappointment, but not despair. One night, shortly after hisarrivd, he
was Stting in one of the windows of the library, ooking towards the sea, when his attention was attracted by afigure which
was moving near the edge of the surf, and which was dimly visible through the moonless summer night. Its motionswere
irregular, like those of aperson in agate of indecison. It had extremely long hair, which floated in the wind. Whatever dseit
might be, it certainly was not afisherman. It might be alady; but it was neither MrsHilary nor Miss O'Carrall, for they were
both in thelibrary. It might be one of the femae servants; but it had too much grace, and too striking an air of habitua liberty,
to render it probable. Besides, what should one of the fema e servants be doing there at this hour, moving to and fro, asit
seemed, without any visible purpose? It could scarcely be a stranger; for Claydyke, the nearest village, was ten miles distant;
and what female would come ten miles across the fens, for no purpose but to hover over the surf under the walls of Nightmare
Abbey? Might it not be amermaid? It was possibly amermaid. It was probably amermaid. It was very probably amermaid.
Nay, what else could it be but amermaid? It certainly wasamermaid. Mr Agterias stole out of the library on tiptoe, with his
finger on hislips, having beckoned Aquariusto follow him. The rest of the party wasin great surprisea Mr Agteriass
movement, and some of them gpproached the window to seeif the locality would tend to elucidate the mystery. Presently they
saw him and Aquarius cautioudly steding aong on the other side of the moat, but they saw nothing more; and Mr Agterias
returning, told them, with accents of great disappointment, that he had had a glimpse of amermaid, but she had duded himin
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the darkness, and was gone, he presumed, to sup with some enamoured triton, in a submarine grotto. ‘But, serioudy, Mr
Adterias,' said the Honourable Mr Listless, 'do you positively believe there are such things as mermaids?

MR ASTERIAS

Most assuredly; and tritons too.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
What! thingsthat are hdf human and haf fish?
MR ASTERIAS

Precisdly. They are the oran-outangs of the sea. But | am persuaded that there are also complete seamen, differing in no
respect from us, but that they are stupid, and covered with scales; for, though our organisation seemsto exclude us essentidly
from the class of amphibious animas, yet anatomistswell know that the foramen ovale may remain open in an adult, and that
respirationis, in that case, not necessary to life: and how can it be otherwise explained that the Indian divers, employed in the
pear] fishery, pass whole hours under the water; and that the famous Swedish gardener of Troningholm lived aday and a half
under theice without being drowned? A nereid, or mermaid, was taken in the year 1403 in a Dutch lake, and wasin every
respect like a French woman, except that she did not speak. Towards the end of the seventeenth century, an English ship, a
hundred and fifty leagues from land, in the Greenland seas, discovered aflatillaof sixty or seventy little skiffs, in each of which
was atriton, or ssaman: at the approach of the English vessal the whole of them, seized with Smultaneous fear, disappeared,
skiffsand dl, under the water, asif they had been ahuman variety of the nautilus. Theillustrious Don Feljoo has preserved an
authentic and well attested story of ayoung Spaniard, named Francis delaVega, who, bathing with some of hisfriendsin June,
1674, suddenly dived under the sea and rose no more. His friends thought him drowned; they were plebeians and pious
Catholics; but a philosopher might very legitimately have drawn the same conclusion.

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX
Nothing could be morelogical.
MR ASTERIAS

Five years afterwards, some fishermen near Cadiz found in their netsatriton, or seaman; they spoketo himin severd
languages---

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

They were very learned fishermen.

MR HILARY

They had the gift of tongues by especia favour of their brother fisherman, Saint Peter.
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Is Saint Peter the tutelar saint of Cadiz?

(None of the company could answer this question, and MR ASTERIAS proceeded.)

They spoketo himin severa languages, but he was as mute as afish. They handed him over to some holy friars, who exorcised
him; but the devil was mute too. After some days he pronounced the name Lierganes. A monk took himto that village. His
mother and brothers recognised and embraced him; but he was asinsensible to their caresses as any other fish would have
been. He had some scales on his body, which dropped off by degrees; but his skin was as hard and rough as shagreen. He
stayed a home nine years, without recovering his speech or his reason: he then disappeared again; and one of hisold



acquaintance, some years after, saw him pop his head out of the water near the coast of the Asturias. These facts were
certified by hisbrothers, and by Don Gaspardo dela Riba Aguero, Knight of Saint James, who lived near Lierganes, and often
hed the pleasure of our triton's company to dinner.---Pliny mentions an embassy of the Olyssponiansto Tiberius, to give him
inteligence of atriton which had been heard playing onits shell in acertain cave; with severd other authenticated facts on the
subject of tritonsand nereids.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Y ou astonish me. | have been much on the sea-shore, in the season, but | do not think | ever saw amermaid. (Herang, and
summoned Fatout, who made his appearance haf-seas over.) Fatout! did | ever see amermaid?

FATOUT

Mermaid! mer-r-m-m-aid! Ah! merry maid! Oui, monsieur! Yes, Sr, very many. | vish dere vasvon or two herein de
kitchen---mafoi! Dey be dl as melancholic as so many tombstone.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

| mean, Fatout, an odd kind of human fish.

FATOUT

Deoddfisn! Ah, oui! | understand de phrase: ve have seen nothing € se since ve left town---mafoi!
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Y ou seem to have a cup too much, gir.

FATOUT

Non, monsieur: de cup too little. De fen be very unwholesome, and | drink-a-de ponch vid Raven de butler, to keep out de
bad air.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
Fatout! | ingst on your being sober.
FATOUT

Oui, monsieur; | vil be as sober as de reverendissme pere Jean. | should be ver glad of de merry maid; but de butler be de
odd fish, and he swim in de bowl de ponch. Ah! ah! | do recollect de leetle-a song:---'’About fair maids, and about fair maids,
and about my merry maidsdl.' (Fatout reded out, Snging.)

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

| am overwhelmed: | never saw the rascal in such a condition before. But will you dlow me, Mr Adterias, to inquire into the cui
bono of dl the pains and expense you have incurred to discover amermaid? The cui bono, g, isthe question | dways take the
liberty to ask when | see any one taking much trouble for any object. | am mysdlf asort of Signor Pococurante, and should like
to know if there be any thing better or pleasanter, than the state of existing and doing nothing.

MR ASTERIAS

| have made many voyages, Mr Listless, to remote and barren shores: | have travelled over desert and inhospitable lands: |
have defied danger---I have endured fatigue---I have submitted to privation. In the midst of these | have experienced pleasures
which | would not at any time have exchanged for that of existing and doing nothing. I have known many evils, but | have never
known the worst of dl, which, asit seemsto me, are those which are comprehended in the inexhaustible varieties of ennui:
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spleen, chagrin, vapours, blue devils, time-killing, discontent, misanthropy, and al their interminable train of fretfulness,
querulousness, suspicions, jedousies, and fears, which have dike infected society, and the literature of society; and which
would make an arctic ocean of the human mind, if the more humane pursuits of philosophy and science did not keep divethe
better fedings and more vauable energies of our nature.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
Y ou are pleased to be severe upon our fashionable belles | ettres.
MR ASTERIAS

Surdly not without reason, when pirates, highwaymen, and other varieties of the extensve genus Marauder, are the only beau
idedl of the active, as splenetic and railing misanthropy is of the speculative energy. A gloomy brow and atragica voice seem
to have been of late the characterigtics of fashionable manners. and amorbid, withering, deadly, antisocid sirocco, loaded with
mora and political despair, breathes through all the groves and valleys of the modern Parnassus, while science movesoninthe
cam dignity of its course, affording to youth delights equaly pure and vivid to maturity, cdm and grateful occupation---to old
age, the most pleasing recollections and inexhaustible materias of agreesble and sdutary reflection; and, whileitsvotary enjoys
the disinterested pleasure of enlarging the intellect and increasing the comforts of society, he is himsdlf independent of the
caprices of human intercourse and the accidents of human fortune. Nature ishis great and inexhaustible treasure. Hisdays are
awaystoo short for his enjoyment: ennui isastranger to hisdoor. At peace with the world and with his own mind, he suffices
to himsdlf, makes al around him happy, and the close of his pleasing and beneficid existenceisthe evening of abeautiful day

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Redly | should like very well to lead such alife mysdf, but the exertion would be too much for me. Besides, | have been at
college. | contriveto get through my day by sinking the morning in bed, and killing the evening in company; dressng and dining

in the intermediate space, and stopping the chinks and crevices of the few vacant moments that remain with alittle easy reading.

And that amiable discontent and antisociaity which you reprobate in our present drawing-room-table literature, | find, | do
assureyou, avery fine mentd tonic, which reconciles me to my favourite pursuit of doing nothing, by showing me that nobody
isworth doing any thing for.

MARIONETTA

But isthere not in such compositions akind of unconscious self-detection, which seemsto carry their own antidote with them?
For surely no onewho cordialy and truly either hates or despises the world will publish avolume every three monthsto say so.

MR FLOSKY

Thereisasecret indl this, which | will eucidate with adusky remark. According to Berkdley, the esse of thingsis percipi.
They exist asthey are perceived. But, leaving for the present, asfar asrelatesto the materid world, the materidigts, hyloists,
and antihyloists, to settle this point among them, which isindeed

A subtle question, raised among Those out o' their wits, and thosei' the wrong:

for only we transcendentalists are in the right: we may very safely assert that the esse of happinessispercipi. It exigsasitis
perceived. 'It isthe mind that maketh well or ill." The elements of pleasure and pain are every where. The degree of happiness
that any circumstances or objects can confer on us depends on the mental disposition with which we approach them. If you
congder what is meant by the common phrases, a happy disposition and a discontented temper, you will perceive that the truth
for which | am contending isuniversaly admitted.

(Mr Hosky suddenly stopped: he found himself unintentionally trespassing within the limits of common sense))
MR HILARY
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Itisvery true, ahappy disposition finds materias of enjoyment every where. In the city, or the country---in society, or in
solitude---in the thegtre, or the forest---in the hum of the multitude, or in the silence of the mountains, are alike materias of
reflection and eements of pleasure. It is one mode of pleasureto listen to the music of 'Don Giovanni,' in athestre glittering
with light, and crowded with elegance and beauty: it is another to glide at sunset over the bosom of alonely lake, whereno
sound disturbs the silence but the motion of the boat through the waters. A happy disposition derives pleasure from both, a
discontented temper from neither, but isaways busy in detecting deficiencies, and feeding dissatisfaction with comparisons.
The onegathersal the flowers, the other dl the nettles, in its path. The one hasthe faculty of enjoying every thing, the other of
enjoying nothing. The oneredises dl the pleasure of the present good; the other convertsit into pain, by pining after something
better, which isonly better because it isnot present, and which, if it were present, would not be enjoyed. These morbid spirits
arein lifewhat professed criticsarein literature; they see nothing but faults, because they are predetermined to shut their eyes
to beauties. The critic does his utmost to blight geniusin itsinfancy; that which risesin spite of him hewill not see; and then he
complains of the decline of literature. In like manner, these cankers of society complain of human nature and society, when they
have wilfully debarred themselves from all the good they contain, and done their utmost to blight their own happiness and that
of al around them. Misanthropy is sometimes the product of disgppointed benevolence; but it is more frequently the offpring
of overweening and mortified vanity, quarrelling with the world for not being better treated than it deserves.

SCY THRORP (to Marionetta)

"These remarks are rather uncharitable. Thereis great good in human nature, but it isat present ill-conditioned. Ardent spirits
cannot but be dissatisfied with things asthey are; and, according to their views of the probabilities of amdioration, they will rush
into the extremes of ether hope or despair---of which thefirst is enthusiasm, and the second misanthropy; but their sourcesin
this case are the same, asthe Severn and the Wye run in different directions, and both risein Plinlimmon.

MARIONETTA

'‘And thereis samon in both;' for the resemblanceis about as close as that between Macedon and Monmouith.

*

CHAPTER VIII

MARIONETTA observed the next day aremarkable perturbation in Scythrop, for which she could not imagine any probable
cause. Shewaswilling to believe at first that it had some transient and trifling source, and would pass off in aday or two; but,
contrary to this expectation, it daily increased. She waswell aware that Scythrop had a strong tendency to the love of mystery,
for its own sake; that isto say, he would employ mystery to serve a purpose, but would first choose his purpose by its
capability of mystery. He seemed now to have more mystery on his hands than the laws of the system allowed, and to wear his
coat of darknesswith an air of great discomfort. All her little playful artslost by degrees much of their power either to irritate or
to soothe; and thefirst perception of her diminished influence produced in her an immediate depression of spirits, and a
consequent sadness of demeanour, that rendered her very interesting to Mr Glowry; who, duly consdering the improbability of
accomplishing hiswisheswith respect to Miss Toobad (which improbability naturaly increased in the diurnd ratio of that young
lady's absence), began to reconcile himsalf by degreesto the idea of Marionetta being his daughter. Marionetta made many
ineffectud attemptsto extract from Scythrop the secret of his mystery; and, in despair of drawing it from himself, began to form
hopes that she might find aclueto it from Mr Flosky, who was Scythrop's dearest friend, and was more frequently than any
other person admitted to his solitary tower. Mr Flosky, however, had ceased to be visible in amorning He was engaged in the
composition of adismal balad; and, Marionettals uneasiness overcoming her scruples of decorum, she determined to seek him
in the apartment which he had chosen for his study. She tapped at the door, and at the sound ‘Comein,’ entered the apartment.
It was noon, and the sun was shining in full splendour, much to the annoyance of Mr Flosky, who had obviated the
inconvenience by closing the shutters, and drawing the window-curtains. He was Sitting a histable by the light of asolitary
candle, with apen in one hand, and a muffineer in the other, with which he occasionaly sprinkled st on the wick, to makeiit
burn blue. He sate with "hiseyein afine frenzy rolling,"* and turned hisinspired gaze on Marionettaasif she had been the
ghastly ladie of amagica vision; then placed his hand before his eyes, with an gppearance of manifest pain---shook his
head---withdrew his hand---rubbed his eyes, like awaking man---and said, in atone of ruefulness most jeremitaylorically
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pathetic, To what am | to attribute this very unexpected pleasure, my dear Miss O'Carroll?

MARIONETTA

| must apologise for intruding on you, Mr Flosky; but the interest which I---you---take in my cousin Scythrop---
MR FLOSKY

Pardon me, Miss O'Carrall; | do not take any interest in any person or thing on the face of the earth; which sentiment, if you
andyseit, you will find to be the quintessence of the most refined philanthropy.

MARIONETTA
| will take it for granted that it is so, Mr Flosky; | am not conversant with metaphysical subtleties, but---
MR FLOSKY

Subtleties! my dear MissO'Carrall. | am sorry to find you participating in the vulgar error of the reading public, to whom an
unusud collocation of words, involving ajuxtapostion of antiperistatical ideas, immediately suggests the notion of

hyperoxysophistica paradoxology.

MARIONETTA

Indeed, Mr Flosky, it suggests no such notion to me. | have sought you for the purpose of obtaining information.
MR FLOSKY (shaking his head)

No one ever sought me for such a purpose before.

MARIONETTA

| think, Mr Flosky---that is, | believe---that is, | fancy---that is, | imagine---

MR FLOSKY

Thetoutesti, theid e, the ciog, the C'est adire, thethat is, my dear Miss O'Carroll, is not applicable in this case---if you will
permit meto take theliberty of saying so. Think isnot synonymous with believe---for belief, in many most important
particulars, results from the tota absence, the absol ute negation of thought, and isthereby the sane and orthodox condition of
mind; and thought and belief are both essentialy different from fancy, and fancy, again, isdistinct from imagination. This
ditinction between fancy and imagination is one of the most abstruse and important points of metaphysics. | have written seven
hundred pages of promise to ducidate it, which promise | shall keep asfaithfully asthe bank will its promiseto pay.

MARIONETTA

| assure you, Mr Fosky, | care no more about metaphysics than | do about the bank; and, if you will condescend to talk to a
amplegirl inintdligibleterms—-

MR FLOSKY

Say not condescend! Know you not that you talk to the most humble of men, to one who has buckled on the armour of
sanctity, and clothed himsdlf with humility aswith agarment?

MARIONETTA
My cousin Scythrop has of late had an air of mystery about him, which gives me great uneasiness.

MR FLOSKY

19



That isstrange: nothing is so becoming to aman asan air of mystery Mystery isthe very key-stone of al that is beautiful in
poetry, al that issacred in faith, and dl that is recondite in transcendenta psychology. | amwriting abalad whichisdl mysery;
itis'such stuff as dreams are made of,' and is, indeed, stuff made of adream; for, last night | fell adegp asusua over my book,
and had avision of purereason. | composed five hundred linesin my deep; so that, having had adream of abdlad, | an now
officiating as my own Peter Quince, and making aballad of my dream, and it shal be caled Bottom's Dream, because it hasno
bottom.

MARIONETTA

| see, Mr Hosky, you think my intrusion unseasonable, and are inclined to punish it, by talking nonsense to me. (Mr Hosky
gave adart a the word nonsense, which dmost overturned the table.) | assure you, | would not have intruded if | had not been
very much interested in the question | wish to ask you.---(Mr Flosky listened in sullen dignity.)---My cousin Scythrop seemsto
have some secret preying on his mind.---(Mr Fosky was silent.)---He seems very unhappy---Mr Fosky---Perhaps you are
acquainted with the cause. (Mr Flosky was il silent.)---1 only wish to know---Mr Fosky---if it is any thing---that could be
remedied by any thing that any one---of whom | know any thing---could do.

MR FLOSKY

(after apause) There are various ways of getting at secrets The most approved methods, as recommended both theoreticaly
and practically in philosophical novels, are eavesdropping at key-holes, picking the locks of chests and desks, pegping into
letters, seaming wafers, and ingnuating hot wire under sedling wax; none of which methods| hold it lawful to practise.

MARIONETTA
Surdly, Mr Fosky, you cannot suspect me of wishing to adopt or encourage such base and contemptible arts.
MR FLOSKY

Y et are they recommended, and with well-strung reasons, by writers of gravity and note, as Smple and easy methods of
sudying character, and gratifying that laudable curiogity which amsat the knowledge of man.

MARIONETTA

| am asignorant of thismorality which you do not approve, as of the metaphysics which you do: | should be glad to know by
your means, what is the matter with my cousin; | do not like to see him unhappy, and | suppose thereis some reason for it.

MR FLOSKY

Now | should rather suppose thereisno reason for it: it is the fashion to be unhappy To have areason for being so would be
exceedingly common-place: to be so without any isthe province of genius: the art of being miserable for misery's sake, has
been brought to great perfection in our days, and the ancient Odyssey, which held forth a shining example of the endurance of
red misfortune, will give place to amodern one, setting out amore ingructive picture of querulous impatience under imaginary
evils

MARIONETTA

Will you oblige me, Mr Haosky, by giving me aplain answer to aplain question?

MR FLOSKY

Itisimpossible, my dear MissO'Carroll | never gave aplain answer to aquestion in my life,
MARIONETTA

Do you, or do you not, know what is the matter with my cousin?
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MR FLOSKY

To say that | do not know, would beto say that | am ignorant of something; and God forbid, that a transcendental

metaphys cian, who has pure anticipated cognitions of every thing, and carries the whole science of geometry in hishead
without ever having looked into Euclid, should fal into so empirica an error asto declare himsalf ignorant of any thing: to say
that | do know, would be to pretend to positive and circumstantial knowledge touching present matter of fact, which, when you
consider the nature of evidence, and the various lights in which the same thing may be seen---

MARIONETTA

| see, Mr Flosky, that either you have no information, or are determined not to impart it; and | beg your pardon for having
given you thisunnecessary trouble.

MR FLOSKY

My dear Miss O'Carrall, it would have given me greet pleasure to have said any thing that would have given you pleasure; but
if any person living could make report of having obtained any information on any subject from Ferdinando Hosky, my
transcendental reputation would be ruined for ever.

*

CHAPTER X

SCY THROP grew every day more reserved, mysterious, and digtrait; and gradudly lengthened the duration of hisdiurnd
seclusonsin histower. Marionetta thought she perceived in dl this very manifest symptoms of awarm love cooling. It was
seldom that she found hersdlf done with him in the morning, and, on these occasions, if she was slent in the hope of his
gpesking firt, not asyllable would he utter; if she spoketo him indirectly, he assented monaosyllabicaly; if she questioned him,
his answers were brief, constrained, and evasive. Still, though her spirits were depressed, her playfulness had not so totaly
forsaken her, but that it illuminated at intervas the gloom of Nightmare Abbey; and if, on any occasion, she observed in
Scythrop tokens of unextinguished or returning passion, her love of tormenting her lover immediately got the better both of her
grief and her sympathy, though not of her curiosity, which Scythrop seemed determined not to satisfy. This playfulness,
however, wasin agreat measure artificia, and usudly vanished with theirritable Strephon, to whose annoyance it had been
exerted. The GeniusLoci, thetutelaof Nightmare Abbey, the spirit of black melancholy, began to set his sedl on her pallescent
countenance. Scythrop percelved the change, found his tender sympathies awvakened, and did his utmost to comfort the
afflicted damsdl, assuring her that his seeming inattention had only proceeded from his being involved in aprofound meditation
on avery hopeful scheme for the regeneration of human society. Marionetta called him ungrateful, cruel, cold-hearted, and
accompanied her reproaches with many sobs and tears; poor Scythrop growing every moment more soft and submissive---till,
a length, he threw himsdlf at her feet, and declared that no competition of beauty, however dazzling, genius, however
transcendent, talents, however cultivated, or philosophy, however enlightened, should ever make him renounce hisdivine
Marionetta. 'Competition!’ thought Marionetta, and suddenly, with an air of the most freezing indifference, she said, "You are
perfectly at liberty, Sir, to do asyou please; | beg you will follow your own plans, without any reference to me. Scythrop was
confounded. What was become of al her passion and her tears? Still knedling, he kissed her hand with rueful timidity, and said,
in most pathetic accents, ‘Do you not love me, Marionetta? 'No," said Marionetta, with alook of cold composure: 'No.'
Scythrop still looked up increduloudly. 'No, | tell you.' 'Oh! very well, madam,’ said Scythrop, rising, 'if that isthe case, there
arethosein theworld---' "To be sure there are, Sir;---and do you suppose | do not see through your designs, you ungenerous
monster? 'My designs? Marionettal' 'Y es, your designs, Scythrop. Y ou have come here to cast me off, and artfully contrive
that it should gppear to be my doing, and not yours, thinking to quiet your tender conscience with this pitiful stratagem. But do
not suppose that you are of so much consequence to me: do not suppose it: you are of no consequence to me at al---none at
al: therefore, leave me: | renounce you: leave me; why do you not leave me? Scythrop endeavoured to remonstrate, but
without success. Shereiterated her injunctionsto himto leave her, till, in the smplicity of his spirit, he was preparing to comply.
When he had nearly reached the door, Marionettasaid, 'Farewell.' Scythrop looked back. 'Farewell, Scythrop,’ she repeated,
'you will never see me again.' 'Never see you again, Marionetta? 'l shall go from hence to-morrow, perhapsto-day; and
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before we meet again, one of uswill be married, and we might aswell be dead, you know, Scythrop. The sudden change of
her voicein the last few words, and the burst of tears that accompanied them, acted like eectricity on the tender-hearted
youth; and, in another instant, a compl ete reconciliation was accomplished without the intervention of words. There are, indeed,
some learned casuigts, who maintain that love has no language, and that al the misunderstandings and dissensions of lovers
arisefrom thefatal habit of employing words on asubject to which words are ingpplicable; that |ove, beginning with looks, that
isto say, with the physiognomicd expression of congenia menta digpositions, tends through aregular gradation of sgnsand
symbols of affection, to that consummation which is most devouitly to be wished; and that it neither is necessary thet there
should be, nor probable that there would be, asingle word spoken from first to last between two sympathetic spirits, were it
not that the arbitrary ingtitutions of society have raised, at every step of this very smple process, so many complicated
impediments and barriersin the shape of settlements and ceremonies, parents and guardians, lawyers, Jew-brokers, and
parsons, that many an adventurous knight (who, in order to obtain the conquest of the Hesperian fruit, isobliged to fight his
way through al these monsters), isether repulsed at the onset, or vanquished before the achievement of his enterprise: and
such aquantity of unnatura talking is rendered inevitably necessary through al the stages of the progression, that the tender and
volatile spirit of love often takes flight on the pinions of some of the epea pteroenta, or winged words which are pressed into his
service in despite of himself. At this conjuncture, Mr Glowry entered, and Sitting down near them, said, 'l seehow it is; and, as
we are dl sureto be miserable do what we may, there is no need of taking pains to make one another more so; therefore, with
God's blessing and mine, there---joining their hands as he spoke. Scythrop was not exactly prepared for this decisive step; but
he could only ssammer out, 'Redlly, Sir, you are too good;' and Mr Glowry departed to bring Mr Hilary to ratify the act. Now,
whatever truth there may be in the theory of love and language, of which we have so recently spoken, certainit is, that during
Mr Glowry's absence, which lasted half an hour, not asingle word was said by either Scythrop or Marionetta. Mr Glowry
returned with Mr Hilary, who was delighted at the prospect of so advantageous an establishment for his orphan niece, of whom
he consdered himsdf in some manner the guardian, and nothing remained, as Mr Glowry observed, but to fix the day.
Marionetta blushed, and was silent. Scythrop was aso silent for atime, and a length hesitatingly said, ‘'My dear s, your
goodness overpowers me; but redlly you are so precipitate.’ Now, thisremark, if the young lady had madeit, would, whether
shethought it or not---for sincerity isathing of no account on these occasions, nor indeed on any other, according to Mr
Hosky---thisremark, if the young lady had made it, would have been perfectly commeil faut; but, being made by the young
gentleman, it was toute autre chose, and was, indeed, in the eyes of his mistress, amost heinous and irremissible offence.
Marionettawas angry, very angry, but she concealed her anger, and said, calmly and coldly, 'Certainly, you are much too
precipitate, Mr Glowry. | assureyou, Sir, | have by no means made up my mind; and, indeed, asfar as| know it, it inclinesthe
other way; but it will be quite time enough to think of these matters seven years hence.' Before surprise permitted reply, the
young lady had locked hersalf up in her own apartment. 'Why, Scythrop,’ said Mr Glowry, eongating his face exceedingly, 'the
devil iscome among us sure enough, as Mr Toobad observes: | thought you and Marionetta were both of amind.' 'So we are,

| believe, sir,' said Scythrop, gloomily, and stalked away to histower. 'Mr Glowry," said Mr Hilary, 'l do not very well
undergand dl this. 'Whims, brother Hilary,' said Mr Glowry; 'somelittle foolish love quarrel, nothing more. Whims, fresks,
April showers. They will be blown over by to-morrow." 'If not, said Mr Hilary, ‘these April showers have made us April fools!
'Ahl" said Mr Glowry, 'you are ahappy man, and in al your afflictions you can console yourself with ajoke, let it be ever so
bad, provided you crack it yoursdlf. | should be very happy to laugh with you, if it would give you any satisfaction; but, redly,
at present, my heart isso sad, that | find it impossible to levy acontribution on my muscles!’

*

CHAPTER X

ON THE evening on which Mr Agterias had caught a glimpse of afemae figure on the sea-shore, which he had trandated into
the visua sgn of hisinterior cognition of amermaid, Scythrop, retiring to histower, found his study preoccupied. A stranger,
muffled in acloak, was Sitting at histable. Scythrop paused in surprise. The stranger rose at his entrance, and looked a him
intently afew minutes, in slence. The eyes of the stranger alone werevisble. All the rest of the figure was muffled and mantled
inthefolds of ablack cloak, which was raised, by the right hand, to the level of the eyes. This scrutiny being completed, the
stranger, dropping the cloak, said, 'l see, by your physiognomy, that you may be trusted;' and reveded to the astonished
Scythrop afemae form and countenance of dazzling grace and beauty, with long flowing hair of raven blackness, and large
black eyes of dmost oppressive brilliancy, which strikingly contrasted with acomplexion of snowy whiteness. Her dresswas

22



extremely elegant, but had an appearance of foreign fashion, asif both the lady and her mantua-maker were of ‘afar countree.’
"l guess ‘twasfrightful thereto see A lady so richly clad as she, Beautiful exceedingly.” *

For, if it be terrible to one young lady to find another under atree a midnight, it must, afortiori, be much moreterribleto a
young gentleman to find ayoung lady in his study at that hour. If the logical consecutiveness of this conclusion be not manifest
to my readers, | am sorry for their dulness, and must refer them, for more ample eucidation, to atreatise which Mr Flosky
intends to write, on the Categories of Relation, which comprehend Substance and Accident, Cause and Effect, Action and
Re-action. Scythrop, therefore, either was or ought to have been frightened; at dl events, he was astonished; and astonishment,
though not initself fear, is nevertheless agood stage towardsit, and is, indeed, asit were, the half-way house between respect
and terror, according to Mr Burke's graduated scale of the sublime. * "Y ou are surprised,’ said the lady; 'yet why should you
be surprised? If you had met mein adrawing room, and | had been introduced to you by an old woman, it would have been a
matter of course: can the divison of two or three walls, and the absence of an unimportant personage, make the same object
essentidly different in the perception of a philosopher? 'Certainly not,' said Scythrop; 'but when any class of objects has
habitualy presented itself to our perceptionsin invariable conjunction with particular relations, then, on the sudden gppearance
of one object of the class divested of those accompaniments, the essentia difference of therdation is, by an involuntary
process, transferred to the object itsalf, which thus offersitself to our perceptionswith al the strangeness of novelty.' 'You are
aphilosopher,’ said thelady, 'and alover of liberty. Y ou are the author of atreatise, caled "Philosophica Gas,; or, aProject for
aGenerd [llumination of the Human Mind."" 'l am," said Scythrop, ddighted at thisfirst blossom of hisrenown. 'l am astranger
inthiscountry,’ said thelady; 'l have been but afew daysinit, yet | find mysdlf immediately under the necessity of seeking
refuge from an atrocious persecution. | had no friend to whom | could gpply; and, in the midst of my difficulties, accident threw
your pamphlet in my way. | saw that | had, at least, one kindred mind in this nation, and determined to gpply to you.' '‘And
what would you have me do? said Scythrop, more and more amazed, and not alittle perplexed. 'l would have you,’ said the
young lady, 'assst mein finding some place of retreat, where| can remain concealed from the indefatigable search that isbeing
made for me. | have been so nearly caught once or twice already, that | cannot confide any longer in my own ingenuity.'
Doubtless, thought Scythrop, thisis one of my golden candlesticks. ‘I have constructed,’ said he, ‘in thistower, an entranceto a
smdl suite of unknown gpartmentsin the main building, which | defy any creatureliving to detect. If you would liketo remain
thereaday or two, till I can find you amore suitable concealment, you may rely on the honour of atranscendental
eleutherarch."'l rely on mysdlf,' said the lady. 'l act as| please, go where | please, and let the world say what it will. | amrich
enough to set it at defiance. It isthe tyrant of the poor and the feeble, but the dave of those who are above the reach of its
injury.’ Scythrop ventured to inquire the name of hisfair protegee. 'What isaname? said the lady: ‘any namewill servethe
purpose of distinction. Call me Stlla. | see by your looks," she added, 'that you think al this very strange. When you know me
better, your surprise will cease. | submit not to be an accomplice in my sex'sdavery. | am, likeyourself, alover of freedom,
and | carry my theory into practice. They aone are subject to blind authority who have no reliance on their own strength.” Stella
took possession of the recondite gpartments. Scythrop intended to find her another asylum; but from day to day he postponed
hisintention, and by degreesforgot it. The young lady reminded him of it from day to day, till she dso forgot it. Scythrop was
anxiousto learn her history; but she would add nothing to what she had aready communicated, that she was shunning an
atrocious persecution. Scythrop thought of Lord C. and the Alien Act, and said, '‘Asyou will not tell your name, | supposeitis
in the green bag.' Stdla, not understanding what he meant, was silent; and Scythrop, trandating silence into acquiescence,
concluded that he was sheltering an illuminee whom Lord S. suspected of an intention to take the Tower, and st fireto the
Bank: exploits, at least, aslikely to be accomplished by the hands and eyes of ayoung beauty, as by adrunken cobbler and
doctor, armed with a pamphlet and an old stocking. Stella, in her conversations with Scythrop, displayed a highly cultivated
and energetic mind, full of impassioned schemes of liberty, and impatience of masculine usurpation. She had alively sense of dl
the oppressions that are done under the sun; and the vivid pictures which her imagination presented to her of the numberless
scenes of injustice and misery which are being acted a every moment in every part of theinhabited world, gave an habitua
seriousnessto her physiognomy, that made it seem asif asmile had never once hovered on her lips. Shewasintimately
conversant with the German language and literature; and Scythrop listened with delight to her repetitions of her favourite
passages from Schiller and Goethe, and to her encomiums on the sublime Spartacus Weishaupt, theimmorta founder of the
sect of the [lluminati. Scythrop found that his soul had agreater capacity of love than the image of Marionettahad filled. The
form of Stellatook possession of every vacant corner of the cavity, and by degrees displaced that of Marionettafrom many of
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the outworks of the citadd; though the latter till held possession of the keep. He judged, from his new friend calling hersalf
Stdla, that, if it were not her red name, she was an admirer of the principles of the German play from which she had taken it,
and took an opportunity of leading the conversation to that subject; but to his great surprise, the lady spoke very ardently of the
sngleness and exclusveness of love, and declared that the reign of affection was one and indivisible; that it might be
transferred, but could not be participated. 'If | ever love,' said she, 'I shal do so without limit or restriction. | shal hold al
difficultieslight, al sacrifices cheap, dl obstacles gossamer. But for love so totd, | shdl dlam areturn as absolute. | will have
no riva: whether more or less favoured will be of little moment. | will be neither first nor second---1 will be alone. The heart
which | shall possess| will possess entirdly, or entirely renounce.’ Scythrop did not dare to mention the name of Marionetta; he
trembled lest some unlucky accident should reved it to Stella, though he scarcely knew what result to wish or anticipate, and
lived in the double fever of aperpetud dilemma. He could not dissemble to himself that he wasin love, at the sametime, with
two damsels of minds and habits as remote as the antipodes. The scale of predilection aways inclined to the fair one who
happened to be present; but the absent was never effectualy outwel ghed, though the degrees of exatation and depression
varied according to accidenta variationsin the outward and visble sgns of the inward and spiritual graces of hisrespective
charmers. Passing and repassing severd times aday from the company of the one to that of the other, he was like a shuttlecock
between two battledores, changing its direction asrapidly asthe oscillations of apendulum, receiving many a hard knock on
the cork of asengtive heart, and flying from point to point on the feathers of a super-sublimated head. Thiswas an awful state
of things. He had now as much mystery about him as any romantic transcendentalist or transcendental romancer could desire.
He had his esotericd and his exoterica love. He could not endure the thought of losing elther of them, but he trembled when he
imagined the possibility that somefatal discovery might deprive him of both. The old proverb concerning two stringsto abow
gave him some gleams of comfort; but that concerning two stools occurred to him more frequently, and covered hisforehead
with acold perspiration. With Stella, he could indulge fredy in dl his romantic and philosophica visons. He could build castles
intheair, and she would pile towers and turrets on the imaginary edifices. With Marionettait was otherwise: she knew nothing
of theworld and society beyond the sphere of her own experience. Her lifewas al music and sunshine, and she wondered
what any one could see to complain of in such apleasant state of things. Sheloved Scythrop, she hardly knew why; indeed she
was not always sure that sheloved him at dl: shefelt her fondnessincrease or diminish in aninverseratio to his. When she had
manoeuvred him into afever of passionate love, she often felt and dways assumed indifference: if shefound that her coldness
was contagious, and that Scythrop either was, or pretended to be, asindifferent as herself, she would become doubly kind,
and raise him again to that eevation from which she had previoudy thrown him down. Thus, when hislove was flowing, hers
was ebbing: when hiswas ebbing, herswas flowing. Now and then there were moments of levd tide, when reciprocd affection
seemed to promise imperturbable harmony; but Scythrop could scarcely resign his sairit to the pleasing illuson, before the
pinnace of the lover's affections was caught in some eddy of the lady's caprice, and he was whirled away from the shore of his
hopes, without rudder or compass, into an ocean of mists and storms. It resulted, from this system of conduct, that al that
passed between Scythrop and Marionetta consisted in making and unmaking love. He had no opportunity to take measure of
her understanding by conversations on general subjects, and on hisfavourite designs; and, being |eft in this respect to the
exercise of indefinite conjecture, hetook it for granted, as most loverswould do in smilar circumstances, that she had greet
natural talents, which she wasted at present on trifles: but coquetry would end with marriage, and leave room for philosophy to
exert itsinfluence on her mind. Stellahad no coquetry, no disguise: she was an enthusiast in subjects of genera interest; and her
conduct to Scythrop was dways uniform, or rather showed aregular progression of partiaity which seemed fast ripening into
love.

*

CHAPTER XI

SCY THRORP, attending one day the summons to dinner, found in the drawing-room hisfriend Mr Cypress the poet, whom he
had known at college, and who was a great favourite of Mr Glowry. Mr Cypress said, he was on the point of leaving England,
but could not think of doing so without afarewell-look a Nightmare Abbey and his respected friends, the moody Mr Glowry
and the mysterious Mr Scythrop, the sublime Mr Flosky and the pathetic Mr Listless; to dl of whom, and the morbid
hospitdity of the melancholy dwelling in which they were then assembled, he assured them he should always |ook back with as
much affection as hislacerated spirit could fed for any thing. The sympathetic condolence of their respective replies was cut
short by Raven's announcement of ‘dinner on table.' The conversation that took place when the wine wasin circulation, and the
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ladies were withdrawn, we shdl report with our usua scrupulousfiddity.
MR GLOWRY

Y ou areleaving England, Mr Cypress. Thereisaddightful melancholy in saying farewell to an old acquaintance, when the
chances are twenty to one againgt ever meeting again. A smiling bumper to asad parting, and let usall be unhappy together.

MR CY PRESS (filling a bumper)

Thisisthe only socid habit that the disappointed spirit never unlearns.
THE REVEREND MR LARY NX (filling)

Itisthe only piece of academical learning that the finished educatee retains.
MR FLOSKY (filling)

It isthe only objective fact which the sceptic can redlise.

SCYTHRORP (filling)

Itistheonly styptic for ableeding heart.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS (filling)

It isthe only trouble that is very well worth taking.

MR ASTERIAS filling)

Itisthe only key of conversationd truth.

MR TOOBAD (filling)

It isthe only antidote to the great wrath of the devil.

MRHILARY f(filling)

Itisthe only symbol of perfect life. Theinscription 'HIC NON BIBITUR' will suit nothing but atombstone.
MR GLOWRY

Y ou will see many fine old ruins, Mr Cypress, crumbling pillars, and mossy walls---many a one-legged Venus and headless
Minerva---many a Neptune buried in sand--many a Jupiter turned topsy-turvy---many a perforated Bacchus doing duty asa
water-pipe--many reminiscences of the ancient world, which | hope was better worth living in than the modern; though, for
myself, | care not astraw more for one than the other, and would not go twenty milesto see any thing that either could show.

MR CYPRESS

It is something to seek, Mr Glowry. Themind is restless, and must persist in seeking, though to find isto be disgppointed. Do
you fedl no aspirations towards the countries of Socrates and Cicero? No wish to wander among the venerable remains of the
greatness that has passed for ever?

MR GLOWRY
Not agrain.

SCYTHROP
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Itis, indeed, much the same asif alover should dig up the buried form of his mistress, and gaze upon relicswhich are any thing
but hersdf, to wander among afew mouldy ruins, that are only imperfect indexesto lost volumes of glory, and meet at every
step the more melancholy ruins of human nature--a degenerate race of stupid and shrivelled daves, groveling in the lowest
depths of servility and superdtition.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

It isthe fashion to go abroad. | have thought of it myself, but am hardly equd to the exertion. To be sure, alittle eccentricity
and originality are dlowablein some cases,; and the most eccentric and origind of dl charactersis an Englishman who stays at
home.

SCYTHROP

| should have no pleasure in visiting countries that are past all hope of regeneration. Thereis great hope of our own; and it
seemsto me that an Englishman, who, either by his ation in society, or by hisgenius, or (asin your ingtance, Mr Cypress,) by
both, hasthe power of essentidly serving his country in its arduous struggle with its domestic enemies, yet forsakes his country,
whichisdtill sorichin hope, to dwell in otherswhich are only fertilein the ruins of memory, does what none of those ancients,
whose fragmentary memoriasyou venerate, would have donein Smilar circumstances.

MR CYPRESS

Sir, | have quarrelled with my wife; and a man who has quarrelled with hiswifeis absolved from al duty to his country. | have
written an ode to tell the people as much, and they may takeit asthey list.

SCYTHROP

Do you supposg, if Brutus had quarrelled with hiswife, he would have given it as areason to Cassius for having nothing to do
with his enterprise? Or would Cassius have been satisfied with such an excuse?

MR FLOSKY

Brutus was a senator; so isour dear friend: but the cases are different. Brutus had some hope of political good: Mr Cypress
has none. How should he, after what we have seen in France?

SCYTHROP

A Frenchman isborn in harness, ready saddled, bitted, and bridled, for any tyrant to ride. He will fawn under hisrider one
moment, and throw him and kick him to death the next; but another adventurer springs on his back, and by dint of whip and
spur on he goes as before. We may, without much vanity, hope better of oursalves.

MR CYPRESS

| have no hope for mysdf or for others. Our lifeisafase nature; it isnot in the harmony of things, it isan dl-blasting upas,
whose root is earth, and whose leaves are the skies which rain their poison-dews upon mankind. We wither from our youth;
we gasp with undaked thirst for unattainable good; lured from thefirst to the last by phantoms--love, fame, ambition,
avarice--dl idle, and dl ill--one meteor of many names, that vanishesin the smoke of degth.

MR FLOSKY

A most ddightful speech, Mr Cypress. A most amiable and ingtructive philosophy. Y ou have only to impressitstruth on the
mindsof al living men, and lifewill then, indeed, be the desert and the solitude; and | must do you, mysdlf, and our mutua
friends, the justice to observe, that let society only givefair play at one and the sametime, as| flatter mysdf it isinclined to do,
to your system of moras, and my system of metaphysics, and Scythrop's system of politics, and Mr Listlesss system of
manners, and Mr Toobad's system of religion, and the result will be asfineamenta chaos as even theimmorta Kant himsalf
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could ever have hoped to see; in the prospect of which | rejoice.
MR HILARY

'Certainly, ancient, itisnot athing torgoice a:' | am one of those who cannot see the good that isto result from dl this
mystifying and blue-devilling of society. The contrast it presentsto the cheerful and solid wisdom of antiquity istoo forcible not
to strike any one who has the least knowledge of classicd literature. To represent vice and misery as the necessary
accompaniments of genius, isas mischievous asit isfase, and thefeding isasunclassca asthelanguagein whichitisusudly
expressed.

MR TOOBAD

It isour caamity. The devil has come among us, and has begun by taking possession of al the cleverest fellows. Y et, forsooth,
thisisthe enlightened age. Marry, how? Did our ancestors go peeping about with dark lanterns, and do wewalk at our easein
broad sunshine? Where is the manifestation of our light? By what symptoms do you recognise it? What areits Sgns, itstokens,
its symptoms, its symboals, its categories, its conditions? What isit, and why? How, where, when isit to be seen, felt, and
understood? What do we see by it which our ancestors saw not, and which at the sametimeisworth seeing? Weseea
hundred men hanged, where they saw one. We see five hundred transported, where they saw one. We seefive thousand in the
workhouse, when they saw one. We see scores of Bible Societies, where they saw none. We see paper, where they saw gold.
We see men in stays, where they saw men in armour. We see painted faces, where they saw hedlthy ones. We see children
perishing in manufactories, where they saw them flourishing in the fields. We see prisons, where they saw castles We see
masters, where they saw representatives. In short, they saw true men, where we see false knaves. They saw Milton, and we
see Mr Sackbut.

MR FLOSKY

Thefdseknave, ar, ismy honest friend; therefore, 1 beseech you, let him be countenanced. God forbid but aknave should
have some countenance at hisfriend's request.

MR TOOBAD

'‘Good men and true’ was their common term, like the kalos kagathos of the Athenians. It is so long since men have been ether
good or true, that it isto be questioned which is most obsolete, the fact or the phraseol ogy.

MR CYPRESS

Thereisno worth nor beauty but in the mind'sidea. Love sowsthe wind and regps the whirlwind. Confusion, thrice
confounded, isthe portion of him who rests even for an instant on that most brittle of reeds--the affection of a human being.
The sum of our socid destiny isto inflict or to endure.

MR HILARY

Rather to bear and forbear, Mr Cypress--a maxim which you perhaps despise. 1deal beauty isnot the mind's creation: itisred
beautty, refined and purified in the mind's dembic, from the dloy which dways more or less accompaniesit in our mixed and
imperfect nature. But till the gold existsin avery ample degree. To expect too much is a disease in the expectant, for which
human nature is not responsible; and, in the common name of humanity, | protest againgt these fa se and mischievous ravings.
Torail againgt humanity for not being abstract perfection, and againgt human love for not redlising dl the splendid visons of the
poetsof chivary, istorail a the summer for not being al sunshine, and at the rose for not being waysin bloom.

MR CYPRESS

Human love! Loveisnot an inhabitant of the earth. We worship him asthe Athenians did their unknown God: but broken
hearts are the martyrs of hisfaith, and the eye shdl never see the form which phantasy paints, and which passion pursues
through paths of delusive beauty, among flowers whose odours are agonies, and trees whose gums are poison.
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MR HILARY

Y ou tak like aRosicrucian, who will love nothing but asylph, who does not believe in the existence of a sylph, and who yet
quarrelswith the whole universe for not containing a sylph.

MR CYPRESS

The mind isdiseased of its own beauty, and feversinto fase creation. The forms which the sculptor's soul has seized exist only
inhimsdf.

MR FLOSKY

Permit meto discept. They are the mediums of common forms combined and arranged into acommon standard. Theided
beauty of the Helen of Zeuxis was the combined medium of thereal beauity of the virgins of Crotona.

MR HILARY

But to make ideal beauty the shadow in the water, and, like the dog in the fable, to throw away the substance in catching at the
shadow, is scarcely the characteristic of wisdom, whatever it may be of genius. To reconcile man asheisto theworld asit s,
to preserve and improve al that is good, and destroy or dleviate dl that isevil, in physicad and moral nature---have been the
hope and aim of the greatest teachers and ornaments of our species. | will say, too, that the highest wisdom and the highest
genius have been invariably accompanied with cheerfulness. We have sufficient proofs on record that Shakspeare and Socrates
were the most festive of companions. But now the little wisdom and genius we have seem to be entering into a conspiracy
againg cheerfulness.

MR TOOBAD

How can we be cheerful with the devil among us?

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

How can we be cheerful when our nerves are shattered?

MR FLOSKY

How can we be cheerful when we are surrounded by areading public, that is growing too wise for its betters?
SCYTHROP

How can we be cheerful when our great generd designs are crossed every moment by our little particular passions?
MR CYPRESS

How can we be cheerful inthe midst of disappointment and despair?

MR GLOWRY

Let usal be unhappy together.

MR HILARY

Let ussing acatch.

MR GLOWRY

No: anicetragical ballad. The Norfolk Tragedy to the tune of the Hundredth Psalm.
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MR HILARY

| say acatch.

MR GLOWRY

| say no. A song from Mr Cypress.
ALL

A song from Mr Cypress.

MR CY PRESS sung---

Thereisafever of the spirit, The brand of Cain's unresting doom, Which in thelone dark soulsthat bear it Glows like the lamp
in Tullidstomb: Unlike that lamp, its subtle fire Burns, blasts, consumesits cell, the heart, Till, one by one, hope, joy, desire,
Like dreams of shadowy smoke depart.

When hope, love, lifeitsalf, are only Dust---spectra memories---dead and cold--- The unfed fire burns bright and londly, Like
that undying lamp of old: And by that drear illumination, Till timeits clay-built home has rent, Thought broods on feding's
desolation--- The soul isits own monument.

MR GLOWRY

Admirable. Let usdl be unhappy together.

MR HILARY

Now, | say again, acatch.

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

| am for you.

MR HILARY

'Seamen three!

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

Agreed. I'll be Harry Gill, with the voice of three. Begin.
MR HILARY AND THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

Seamen three! What men be ye? Gotham's three wise men we be. Whither in your bowl! so free? To rake the moon from out
the sea. The bowl goestrim. The moon doth shine. And our ballast is oldwine; And your balast isold wine.

Who art thou, so fast adrift? | am hethey call Old Care. Here on board we will theelift. No: | may not enter there. Wherefore
s0? 'Tis Jove's decree, In abowl Care may not be; In abowl Care may not be.

Fear ye not the waves that roll? No: in charmed bowl we swim. What the charm that floats the bowl? Water may not passthe
brim. The bowl goestrim. The moon doth shine. And our ballast isold wine; And your balast isold wine.

This catch was so well executed by the spirit and science of Mr Hilary, and the deep tri-une voice of the reverend gentleman,
that the whole party, in spite of themselves, caught the contagion, and joined in chorus at the conclusion, each raising abumper
tohislips
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The bowl goestrim: the moon doth shine: And our ballast isold wine.

Mr Cypress, having his ballast on board, stepped, the same evening, into his bowl, or travelling chariot, and departed to rake
seas and rivers, lakes and cand's, for the moon of idedl beauity.

*

CHAPTER XI1

IT WAS the custom of the Honourable Mr Listless, on adjourning from the bottle to the ladies, to retire for afew momentsto
make a second toilette, that he might present himsalf in becoming taste. Fatout, attending as usudl, appeared with a
countenance of great dismay, and informed his master that he had just ascertained that the abbey was haunted. Mr Hilary's
gentlewoman, for whom Fatout had lately concelved atendresse, had been, as she expressed it, 'fritted out of her seventeen
senses the preceding night, as she wasretiring to her bedchamber, by a ghastly figure which she had met staking adong one of
the galleries, wrapped in awhite shroud, with abloody turban on its head. She had fainted away with fear; and, when she
recovered, she found hersdlf in the dark, and the figure was gone. 'Sacre---cochon---bleu!" exclaimed Fatout, giving very
deliberate emphasisto every portion of histerrible oath 'l vould not meet de revenant, de ghost---non---not for al de
bowl-de-ponchin de vorld.' 'Fatout,' said the Honourable Mr Listless, 'did | ever see aghost? 'Jamais, monsieur, never.' ‘Then
| hopel never shall, for, in the present shattered state of my nerves, | am afraid it would be too much for me. There---loosen
thelace of my staysalittle, for redly this plebeian practice of eating---Not too |oose---consider my shape. That will do. And |
desire that you bring me no more stories of ghosts; for, though | do not believe in such things, yet, when oneis awake in the
night, oneisapt, if onethinks of them, to have fanciesthat give one akind of achill, particularly if one opensone's eyes
suddenly on one's dressing gown, hanging in the moonlight, between the bed and the window.' The Honourable Mr Listless,
though he had prohibited Fatout from bringing him any more stories of ghosts, could not help thinking of that which Fatout had
aready brought; and, asit was uppermost in his mind, when he descended to the tea and coffee cups, and the rest of the
company inthelibrary, he dmost involuntarily asked Mr FHosky, whom he looked up to as amost oracul ous personage,
whether any story of any ghost that had ever appeared to any one, was entitled to any degree of belief?

MR FLOSKY

By far the greater number, to avery great degree.
THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
Redly, that isvery darming!

MR FLOSKY

Sunt geminaesomni portae There are two gates through which ghosts find their way to the upper air: fraud and salf-delusion. In
the latter case, aghost isadeceptio viszs, an ocular spectrum, an ideawith the force of a sensation. | have seen many ghosts
mysdlf. | dare say there are few in this company who have not seen aghost.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
| am happy to say, | never have, for one.
THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

We have such high authority for ghodts, that it is rank scepticism to disbelieve them. Job saw aghogt, which came for the
express purpose of asking aquestion, and did not wait for an answer.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS

Because Job was too frightened to give one.
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THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

Spectres gppeared to the Egyptians during the darkness with which Moses covered Egypt. The witch of Endor raised the ghost
of Samuel. Moses and Elias appeared on Mount Tabor. An evil spirit was sent into the army of Sennacherib, and exterminated
itinasnglenight.

MR TOOBAD
Saying, Thedevil iscome among you, having great wrath.
MR FLOSKY

Saint Macarius interrogated a skull, which was found in the desert, and made it relate, in presence of severd witnesses, what
was going forward in hell. Saint Martin of Tours, being jedous of a pretended martyr, who wastheriva saint of his
neighbourhood, caled up his ghost, and made him confess that he was damned. Saint Germain, being on histravels, turned out
of aninn alarge party of ghosts, who had every night taken possession of the table d'héte, and consumed a copious supper.

MR HILARY

Jolly ghosts, and no doubt al friars. A smilar party took possession of the cellar of M. Swebach, the painter, in Paris, drank
hiswine, and threw the empty bottles at his head.

THE REVEREND MR LARYNX
An atrocious act.
MR FLOSKY

Pausanias rdates, that the neighing of horses and the tumult of combatants were heard every night on thefield of Marathon: that
those who went purposely to hear these sounds suffered severdly for their curiosity; but those who heard them by accident

passed with impunity.
THE REVEREND MR LARYNX

| once saw aghost mysdf, in my study, which isthe last place where any one but a ghost would look for me. | had not been
into it for three months, and was going to consult Tillotson, when, on opening the door, | saw avenerablefigurein aflanne
dressing gown, Sitting in my armchair, and reading my Jeremy Taylor. It vanished in amoment, and so did |; and what it was or
what it wanted | have never been able to ascertain.

MR FLOSKY

It was an ideawith the force of a sensation. It is seldom that ghosts appeal to two senses at once; but, when | wasin
Devonshire, the following story waswell attested to me. A young woman, whose lover was a Sea, returning one evening over
some solitary fields, saw her lover sitting on a stile over which she wasto pass. Her first emotions were surprise and joy, but
there was a paleness and seriousnessin hisface that made them give place to darm. She advanced towards him, and he said to
her, in asolemn voice, The eyethat hath seen me shal see me no more. Thine eyeisupon me, but | am not." And with these
words he vanished; and on that very day and hour, asit afterwards appeared, he had perished by shipwreck.

The whole party now drew round in acircle, and each related some ghostly anecdote, heedless of theflight of time, till, ina
pause of the conversation, they heard the hollow tongue of midnight sounding twelve.

MR HILARY

All these anecdotes admit of solution on psychological principles. It ismore easy for asoldier, a philosopher, or even asaint, to
be frightened at his own shadow, than for adead man to come out of hisgrave. Medical writers cite athousand singular
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examples of the force of imagination. Persons of feeble, nervous, melancholy temperament, exhausted by fever, by labour, or
by spare diet, will readily conjure up, in the magic ring of their own phantasy, spectres, gorgons, chimagas, and al the objects
of their hatred and their love. We are most of us like Don Quixote, to whom awindmill was agiant, and Dulcineaa magnificent
princess. dl more or less the dupes of our own imagination, though we do not all go so far asto see ghosts, or to fancy
oursalves pipkins and tegpots.

MR FLOSKY

| can safely say | have seen too many ghosts mysdlf to believein their externd existence. | have seen dl kinds of ghosts: black
spirits and white, red spirits and grey. Somein the shapes of venerable old men, who have met mein my rambles at noon,
some of beautiful young women, who have peeped through my curtains at midnight.

THE HONOURABLE MR LISTLESS
And have proved, | doubt not, ‘palpableto feding asto sight.’
MR FLOSKY

By no means, Sir. Y ou reflect upon my purity. Mysdf and my friends, particularly my friend Mr Sackbut, are famous for our
purity. No, Sr, genuine untangible ghodts. | livein aworld of ghosts. | see aghost at this moment.

Mr Hosky fixed his eyes on adoor at the farther end of the library. The company looked in the same direction. The door
slently opened, and aghastly figure, shrouded in white drapery, with the semblance of abloody turban on its head, entered and
stalked dowly up the apartment. Mr Flosky, familiar as he was with ghosts, was not prepared for this apparition, and made the
best of hisway out at the opposite door. Mrs Hilary and Marionetta followed, screaming. The Honourable Mr Listless, by two
turns of hisbody, rolled first off the sofaand then under it. The Reverend Mr Larynx legped up and fled with so much
precipitation, that he overturned the table on the foot of Mr Glowry. Mr Glowry roared with pain in the ear of Mr Toobad. Mr
Toobad's alarm so bewildered his senses, that, missing the door, he threw up one of the windows, jumped out in his panic, and
plunged over head and earsin the moat. Mr Asterias and his son, who were on the watch for their mermaid, were attracted by
the splashing, threw a net over him, and dragged him to land. Scythrop and Mr Hilary meanwhile had hastened to his
assistance, and, on arriving at the edge of the moat, followed by severd servants with ropes and torches, found Mr Asterias
and Aquarius busy in endeavouring to extricate Mr Toobad from the net, who was entangled in the meshes, and floundering
with rage. Scythrop waslost in amazement; but Mr Hilary saw, at one view, al the circumstances of the adventure, and burst
into an immoderate fit of laughter; on recovering from which, he said to Mr Agterias, 'Y ou have caught an odd fish, indeed.' Mr
Toobad was highly exasperated at this unseasonable pleasantry; but Mr Hilary softened his anger, by producing aknife, and
cutting the Gordian knot of his reticular envelopment. 'Y ou see,' said Mr Toobad, 'you see, gentlemen, in my unfortunate
person proof upon proof of the present dominion of the devil in the affairs of thisworld; and | have no doubt but that the
gpparition of this night was Apollyon himsdf in disguise, sent for the express purpose of terrifying meinto this complication of
misadventures. The devil iscome among you, having great wrath, because he knoweth that he hath but a short time.’

*

CHAPTER XI11

MR GLOWRY was much surprised, on occasondly visiting Scythrop's tower, to find the door always locked, and to be kept
sometimes waiting many minutes for admission: during which heinvariably heard aheavy rolling sound like that of aponderous
mangle, or of awaggon on aweighing bridge, or of theatrica thunder. He took little notice of thisfor sometime; at length his
curiosity was excited, and, one day, instead of knocking at the door, as usud, the instant he reached it, he applied his ear to the
key-hole, and like Bottom, in the Midsummer Night's Dream, 'spied avoice," which he guessed to be of the feminine gender,
and knew to be not Scythrop's, whose deeper tones he distinguished at intervals. Having attempted in vain to catch asyllable
of the discourse, he knocked violently at the door, and roared for immediate admission. The voices ceased, the accustomed
rolling sound was heard, the door opened, and Scythrop was discovered done. Mr Glowry looked round to every corner of
the gpartment, and then said, 'Whereisthelady? 'Thelady, Sir? said Scythrop. "Yes, sr, thelady.''Sir, | do not understand
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you."'You don't, Sir? 'No, indeed, sir. Thereisno lady here 'But, Sir, thisis not the only apartment in the tower, and | make
no doubt thereisalady up stairs.' Y ou are welcometo search, Sir.' 'Y es, and while | am searching, she will dip out from some
lurking place, and make her escape.’ 'Y ou may lock thisdoor, sir, and take the key with you.' 'But thereisthe terrace door:
she has escaped by the terrace.’ 'The terrace, Sir, has no other outlet, and the walls are too high for alady to jump down.'
'Wdll, gr, give methe key.' Mr Glowry took the key, searched every nook of the tower, and returned. 'Y ou are afox,
Scythrop, you are an exceedingly cunning fox, with that demure visage of yours. What was that lumbering sound | heard before
you opened the door? 'Sound, Sir? 'Y es, Sir, sound.''My dear Sir, | am not aware of any sound, except my greet table, which
| moved onrigngtolet you in.' Thetablel---let me seethat. No, dir; not atenth part heavy enough, not atenth part.' 'But, g,
you do not consider the laws of acoustics. awhisper becomes aped of thunder in the focus of reverberation. Allow meto
explain this: sounds striking on concave surfaces are reflected from them, and, after reflection, converge to pointswhich arethe
foci of these surfaces. It follows, therefore, that the ear may be so placed in one, that it shall hear a sound better than when
Stuated nearer to the point of thefirst impulse: again, in the case of two concave surfaces placed opposite to each other---'
'Nonsense, sir. Don't tell me of foci. Pray, Sir, will concave surfaces produce two voices when nobody speaks? | heard two
voices, and one was feminine; feminine, Sr: what say you to that? 'Oh, g, | perceive your mistake: | am writing atragedy, and
was acting over ascene to myself. To convince you, | will give you aspecimen; but you must first understand the plot. Itisa
tragedy on the German modd. The Great Mogul isin exile, and hastaken lodgings at Kenangton, with hisonly daughter, the
Princess Rantrorina, who takes in needlework, and keeps aday school. The princessis discovered hemming aset of shirtsfor
the parson of the parish: they are to be marked with alarge R. Enter to her the Great Mogul. A pause, during which they look
at each other expressively. The princess changes colour severd times. The Mogul takes snuff in great agitation. Severa grains
are heard to fall on the stage. His heart is seen to beat through his upper benjamin.---THE MOGUL (with amournful look at
hisleft shoe). 'My shoe-dtring is broken.---THE PRINCESS (after an interval of melancholy reflection). 'l know it.---THE
MOGUL. 'My second shoe-string! Thefirst broke when | lost my empire: the second has broken to-day. When will my poor
heart break?---THE PRINCESS. 'Shoe-strings, hearts, and empires! Mysterious sympathy!" 'Nonsense, sir," interrupted Mr
Glowry. That isnot at dl likethevoicel heard.' 'But, Sir," said Scythrop, ‘a key-hole may be so constructed asto act like an
acoudtic tube, and an acoustic tube, i, will modify sound in avery remarkable manner. Consider the construction of the esr,
and the nature and causes of sound. The externa part of the ear isa cartilaginous funnel.' It wo'n't do, Scythrop. Thereisagirl
concealed in thistower, and find her | will. There are such things as diding panels and secret closets.---He sounded round the
room with his cane, but detected no hollowness.---'| have heard, Sir," he continued, ‘that during my absence, two years ago,
you had adumb carpenter closeted with you day after day. | did not dream that you were laying contrivances for carrying on
secret intrigues. Y oung men will have their way: | had my way when | was ayoung man: but, Sr, when your cousin
Marionetta---" Scythrop now saw that the affair was growing serious. To have clapped his hand upon hisfather's mouth, to
have entreated him to be silent, would, in the first place, not have made him so; and, in the second, would have shown adread
of being overheard by somebody. His only resource, therefore, wasto try to drown Mr Glowry's voice; and, having no other
subject, he continued his description of the ear, raisng hisvoice continualy asMr Glowry raised his. "When your cousin
Marionetta,' said Mr Glowry, ‘whom you profess to love---whom you professto love, sir---' 'Theinternal cand of the ear,’
said Scythrop, 'is partly bony and partly cartilaginous. Thisinternd cand is---' 'Isactudly in the house, Sir; and, when you are
s0 shortly to be---as | expect---' 'Closed at the further end by the membrana tympani---''Joined together in holy
matrimony---' '‘Under which is carried abranch of thefifth pair of nerves---''l say, sir, when you are so shortly to be married
to your cousin Marionetta---" "The cavitas tympani---' A loud noise was heard behind the book-case, which, to the
astonishment of Mr Glowry, opened in the middle, and the massy compartments, with al their weight of books, receding from
each other in the manner of athestrical scene, with aheavy rolling sound (which Mr Glowry immediately recognised to be the
same which had excited his curiosity,) disclosed an interior gpartment, in the entrance of which stood the beautiful Stella, who,
stepping forward, exclaimed, ‘Married! Ishe going to be married? The profligate!" 'Redlly, madam,’ said Mr Glowry, ‘I do not
know what heis going to do, or what | am going to do, or what any oneisgoing to do; for dl thisisincomprehensble."'l can
explainit dl,’ said Scythrop, 'in amost satisfactory manner, if you will but have the goodnessto leave usaone.' 'Pray, S, to
which act of the tragedy of the Great Mogul doesthisincident belong? 'l entreat you, my dear Sr, leave usdone.' Stelathrew
herself into achair, and burst into atempest of tears. Scythrop sat down by her, and took her hand. She snatched her hand
away, and turned her back upon him. Herose, sat down on the other side, and took her other hand. She snatched it away, and
turned from him again. Scythrop continued entresting Mr Glowry to leave them done; but the old gentleman was obstinate, and
would not go. 'l suppose, after dl,' said Mr Glowry mdicioudy, 'it isonly a phaanomenon in acoustics, and thisyoung lady isa
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reflection of sound from concave surfaces.” Some one tapped at the door: Mr Glowry opened it, and Mr Hilary entered. He
had been seeking Mr Glowry, and had traced him to Scythrop'stower. He stood afew momentsin silent surprise, and then
addressed himsdlf to Mr Glowry for an explanation. The explanation,’ said Mr Glowry, 'isvery satisfactory. The Great Mogul
has taken lodgings at Kensington, and the externd part of the ear isa cartilaginous funnd.' 'Mr Glowry, that is no explanation.’
'Mr Hilary, itisal | know about the matter.''Sir, this pleasantry isvery unseasonable. | perceive that my nieceis sported with
inamogt unjustifiable manner, and | shall seeif shewill be more successful in obtaining an intdligible answer.' And he departed
in search of Marionetta. Scythrop was now in a hopeless predicament. Mr Hilary made a hue and cry in the abbey, and
summoned hiswife and Marionettato Scythrop's gpartment. The ladies, not knowing what was the matter, hastened in great
congternation. Mr Toobad saw them sweeping aong the corridor, and judging from their manner that the devil had manifested
hiswrath in some new shape, followed from pure curiosty. Scythrop meanwhile vainly endeavoured to get rid of Mr Glowry
and to pacify Stella. The latter attempted to escape from the tower, declaring she would leave the abbey immediately, and he
should never see her or hear of her more. Scythrop held her hand and detained her by force, till Mr Hilary reappeared with
MrsHilary and Marionetta. Marionetta, seeing Scythrop grasping the hand of a strange beauty, fainted away in the arms of her
aunt. Scythrop flew to her assistance; and Stellawith redoubled anger sprang towards the door, but was intercepted in her
intended flight by being caught in the arms of Mr Toobad, who exclaimed, 'Celindal" 'Papal’ said the young lady disconsolately.
"The devil is come among you,' said Mr Toobad, 'how came my daughter here? 'Y our daughter!" exclaimed Mr Glowry. Y our
daughter!" exclaimed Scythrop, and Mr and MrsHilary. 'Yes,' said Mr Toobad, 'my daughter Celinda." Marionetta opened her
eyes and fixed them on Celinda; Cdlindain return fixed hers on Marionetta. They were a remote points of the apartment.
Scythrop was equidistant from both of them, central and motionless, like Mahomet's coffin. 'Mr Glowry,' said Mr Toobad, ‘can
you tell by what means my daughter came here? '| know no more,' said Mr Glowry, ‘than the Great Mogul.' 'Mr Scythrop,’
said Mr Toobad, 'how came my daughter here? 'l did not know, Sir, that the lady was your daughter. 'But how came she
here? 'By spontaneous locomotion,’ said Scythrop, sullenly. 'Celinda,’ said Mr Toobad, ‘what does al thismean? 'l redly do
not know, gr.' Thisis most unaccountable. When | told you in London that | had chosen a husband for you, you thought
proper to run away from him; and now, to al appearance, you have run awvay to him.' 'How, sir! was that your choice?
'Precisdy; and if heisyourstoo we shdl be both of amind, for thefirst timein our lives' 'Heisnot my choice, sr. Thislady
hasaprior clam: | renounce him.' ‘And | renounce him,' said Marionetta. Scythrop knew not what to do. He could not attempt
to conciliate the one without irreparably offending the other; and he was so fond of both, that the idea of depriving himslf for
ever of the society of ether wasintolerable to him: he therefore retreated into his stronghold, mystery; maintained an
impenetrable silence; and contented himsalf with stealing occasionally a deprecating glance at each of the objects of hisidolatry.
Mr Toobad and Mr Hilary, in the mean time, were each inasting on an explanation from Mr Glowry, who they thought had
been playing adouble game on this occasion. Mr Glowry was vainly endeavouring to persuade them of hisinnocencein the
whole transaction. Mrs Hilary was endeavouring to mediate between her husband and brother. The Honourable Mr Listless,
the Reverend Mr Larynx, Mr Flosky, Mr Asterias, and Aquarius, were attracted by the tumult to the scene of action, and were
appeded to severdly and conjointly by the respective disputants. Multitudinous questions, and answers en masse, composed a
charivari, to which the genius of Rossini done could have given a suitable accompaniment, and which was only terminated by
Mrs Hilary and Mr Toobad retreating with the captive damsels. The whole, party followed, with the exception of Scythrop,
who threw himself into hisarm-chair, crossed hisleft foot over hisright knee, placed the hollow of hisleft hand on theinterior
ancleof hisleft leg, rested hisright ebow on the elbow of the chair, placed the bal of hisright thumb againgt hisright temple,
curved the forefinger dong the upper part of hisforehead, rested the point of the middle finger on the bridge of hisnose, and
the points of the two others on the lower part of the pam, fixed his eyesintently on the veinsin the back of hisleft hand, and
sat in this position like the immovesble Theseus, who, asiswell known to many who have not been at college, and to some few
who have, sedet agernumque sedebit. We hope the admirers of the minutisein poetry and romance will appreciate this accurate
description of apensive dtitude.

*

CHAPTER X1V

SCYTHROP was till in this position when Raven entered to announce that dinner was on table. 'l cannot come,’ said
Scythrop. Raven sighed. 'Something is the matter, said Raven: 'but man isborn to trouble.’ ‘Leave me," said Scythrop: 'go, and
croak dsawhere’ Thusitis,' said Raven. 'Five-and-twenty years have | lived in Nightmare Abbey, and now dl the reward of
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my affection is--Go, and croak elsewhere. | have danced you on my knee, and fed you with marrow." 'Good Raven,’ said
Scythrop, 'l entreat you to leave me.' 'Shadl | bring your dinner here? said Raven. 'A boiled fowl and aglass of Madeiraare
prescribed by the faculty in cases of low spirits. But you had better join the party: it is very much reduced aready.’ 'Reduced!
how? "The Honourable Mr Listlessis gone. He declared that, what with family quarrelsin the morning, and ghosts at night, he
could get neither deep nor peace; and that the agitation was too much for his nerves: though Mr Glowry assured him that the
ghost was only poor Crow waking in his deep, and that the shroud and bloody turban were a sheet and ared nightcap.' "Well,
sr? 'The Reverend Mr Larynx has been caled off on duty, to marry or bury (I don't know which) some unfortunate person or
persons, a Claydyke: but man isborn to trouble!" 'Isthat al? 'No. Mr Toobad is gone too, and a strange lady with him.'
'Gonel’ 'Gone. And Mr and MrsHilary, and Miss O'Carroll: they areal gone. Thereisnobody left but Mr Agterias and his
son, and they are going to-night." Then | have lost them both.' "Won't you cometo dinner? 'No.' 'Shdl | bring your dinner
here? 'Y es. 'What will you have? 'A pint of port and apistol.’'A pistol!" 'And apint of port. | will make my exit like Werter.
Go. Stay. Did Miss O'Carroll say any thing? 'No.' 'Did Miss Toobad say any thing? 'The strange lady? No.' 'Did ether of
them cry? 'No.' 'What did they do? 'Nothing.' 'What did Mr Toobad say? 'He said, fifty times over, the devil was come
among us."'And they are gone? 'Y es; and the dinner is getting cold. Thereisatime for every thing under the sun. Y ou may as
well dinefirst, and be miserable afterwards.’ True, Raven. Thereis something in that. | will take your advice: therefore, bring
me---' "The port and the pistol? 'No; the boiled fowl and Madeira.' Scythrop had dined, and was sSipping his Madeiraalone,
immersed in melancholy musing, when Mr Glowry entered, followed by Raven, who, having placed an additional glassand set
achair for Mr Glowry, withdrew. Mr Glowry sat down opposite Scythrop. After a pause, during which each filled and drank
inslence, Mr Glowry said, 'So, sir, you have played your cardswell. | proposed Miss Toobad to you: you refused her. Mr
Toobad proposed you to her: sherefused you. Y ou fdl in love with Marionetta, and were going to poison yoursdlf, because,
from pure fatherly regard to your temporal interests, | withheld my consent. When, at length, | offered you my consent, you
told me | wastoo precipitate. And, after dl, | find you and Miss Toobad living together in the same tower, and behaving in
every respect like two plighted lovers. Now, sir, if there be any rationa solution of al this absurdity, | shal be very much
obliged to you for asmadl glimmering of information.' The solution, gr, isof little moment; but | will leaveit in writing for your
satisfaction. The crisis of my fateis come: theworld isa stage, and my direction isexit.''Do not talk so, sir;---do not talk o,
Scythrop. What would you have? 'l would have my love.'And pray, Sr, who isyour love?
'Celinda---Marionetta---either---both.' '‘Both! That may do very well in a German tragedy; and the Great Mogul might have
found it very feasblein hislodgings at Kensington; but it will not do in Lincolnshire. Will you have Miss Toobad? 'Yes''And
renounce Marionetta? 'No.' 'But you must renounce one." 'l cannot.' 'And you cannot have both. What isto be done? 'l must
shoot mysdlf.' 'Don't talk so, Scythrop. Be rationa, my dear Scythrop. Consider, and make a cool, calm choice, and | will
exert mysdlf inyour behdf.' Why should | choose, sir? Both have renounced *me*: | have no hope of ether.’ "Tell mewhich
you will have, and | will plead your causeirresstibly.' "Well, gr,---1 will have---no, gir, | cannot renounce either. | cannot
choose either. | am doomed to be the victim of eterna disappointments; and | have no resource but a pistol.’
‘Scythrop---Scythrop;---if one of them should come to you---what then? "That, Sir, might ater the case: but that cannot be.' It
can be, Scythrop; it will be: | promiseyou it will be. Have but alittle patience---but aweek's patience; and it shal be. ‘A week,
dr, isan age: but, to obligeyou, asalast act of filid duty, | will live another week. It isnow Thursday evening, twenty-five
minutes past seven. At thishour and minute, on Thursday next, love and fate shal smileon me, or | will drink my last pint of
port in thisworld.' Mr Glowry ordered histravelling chariot, and departed from the abbey.

*

CHAPTER XV

THE DAY dfter Mr Glowry's departure was one of incessant rain, and Scythrop repented of the promise he had given. The
next day was one of bright sunshine: he sat on the terrace, read atragedy of Sophocles, and was not sorry, when Raven
announced dinner, to find himsdlf dive. On the third evening, the wind blew, and the rain beat, and the owl flapped againgt his
windows, and he put anew flint in his pistol. On the fourth day, the sun shone again; and he locked the pistol up in adrawer,
where hel€eft it undisturbed, till the morning of the eventful Thursday, when he ascended the turret with atelescope, and spied
anxioudy along the road that crossed the fens from Claydyke: but nothing appeared on it. He watched in this manner from ten
A.M. till Raven summoned him to dinner at five; when he stationed Crow at the telescope, and descended to hisown
funeral-feast. Heleft open the communications between the tower and turret, and called aoud at intervalsto Crow,---'Crow,
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Crow, isany thing coming? Crow answered, The wind blows, and the windmillsturn, but | see nothing coming;' and, at every
answer, Scythrop found the necessity of raising his spiritswith abumper. After dinner, he gave Raven hiswatch to set by the
abbey clock. Raven brought it, Scythrop placed it on the table, and Raven departed. Scythrop called again to Crow; and
Crow, who had falen adeep, answered mechanicaly, 'l see nothing coming.' Scythrop laid his pistol between hiswatch and his
bottle. The hour-hand passed the V11 .---the minute-hand moved on;---it was within three minutes of the gppointed time.
Scythrop called again to Crow: Crow answered as before. Scythrop rang the bell: Raven appeared. 'Raven,’ said Scythrop,
‘the clock istoo fast.' 'No, indeed,’ said Raven, who knew nothing of Scythrop'sintentions; 'if any thing, itistoo dow.' Villain!'
said Scythrop, pointing the pistol a him; ‘it istoo fast.' 'Y es--yes---too fast, | meant,’ said Raven, in manifest fear. 'How much
too fast? said Scythrop. '"As much asyou please,’ said Raven. 'How much, | say? said Scythrop, pointing the pistol again. 'An
hour, afull hour, Sr,' said the terrified butler. 'Put back my watch,’ said Scythrop. Raven, with trembling hand, was putting
back the watch, when the rattle of wheels was heard in the court; and Scythrop, springing down the stairs by three steps
together, was at the door in sufficient time to have handed ether of the young ladies from the carriage, if she had happened to
beinit; but Mr Glowry was done. 'l rgoiceto seeyou,’ said Mr Glowry;' | was fearful of being too late, for | waited till the
last moment in the hope of accomplishing my promise; but al my endeavours have been vain, asthese letterswill show.
Scythrop impatiently broke the sedls. The contents were these:

Almost astranger in England, | fled from parenta tyranny, and the dread of an arbitrary marriage, to the protection of a
stranger and a philosopher, whom | expected to find something better than, or a least something different from, the rest of his
worthless species. Could I, after what has occurred, have expected nothing more from you than the common-place
impertinence of sending your father to trest with me, and with mine, for me? | should be alittle moved in your favour, if | could
believe you capable of carrying into effect the resolutions which your father says you have taken, in the event of my proving
inflexible; though | doubt not you will execute them, asfar asrelatesto the pint of wine, twice over, at least. | wish you much
happiness with Miss O'Carrall. | shall dways cherish agrateful recollection of Nightmare Abbey, for having been the means of
introducing meto atrue transcendentaist; and, though heisalittle older than mysdlf, whichisdl onein Germany, | shal very
soon have the pleasure of subscribing myself CELINDA FLOSKY.

| hope, my dear cousin, that you will not be angry with me, but that you will dwaysthink of me asasncere friend, who will
adwaysfed interested in your welfare; | am sure you love Miss Toobad much better than me, and | wish you much happiness
with her. Mr Listless assures methat people do not kill themsalves for love now-a-days, though it is till the fashion to talk
about it. | shdl, in avery short time, change my name and situation, and shal dways be happy to see you in Berkeley Square,
when, to the unalterable designation of your affectionate cousin, | shal subjoin the sgnature of MARIONETTA LISTLESS.

Scythrop tore both the letters to atoms, and railed in good set terms against the fickleness of women. '‘Calm yoursdlf, my dear
Scythrop,’ said Mr Glowry; 'there are yet maidensin England.’ 'Very true, sir,' said Scythrop. ‘And the next time,' said Mr
Glowry, 'have but one string to your bow.' 'Very good advice, Sir,' said Scythrop. 'And, besides, said Mr Glowry, ‘the fatal
timeispad, for itisnow amost eight.' Then that villain, Raven," said Scythrop, 'deceived me when he said that the clock was
too fast; but, as you observe very justly, the time has gone by, and | have just reflected that these repesated crossesin love
qualify meto take avery advanced degree in misanthropy; and thereis, therefore, good hope that | may make afigurein the
world. But | shdl ring for the rascal Raven, and admonish him." Raven appeared. Scythrop looked at him very fiercely two or
three minutes;, and Raven, till remembering the pistol, stood quiaking in mute apprehension, till Scythrop, pointing significantly
towards the dining-room, said, 'Bring some Madeira'

THE END
notes

[All notes are Peacock's except those within square brackets (which Informa added). Informa apologisesfor the
incompleteness of the notes; and hopes to finish them soon.]

[* A composite of: Hudibras Part I, Canto i, 505-06; Part |11, cantoiii, 19-20; and Satire upon the Weakness and Misery of
Man, 71-72 and 229-31.]
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Chapter | [* "I have elected to chirrup, and cackle as a Goose among Swans, as the Proverb hath it, rather than be esteemed
dumb among so many gentle Poets and doquent Orators.” (from W. F. Smith'strandation.)]

[* "Chrigtabdl," by S.T. Coleridge wasfirst published (together with Kubla Khan and The Pains of Sleep) in 1816: Part 11
begins

Each matin bell, the baron saith, Knells us back to aworld of death. These words Sir Leolinefirst said, When herose and
found hislady dead: These words Sir Leoline will say Many amorn to hisdying day! (332-37)]

« A corruption of Filosky, quas Philoskios, alover, or sectator, of shadows. [ This character partly parodies Coleridge.]

[* Thischaracter is based on John Frank Newton, who a so provides the moded for Mr Ramsbottom in Crotchet Castle and
some characteristics of Mr Escot in Headlong Hall. In hisMemoirs of Percy Bysshe Shelley (Part 1), Peacock describes
Newton:

He was an estimable man and an agreeable companion, and he was not the less amusing that he was the absolute
impersonation of asingle theory, or rather of two single theoriesrolled into one. He held that al diseases and dl aberrations,
mora and physical, had their origin in the use of animal food and of fermented and spirituous liquors, that the universa adoption
of adiet of roots, fruits, and distilled* water, would restore the golden age of universal hedlth, purity, and peace; that this most
ancient and sublime mordity was mystically incul cated in the most ancient Zodiac, which wasthat of Dendera; that this Zodiac
was divided into two hemispheres, the upper hemisphere being the realm of Oromazes or the principle of good, the lower that
of Ahrimanes or the principle of evil; that each of these hemispheres was again divided into two compartments, and that the
four lines of division radiating from the centre were the prototype of the Christian cross. The two compartments of Oromazes
were those of Uranus or Brahmathe Creator, and of Saturn or Veishnu the Preserver. The two compartments of Ahrimanes
were those of Jupiter or Sevathe Destroyer, and of Apollo or Krishnathe Restorer. The great mord doctrine was thus
symbolized in the Zodiacal sgns.---In thefirst compartment, Taurusthe Bull, having in the ancient Zodiac atorch in his mouth,
was the type of eternd light. Cancer the Crab wasthe type of celestia matter, deeping under the al-covering water, on which
Brahmafloated in alotus-flower for millions of ages. From the union, typified by Gemini, of light and celestial matter, issued in
the second compartment Leo, Primogenia Love, mounted on the back of a Lion, who produced the pure and perfect nature of
thingsin Virgo, and Librathe Balance denoted the coincidence of the ecliptic with the equator, and the equdity of man's happy
exigence. In the third compartment, the first entrance of evil into the system was typified by the change of celetid into
terrestria matter---Cancer into Scorpio. Under this evil influence man became a hunter, Sagittarius the Archer, and pursued the
wild animas, typified by Capricorn. Then, with animal food and cookery, came degth into the world, and al our woe. But in
the fourth compartment, Dhanwantari or AEsculapius, Aquarius the Waterman, arose from the seg, typified by Piscesthe Fish,
with ajug of pure water and abunch of fruit, and brought back the period of universal happiness under Ariesthe Ram, whose
benignant ascendancy was the golden fleece of the Argonauts, and the true talisman of Oromazes. He saw the Zodiac in
everything. | waswalking with him one day on acommon near Bracknell, when we came on a public-house which had the sign
of the Horse-shoes. They werefour on the sign, and heimmediately determined that this number had been handed down from
remote antiquity as representative of the compartments of the Zodiac. He stepped into the public-house, and said to the
landlord, "Y our Sgnisthe Horse-shoes?'---"Yes, gr." "Thissign has always four Horse-shoes?'---"Why mostly, sr.” "Not
aways?'---"| think | have seenthree" "I cannot divide the Zodiac into three. But it ismostly four. Do you know why it is
mostly four?'---"Why, Sir, | suppose because a horse has four legs." He bounced out in grest indignation, and as soon as|
joined him, he said to me, "Did you ever see such afool?* From H. F. B. Brett-Smith (ed.),Peacock's Memoirs of Shelley,
London (1909), pp. 30-32. * He held that water in its natural state was full of noxious impurities, which were only to be got rid
of by didtillation]

Chapter 11 * See Forsyth's Principles of Mora Science.
Chapter IV * We are not masters of the whole vocabulary. See any nove by any literary lady.

Chapter V [* "Hush, hush; softly, softly; et us not make confusion™ from Rossini's Barber of Seville Act 11.]
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Chapter VI [* Henry V, Act IV, <. i ]

Chapter VII [* John Milton, Comus, 882.]

Chapter VIII [* A Midsummer Night's Dream, Act V, sC. i.]

Chapter X [* S.T. Coleridge, Christabdl, Part |. 66-68; "afar countree," isfrom ibid., 225; the unfortunate occurrence of a
young lady finding another under atree a midnight, in the following sentence, isfound inibid., Part 11. 37-70.]

There must be some mistake in this, for the whole honourable band of gentlemen-pens oners has resolved unanimoudly,
that Mr. Burke was avery sublime person, particularly after he had prostituted his own soul, and betrayed his country
and mankind, for 1200I. ayear: yet he does not gppear to have been avery terrible personage, and certainly went off
with avery smdl portion of human respect, though he contrived to excite, in agrest degree, the astonishment of dl
honest men. Our immaculate laureate [ Southey] (who gives usto understand that, if he had not been purified by holy
meatrimony into amysticd type, hewould have died avirgin,) is another sublime gentleman of the same genus. hevery
much astonished some persons when he sold his birthright for apot of sack; but not even his Sosahasagrain of
respect for him, though, doubtless, he thinks his name very terrible to the enemy, when heflourisheshis
criticopoeticopolitical tomahawk, and sets up hisIndian yell for the blood of hisold friends: but, a best, heisamere
political scarecrow, aman of straw, ridiculousto al who know of what material heis made; and to none more so, than
to those who have stuffed him, and set him up, asthe Prigpus of the garden of the golden apples of corruption. [See
Edmund Burke, A Philosophica Inquiry into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful London (1757) for a
"graduated scae of the sublime.""]

[Nightmare Abbey wasfirst published in 1818, and lightly revised in 1837 by the author. See Peacock's Preface to VVolume
LVII of Bentley's Standard Novels. . . ]
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