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The	  World	  Is	  Too	  Much	  With	  Us	  
BY	  WILLIAM	  WORDSWORTH	  

The	  world	  is	  too	  much	  with	  us;	  late	  and	  soon,	  
Getting	  and	  spending,	  we	  lay	  waste	  our	  powers;—	  
Little	  we	  see	  in	  Nature	  that	  is	  ours;	  
We	  have	  given	  our	  hearts	  away,	  a	  sordid	  boon!	  
This	  Sea	  that	  bares	  her	  bosom	  to	  the	  moon;	  
The	  winds	  that	  will	  be	  howling	  at	  all	  hours,	  
And	  are	  up-‐gathered	  now	  like	  sleeping	  flowers;	  
For	  this,	  for	  everything,	  we	  are	  out	  of	  tune;	  
It	  moves	  us	  not.	  Great	  God!	  I’d	  rather	  be	  
A	  Pagan	  suckled	  in	  a	  creed	  outworn;	  
So	  might	  I,	  standing	  on	  this	  pleasant	  lea,	  
Have	  glimpses	  that	  would	  make	  me	  less	  forlorn;	  
Have	  sight	  of	  Proteus	  rising	  from	  the	  sea;	  
Or	  hear	  old	  Triton	  blow	  his	  wreathèd	  horn.	  
	  
Lines,	  Composed	  a	  Few	  Miles	  above	  Tintern	  Abbey,	  
or	  Revisiting	  the	  Banks	  of	  the	  Wye	  during	  a	  
Tour,	  July	  13,	  1798	  

William	  Wordsworth	  
Source:	  	  Poems,	  Volume	  I,	  ed.	  John	  G.	  Hayden	  
(Harmondsworth:	  Penguin,	  1977),	  357-‐362.	  	  (Line	  
numbers	  are	  in	  brackets)	  

	  
	  
Five	  years	  have	  past;	  five	  summers,	  with	  the	  length	  
Of	  five	  long	  winters!	  and	  again	  I	  hear	  
These	  waters,	  rolling	  from	  their	  mountain-‐springs	  
With	  a	  soft	  inland	  murmur.—Once	  again	  
Do	  I	  behold	  these	  steep	  and	  lofty	  cliffs,	  	  
That	  on	  a	  wild	  secluded	  scene	  impress	  
Thoughts	  of	  more	  deep	  seclusion;	  and	  connect	  
The	  landscape	  with	  the	  quiet	  of	  the	  sky.	  
The	  day	  is	  come	  when	  I	  again	  repose	  

	  [10]	  	  Here,	  under	  this	  dark	  sycamore,	  and	  view	  	  
These	  plots	  of	  cottage-‐ground,	  these	  orchard-‐tufts,	  
Which	  at	  this	  season,	  with	  their	  unripe	  fruits,	  
Are	  clad	  in	  one	  green	  hue,	  and	  lose	  themselves	  
'Mid	  groves	  and	  copses.	  Once	  again	  I	  see	  
These	  hedge-‐rows,	  hardly	  hedge-‐rows,	  little	  lines	  	  
Of	  sportive	  wood	  run	  wild:	  these	  pastoral	  farms,	  
Green	  to	  the	  very	  door;	  and	  wreaths	  of	  smoke	  
Sent	  up,	  in	  silence,	  from	  among	  the	  trees!	  
With	  some	  uncertain	  notice,	  as	  might	  seem	  
[20]	  Of	  vagrant	  dwellers	  in	  the	  houseless	  woods,	  	  
Or	  of	  some	  Hermit's	  cave,	  where	  by	  his	  fire	  
The	  Hermit	  sits	  alone.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  These	  beauteous	  forms,	  
Through	  a	  long	  absence,	  have	  not	  been	  to	  me	  
As	  is	  a	  landscape	  to	  a	  blind	  man's	  eye:	  	  
But	  oft,	  in	  lonely	  rooms,	  and	  'mid	  the	  din	  
Of	  towns	  and	  cities,	  I	  have	  owed	  to	  them,	  
In	  hours	  of	  weariness,	  sensations	  sweet,	  
Felt	  in	  the	  blood,	  and	  felt	  along	  the	  heart;	  
And	  passing	  even	  into	  my	  purer	  mind,	  	  
[30]	  With	  tranquil	  restoration:—feelings	  too	  
Of	  unremembered	  pleasure:	  such,	  perhaps,	  
As	  have	  no	  slight	  or	  trivial	  influence	  
On	  that	  best	  portion	  of	  a	  good	  man's	  life,	  
His	  little,	  nameless,	  unremembered,	  acts	  	  
Of	  kindness	  and	  of	  love.	  Nor	  less,	  I	  trust,	  
To	  them	  I	  may	  have	  owed	  another	  gift,	  
Of	  aspect	  more	  sublime;	  that	  blessed	  mood,	  
In	  which	  the	  burthen	  of	  the	  mystery,	  
In	  which	  the	  heavy	  and	  the	  weary	  weight	  	  
[40]	  Of	  all	  this	  unintelligible	  world,	  
Is	  lightened:—that	  serene	  and	  blessed	  mood,	  
In	  which	  the	  affections	  gently	  lead	  us	  on,—	  
Until,	  the	  breath	  of	  this	  corporeal	  frame	  
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And	  even	  the	  motion	  of	  our	  human	  blood	  	  
Almost	  suspended,	  we	  are	  laid	  asleep	  
In	  body,	  and	  become	  a	  living	  soul:	  
While	  with	  an	  eye	  made	  quiet	  by	  the	  power	  
Of	  harmony,	  and	  the	  deep	  power	  of	  joy,	  
We	  see	  into	  the	  life	  of	  things.	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	   	   	   	   If	  this	  
[50]	  Be	  but	  a	  vain	  belief,	  yet,	  oh!	  how	  oft—	  
In	  darkness	  and	  amid	  the	  many	  shapes	  
Of	  joyless	  daylight;	  when	  the	  fretful	  stir	  
Unprofitable,	  and	  the	  fever	  of	  the	  world,	  	  
Have	  hung	  upon	  the	  beatings	  of	  my	  heart—	  
How	  oft,	  in	  spirit,	  have	  I	  turned	  to	  thee,	  
O	  sylvan	  Wye!	  thou	  wanderer	  thro'	  the	  woods,	  
How	  often	  has	  my	  spirit	  turned	  to	  thee!	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  

And	  now,	  with	  gleams	  of	  half-‐extinguished	  thought,	  	  
With	  many	  recognitions	  dim	  and	  faint,	  
[60]	  And	  somewhat	  of	  a	  sad	  perplexity,	  
The	  picture	  of	  the	  mind	  revives	  again:	  
While	  here	  I	  stand,	  not	  only	  with	  the	  sense	  
Of	  present	  pleasure,	  but	  with	  pleasing	  thoughts	  	  
That	  in	  this	  moment	  there	  is	  life	  and	  food	  
For	  future	  years.	  And	  so	  I	  dare	  to	  hope,	  
Though	  changed,	  no	  doubt,	  from	  what	  I	  was	  when	  
first	  
I	  came	  among	  these	  hills;	  when	  like	  a	  roe	  
I	  bounded	  o'er	  the	  mountains,	  by	  the	  sides	  	  
Of	  the	  deep	  rivers,	  and	  the	  lonely	  streams,	  
[70]	  Wherever	  nature	  led:	  more	  like	  a	  man	  
Flying	  from	  something	  that	  he	  dreads,	  than	  one	  
Who	  sought	  the	  thing	  he	  loved.	  For	  nature	  then	  
(The	  coarser	  pleasures	  of	  my	  boyish	  days,	  	  
And	  their	  glad	  animal	  movements	  all	  gone	  by)	  
To	  me	  was	  all	  in	  all.—I	  cannot	  paint	  
What	  then	  I	  was.	  The	  sounding	  cataract	  
Haunted	  me	  like	  a	  passion:	  the	  tall	  rock,	  
The	  mountain,	  and	  the	  deep	  and	  gloomy	  wood,	  	  
Their	  colours	  and	  their	  forms,	  were	  then	  to	  me	  
[80]	  An	  appetite;	  a	  feeling	  and	  a	  love,	  
That	  had	  no	  need	  of	  a	  remoter	  charm,	  
By	  thought	  supplied,	  nor	  any	  interest	  
Unborrowed	  from	  the	  eye.—That	  time	  is	  past,	  	  
And	  all	  its	  aching	  joys	  are	  now	  no	  more,	  
And	  all	  its	  dizzy	  raptures.	  Not	  for	  this	  
Faint	  I,	  nor	  mourn	  nor	  murmur;	  other	  gifts	  
Have	  followed;	  for	  such	  loss,	  I	  would	  believe,	  
Abundant	  recompence.	  For	  I	  have	  learned	  	  
To	  look	  on	  nature,	  not	  as	  in	  the	  hour	  
[90]	  Of	  thoughtless	  youth;	  but	  hearing	  oftentimes	  
The	  still,	  sad	  music	  of	  humanity,	  
Nor	  harsh	  nor	  grating,	  though	  of	  ample	  power	  
To	  chasten	  and	  subdue.	  And	  I	  have	  felt	  	  
A	  presence	  that	  disturbs	  me	  with	  the	  joy	  
Of	  elevated	  thoughts;	  a	  sense	  sublime	  
Of	  something	  far	  more	  deeply	  interfused,	  
Whose	  dwelling	  is	  the	  light	  of	  setting	  suns,	  

And	  the	  round	  ocean	  and	  the	  living	  air,	  	  
And	  the	  blue	  sky,	  and	  in	  the	  mind	  of	  man:	  
[100]	  A	  motion	  and	  a	  spirit,	  that	  impels	  
All	  thinking	  things,	  all	  objects	  of	  all	  thought,	  
And	  rolls	  through	  all	  things.	  Therefore	  am	  I	  still	  
A	  lover	  of	  the	  meadows	  and	  the	  woods,	  	  
And	  mountains;	  and	  of	  all	  that	  we	  behold	  
From	  this	  green	  earth;	  of	  all	  the	  mighty	  world	  
Of	  eye,	  and	  ear,—both	  what	  they	  half	  create,	  
And	  what	  perceive;	  well	  pleased	  to	  recognise	  
In	  nature	  and	  the	  language	  of	  the	  sense,	  	  
The	  anchor	  of	  my	  purest	  thoughts,	  the	  nurse,	  
[110]	  The	  guide,	  the	  guardian	  of	  my	  heart,	  and	  soul	  
Of	  all	  my	  moral	  being.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	   	   	   Nor	  perchance,	  
If	  I	  were	  not	  thus	  taught,	  should	  I	  the	  more	  	  
Suffer	  my	  genial	  spirits	  to	  decay:	  
For	  thou	  art	  with	  me	  here	  upon	  the	  banks	  
Of	  this	  fair	  river;	  thou	  my	  dearest	  Friend,	  
My	  dear,	  dear	  Friend;	  and	  in	  thy	  voice	  I	  catch	  
The	  language	  of	  my	  former	  heart,	  and	  read	  	  
My	  former	  pleasures	  in	  the	  shooting	  lights	  
Of	  thy	  wild	  eyes,	  Oh!	  yet	  a	  little	  while	  
[120]	  May	  I	  behold	  in	  thee	  what	  I	  was	  once,	  
My	  dear,	  dear	  Sister!	  and	  this	  prayer	  I	  make,	  
Knowing	  that	  Nature	  never	  did	  betray	  	  
The	  heart	  that	  loved	  her;	  'tis	  her	  privilege,	  
Through	  all	  the	  years	  of	  this	  our	  life,	  to	  lead	  
From	  joy	  to	  joy:	  for	  she	  can	  so	  inform	  
The	  mind	  that	  is	  within	  us,	  so	  impress	  
With	  quietness	  and	  beauty,	  and	  so	  feed	  	  
With	  lofty	  thoughts,	  that	  neither	  evil	  tongues,	  
Rash	  judgments,	  nor	  the	  sneers	  of	  selfish	  men,	  
[130]	  Nor	  greetings	  where	  no	  kindness	  is,	  nor	  all	  
The	  dreary	  intercourse	  of	  daily	  life,	  
Shall	  e'er	  prevail	  against	  us,	  or	  disturb	  	  
Our	  cheerful	  faith,	  that	  all	  which	  we	  behold	  
Is	  full	  of	  blessings.	  Therefore	  let	  the	  moon	  
Shine	  on	  thee	  in	  thy	  solitary	  walk;	  
And	  let	  the	  misty	  mountain-‐winds	  be	  free	  
To	  blow	  against	  thee:	  and,	  in	  after	  years,	  	  
When	  these	  wild	  ecstasies	  shall	  be	  matured	  
Into	  a	  sober	  pleasure;	  when	  thy	  mind	  
[140]	  Shall	  be	  a	  mansion	  for	  all	  lovely	  forms,	  
Thy	  memory	  be	  as	  a	  dwelling-‐place	  
For	  all	  sweet	  sounds	  and	  harmonies;	  oh!	  then,	  	  
If	  solitude,	  or	  fear,	  or	  pain,	  or	  grief,	  
Should	  be	  thy	  portion,	  with	  what	  healing	  thoughts	  
Of	  tender	  joy	  wilt	  thou	  remember	  me,	  
And	  these	  my	  exhortations!	  Nor,	  perchance—	  
If	  I	  should	  be	  where	  I	  no	  more	  can	  hear	  	  
Thy	  voice,	  nor	  catch	  from	  thy	  wild	  eyes	  these	  
gleams	  
Of	  past	  existence—wilt	  thou	  then	  forget	  
[150]	  That	  on	  the	  banks	  of	  this	  delightful	  stream	  
We	  stood	  together;	  and	  that	  I,	  so	  long	  
A	  worshipper	  of	  Nature,	  hither	  came	  	  
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Unwearied	  in	  that	  service:	  rather	  say	  
With	  warmer	  love—oh!	  with	  far	  deeper	  zeal	  
Of	  holier	  love.	  Nor	  wilt	  thou	  then	  forget,	  
That	  after	  many	  wanderings,	  many	  years	  
Of	  absence,	  these	  steep	  woods	  and	  lofty	  cliffs,	  	  
And	  this	  green	  pastoral	  landscape,	  were	  to	  me	  
More	  dear,	  both	  for	  themselves	  and	  for	  thy	  sake!	  

	  
	  
Resolution	  and	  Independence	  
BY	  WILLIAM	  WORDSWORTH	  
There	  was	  a	  roaring	  in	  the	  wind	  all	  night;	  
The	  rain	  came	  heavily	  and	  fell	  in	  floods;	  
But	  now	  the	  sun	  is	  rising	  calm	  and	  bright;	  
The	  birds	  are	  singing	  in	  the	  distant	  woods;	  
Over	  his	  own	  sweet	  voice	  the	  Stock-‐dove	  broods;	  
The	  Jay	  makes	  answer	  as	  the	  Magpie	  chatters;	  
And	  all	  the	  air	  is	  filled	  with	  pleasant	  noise	  of	  waters.	  
	  
All	  things	  that	  love	  the	  sun	  are	  out	  of	  doors;	  
The	  sky	  rejoices	  in	  the	  morning's	  birth;	  
The	  grass	  is	  bright	  with	  rain-‐drops;—on	  the	  moors	  
The	  hare	  is	  running	  races	  in	  her	  mirth;	  
And	  with	  her	  feet	  she	  from	  the	  plashy	  earth	  
Raises	  a	  mist,	  that,	  glittering	  in	  the	  sun,	  
Runs	  with	  her	  all	  the	  way,	  wherever	  she	  doth	  run.	  
	  
I	  was	  a	  Traveller	  then	  upon	  the	  moor;	  
I	  saw	  the	  hare	  that	  raced	  about	  with	  joy;	  
I	  heard	  the	  woods	  and	  distant	  waters	  roar;	  
Or	  heard	  them	  not,	  as	  happy	  as	  a	  boy:	  
The	  pleasant	  season	  did	  my	  heart	  employ:	  
My	  old	  remembrances	  went	  from	  me	  wholly;	  
And	  all	  the	  ways	  of	  men,	  so	  vain	  and	  melancholy.	  
	  
But,	  as	  it	  sometimes	  chanceth,	  from	  the	  might	  
Of	  joys	  in	  minds	  that	  can	  no	  further	  go,	  
As	  high	  as	  we	  have	  mounted	  in	  delight	  
In	  our	  dejection	  do	  we	  sink	  as	  low;	  
To	  me	  that	  morning	  did	  it	  happen	  so;	  
And	  fears	  and	  fancies	  thick	  upon	  me	  came;	  
Dim	  sadness—and	  blind	  thoughts,	  I	  knew	  not,	  nor	  
could	  name.	  

	  
I	  heard	  the	  sky-‐lark	  warbling	  in	  the	  sky;	  
And	  I	  bethought	  me	  of	  the	  playful	  hare:	  
Even	  such	  a	  happy	  Child	  of	  earth	  am	  I;	  
Even	  as	  these	  blissful	  creatures	  do	  I	  fare;	  
Far	  from	  the	  world	  I	  walk,	  and	  from	  all	  care;	  
But	  there	  may	  come	  another	  day	  to	  me—	  
Solitude,	  pain	  of	  heart,	  distress,	  and	  poverty.	  
	  
My	  whole	  life	  I	  have	  lived	  in	  pleasant	  thought,	  
As	  if	  life's	  business	  were	  a	  summer	  mood;	  
As	  if	  all	  needful	  things	  would	  come	  unsought	  
To	  genial	  faith,	  still	  rich	  in	  genial	  good;	  
But	  how	  can	  He	  expect	  that	  others	  should	  

Build	  for	  him,	  sow	  for	  him,	  and	  at	  his	  call	  
Love	  him,	  who	  for	  himself	  will	  take	  no	  heed	  at	  all?	  
	  
I	  thought	  of	  Chatterton,	  the	  marvellous	  Boy,	  
The	  sleepless	  Soul	  that	  perished	  in	  his	  pride;	  
Of	  Him	  who	  walked	  in	  glory	  and	  in	  joy	  
Following	  his	  plough,	  along	  the	  mountain-‐side:	  
By	  our	  own	  spirits	  are	  we	  deified:	  
We	  Poets	  in	  our	  youth	  begin	  in	  gladness;	  
But	  thereof	  come	  in	  the	  end	  despondency	  and	  
madness.	  

	  
Now,	  whether	  it	  were	  by	  peculiar	  grace,	  
A	  leading	  from	  above,	  a	  something	  given,	  
Yet	  it	  befell	  that,	  in	  this	  lonely	  place,	  
When	  I	  with	  these	  untoward	  thoughts	  had	  striven,	  
Beside	  a	  pool	  bare	  to	  the	  eye	  of	  heaven	  
I	  saw	  a	  Man	  before	  me	  unawares:	  
The	  oldest	  man	  he	  seemed	  that	  ever	  wore	  grey	  hairs.	  
	  
As	  a	  huge	  stone	  is	  sometimes	  seen	  to	  lie	  
Couched	  on	  the	  bald	  top	  of	  an	  eminence;	  
Wonder	  to	  all	  who	  do	  the	  same	  espy,	  
By	  what	  means	  it	  could	  thither	  come,	  and	  whence;	  
So	  that	  it	  seems	  a	  thing	  endued	  with	  sense:	  
Like	  a	  sea-‐beast	  crawled	  forth,	  that	  on	  a	  shelf	  
Of	  rock	  or	  sand	  reposeth,	  there	  to	  sun	  itself;	  
	  
Such	  seemed	  this	  Man,	  not	  all	  alive	  nor	  dead,	  
Nor	  all	  asleep—in	  his	  extreme	  old	  age:	  
His	  body	  was	  bent	  double,	  feet	  and	  head	  
Coming	  together	  in	  life's	  pilgrimage;	  
As	  if	  some	  dire	  constraint	  of	  pain,	  or	  rage	  
Of	  sickness	  felt	  by	  him	  in	  times	  long	  past,	  
A	  more	  than	  human	  weight	  upon	  his	  frame	  had	  cast.	  
	  
Himself	  he	  propped,	  limbs,	  body,	  and	  pale	  face,	  
Upon	  a	  long	  grey	  staff	  of	  shaven	  wood:	  
And,	  still	  as	  I	  drew	  near	  with	  gentle	  pace,	  
Upon	  the	  margin	  of	  that	  moorish	  flood	  
Motionless	  as	  a	  cloud	  the	  old	  Man	  stood,	  
That	  heareth	  not	  the	  loud	  winds	  when	  they	  call,	  
And	  moveth	  all	  together,	  if	  it	  move	  at	  all.	  
	  
At	  length,	  himself	  unsettling,	  he	  the	  pond	  
Stirred	  with	  his	  staff,	  and	  fixedly	  did	  look	  
Upon	  the	  muddy	  water,	  which	  he	  conned,	  
As	  if	  he	  had	  been	  reading	  in	  a	  book:	  
And	  now	  a	  stranger's	  privilege	  I	  took;	  
And,	  drawing	  to	  his	  side,	  to	  him	  did	  say,	  
"This	  morning	  gives	  us	  promise	  of	  a	  glorious	  day."	  
	  
A	  gentle	  answer	  did	  the	  old	  Man	  make,	  
In	  courteous	  speech	  which	  forth	  he	  slowly	  drew:	  
And	  him	  with	  further	  words	  I	  thus	  bespake,	  
"What	  occupation	  do	  you	  there	  pursue?	  
This	  is	  a	  lonesome	  place	  for	  one	  like	  you."	  
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Ere	  he	  replied,	  a	  flash	  of	  mild	  surprise	  
Broke	  from	  the	  sable	  orbs	  of	  his	  yet-‐vivid	  eyes.	  
	  
His	  words	  came	  feebly,	  from	  a	  feeble	  chest,	  
But	  each	  in	  solemn	  order	  followed	  each,	  
With	  something	  of	  a	  lofty	  utterance	  drest—	  
Choice	  word	  and	  measured	  phrase,	  above	  the	  reach	  
Of	  ordinary	  men;	  a	  stately	  speech;	  
Such	  as	  grave	  Livers	  do	  in	  Scotland	  use,	  
Religious	  men,	  who	  give	  to	  God	  and	  man	  their	  dues.	  
	  
He	  told,	  that	  to	  these	  waters	  he	  had	  come	  
To	  gather	  leeches,	  being	  old	  and	  poor:	  
Employment	  hazardous	  and	  wearisome!	  
And	  he	  had	  many	  hardships	  to	  endure:	  
From	  pond	  to	  pond	  he	  roamed,	  from	  moor	  to	  moor;	  
Housing,	  with	  God's	  good	  help,	  by	  choice	  or	  chance;	  
And	  in	  this	  way	  he	  gained	  an	  honest	  maintenance.	  
	  
The	  old	  Man	  still	  stood	  talking	  by	  my	  side;	  
But	  now	  his	  voice	  to	  me	  was	  like	  a	  stream	  
Scarce	  heard;	  nor	  word	  from	  word	  could	  I	  divide;	  
And	  the	  whole	  body	  of	  the	  Man	  did	  seem	  
Like	  one	  whom	  I	  had	  met	  with	  in	  a	  dream;	  
Or	  like	  a	  man	  from	  some	  far	  region	  sent,	  
To	  give	  me	  human	  strength,	  by	  apt	  admonishment.	  
	  
My	  former	  thoughts	  returned:	  the	  fear	  that	  kills;	  
And	  hope	  that	  is	  unwilling	  to	  be	  fed;	  

Cold,	  pain,	  and	  labour,	  and	  all	  fleshly	  ills;	  
And	  mighty	  Poets	  in	  their	  misery	  dead.	  
—Perplexed,	  and	  longing	  to	  be	  comforted,	  
My	  question	  eagerly	  did	  I	  renew,	  
"How	  is	  it	  that	  you	  live,	  and	  what	  is	  it	  you	  do?"	  
	  
He	  with	  a	  smile	  did	  then	  his	  words	  repeat;	  
And	  said	  that,	  gathering	  leeches,	  far	  and	  wide	  
He	  travelled;	  stirring	  thus	  about	  his	  feet	  
The	  waters	  of	  the	  pools	  where	  they	  abide.	  
"Once	  I	  could	  meet	  with	  them	  on	  every	  side;	  
But	  they	  have	  dwindled	  long	  by	  slow	  decay;	  
Yet	  still	  I	  persevere,	  and	  find	  them	  where	  I	  may."	  
	  
While	  he	  was	  talking	  thus,	  the	  lonely	  place,	  
The	  old	  Man's	  shape,	  and	  speech—all	  troubled	  me:	  
In	  my	  mind's	  eye	  I	  seemed	  to	  see	  him	  pace	  
About	  the	  weary	  moors	  continually,	  
Wandering	  about	  alone	  and	  silently.	  
While	  I	  these	  thoughts	  within	  myself	  pursued,	  
He,	  having	  made	  a	  pause,	  the	  same	  discourse	  renewed.	  
	  
And	  soon	  with	  this	  he	  other	  matter	  blended,	  
Cheerfully	  uttered,	  with	  demeanour	  kind,	  
But	  stately	  in	  the	  main;	  and,	  when	  he	  ended,	  
I	  could	  have	  laughed	  myself	  to	  scorn	  to	  find	  
In	  that	  decrepit	  Man	  so	  firm	  a	  mind.	  
"God,"	  said	  I,	  "be	  my	  help	  and	  stay	  secure;	  
I'll	  think	  of	  the	  Leech-‐gatherer	  on	  the	  lonely	  moor!"
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William	  Wordsworth	  
Excerpts	  from	  “Preface	  to	  Lyrical	  Ballads”	  (1800)	  	  
	  
It	  is	  supposed,	  that	  by	  the	  act	  of	  writing	  in	  verse	  an	  Author	  makes	  a	  formal	  engagement	  that	  he	  will	  gratify	  
certain	  known	  habits	  of	  association,	  that	  he	  not	  only	  thus	  apprizes	  the	  Reader	  that	  certain	  classes	  of	  ideas	  and	  
expressions	  will	  be	  found	  in	  his	  book,	  but	  that	  others	  will	  be	  carefully	  excluded.	  This	  exponent	  or	  symbol	  held	  
forth	  by	  metrical	  language	  must	  in	  different	  æras	  of	  literature	  have	  excited	  very	  different	  expectations:	  for	  
example,	  in	  the	  age	  of	  Catullus	  Terence	  and	  Lucretia,	  and	  that	  of	  Statius	  or	  Claudian,	  and	  in	  our	  own	  country,	  in	  
the	  age	  of	  Shakespeare	  and	  Beaumont	  and	  Fletcher,	  and	  that	  of	  Donne	  and	  Cowley,	  or	  Dryden,	  or	  Pope.	  I	  will	  not	  
take	  upon	  me	  to	  determine	  the	  exact	  import	  of	  the	  promise	  which	  by	  the	  act	  of	  writing	  in	  verse	  an	  Author	  in	  the	  
present	  day	  makes	  to	  his	  Reader;	  but	  I	  am	  certain	  it	  will	  appear	  to	  many	  persons	  that	  I	  have	  not	  fulfilled	  the	  
terms	  of	  an	  engagement	  thus	  voluntarily	  contracted.	  I	  hope	  therefore	  the	  Reader	  will	  not	  censure	  me,	  if	  I	  attempt	  
to	  state	  what	  I	  have	  proposed	  to	  myself	  to	  perform,	  and	  also,	  (as	  far	  as	  the	  limits	  of	  a	  preface	  will	  permit)	  to	  
explain	  some	  of	  the	  chief	  reasons	  which	  have	  determined	  me	  in	  the	  choice	  of	  my	  purpose:	  that	  at	  least	  he	  may	  be	  
spared	  any	  unpleasant	  feeling	  of	  disappointment,	  and	  that	  I	  myself	  may	  be	  protected	  from	  the	  most	  dishonorable	  
accusation	  which	  can	  be	  brought	  against	  an	  Author,	  namely,	  that	  of	  an	  indolence	  which	  prevents	  him	  from	  
endeavouring	  to	  ascertain	  what	  is	  his	  duty,	  or,	  when	  his	  duty	  is	  ascertained	  prevents	  him	  from	  performing	  it.	  
	  
The	  principal	  object	  then	  which	  I	  proposed	  to	  myself	  in	  these	  Poems	  was	  to	  make	  the	  incidents	  of	  common	  life	  
interesting	  by	  tracing	  in	  them,	  truly	  though	  not	  ostentatiously,	  the	  primary	  laws	  of	  our	  nature:	  chiefly	  as	  far	  as	  
regards	  the	  manner	  in	  which	  we	  associate	  ideas	  in	  a	  state	  of	  excitement.	  Low	  and	  rustic	  life	  was	  generally	  chosen	  
because	  in	  that	  situation	  the	  essential	  passions	  of	  the	  heart	  find	  a	  better	  soil	  in	  which	  they	  can	  attain	  their	  
maturity,	  are	  less	  under	  restraint,	  and	  speak	  a	  plainer	  and	  more	  emphatic	  language;	  because	  in	  that	  situation	  our	  
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elementary	  feelings	  exist	  in	  a	  state	  of	  greater	  simplicity	  and	  consequently	  may	  be	  more	  accurately	  contemplated	  
and	  more	  forcibly	  communicated;	  because	  the	  manners	  of	  rural	  life	  germinate	  from	  those	  elementary	  feelings;	  
and	  from	  the	  necessary	  character	  of	  rural	  occupations	  are	  more	  easily	  comprehended;	  and	  are	  more	  durable;	  
and	  lastly,	  because	  in	  that	  situation	  the	  passions	  of	  men	  are	  incorporated	  with	  the	  beautiful	  and	  permanent	  
forms	  of	  nature.	  The	  language	  too	  of	  these	  men	  is	  adopted	  (purified	  indeed	  from	  what	  appear	  to	  be	  its	  real	  
defects,	  from	  all	  lasting	  and	  rational	  causes	  of	  dislike	  or	  disgust)	  because	  such	  men	  hourly	  communicate	  with	  the	  
best	  objects	  from	  which	  the	  best	  part	  of	  language	  is	  originally	  derived;	  and	  because,	  from	  their	  rank	  in	  society	  
and	  the	  sameness	  and	  narrow	  circle	  of	  their	  intercourse,	  being	  less	  under	  the	  action	  of	  social	  vanity	  they	  convey	  
their	  feelings	  and	  notions	  in	  simple	  and	  unelaborated	  expressions.	  Accordingly	  such	  a	  language	  arising	  out	  of	  
repeated	  experience	  and	  regular	  feelings	  is	  a	  more	  permanent	  and	  a	  far	  more	  philosophical	  language	  than	  that	  
which	  is	  frequently	  substituted	  for	  it	  by	  Poets,	  who	  think	  that	  they	  are	  conferring	  honour	  upon	  themselves	  and	  
their	  art	  in	  proportion	  as	  they	  separate	  themselves	  from	  the	  sympathies	  of	  men,	  and	  indulge	  in	  arbitrary	  and	  
capricious	  habits	  of	  expression	  in	  order	  to	  furnish	  food	  for	  fickle	  tastes	  and	  fickle	  appetites	  of	  their	  own	  
creation.*	  
	  
*	  It	  is	  worth	  while	  here	  to	  observe	  that	  the	  affecting	  parts	  of	  Chaucer	  are	  almost	  always	  expressed	  in	  language	  
pure	  and	  universally	  intelligible	  even	  to	  this	  day.	  
	  
I	  cannot	  be	  insensible	  of	  the	  present	  outcry	  against	  the	  triviality	  and	  meanness	  both	  of	  thought	  and	  language,	  
which	  some	  of	  my	  contemporaries	  have	  occasionally	  introduced	  into	  their	  metrical	  compositions;	  and	  I	  
acknowledge	  that	  this	  defect	  where	  it	  exists,	  is	  more	  dishonorable	  to	  the	  Writer’s	  own	  character	  than	  false	  
refinement	  or	  arbitrary	  innovation,	  though	  I	  should	  contend	  at	  the	  same	  time	  that	  it	  is	  far	  less	  pernicious	  in	  the	  
sum	  of	  its	  consequences.	  From	  such	  verses	  the	  Poems	  in	  these	  volumes	  will	  be	  found	  distinguished	  at	  least	  by	  
one	  mark	  of	  difference,	  that	  each	  of	  them	  has	  a	  worthy	  purpose.	  Not	  that	  I	  mean	  to	  say,	  that	  I	  always	  began	  to	  
write	  with	  a	  distinct	  purpose	  formally	  conceived;	  but	  I	  believe	  that	  my	  habits	  of	  meditation	  have	  so	  formed	  my	  
feelings,	  as	  that	  my	  descriptions	  of	  such	  objects	  as	  strongly	  excite	  those	  feelings,	  will	  be	  found	  to	  carry	  along	  with	  
them	  a	  purpose.	  If	  in	  this	  opinion	  I	  am	  mistaken	  I	  can	  have	  little	  right	  to	  the	  name	  of	  a	  
Poet.	  For	  all	  good	  poetry	  is	  the	  spontaneous	  overflow	  of	  powerful	  feelings;	  but	  though	  this	  be	  true,	  Poems	  to	  
which	  any	  value	  can	  be	  attached,	  were	  never	  produced	  on	  any	  variety	  of	  subjects	  but	  by	  a	  man	  who	  being	  
possessed	  of	  more	  than	  usual	  organic	  sensibility	  had	  also	  thought	  long	  and	  deeply.	  For	  our	  continued	  influxes	  of	  
feeling	  are	  modified	  and	  directed	  by	  our	  thoughts,	  which	  are	  indeed	  the	  representatives	  of	  all	  our	  past	  feelings;	  
and	  as	  by	  contemplating	  the	  relation	  of	  these	  general	  representatives	  to	  each	  other,	  we	  discover	  what	  is	  really	  
important	  to	  men,	  so	  by	  the	  repetition	  and	  continuance	  of	  this	  act	  feelings	  connected	  with	  important	  subjects	  
will	  be	  nourished,	  till	  at	  length,	  if	  we	  be	  originally	  possessed	  of	  much	  organic	  sensibility,	  such	  habits	  of	  mind	  will	  
be	  produced	  that	  by	  obeying	  blindly	  and	  mechanically	  the	  impulses	  of	  those	  habits	  we	  shall	  describe	  objects	  and	  
utter	  sentiments	  of	  such	  a	  nature	  and	  in	  such	  connection	  with	  each	  other,	  that	  the	  understanding	  of	  the	  being	  to	  
whom	  we	  address	  ourselves,	  if	  he	  be	  in	  a	  healthful	  state	  of	  association,	  must	  necessarily	  be	  in	  some	  degree	  
enlightened,	  his	  taste	  exalted,	  and	  his	  affections	  ameliorated.	  
	  
I	  have	  said	  that	  each	  of	  these	  poems	  has	  a	  purpose.	  I	  have	  also	  informed	  my	  Reader	  what	  this	  purpose	  will	  be	  
found	  principally	  to	  be:	  namely	  to	  illustrate	  the	  manner	  in	  which	  our	  feelings	  and	  ideas	  are	  associated	  in	  a	  state	  
of	  excitement.	  But	  speaking	  in	  less	  general	  language,	  it	  is	  to	  follow	  the	  fluxes	  and	  refluxes	  of	  the	  mind	  when	  
agitated	  by	  the	  great	  and	  simple	  affections	  of	  our	  nature.	  .	  .	  .	  	  
	  
I	  will	  not	  suffer	  a	  sense	  of	  false	  modesty	  to	  prevent	  me	  from	  asserting,	  that	  I	  point	  my	  Reader’s	  attention	  to	  this	  
mark	  of	  distinction	  far	  less	  for	  the	  sake	  of	  these	  particular	  Poems	  than	  from	  the	  general	  importance	  of	  the	  
subject.	  The	  subject	  is	  indeed	  important!	  For	  the	  human	  mind	  is	  capable	  of	  excitement	  without	  the	  application	  of	  
gross	  and	  violent	  stimulants;	  and	  he	  must	  have	  a	  very	  faint	  perception	  of	  its	  beauty	  and	  dignity	  who	  does	  not	  
know	  this,	  and	  who	  does	  not	  further	  know	  that	  one	  being	  is	  elevated	  above	  another	  in	  proportion	  as	  he	  
possesses	  this	  capability.	  It	  has	  therefore	  appeared	  to	  me	  that	  to	  endeavour	  to	  produce	  or	  enlarge	  this	  capability	  
is	  one	  of	  the	  best	  services	  in	  which,	  at	  any	  period,	  a	  Writer	  can	  be	  engaged;	  but	  this	  service,	  excellent	  at	  all	  times,	  
is	  especially	  so	  at	  the	  present	  day.	  For	  a	  multitude	  of	  causes	  unknown	  to	  former	  times	  are	  now	  acting	  with	  a	  
combined	  force	  to	  blunt	  the	  discriminating	  powers	  of	  the	  mind,	  and	  unfitting	  it	  for	  all	  voluntary	  exertion	  to	  
reduce	  it	  to	  a	  state	  of	  almost	  savage	  torpor.	  The	  most	  effective	  of	  these	  causes	  are	  the	  great	  national	  events	  
which	  are	  daily	  taking	  place,	  and	  the	  encreasing	  accumulation	  of	  men	  in	  cities,	  where	  the	  uniformity	  of	  their	  
occupations	  produces	  a	  craving	  for	  extraordinary	  incident	  which	  the	  rapid	  communication	  of	  intelligence	  hourly	  
gratifies.	  To	  this	  tendency	  of	  life	  and	  manners	  the	  literature	  and	  theatrical	  exhibitions	  of	  the	  country	  have	  
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conformed	  themselves.	  The	  invaluable	  works	  of	  our	  elder	  writers,	  I	  had	  almost	  said	  the	  works	  of	  Shakespear	  and	  
Milton,	  are	  driven	  into	  neglect	  by	  frantic	  novels,	  sickly	  and	  stupid	  German	  Tragedies,	  and	  deluges	  of	  idle	  and	  
extravagant	  stories	  in	  verse.—When	  I	  think	  upon	  this	  degrading	  thirst	  after	  outrageous	  stimulation	  I	  am	  almost	  
ashamed	  to	  have	  spoken	  of	  the	  feeble	  effort	  with	  which	  I	  have	  endeavoured	  to	  counteract	  it;	  and	  reflecting	  upon	  
the	  magnitude	  of	  the	  general	  evil,	  I	  should	  be	  oppressed	  with	  no	  dishonorable	  melancholy,	  had	  I	  not	  a	  deep	  
impression	  of	  certain	  inherent	  and	  indestructible	  qualities	  of	  the	  human	  mind,	  and	  likewise	  of	  certain	  powers	  in	  
the	  great	  and	  permanent	  objects	  that	  act	  upon	  it	  which	  are	  equally	  inherent	  and	  indestructible;	  and	  did	  I	  not	  
further	  add	  to	  this	  impression	  a	  belief	  that	  the	  time	  is	  approaching	  when	  the	  evil	  will	  be	  systematically	  opposed	  
by	  men	  of	  greater	  powers	  and	  with	  far	  more	  distinguished	  success.	  
	  
Having	  dwelt	  thus	  long	  on	  the	  subjects	  and	  aim	  of	  these	  Poems,	  I	  shall	  request	  the	  Reader’s	  permission	  to	  
apprize	  him	  of	  a	  few	  circumstances	  relating	  to	  their	  style,	  in	  order,	  among	  other	  reasons,	  that	  I	  may	  not	  be	  
censured	  for	  not	  having	  performed	  what	  I	  never	  attempted.	  Except	  in	  a	  very	  few	  instances	  the	  Reader	  will	  find	  
no	  personifications	  of	  abstract	  ideas	  in	  these	  volumes,	  not	  that	  I	  mean	  to	  censure	  such	  personifications:	  they	  may	  
be	  well	  fitted	  for	  certain	  sorts	  of	  composition,	  but	  in	  these	  Poems	  I	  propose	  to	  myself	  to	  imitate,	  and,	  as	  far	  as	  is	  
possible,	  to	  adopt	  the	  very	  language	  of	  men,	  and	  I	  do	  not	  find	  that	  such	  personifications	  make	  any	  regular	  or	  
natural	  part	  of	  that	  language.	  I	  wish	  to	  keep	  my	  Reader	  in	  the	  company	  of	  flesh	  and	  blood,	  persuaded	  that	  by	  so	  
doing	  I	  shall	  interest	  him.	  Not	  but	  that	  I	  believe	  that	  others	  who	  pursue	  a	  different	  track	  may	  interest	  him	  
likewise:	  I	  do	  not	  interfere	  with	  their	  claim,	  I	  only	  wish	  to	  prefer	  a	  different	  claim	  of	  my	  own.	  There	  will	  also	  be	  
found	  in	  these	  volumes	  little	  of	  what	  is	  usually	  called	  poetic	  diction;	  I	  have	  taken	  as	  much	  pains	  to	  avoid	  it	  as	  
others	  ordinarily	  take	  to	  produce	  it;	  this	  I	  have	  done	  for	  the	  reason	  already	  alleged,	  to	  bring	  my	  language	  near	  to	  
the	  language	  of	  men,	  and	  further,	  because	  the	  pleasure	  which	  I	  have	  proposed	  to	  myself	  to	  impart	  is	  of	  a	  kind	  
very	  different	  from	  that	  which	  is	  supposed	  by	  many	  persons	  to	  be	  the	  proper	  object	  of	  poetry.	  I	  do	  not	  know	  how	  
without	  being	  culpably	  particular	  I	  can	  give	  my	  Reader	  a	  more	  exact	  notion	  of	  the	  style	  in	  which	  I	  wished	  these	  
poems	  to	  be	  written	  than	  by	  informing	  him	  that	  I	  have	  at	  all	  times	  endeavoured	  to	  look	  steadily	  at	  my	  subject,	  
consequently	  I	  hope	  it	  will	  be	  found	  that	  there	  is	  in	  these	  Poems	  little	  falsehood	  of	  description,	  and	  that	  my	  ideas	  
are	  expressed	  in	  language	  fitted	  to	  their	  respective	  importance.	  Something	  I	  must	  have	  gained	  by	  this	  practice,	  as	  
it	  is	  friendly	  to	  one	  property	  of	  all	  good	  poetry,	  namely	  good	  sense;	  but	  it	  has	  necessarily	  cut	  me	  off	  from	  a	  large	  
portion	  of	  phrases	  and	  figures	  of	  speech	  which	  from	  father	  to	  son	  have	  long	  been	  regarded	  as	  the	  common	  
inheritance	  of	  Poets.	  I	  have	  also	  thought	  it	  expedient	  to	  restrict	  myself	  still	  further,	  having	  abstained	  from	  the	  use	  
of	  many	  expressions,	  in	  themselves	  proper	  and	  beautiful,	  but	  which	  have	  been	  foolishly	  repeated	  by	  bad	  Poets	  
till	  such	  feelings	  of	  disgust	  are	  connected	  with	  them	  as	  it	  is	  scarcely	  possible	  by	  any	  art	  of	  association	  to	  
overpower.	  
	  
.	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  	  	  
If	  I	  had	  undertaken	  a	  systematic	  defence	  of	  the	  theory	  upon	  which	  these	  poems	  are	  written,	  it	  would	  have	  been	  
my	  duty	  to	  develope	  the	  various	  causes	  upon	  which	  the	  pleasure	  received	  from	  metrical	  language	  depends.	  
Among	  the	  chief	  of	  these	  causes	  is	  to	  be	  reckoned	  a	  principle	  which	  must	  be	  well	  known	  to	  those	  who	  have	  made	  
any	  of	  the	  Arts	  the	  object	  of	  accurate	  reflection;	  I	  mean	  the	  pleasure	  which	  the	  mind	  derives	  from	  the	  perception	  
of	  similitude	  in	  dissimilitude.	  This	  principle	  is	  the	  great	  spring	  of	  the	  activity	  of	  our	  minds	  and	  their	  chief	  feeder.	  
From	  this	  principle	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  sexual	  appetite,	  and	  all	  the	  passions	  connected	  with	  it	  take	  their	  origin:	  It	  
is	  the	  life	  of	  our	  ordinary	  conversation;	  and	  upon	  the	  accuracy	  with	  which	  similitude	  in	  dissimilitude,	  and	  
dissimilitude	  in	  similitude	  are	  perceived,	  depend	  our	  taste	  and	  our	  moral	  feelings.	  It	  would	  not	  have	  been	  a	  
useless	  employment	  to	  have	  applied	  this	  principle	  to	  the	  consideration	  of	  metre,	  and	  to	  have	  shewn	  that	  metre	  is	  
hence	  enabled	  to	  afford	  much	  pleasure,	  and	  to	  have	  pointed	  out	  in	  what	  manner	  that	  pleasure	  is	  produced.	  But	  
my	  limits	  will	  not	  permit	  me	  to	  enter	  upon	  this	  subject,	  and	  I	  must	  content	  myself	  with	  a	  general	  summary.	  
	  
I	  have	  said	  that	  Poetry	  is	  the	  spontaneous	  overflow	  of	  powerful	  feelings:	  it	  takes	  its	  origin	  from	  emotion	  
recollected	  in	  tranquillity:	  the	  emotion	  is	  contemplated	  till	  by	  a	  species	  of	  reaction	  the	  tranquillity	  gradually	  
disappears,	  and	  an	  emotion,	  similar	  to	  that	  which	  was	  before	  the	  subject	  of	  contemplation,	  is	  gradually	  produced,	  
and	  does	  itself	  actually	  exist	  in	  the	  mind.	  In	  this	  mood	  successful	  composition	  generally	  begins,	  and	  in	  a	  mood	  
similar	  to	  this	  it	  is	  carried	  on;	  but	  the	  emotion,	  of	  whatever	  kind	  and	  in	  whatever	  degree,	  from	  various	  causes	  is	  
qualified	  by	  various	  pleasures,	  so	  that	  in	  describing	  any	  passions	  whatsoever,	  which	  are	  voluntarily	  described,	  
the	  mind	  will	  upon	  the	  whole	  be	  in	  a	  state	  of	  enjoyment.	  Now	  if	  Nature	  be	  thus	  cautious	  in	  preserving	  in	  a	  state	  of	  
enjoyment	  a	  being	  thus	  employed,	  the	  Poet	  ought	  to	  profit	  by	  the	  lesson	  thus	  held	  forth	  to	  him,	  and	  ought	  
especially	  to	  take	  care,	  that	  whatever	  passions	  he	  communicates	  to	  his	  Reader,	  those	  passions,	  if	  his	  Reader’s	  
mind	  be	  sound	  and	  vigorous,	  should	  always	  be	  accompanied	  with	  an	  overbalance	  of	  pleasure.	  Now	  the	  music	  of	  
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harmonious	  metrical	  language,	  the	  sense	  of	  difficulty	  overcome,	  and	  the	  blind	  association	  of	  pleasure	  which	  has	  
been	  previously	  received	  from	  works	  of	  rhyme	  or	  metre	  of	  the	  same	  or	  similar	  construction,	  all	  these	  
imperceptibly	  make	  up	  a	  complex	  feeling	  of	  delight,	  which	  is	  of	  the	  most	  important	  use	  in	  tempering	  the	  painful	  
feeling	  which	  will	  always	  be	  found	  intermingled	  with	  powerful	  descriptions	  of	  the	  deeper	  passions.	  	  

	  

The	  Aged,	  Aged	  Man	  (Haddock’s	  Eyes)	  

	  
Lewis	  Carroll	  	  
I'll	  tell	  thee	  everything	  I	  can:	  
	  	  	  	  There's	  little	  to	  relate.	  
I	  saw	  an	  aged	  aged	  man,	  
	  	  	  	  A-‐sitting	  on	  a	  gate.	  
"Who	  are	  you,	  aged	  man?"	  I	  said,	  
	  	  	  	  "And	  how	  is	  it	  you	  live?"	  
And	  his	  answer	  trickled	  through	  my	  head,	  
	  	  	  	  Like	  water	  through	  a	  sieve.	  
	  	  	  	  	  
He	  said	  "I	  look	  for	  butterflies	  
	  	  	  	  That	  sleep	  among	  the	  wheat:	  
I	  make	  them	  into	  mutton-‐pies,	  
	  	  	  	  And	  sell	  them	  in	  the	  street.	  
I	  sell	  them	  unto	  men,"	  he	  said,	  
	  	  	  	  "Who	  sail	  on	  stormy	  seas;	  
And	  that's	  the	  way	  I	  get	  my	  bread	  -‐-‐	  
	  	  	  	  A	  trifle,	  if	  you	  please."	  
	  	  	  	  	  
But	  I	  was	  thinking	  of	  a	  plan	  
	  	  	  	  To	  dye	  one's	  whiskers	  green,	  
And	  always	  use	  so	  large	  a	  fan	  
	  	  	  	  That	  they	  could	  not	  be	  seen.	  
So,	  having	  no	  reply	  to	  give	  
	  	  	  	  To	  what	  the	  old	  man	  said,	  
I	  cried	  "Come,	  tell	  me	  how	  you	  live!"	  
	  	  	  	  And	  thumped	  him	  on	  the	  head.	  
	  	  	  	  	  
His	  accents	  mild	  took	  up	  the	  tale:	  
	  	  	  	  He	  said	  "I	  go	  my	  ways,	  
And	  when	  I	  find	  a	  mountain-‐rill,	  
	  	  	  	  I	  set	  it	  in	  a	  blaze;	  
And	  thence	  they	  make	  a	  stuff	  they	  call	  
	  	  	  	  Rowlands'	  Macassar-‐Oil	  -‐-‐	  
Yet	  twopence-‐halfpenny	  is	  all	  
	  	  	  	  They	  give	  me	  for	  my	  toil."	  
	  	  	  	  	  
But	  I	  was	  thinking	  of	  a	  way	  
	  	  	  	  To	  feed	  oneself	  on	  batter,	  
And	  so	  go	  on	  from	  day	  to	  day	  
	  	  	  	  Getting	  a	  little	  fatter.	  
I	  shook	  him	  well	  from	  side	  to	  side,	  

	  	  	  	  Until	  his	  face	  was	  blue:	  
"Come,	  tell	  me	  how	  you	  live,"	  I	  cried,	  
	  	  	  	  "And	  what	  it	  is	  you	  do!"	  
	  	  	  	  	  
He	  said	  "I	  hunt	  for	  haddocks'	  eyes	  
	  	  	  	  Among	  the	  heather	  bright,	  
And	  work	  them	  into	  waistcoat-‐buttons	  
	  	  	  	  In	  the	  silent	  night.	  
And	  these	  I	  do	  not	  sell	  for	  gold	  
	  	  	  	  Or	  coin	  of	  silvery	  shine,	  
But	  for	  a	  copper	  halfpenny,	  
	  	  	  	  And	  that	  will	  purchase	  nine.	  
	  	  	  	  	  
"I	  sometimes	  dig	  for	  buttered	  rolls,	  
	  	  	  	  Or	  set	  limed	  twigs	  for	  crabs:	  
I	  sometimes	  search	  the	  grassy	  knolls	  
	  	  	  	  For	  wheels	  of	  Hansom-‐cabs.	  
And	  that's	  the	  way"	  (he	  gave	  a	  wink)	  
	  	  	  	  "By	  which	  I	  get	  my	  wealth-‐-‐	  
And	  very	  gladly	  will	  I	  drink	  
	  	  	  	  Your	  Honour's	  noble	  health."	  
	  	  	  	  	  
I	  heard	  him	  then,	  for	  I	  had	  just	  
Completed	  my	  design	  

To	  keep	  the	  Menai	  bridge	  from	  rust	  
	  	  	  	  By	  boiling	  it	  in	  wine.	  
I	  thanked	  him	  much	  for	  telling	  me	  
	  	  	  	  The	  way	  he	  got	  his	  wealth,	  
But	  chiefly	  for	  his	  wish	  that	  he	  
	  	  	  	  Might	  drink	  my	  noble	  health.	  
	  	  	  	  	  
And	  now,	  if	  e'er	  by	  chance	  I	  put	  
	  	  	  	  My	  fingers	  into	  glue,	  
Or	  madly	  squeeze	  a	  right-‐hand	  foot	  
	  	  	  	  Into	  a	  left-‐hand	  shoe,	  
	  	  	  	  	  
Or	  if	  I	  drop	  upon	  my	  toe	  
	  	  	  	  A	  very	  heavy	  weight,	  
I	  weep,	  for	  it	  reminds	  me	  so	  
Of	  that	  old	  man	  I	  used	  to	  know-‐-‐	  
Whose	  look	  was	  mild,	  whose	  speech	  was	  slow	  
Whose	  hair	  was	  whiter	  than	  the	  snow,	  
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Whose	  face	  was	  very	  like	  a	  crow,	  
With	  eyes,	  like	  cinders,	  all	  aglow,	  
Who	  seemed	  distracted	  with	  his	  woe,	  
Who	  rocked	  his	  body	  to	  and	  fro,	  
And	  muttered	  mumblingly	  and	  low,	  

As	  if	  his	  mouth	  were	  full	  of	  dough,	  
Who	  snorted	  like	  a	  buffalo-‐-‐	  
That	  summer	  evening	  long	  ago,	  
	  	  	  	  A-‐sitting	  on	  a	  gate.	  

	  

George	  Gordon,	  Lord	  Byron	  

Selection	  from	  Manfred,	  Act	  II,	  Scene	  II	  	  (Full	  text	  at	  http://www.litgothic.com/Texts/manfred.html)	  	  
MANFRED.	  Well,	  though	  it	  torture	  me,	  't	  is	  but	  the	  same;	  
	  	  My	  pang	  shall	  find	  a	  voice.	  	  From	  my	  youth	  upwards	  	  	  
My	  spirit	  walk'd	  not	  with	  the	  souls	  of	  men,	  	  	  	  
Nor	  look'd	  upon	  the	  earth	  with	  human	  eyes;	  	  	  
The	  thirst	  of	  their	  ambition	  was	  not	  mine;	  	  	  
The	  aim	  of	  their	  existence	  was	  not	  mine;	  	  	  
My	  joys,	  my	  griefs,	  my	  passions,	  and	  my	  powers,	  	  	  
Made	  me	  a	  stranger;	  though	  I	  wore	  the	  form,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  150	  	  
I	  had	  no	  sympathy	  with	  breathing	  flesh,	  	  	  
Nor	  midst	  the	  creatures	  of	  clay	  that	  girded	  me	  	  	  
Was	  there	  but	  one	  who-‐-‐	  but	  of	  her	  anon.	  	  	  
I	  said	  with	  men,	  and	  with	  the	  thoughts	  of	  men,	  	  	  
I	  held	  but	  slight	  communion;	  but	  instead,	  	  	  
My	  joy	  was	  in	  the	  Wilderness,	  to	  breathe	  	  
The	  difficult	  air	  of	  the	  iced	  mountain's	  top,	  	  
Where	  the	  birds	  dare	  not	  build,	  nor	  insect's	  wing	  	  	  
Flit	  o'er	  the	  herbless	  granite;	  or	  to	  plunge	  	  	  
Into	  the	  torrent,	  and	  to	  roll	  along	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  160	  	  
On	  the	  swift	  whirl	  of	  the	  new	  breaking	  wave	  	  	  
Of	  river-‐stream,	  or	  ocean,	  in	  their	  flow.	  	  	  
In	  these	  my	  early	  strength	  exulted;	  or	  	  	  
To	  follow	  through	  the	  night	  the	  moving	  moon,	  	  	  
The	  stars	  and	  their	  development,	  or	  catch	  	  	  
The	  dazzling	  lightnings	  till	  my	  eyes	  grew	  dim;	  	  	  
Or	  to	  look,	  list'ning,	  on	  the	  scatter'd	  leaves,	  	  
While	  Autumn	  winds	  were	  at	  their	  evening	  song.	  	  	  
These	  were	  my	  pastimes,	  and	  to	  be	  alone;	  	  	  
For	  if	  the	  beings,	  of	  whom	  I	  was	  one,-‐-‐	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  170	  	  
Hating	  to	  be	  so,-‐-‐	  cross'd	  me	  in	  my	  path,	  	  	  
I	  felt	  myself	  degraded	  back	  to	  them,	  	  
And	  was	  all	  clay	  again.	  	  And	  then	  I	  dived,	  	  	  
In	  my	  lone	  wanderings,	  to	  the	  caves	  of	  death,	  	  
Searching	  its	  cause	  in	  its	  effect,	  and	  drew	  	  	  
From	  wither'd	  bones,	  and	  skulls,	  and	  heap'd	  up	  dust,	  
	  Conclusions	  most	  forbidden.	  	  Then	  I	  pass'd	  	  
	  The	  nights	  of	  years	  in	  sciences,	  untaught	  	  
Save	  in	  the	  old-‐time;	  and	  with	  time	  and	  toil,	  	  	  
And	  terrible	  ordeal,	  and	  such	  penance	  	   	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  180	  
	  As	  in	  itself	  hath	  power	  upon	  the	  air	  	  	  
And	  spirits	  that	  do	  compass	  air	  and	  earth,	  	  	  
Space,	  and	  the	  peopled	  infinite,	  I	  made	  	  	  
Mine	  eyes	  familiar	  with	  Eternity,	  	  
Such	  as,	  before	  me,	  did	  the	  Magi,	  and	  	  	  
He	  who	  from	  out	  their	  fountain	  dwellings	  raised	  	  	  
Eros	  and	  Anteros,	  at	  Gadara,	  	  	  
As	  I	  do	  thee,-‐-‐	  and	  with	  my	  knowledge	  grew	  	  	  
The	  thirst	  of	  knowledge,	  and	  the	  power	  and	  joy	  	  	  
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Of	  this	  most	  bright	  intelligence,	  until-‐-‐	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  190	  	  	  
	  
WITCH.	  Proceed.	  	  	  
	  
MANFRED.	  Oh!	  I	  but	  thus	  prolonged	  my	  words,	  	  
Boasting	  these	  idle	  attributes,	  because	  	  
As	  I	  approach	  the	  core	  of	  my	  heart's	  grief—	  
But	  to	  my	  task.	  I	  have	  not	  named	  to	  thee	  	  
Father	  or	  mother,	  mistress,	  friend,	  or	  being	  	  
With	  whom	  I	  wore	  the	  chain	  of	  human	  ties;	  	  
If	  I	  had	  such,	  they	  seem'd	  not	  such	  to	  me—	  
Yet	  there	  was	  one-‐-‐	  	  	  
	  
WITCH.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Spare	  not	  thyself-‐-‐	  proceed.	  	  	  
MANFRED.	  She	  was	  like	  me	  in	  lineaments-‐-‐	  her	  eyes	  	  
Her	  hair,	  her	  features,	  all,	  to	  the	  very	  tone	  	  	  	  	  	  200	  	  
Even	  of	  her	  voice,	  they	  said	  were	  like	  to	  mine;	  	  
But	  soften'd	  all,	  and	  temper'd	  into	  beauty;	  	  
She	  had	  the	  same	  lone	  thoughts	  and	  wanderings,	  	  
The	  quest	  of	  hidden	  knowledge,	  and	  a	  mind	  	  
To	  comprehend	  the	  universe:	  nor	  these	  	  
Alone,	  but	  with	  them	  gentler	  powers	  than	  mine,	  	  
Pity,	  and	  smiles,	  and	  tears-‐-‐	  which	  I	  had	  not;	  	  
And	  tenderness-‐-‐	  but	  that	  I	  had	  for	  her;	  	  	  
Humility-‐-‐	  and	  that	  I	  never	  had.	  	  	  
Her	  faults	  were	  mine-‐-‐	  her	  virtues	  were	  her	  own-‐-‐	  	  	  210	  	  
I	  loved	  her,	  and	  destroy'd	  her!	  	  	  
	  
WITCH.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  With	  thy	  hand?	  	  	  
MANFRED.	  Not	  with	  my	  hand,	  but	  heart-‐-‐	  which	  broke	  her	  heart;	  	  
It	  gazed	  on	  mine,	  and	  wither'd.	  I	  have	  shed	  	  	  
Blood,	  but	  not	  hers-‐-‐	  and	  yet	  her	  blood	  was	  shed-‐-‐	  	  	  
I	  saw,	  and	  could	  not	  stanch	  it.	  
	  

Ralph	  Waldo	  Emerson,	  from	  Nature	  (Chapters	  1	  and	  4)	  
	  
NATURE.	  	  CHAPTER	  I.	  	  TO	  go	  into	  solitude,	  a	  man	  needs	  to	  retire	  as	  much	  from	  his	  chamber	  as	  from	  society.	  I	  am	  
not	  solitary	  whilst	  I	  read	  and	  write,	  though	  nobody	  is	  with	  me.	  But	  if	  a	  man	  would	  be	  alone,	  let	  him	  look	  at	  the	  
stars.	  The	  rays	  that	  come	  from	  those	  heavenly	  worlds,	  will	  separate	  between	  him	  and	  what	  he	  touches.	  One	  
might	  think	  the	  atmosphere	  was	  made	  transparent	  with	  this	  design,	  to	  give	  man,	  in	  the	  heavenly	  bodies,	  the	  
perpetual	  presence	  of	  the	  sublime.	  Seen	  in	  the	  streets	  of	  cities,	  how	  great	  they	  are!	  If	  the	  stars	  should	  appear	  one	  
night	  in	  a	  thousand	  years,	  how	  would	  men	  believe	  and	  adore;	  and	  preserve	  for	  many	  generations	  the	  
remembrance	  of	  the	  city	  of	  God	  which	  had	  been	  shown!	  But	  every	  night	  come	  out	  these	  envoys	  of	  beauty,	  and	  
light	  the	  universe	  with	  their	  admonishing	  smile.	  	  	  
	  
The	  stars	  awaken	  a	  certain	  reverence,	  because	  though	  always	  present,	  they	  are	  inaccessible;	  but	  all	  natural	  
objects	  make	  a	  kindred	  impression,	  when	  the	  mind	  is	  open	  to	  their	  influence.	  Nature	  never	  wears	  a	  mean	  
appearance.	  Neither	  does	  the	  wisest	  man	  extort	  her	  secret,	  and	  lose	  his	  curiosity	  by	  finding	  out	  all	  her	  perfection.	  
Nature	  never	  became	  a	  toy	  to	  a	  wise	  spirit.	  The	  flowers,	  the	  animals,	  the	  mountains,	  reflected	  the	  wisdom	  of	  his	  
best	  hour,	  as	  much	  as	  they	  had	  delighted	  the	  simplicity	  of	  his	  childhood.	  	  	  
	  
When	  we	  speak	  of	  nature	  in	  this	  manner,	  we	  have	  a	  distinct	  but	  most	  poetical	  sense	  in	  the	  mind.	  We	  mean	  the	  
integrity	  of	  impression	  made	  by	  manifold	  natural	  objects.	  It	  is	  this	  which	  distinguishes	  the	  stick	  of	  timber	  of	  the	  
wood-‐cutter,	  from	  the	  tree	  of	  the	  poet.	  The	  charming	  landscape	  which	  I	  saw	  this	  morning,	  is	  indubitably	  made	  up	  
of	  some	  twenty	  or	  thirty	  farms.	  Miller	  owns	  this	  field,	  Locke	  that,	  and	  Manning	  the	  woodland	  beyond.	  But	  none	  of	  
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them	  owns	  the	  landscape.	  There	  is	  a	  property	  in	  the	  horizon	  which	  no	  man	  has	  but	  he	  whose	  eye	  can	  integrate	  all	  
the	  parts,	  that	  is,	  the	  poet.	  This	  is	  the	  best	  part	  of	  these	  men's	  farms,	  yet	  to	  this	  their	  warranty-‐deeds	  give	  no	  title.	  	  	  
	  
To	  speak	  truly,	  few	  adult	  persons	  can	  see	  nature.	  Most	  persons	  do	  not	  see	  the	  sun.	  At	  least	  they	  have	  a	  very	  
superficial	  seeing.	  The	  sun	  illuminates	  only	  the	  eye	  of	  the	  man,	  but	  shines	  into	  the	  eye	  and	  the	  heart	  of	  the	  child.	  
The	  lover	  of	  nature	  is	  he	  whose	  inward	  and	  outward	  senses	  are	  still	  truly	  adjusted	  to	  each	  other;	  who	  has	  
retained	  the	  spirit	  of	  infancy	  even	  into	  the	  era	  of	  manhood.	  His	  intercourse	  with	  heaven	  and	  earth,	  becomes	  part	  
of	  his	  daily	  food.	  In	  the	  presence	  of	  nature,	  a	  wild	  delight	  runs	  through	  the	  man,	  in	  spite	  of	  real	  sorrows.	  Nature	  
says,-‐-‐he	  is	  my	  creature,	  and	  maugre	  all	  his	  impertinent	  griefs,	  he	  shall	  be	  glad	  with	  me.	  Not	  the	  sun	  or	  the	  
summer	  alone,	  but	  every	  hour	  and	  season	  yields	  its	  tribute	  of	  delight;	  for	  every	  hour	  and	  change	  corresponds	  to	  
and	  authorizes	  a	  different	  state	  of	  the	  mind,	  from	  breathless	  noon	  to	  grimmest	  midnight.	  Nature	  is	  a	  setting	  that	  
fits	  equally	  well	  a	  comic	  or	  a	  mourning	  piece.	  In	  good	  health,	  the	  air	  is	  a	  cordial	  of	  incredible	  virtue.	  Crossing	  a	  
bare	  common,	  in	  snow	  puddles,	  at	  twilight,	  under	  a	  clouded	  sky,	  without	  having	  in	  my	  thoughts	  any	  occurrence	  
of	  special	  good	  fortune,	  I	  have	  enjoyed	  a	  perfect	  exhilaration.	  I	  am	  glad	  to	  the	  brink	  of	  fear.	  In	  the	  woods	  too,	  a	  
man	  casts	  off	  his	  years,	  as	  the	  snake	  his	  slough,	  and	  at	  what	  period	  soever	  of	  life,	  is	  always	  a	  child.	  In	  the	  woods,	  
is	  perpetual	  youth.	  Within	  these	  plantations	  of	  God,	  a	  decorum	  and	  sanctity	  reign,	  a	  perennial	  festival	  is	  dressed,	  
and	  the	  guest	  sees	  not	  how	  he	  should	  tire	  of	  them	  in	  a	  thousand	  years.	  In	  the	  woods,	  we	  return	  to	  reason	  and	  
faith.	  There	  I	  feel	  that	  nothing	  can	  befall	  me	  in	  life,-‐-‐no	  disgrace,	  no	  calamity,	  (leaving	  me	  my	  eyes,)	  which	  nature	  
cannot	  repair.	  Standing	  on	  the	  bare	  ground,-‐-‐my	  head	  bathed	  by	  the	  blithe	  air,	  and	  uplifted	  into	  infinite	  space,-‐-‐
all	  mean	  egotism	  vanishes.	  I	  become	  a	  transparent	  eye-‐ball;	  I	  am	  nothing;	  I	  see	  all;	  the	  currents	  of	  the	  Universal	  
Being	  circulate	  through	  me;	  I	  am	  part	  or	  particle	  of	  God.	  The	  name	  of	  the	  nearest	  friend	  sounds	  then	  foreign	  and	  
accidental:	  to	  be	  brothers,	  to	  be	  acquaintances,	  -‐-‐master	  or	  servant,	  is	  then	  a	  trifle	  and	  a	  disturbance.	  I	  am	  the	  
lover	  of	  uncontained	  and	  immortal	  beauty.	  In	  the	  wilderness,	  I	  find	  something	  more	  dear	  and	  connate	  than	  in	  
streets	  or	  villages.	  In	  the	  tranquil	  landscape,	  and	  especially	  in	  the	  distant	  line	  of	  the	  horizon,	  man	  beholds	  
somewhat	  as	  beautiful	  as	  his	  own	  nature.	  	  	  
	  
The	  greatest	  delight	  which	  the	  fields	  and	  woods	  minister,	  is	  the	  suggestion	  of	  an	  occult	  relation	  between	  man	  
and	  the	  vegetable.	  I	  am	  not	  alone	  and	  unacknowledged.	  They	  nod	  to	  me,	  and	  I	  to	  them.	  The	  waving	  of	  the	  boughs	  
in	  the	  storm,	  is	  new	  to	  me	  and	  old.	  It	  takes	  me	  by	  surprise,	  and	  yet	  is	  not	  unknown.	  Its	  effect	  is	  like	  that	  of	  a	  
higher	  thought	  or	  a	  better	  emotion	  coming	  over	  me,	  when	  I	  deemed	  I	  was	  thinking	  justly	  or	  doing	  right.	  	  	  
	  
Yet	  it	  is	  certain	  that	  the	  power	  to	  produce	  this	  delight,	  does	  not	  reside	  in	  nature,	  but	  in	  man,	  or	  in	  a	  harmony	  of	  
both.	  It	  is	  necessary	  to	  use	  these	  pleasures	  with	  great	  temperance.	  For,	  nature	  is	  not	  always	  tricked	  in	  holiday	  
attire,	  but	  the	  same	  scene	  which	  yesterday	  breathed	  perfume	  and	  glittered	  as	  for	  the	  frolic	  of	  the	  nymphs,	  is	  
overspread	  with	  melancholy	  today.	  Nature	  always	  wears	  the	  colors	  of	  the	  spirit.	  To	  a	  man	  laboring	  under	  
calamity,	  the	  heat	  of	  his	  own	  fire	  hath	  sadness	  in	  it.	  Then,	  there	  is	  a	  kind	  of	  contempt	  of	  the	  landscape	  felt	  by	  him	  
who	  has	  just	  lost	  by	  death	  a	  dear	  friend.	  The	  sky	  is	  less	  grand	  as	  it	  shuts	  down	  over	  less	  worth	  in	  the	  population.	  	  
	  
From	  Chapter	  Four	  
LANGUAGE.	  	  	  
LANGUAGE	  is	  a	  third	  use	  which	  Nature	  subserves	  to	  man.	  Nature	  is	  the	  vehicle,	  and	  threefold	  degree.	  	  	  
1.	  Words	  are	  signs	  of	  natural	  facts.	  	  	  
2.	  Particular	  natural	  facts	  are	  symbols	  of	  particular	  spiritual	  facts.	  	  	  
3.	  Nature	  is	  the	  symbol	  of	  spirit.	  	  	  
	  
1.	  Words	  are	  signs	  of	  natural	  facts.	  The	  use	  of	  natural	  history	  is	  to	  give	  us	  aid	  in	  supernatural	  history:	  the	  use	  of	  
the	  outer	  creation,	  to	  give	  us	  language	  for	  the	  beings	  and	  changes	  of	  the	  inward	  creation.	  Every	  word	  which	  is	  
used	  to	  express	  a	  moral	  or	  intellectual	  fact,	  if	  traced	  to	  its	  root,	  is	  found	  to	  be	  borrowed	  from	  some	  material	  
appearance.	  _Right_	  means	  _straight_;	  _wrong_	  means	  _twisted_.	  _Spirit_	  primarily	  means	  _wind_;	  _transgression_,	  
the	  crossing	  of	  a	  _line_;	  _supercilious_,	  the	  _raising	  of	  the	  eyebrow_.	  We	  say	  the	  _heart_	  to	  express	  emotion,	  the	  
_head_	  to	  denote	  thought;	  and	  _thought_	  and	  _emotion_	  are	  words	  borrowed	  from	  sensible	  things,	  and	  now	  
appropriated	  to	  spiritual	  nature.	  Most	  of	  the	  process	  by	  which	  this	  transformation	  is	  made,	  is	  hidden	  from	  us	  in	  
the	  remote	  time	  when	  language	  was	  framed;	  but	  the	  same	  tendency	  may	  be	  daily	  observed	  in	  children.	  Children	  
and	  savages	  use	  only	  nouns	  or	  names	  of	  things,	  which	  they	  convert	  into	  verbs,	  and	  apply	  to	  analogous	  mental	  
acts.	  	  	  
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2.	  But	  this	  origin	  of	  all	  words	  that	  convey	  a	  spiritual	  import,-‐-‐so	  conspicuous	  a	  fact	  in	  the	  history	  of	  language,-‐-‐is	  
our	  least	  debt	  to	  nature.	  It	  is	  not	  words	  only	  that	  are	  emblematic;	  it	  is	  things	  which	  are	  emblematic.	  Every	  
natural	  fact	  is	  a	  symbol	  of	  some	  spiritual	  fact.	  Every	  appearance	  in	  nature	  corresponds	  to	  some	  state	  of	  the	  mind,	  
and	  that	  state	  of	  the	  mind	  can	  only	  be	  described	  by	  presenting	  that	  natural	  appearance	  as	  its	  picture.	  An	  enraged	  
man	  is	  a	  lion,	  a	  cunning	  man	  is	  a	  fox,	  a	  firm	  man	  is	  a	  rock,	  a	  learned	  man	  is	  a	  torch.	  A	  lamb	  is	  innocence;	  a	  snake	  is	  
subtle	  spite;	  flowers	  express	  to	  us	  the	  delicate	  affections.	  Light	  and	  darkness	  are	  our	  familiar	  expression	  for	  
knowledge	  and	  ignorance;	  and	  heat	  for	  love.	  Visible	  distance	  behind	  and	  before	  us,	  is	  respectively	  our	  image	  of	  
memory	  and	  hope.	  	  	  
	  
Who	  looks	  upon	  a	  river	  in	  a	  meditative	  hour,	  and	  is	  not	  reminded	  of	  the	  flux	  of	  all	  things?	  Throw	  a	  stone	  into	  the	  
stream,	  and	  the	  circles	  that	  propagate	  themselves	  are	  the	  beautiful	  type	  of	  all	  influence.	  Man	  is	  conscious	  of	  a	  
universal	  soul	  within	  or	  behind	  his	  individual	  life,	  wherein,	  as	  in	  a	  firmament,	  the	  natures	  of	  Justice,	  Truth,	  Love,	  
Freedom,	  arise	  and	  shine.	  This	  universal	  soul,	  he	  calls	  Reason:	  it	  is	  not	  mine,	  or	  thine,	  or	  his,	  but	  we	  are	  its;	  we	  
are	  its	  property	  and	  men.	  And	  the	  blue	  sky	  in	  which	  the	  private	  earth	  is	  buried,	  the	  sky	  with	  its	  eternal	  calm,	  and	  
full	  of	  everlasting	  orbs,	  is	  the	  type	  of	  Reason.	  That	  which,	  intellectually	  considered,	  we	  call	  Reason,	  considered	  in	  
relation	  to	  nature,	  we	  call	  Spirit.	  Spirit	  is	  the	  Creator.	  Spirit	  hath	  life	  in	  itself.	  And	  man	  in	  all	  ages	  and	  countries,	  
embodies	  it	  in	  his	  language,	  as	  the	  FATHER.	  	  	  
	  
It	  is	  easily	  seen	  that	  there	  is	  nothing	  lucky	  or	  capricious	  in	  these	  analogies,	  but	  that	  they	  are	  constant,	  and	  
pervade	  nature.	  These	  are	  not	  the	  dreams	  of	  a	  few	  poets,	  here	  and	  there,	  but	  man	  is	  an	  analogist,	  and	  studies	  
relations	  in	  all	  objects.	  He	  is	  placed	  in	  the	  centre	  of	  beings,	  and	  a	  ray	  of	  relation	  passes	  from	  every	  other	  being	  to	  
him.	  And	  neither	  can	  man	  be	  understood	  without	  these	  objects,	  nor	  these	  objects	  without	  man.	  All	  the	  facts	  in	  
natural	  history	  taken	  by	  themselves,	  have	  no	  value,	  but	  are	  barren,	  like	  a	  single	  sex.	  But	  marry	  it	  to	  human	  
history,	  and	  it	  is	  full	  of	  life.	  Whole	  Floras,	  all	  Linnaeus'	  and	  Buffon's	  volumes,	  are	  dry	  catalogues	  of	  facts;	  but	  the	  
most	  trivial	  of	  these	  facts,	  the	  habit	  of	  a	  plant,	  the	  organs,	  or	  work,	  or	  noise	  of	  an	  insect,	  applied	  to	  the	  illustration	  
of	  a	  fact	  in	  intellectual	  philosophy,	  or,	  in	  any	  way	  associated	  to	  human	  nature,	  affects	  us	  in	  the	  most	  lively	  and	  
agreeable	  manner.	  The	  seed	  of	  a	  plant,-‐-‐to	  what	  affecting	  analogies	  in	  the	  nature	  of	  man,	  is	  that	  little	  fruit	  made	  
use	  of,	  in	  all	  discourse,	  up	  to	  the	  voice	  of	  Paul,	  who	  calls	  the	  human	  corpse	  a	  seed,-‐-‐"It	  is	  sown	  a	  natural	  body;	  it	  is	  
raised	  a	  spiritual	  body."	  The	  motion	  of	  the	  earth	  round	  its	  axis,	  and	  round	  the	  sun,	  makes	  the	  day,	  and	  the	  year.	  
These	  are	  certain	  amounts	  of	  brute	  light	  and	  heat.	  But	  is	  there	  no	  intent	  of	  an	  analogy	  between	  man's	  life	  and	  the	  
seasons?	  And	  do	  the	  seasons	  gain	  no	  grandeur	  or	  pathos	  from	  that	  analogy?	  The	  instincts	  of	  the	  ant	  are	  very	  
unimportant,	  considered	  as	  the	  ant's;	  but	  the	  moment	  a	  ray	  of	  relation	  is	  seen	  to	  extend	  from	  it	  to	  man,	  and	  the	  
little	  drudge	  is	  seen	  to	  be	  a	  monitor,	  a	  little	  body	  with	  a	  mighty	  heart,	  then	  all	  its	  habits,	  even	  that	  said	  to	  be	  
recently	  observed,	  that	  it	  never	  sleeps,	  become	  sublime.	  	  	  
	  
Because	  of	  this	  radical	  correspondence	  between	  visible	  things	  and	  human	  thoughts,	  savages,	  who	  have	  only	  what	  
is	  necessary,	  converse	  in	  figures.	  As	  we	  go	  back	  in	  history,	  language	  becomes	  more	  picturesque,	  until	  its	  infancy,	  
when	  it	  is	  all	  poetry;	  or	  all	  spiritual	  facts	  are	  represented	  by	  natural	  symbols.	  The	  same	  symbols	  are	  found	  to	  
make	  the	  original	  elements	  of	  all	  languages.	  It	  has	  moreover	  been	  observed,	  that	  the	  idioms	  of	  all	  languages	  
approach	  each	  other	  in	  passages	  of	  the	  greatest	  eloquence	  and	  power.	  And	  as	  this	  is	  the	  first	  language,	  so	  is	  it	  the	  
last.	  This	  immediate	  dependence	  of	  language	  upon	  nature,	  this	  conversion	  of	  an	  outward	  phenomenon	  into	  a	  
type	  of	  somewhat	  in	  human	  life,	  never	  loses	  its	  power	  to	  affect	  us.	  It	  is	  this	  which	  gives	  that	  piquancy	  to	  the	  
conversation	  of	  a	  strong-‐natured	  farmer	  or	  back-‐woodsman,	  which	  all	  men	  relish.	  
	  
Each	  and	  All	  

BY	  RALPH	  WALDO	  EMERSON	  
Little	  thinks,	  in	  the	  field,	  yon	  red-‐cloaked	  clown,	  
Of	  thee	  from	  the	  hill-‐top	  looking	  down;	  
The	  heifer	  that	  lows	  in	  the	  upland	  farm,	  
Far-‐heard,	  lows	  not	  thine	  ear	  to	  charm;	  
The	  sexton,	  tolling	  his	  bell	  at	  noon,	  
Deems	  not	  that	  great	  Napoleon	  
Stops	  his	  horse,	  and	  lists	  with	  delight,	  
Whilst	  his	  files	  sweep	  round	  yon	  Alpine	  height;	  
Nor	  knowest	  thou	  what	  argument	  
Thy	  life	  to	  thy	  neighbor's	  creed	  has	  lent.	  

All	  are	  needed	  by	  each	  one;	  
Nothing	  is	  fair	  or	  good	  alone.	  
I	  thought	  the	  sparrow's	  note	  from	  heaven,	  
Singing	  at	  dawn	  on	  the	  alder	  bough;	  
I	  brought	  him	  home,	  in	  his	  nest,	  at	  even;	  
He	  sings	  the	  song,	  but	  it	  pleases	  not	  now,	  
For	  I	  did	  not	  bring	  home	  the	  river	  and	  sky;	  —	  
He	  sang	  to	  my	  ear,	  —	  they	  sang	  to	  my	  eye.	  
The	  delicate	  shells	  lay	  on	  the	  shore;	  
The	  bubbles	  of	  the	  latest	  wave	  
Fresh	  pearls	  to	  their	  enamel	  gave;	  
And	  the	  bellowing	  of	  the	  savage	  sea	  
Greeted	  their	  safe	  escape	  to	  me.	  
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I	  wiped	  away	  the	  weeds	  and	  foam,	  
I	  fetched	  my	  sea-‐born	  treasures	  home;	  
But	  the	  poor,	  unsightly,	  noisome	  things	  
Had	  left	  their	  beauty	  on	  the	  shore,	  
With	  the	  sun,	  and	  the	  sand,	  and	  the	  wild	  uproar.	  
The	  lover	  watched	  his	  graceful	  maid,	  
As	  'mid	  the	  virgin	  train	  she	  stayed,	  
Nor	  knew	  her	  beauty's	  best	  attire	  
Was	  woven	  still	  by	  the	  snow-‐white	  choir.	  
At	  last	  she	  came	  to	  his	  hermitage,	  
Like	  the	  bird	  from	  the	  woodlands	  to	  the	  cage;	  —	  
The	  gay	  enchantment	  was	  undone,	  
A	  gentle	  wife,	  but	  fairy	  none.	  
Then	  I	  said,	  "I	  covet	  truth;	  

Beauty	  is	  unripe	  childhood's	  cheat;	  
I	  leave	  it	  behind	  with	  the	  games	  of	  youth:"	  —	  
As	  I	  spoke,	  beneath	  my	  feet	  
The	  ground-‐pine	  curled	  its	  pretty	  wreath,	  
Running	  over	  the	  club-‐moss	  burrs;	  
I	  inhaled	  the	  violet's	  breath;	  
Around	  me	  stood	  the	  oaks	  and	  firs;	  
Pine-‐cones	  and	  acorns	  lay	  on	  the	  ground;	  
Over	  me	  soared	  the	  eternal	  sky,	  
Full	  of	  light	  and	  of	  deity;	  
Again	  I	  saw,	  again	  I	  heard,	  
The	  rolling	  river,	  the	  morning	  bird;	  —	  
Beauty	  through	  my	  senses	  stole;	  
I	  yielded	  myself	  to	  the	  perfect	  whole.	  

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175147	  

Samuel	  Taylor	  Coleridge	  
KUBLA	  KHAN	  	  	  	  	  
	  
In	  Xanadu	  did	  Kubla	  Khan	  	  	  	  
A	  stately	  pleasure-‐dome	  decree:	  	  	  	  
Where	  Alph,	  the	  sacred	  river,	  ran	  	  	  	  
Through	  caverns	  measureless	  to	  man	  	  	  	  	  	  
Down	  to	  a	  sunless	  sea.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  5	  	  	  	  
So	  twice	  five	  miles	  of	  fertile	  ground	  	  	  	  
With	  walls	  and	  towers	  were	  girdled	  round:	  	  	  	  
And	  here	  were	  gardens	  bright	  with	  sinuous	  rills,	  	  	  	  
Where	  blossomed	  many	  an	  incense-‐bearing	  tree;	  	  	  	  
And	  here	  were	  forests	  ancient	  as	  the	  hills,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  10	  	  	  	  
Enfolding	  sunny	  spots	  of	  greenery.	  	  	  	  	  
But	  oh!	  that	  deep	  romantic	  chasm	  which	  slanted	  	  	  	  
Down	  the	  green	  hill	  athwart	  a	  cedarn	  cover!	  	  	  	  
A	  savage	  place!	  as	  holy	  and	  enchanted	  	  	  	  
As	  e'er	  beneath	  a	  waning	  moon	  was	  haunted	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  15	  	  	  	  
By	  woman	  wailing	  for	  her	  demon-‐lover!	  	  	  	  
And	  from	  this	  chasm,	  with	  ceaseless	  turmoil	  seething,	  	  	  	  
As	  if	  this	  earth	  in	  fast	  thick	  pants	  were	  breathing,	  	  	  	  
A	  mighty	  fountain	  momently	  was	  forced:	  	  	  	  
Amid	  whose	  swift	  half-‐intermitted	  burst	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  20	  	  	  	  
Huge	  fragments	  vaulted	  like	  rebounding	  hail,	  	  	  	  
Or	  chaffy	  grain	  beneath	  the	  thresher's	  flail:	  	  	  	  
And	  'mid	  these	  dancing	  rocks	  at	  once	  and	  ever	  	  	  	  
It	  flung	  up	  momently	  the	  sacred	  river.	  	  	  	  
Five	  miles	  meandering	  with	  a	  mazy	  motion	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  25	  	  	  	  
Through	  wood	  and	  dale	  the	  sacred	  river	  ran,	  	  	  	  
Then	  reached	  the	  caverns	  measureless	  to	  man,	  	  	  	  
And	  sank	  in	  tumult	  to	  a	  lifeless	  ocean:	  	  	  	  
And	  'mid	  this	  tumult	  Kubla	  heard	  from	  far	  	  	  	  
Ancestral	  voices	  prophesying	  war!	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  30	  	  
	  The	  shadow	  of	  the	  dome	  of	  pleasure	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
Floated	  midway	  on	  the	  waves;	  	  	  	  	  	  
Where	  was	  heard	  the	  mingled	  measure	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
From	  the	  fountain	  and	  the	  caves.	  	  	  	  
It	  was	  a	  miracle	  of	  rare	  device,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  35	  	  	  	  
A	  sunny	  pleasure-‐dome	  with	  caves	  of	  ice!	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
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A	  damsel	  with	  a	  dulcimer	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
In	  a	  vision	  once	  I	  saw:	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
It	  was	  an	  Abyssinian	  maid,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
And	  on	  her	  dulcimer	  she	  played,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  40	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
Singing	  of	  Mount	  Abora.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
Could	  I	  revive	  within	  me.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
Her	  symphony	  and	  song,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
To	  such	  a	  deep	  delight	  'twould	  win	  me,	  	  	  	  
That	  with	  music	  loud	  and	  long,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  45	  	  	  	  
I	  would	  build	  that	  dome	  in	  air,	  	  	  	  
That	  sunny	  dome!	  those	  caves	  of	  ice!	  	  	  	  
And	  all	  who	  heard	  should	  see	  them	  there,	  	  	  	  
And	  all	  should	  cry,	  Beware!	  Beware!	  	  	  	  
His	  flashing	  eyes,	  his	  floating	  hair!	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  50	  	  	  	  
Weave	  a	  circle	  round	  him	  thrice,	  	  	  	  
And	  close	  your	  eyes	  with	  holy	  dread,	  	  	  	  
For	  he	  on	  honey-‐dew	  hath	  fed,	  	  	  	  
And	  drunk	  the	  milk	  of	  Paradise.	  
	  

	  

This	  Lime-tree	  Bower	  my	  Prison	  

BY	  SAMUEL	  TAYLOR	  COLERIDGE	  
[Addressed	  to	  Charles	  Lamb,	  of	  the	  India	  House,	  
London]	  

[Addressed	  to	  Charles	  Lamb,	  of	  the	  India	  House,	  
London]	  

Well,	  they	  are	  gone,	  and	  here	  must	  I	  remain,	  
This	  lime-‐tree	  bower	  my	  prison!	  I	  have	  lost	  
Beauties	  and	  feelings,	  such	  as	  would	  have	  been	  
Most	  sweet	  to	  my	  remembrance	  even	  when	  age	  
Had	  dimm'd	  mine	  eyes	  to	  blindness!	  They,	  meanwhile,	  
Friends,	  whom	  I	  never	  more	  may	  meet	  again,	  
On	  springy	  heath,	  along	  the	  hill-‐top	  edge,	  
Wander	  in	  gladness,	  and	  wind	  down,	  perchance,	  
To	  that	  still	  roaring	  dell,	  of	  which	  I	  told;	  
The	  roaring	  dell,	  o'erwooded,	  narrow,	  deep,	  
And	  only	  speckled	  by	  the	  mid-‐day	  sun;	  
Where	  its	  slim	  trunk	  the	  ash	  from	  rock	  to	  rock	  
Flings	  arching	  like	  a	  bridge;—that	  branchless	  ash,	  
Unsunn'd	  and	  damp,	  whose	  few	  poor	  yellow	  leaves	  
Ne'er	  tremble	  in	  the	  gale,	  yet	  tremble	  still,	  
Fann'd	  by	  the	  water-‐fall!	  and	  there	  my	  friends	  
Behold	  the	  dark	  green	  file	  of	  long	  lank	  weeds,	  
That	  all	  at	  once	  (a	  most	  fantastic	  sight!)	  
Still	  nod	  and	  drip	  beneath	  the	  dripping	  edge	  
Of	  the	  blue	  clay-‐stone.	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Now,	  my	  friends	  emerge	  
Beneath	  the	  wide	  wide	  Heaven—and	  view	  again	  
The	  many-‐steepled	  tract	  magnificent	  
Of	  hilly	  fields	  and	  meadows,	  and	  the	  sea,	  
With	  some	  fair	  bark,	  perhaps,	  whose	  sails	  light	  up	  
The	  slip	  of	  smooth	  clear	  blue	  betwixt	  two	  Isles	  

Of	  purple	  shadow!	  Yes!	  they	  wander	  on	  
In	  gladness	  all;	  but	  thou,	  methinks,	  most	  glad,	  
My	  gentle-‐hearted	  Charles!	  for	  thou	  hast	  pined	  
And	  hunger'd	  after	  Nature,	  many	  a	  year,	  
In	  the	  great	  City	  pent,	  winning	  thy	  way	  
With	  sad	  yet	  patient	  soul,	  through	  evil	  and	  pain	  
And	  strange	  calamity!	  Ah!	  slowly	  sink	  
Behind	  the	  western	  ridge,	  thou	  glorious	  Sun!	  
Shine	  in	  the	  slant	  beams	  of	  the	  sinking	  orb,	  
Ye	  purple	  heath-‐flowers!	  richlier	  burn,	  ye	  clouds!	  
Live	  in	  the	  yellow	  light,	  ye	  distant	  groves!	  
And	  kindle,	  thou	  blue	  Ocean!	  So	  my	  friend	  
Struck	  with	  deep	  joy	  may	  stand,	  as	  I	  have	  stood,	  
Silent	  with	  swimming	  sense;	  yea,	  gazing	  round	  
On	  the	  wide	  landscape,	  gaze	  till	  all	  doth	  seem	  
Less	  gross	  than	  bodily;	  and	  of	  such	  hues	  
As	  veil	  the	  Almighty	  Spirit,	  when	  yet	  he	  makes	  
Spirits	  perceive	  his	  presence.	  
	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  A	  delight	  
Comes	  sudden	  on	  my	  heart,	  and	  I	  am	  glad	  
As	  I	  myself	  were	  there!	  Nor	  in	  this	  bower,	  
This	  little	  lime-‐tree	  bower,	  have	  I	  not	  mark'd	  
Much	  that	  has	  sooth'd	  me.	  Pale	  beneath	  the	  blaze	  
Hung	  the	  transparent	  foliage;	  and	  I	  watch'd	  
Some	  broad	  and	  sunny	  leaf,	  and	  lov'd	  to	  see	  
The	  shadow	  of	  the	  leaf	  and	  stem	  above	  
Dappling	  its	  sunshine!	  And	  that	  walnut-‐tree	  
Was	  richly	  ting'd,	  and	  a	  deep	  radiance	  lay	  
Full	  on	  the	  ancient	  ivy,	  which	  usurps	  
Those	  fronting	  elms,	  and	  now,	  with	  blackest	  mass	  
Makes	  their	  dark	  branches	  gleam	  a	  lighter	  hue	  
Through	  the	  late	  twilight:	  and	  though	  now	  the	  bat	  
Wheels	  silent	  by,	  and	  not	  a	  swallow	  twitters,	  
Yet	  still	  the	  solitary	  humble-‐bee	  
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Sings	  in	  the	  bean-‐flower!	  Henceforth	  I	  shall	  know	  
That	  Nature	  ne'er	  deserts	  the	  wise	  and	  pure;	  
No	  plot	  so	  narrow,	  be	  but	  Nature	  there,	  
No	  waste	  so	  vacant,	  but	  may	  well	  employ	  
Each	  faculty	  of	  sense,	  and	  keep	  the	  heart	  
Awake	  to	  Love	  and	  Beauty!	  and	  sometimes	  
'Tis	  well	  to	  be	  bereft	  of	  promis'd	  good,	  
That	  we	  may	  lift	  the	  soul,	  and	  contemplate	  
With	  lively	  joy	  the	  joys	  we	  cannot	  share.	  
My	  gentle-‐hearted	  Charles!	  when	  the	  last	  rook	  

Beat	  its	  straight	  path	  along	  the	  dusky	  air	  
Homewards,	  I	  blest	  it!	  deeming	  its	  black	  wing	  
(Now	  a	  dim	  speck,	  now	  vanishing	  in	  light)	  
Had	  cross'd	  the	  mighty	  Orb's	  dilated	  glory,	  
While	  thou	  stood'st	  gazing;	  or,	  when	  all	  was	  still,	  
Flew	  creeking	  o'er	  thy	  head,	  and	  had	  a	  charm	  
For	  thee,	  my	  gentle-‐hearted	  Charles,	  to	  whom	  
No	  sound	  is	  dissonant	  which	  tells	  of	  Life.	  
	  
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/173248

	  
From	  Biographia	  Literaria	  (full	  text	  at	  http://www.gutenberg.org/files/6081/6081-h/6081-
h.htm#2HCH0001)	  
	  
The	  poet,	  described	  in	  ideal	  perfection,	  brings	  the	  whole	  soul	  of	  man	  into	  activity,	  with	  the	  subordination	  of	  its	  
faculties	  to	  each	  other	  according	  to	  their	  relative	  worth	  and	  dignity.	  He	  diffuses	  a	  tone	  and	  spirit	  of	  unity,	  that	  
blends,	  and	  (as	  it	  were)	  fuses,	  each	  into	  each,	  by	  that	  synthetic	  and	  magical	  power,	  to	  which	  I	  would	  exclusively	  
appropriate	  the	  name	  of	  Imagination.	  This	  power,	  first	  put	  in	  action	  by	  the	  will	  and	  understanding,	  and	  retained	  
under	  their	  irremissive,	  though	  gentle	  and	  unnoticed,	  control,	  laxis	  effertur	  habenis,	  reveals	  "itself	  in	  the	  balance	  
or	  reconcilement	  of	  opposite	  or	  discordant"	  qualities:	  of	  sameness,	  with	  difference;	  of	  the	  general	  with	  the	  
concrete;	  the	  idea	  with	  the	  image;	  the	  individual	  with	  the	  representative;	  the	  sense	  of	  novelty	  and	  freshness	  with	  
old	  and	  familiar	  objects;	  a	  more	  than	  usual	  state	  of	  emotion	  with	  more	  than	  usual	  order;	  judgment	  ever	  awake	  
and	  steady	  self-‐possession	  with	  enthusiasm	  and	  feeling	  profound	  or	  vehement;	  and	  while	  it	  blends	  and	  
harmonizes	  the	  natural	  and	  the	  artificial,	  still	  subordinates	  art	  to	  nature;	  the	  manner	  to	  the	  matter;	  and	  our	  
admiration	  of	  the	  poet	  to	  our	  sympathy	  with	  the	  poetry.	  
	  
http://www.rc.umd.edu/editions/LB/html/Lb00-‐1.html	  

Ozymandias	  
Percy	  Bysshe	  Shelley	  

I	  met	  a	  traveller	  from	  an	  antique	  land,	  
Who	  said—“Two	  vast	  and	  trunkless	  legs	  of	  stone	  
Stand	  in	  the	  desert.	  .	  .	  .	  Near	  them,	  on	  the	  sand,	  
Half	  sunk	  a	  shattered	  visage	  lies,	  whose	  frown,	  
And	  wrinkled	  lip,	  and	  sneer	  of	  cold	  command,	  
Tell	  that	  its	  sculptor	  well	  those	  passions	  read	  
Which	  yet	  survive,	  stamped	  on	  these	  lifeless	  things,	  
The	  hand	  that	  mocked	  them,	  and	  the	  heart	  that	  fed;	  
And	  on	  the	  pedestal,	  these	  words	  appear:	  
My	  name	  is	  Ozymandias,	  King	  of	  Kings;	  
Look	  on	  my	  Works,	  ye	  Mighty,	  and	  despair!	  
Nothing	  beside	  remains.	  Round	  the	  decay	  
Of	  that	  colossal	  Wreck,	  boundless	  and	  bare	  
The	  lone	  and	  level	  sands	  stretch	  far	  away.”	  

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175903	  

	  

Dover	  Beach	  
Matthew	  Arnold	  

The	  sea	  is	  calm	  tonight.	  

The	  tide	  is	  full,	  the	  moon	  lies	  fair	  

Upon	  the	  straits;	  on	  the	  French	  coast	  the	  light	  

Gleams	  and	  is	  gone;	  the	  cliffs	  of	  England	  stand,	  

Glimmering	  and	  vast,	  out	  in	  the	  tranquil	  bay.	  

Come	  to	  the	  window,	  sweet	  is	  the	  night-‐air!	  

Only,	  from	  the	  long	  line	  of	  spray	  
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Where	  the	  sea	  meets	  the	  moon-‐blanched	  land,	  

Listen!	  you	  hear	  the	  grating	  roar	  

Of	  pebbles	  which	  the	  waves	  draw	  back,	  and	  fling,	  

At	  their	  return,	  up	  the	  high	  strand,	  

Begin,	  and	  cease,	  and	  then	  again	  begin,	  

With	  tremulous	  cadence	  slow,	  and	  bring	  

The	  eternal	  note	  of	  sadness	  in.	  

	  

Sophocles	  long	  ago	  

Heard	  it	  on	  the	  Ægean,	  and	  it	  brought	  

Into	  his	  mind	  the	  turbid	  ebb	  and	  flow	  

Of	  human	  misery;	  we	  

Find	  also	  in	  the	  sound	  a	  thought,	  

Hearing	  it	  by	  this	  distant	  northern	  sea.	  

	  

The	  Sea	  of	  Faith	  

Was	  once,	  too,	  at	  the	  full,	  and	  round	  earth’s	  shore	  

Lay	  like	  the	  folds	  of	  a	  bright	  girdle	  furled.	  

But	  now	  I	  only	  hear	  

Its	  melancholy,	  long,	  withdrawing	  roar,	  

Retreating,	  to	  the	  breath	  

Of	  the	  night-‐wind,	  down	  the	  vast	  edges	  drear	  

And	  naked	  shingles	  of	  the	  world.	  

	  

Ah,	  love,	  let	  us	  be	  true	  

To	  one	  another!	  for	  the	  world,	  which	  seems	  

To	  lie	  before	  us	  like	  a	  land	  of	  dreams,	  

So	  various,	  so	  beautiful,	  so	  new,	  

Hath	  really	  neither	  joy,	  nor	  love,	  nor	  light,	  

Nor	  certitude,	  nor	  peace,	  nor	  help	  for	  pain;	  

And	  we	  are	  here	  as	  on	  a	  darkling	  plain	  

Swept	  with	  confused	  alarms	  of	  struggle	  and	  flight,	  

Where	  ignorant	  armies	  clash	  by	  night.	  

	  

	  

From	  Matthew	  Arnold’s	  “Hebraism	  and	  Hellenism,”	  Chapter	  4	  of	  Culture	  and	  Anarchy	  (1867-68)	  
(Selections;	  emphasis	  added	  in	  bold)	  
And	  to	  give	  these	  forces	  names	  from	  the	  two	  races	  of	  men	  who	  have	  supplied	  the	  most	  signal	  and	  splendid	  
manifestations	  of	  them,	  we	  may	  call	  them	  respectively	  the	  forces	  of	  Hebraism	  and	  Hellenism.	  Hebraism	  and	  
Hellenism,	  -‐	  between	  these	  two	  points	  of	  influence	  moves	  our	  world.	  At	  one	  time	  if	  feels	  more	  powerfully	  the	  
attraction	  one	  of	  them,	  at	  another	  time	  of	  the	  other;	  and	  it	  ought	  to	  be,	  thought	  it	  never	  is,	  evenly	  and	  happily	  
balanced	  between	  them.	  	  
The	  final	  aim	  of	  both	  Hellenism	  and	  Hebraism,	  as	  of	  all	  great	  spiritual	  disciplines,	  is	  not	  doubt	  the	  same:	  man’s	  
perfection	  or	  salvation.	  The	  very	  language	  which	  they	  both	  of	  them	  use	  in	  schooling	  us	  to	  reach	  this	  aim	  is	  often	  
identical.	  Even	  when	  their	  language	  indicates	  by	  variation,	  -‐	  sometimes	  a	  broad	  variation,	  often	  a	  but	  slight	  and	  
subtle	  variation,	  -‐	  the	  different	  courses	  of	  thought	  which	  are	  uppermost	  in	  each	  discipline,	  even	  then	  the	  unity	  of	  
the	  final	  end	  and	  aim	  is	  still	  apparent.	  
	  
Still,	  they	  pursue	  this	  aim	  by	  very	  different	  courses.	  The	  uppermost	  idea	  with	  Hellenism	  is	  to	  see	  things	  as	  
they	  really	  are;	  the	  uppermost	  idea	  with	  Hebraism	  is	  conduct	  and	  obedience.	  Nothing	  can	  do	  away	  with	  
this	  ineffaceable	  difference.	  The	  Greek	  quarrel	  with	  the	  body	  and	  its	  desires	  is,	  that	  they	  hinder	  right	  thinking;	  
the	  Hebrew	  quarrel	  with	  them	  is,	  that	  they	  hinder	  right	  acting.	  
	  
At	  the	  bottom	  of	  both	  the	  Greek	  and	  the	  Hebrew	  notion	  is	  the	  desire,	  native	  in	  man,	  for	  reason	  and	  the	  will	  of	  
God,	  the	  feeling	  after	  the	  universal	  order,	  -‐-‐	  in	  a	  word,	  the	  love	  of	  God.	  But,	  while	  Hebraism	  seizes	  upon	  certain	  
plain,	  capital	  intimations	  of	  the	  universal	  order,	  and	  rivets	  itself,	  one	  may	  say,	  with	  unequalled	  grandeur	  of	  
earnestness	  and	  intensity	  on	  the	  study	  and	  observance	  of	  them,	  the	  bent	  of	  Hellenism	  is	  to	  follow,	  with	  flexible	  
activity,	  the	  whole	  play	  of	  universal	  order,	  to	  be	  apprehensive	  of	  missing	  any	  part	  of	  it,	  of	  sacrificing	  one	  part	  to	  
another,	  to	  slip	  away	  from	  resting	  in	  this	  or	  that	  intimation	  of	  it,	  however	  capital.	  An	  unclouded	  clearness	  of	  
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mind,	  an	  unimpeded	  play	  of	  thought,	  is	  what	  this	  bent	  drives	  at.	  The	  governing	  idea	  of	  Hellenism	  is	  
spontaneity	  of	  consciousness;	  that	  of	  Hebraism,	  strictness	  of	  conscience. 
	  
Self-‐conquest,	  self-‐devotion,	  the	  following	  not	  our	  own	  individual	  will,	  but	  the	  will	  of	  God,	  obedience,	  is	  the	  
fundamental	  idea	  of	  this	  form,	  also,	  of	  the	  discipline	  to	  which	  we	  have	  attached	  the	  general	  name	  of	  Hebraism.	  
So	  long	  as	  we	  do	  not	  forget	  that	  both	  Hellenism	  and	  Hebraism	  are	  profound	  and	  admirable	  manifestations	  of	  
man’s	  life,	  tendencies,	  and	  powers,	  and	  that	  both	  of	  them	  aim	  at	  a	  like	  final	  result…	  .	  
	  
Both	  Hellenism	  and	  Hebraism	  arise	  out	  of	  the	  wants	  of	  the	  human	  nature,	  and	  address	  themselves	  to	  satisfy	  
those	  wants.	  But	  their	  methods	  are	  so	  different	  they	  lay	  stress	  on	  such	  different	  points,	  and	  call	  into	  being	  by	  
their	  respective	  disciplines	  such	  different	  activities,	  that	  the	  face	  which	  human	  nature	  presents	  when	  it	  passes	  
from	  the	  hands	  of	  one	  of	  them	  to	  those	  of	  the	  other,	  is	  no	  longer	  the	  same.	  To	  get	  rid	  of	  one’s	  ignorance,	  to	  see	  
things	  as	  they	  are,	  and	  by	  seeing	  them	  as	  they	  are	  to	  see	  them	  in	  their	  beauty,	  is	  the	  simple	  and	  attractive	  
ideal	  which	  Hellenism	  holds	  out	  before	  human	  nature;	  and	  from	  the	  simplicity	  and	  charm	  of	  this	  ideal,	  
Hellenism,	  and	  human	  life	  in	  the	  hands	  of	  Hellenism,	  is	  invested	  with	  a	  kind	  of	  aerial	  ease,	  clearness,	  and	  
radiancy;	  they	  are	  full	  of	  what	  we	  call	  sweetness	  and	  light.	  Difficulties	  are	  kept	  out	  of	  view,	  and	  the	  
beauty	  and	  rationalness	  of	  the	  ideal	  have	  all	  our	  thoughts.	  
It	  is	  all	  very	  well	  to	  talk	  of	  getting	  rid	  of	  one’s	  ignorance	  of	  seeing	  things	  in	  their	  reality,	  seeing	  them	  in	  their	  
beauty;	  but	  how	  is	  this	  to	  be	  done	  when	  there	  is	  something	  which	  thwarts	  and	  spoils	  all	  our	  efforts?	  	  
	  
This	  something	  is	  sin;	  and	  the	  space	  which	  sin	  fills	  in	  Hebraism,	  as	  compared	  with	  Hellenism,	  is	  indeed	  
prodigious.	  This	  obstacle	  to	  perfection	  fills	  the	  whole	  scene,	  and	  perfection	  appears	  remote	  and	  rising	  away	  from	  
earth,	  in	  the	  background.	  Under	  the	  name	  of	  sin,	  the	  difficulties	  of	  knowing	  oneself	  and	  conquering	  oneself	  which	  
impede	  man’s	  passage	  to	  perfection,	  become,	  for	  Hebraism,	  a	  positive,	  active	  entity	  hostile	  to	  man,	  a	  mysterious	  
power	  which	  I	  heard	  Dr.	  Pusey	  the	  other	  day,	  in	  one	  of	  his	  impressive	  sermons,	  compare	  to	  a	  hideous	  hunchback	  
seated	  on	  our	  shoulders,	  and	  which	  it	  is	  the	  main	  business	  of	  our	  lives	  to	  hate	  and	  oppose.	  The	  discipline	  of	  the	  
Old	  Testament	  may	  be	  summed	  up	  as	  a	  discipline	  teaching	  us	  to	  abhor	  and	  flee	  from	  sin;	  the	  discipline	  of	  the	  
New	  Testament,	  as	  a	  discipline	  teaching	  us	  to	  die	  to	  it.	  As	  Hellenism	  speaks	  of	  thinking	  clearly,	  seeing	  things	  
in	  their	  essence	  and	  beauty,	  as	  a	  grand	  and	  precious	  feat	  for	  man	  to	  achieve,	  so	  Hebraism	  speaks	  of	  
becoming	  conscious	  of	  sin,	  of	  wakening	  to	  a	  sense	  of	  sin,	  as	  a	  feat	  of	  this	  kind. 
	  
Of	  two	  disciplines	  laying	  their	  main	  stress,	  the	  one,	  on	  clear	  intelligence,	  the	  other,	  on	  firm	  obedience;	  the	  one,	  on	  
comprehensively	  knowing	  the	  grounds	  of	  one’s	  duty,	  the	  other,	  on	  diligently	  practising	  it;	  the	  one,	  on	  taking	  all	  
possible	  care	  (to	  use	  Bishop	  Wilson’s	  words	  again)	  that	  the	  light	  we	  have	  be	  not	  darkness,	  the	  other,	  that	  
according	  to	  the	  best	  light	  we	  have	  we	  diligently	  walk	  …	  
	  
Whatever	  direct	  superiority,	  therefore,	  Protestantism	  had	  over	  Catholicism	  was	  a	  moral	  superiority,	  a	  
superiority	  arising	  out	  of	  its	  greater	  sincerity	  and	  earnestness,	  --	  at	  the	  moment	  of	  its	  apparition	  at	  any	  
rate,	  --	  in	  dealing	  with	  the	  heart	  and	  conscience.	  Its	  pretensions	  to	  an	  intellectual	  superiority	  are	  in	  
general	  quite	  illusory.	  	  
	  

London	  

BY	  WILLIAM	  BLAKE	  
I	  wander	  thro'	  each	  charter'd	  street,	  
Near	  where	  the	  charter'd	  Thames	  does	  flow,	  
And	  mark	  in	  every	  face	  I	  meet	  
Marks	  of	  weakness,	  marks	  of	  woe.	  

In	  every	  cry	  of	  every	  Man,	  
In	  every	  Infant's	  cry	  of	  fear,	  
In	  every	  voice,	  in	  every	  ban,	  
The	  mind-‐forg'd	  manacles	  I	  hear.	  

How	  the	  Chimney-‐sweeper's	  cry	  
Every	  black'ning	  Church	  appalls;	  



	   19	  

And	  the	  hapless	  Soldier's	  sigh	  
Runs	  in	  blood	  down	  Palace	  walls.	  

But	  most	  thro'	  midnight	  streets	  I	  hear	  
How	  the	  youthful	  Harlot's	  curse	  
Blasts	  the	  new	  born	  Infant's	  tear,	  
And	  blights	  with	  plagues	  the	  Marriage	  hearse.	  

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/172929	  

	  
From	  Narrative	  of	  the	  Life	  of	  Frederick	  Douglass,	  An	  American	  Slave	  
Chapter	  X	  

	  
I	  had	  left	  Master	  Thomas's	  house,	  and	  went	  to	  live	  with	  Mr.	  Covey,	  on	  the	  1st	  of	  January,	  1833.	  

I	  was	  now,	  for	  the	  first	  time	  in	  my	  life,	  a	  field	  hand.	  In	  my	  new	  employment,	  I	  found	  myself	  even	  
more	  awkward	  than	  a	  country	  boy	  appeared	  to	  be	  in	  a	  large	  city.	  I	  had	  been	  at	  my	  new	  home	  but	  

one	  week	  before	  Mr.	  Covey	  gave	  me	  a	  very	  severe	  whipping,	  cutting	  my	  back,	  causing	  the	  blood	  to	  run,	  and	  raising	  
ridges	  on	  my	  flesh	  as	  large	  as	  my	  little	  finger.	  The	  details	  of	  this	  affair	  are	  as	  follows:	  Mr.	  Covey	  sent	  me,	  very	  early	  
in	  the	  morning	  of	  one	  of	  our	  coldest	  days	  in	  the	  month	  of	  January,	  to	  the	  woods,	  to	  get	  a	  load	  of	  wood.	  He	  gave	  me	  a	  
team	  of	  unbroken	  oxen.	  He	  told	  me	  which	  was	  the	  in-‐hand	  ox,	  and	  which	  the	  off-‐hand	  one.	  He	  then	  tied	  the	  end	  of	  a	  
large	  rope	  around	  the	  horns	  of	  the	  in-‐hand	  ox,	  and	  gave	  me	  the	  other	  end	  of	  it,	  and	  told	  me,	  if	  the	  oxen	  started	  to	  
run,	  that	  I	  must	  hold	  on	  upon	  the	  rope.	  I	  had	  never	  driven	  oxen	  before,	  and	  of	  course	  I	  was	  very	  awkward.	  I,	  
however,	  succeeded	  in	  getting	  to	  the	  edge	  of	  the	  woods	  with	  little	  difficulty;	  but	  I	  had	  got	  a	  very	  few	  rods	  into	  the	  
woods,	  when	  the	  oxen	  took	  fright,	  and	  started	  full	  tilt,	  carrying	  the	  cart	  against	  trees,	  and	  over	  stumps,	  in	  the	  most	  
frightful	  manner.	  I	  expected	  every	  moment	  that	  my	  brains	  would	  be	  dashed	  out	  against	  the	  trees.	  After	  running	  thus	  
for	  a	  considerable	  distance,	  they	  finally	  upset	  the	  cart,	  dashing	  it	  with	  great	  force	  against	  a	  tree,	  and	  threw	  
themselves	  into	  a	  dense	  thicket.	  How	  I	  escaped	  death,	  I	  do	  not	  know.	  There	  I	  was,	  entirely	  alone,	  in	  a	  thick	  wood,	  in	  
a	  place	  new	  to	  me.	  My	  cart	  was	  upset	  and	  shattered,	  my	  oxen	  were	  entangled	  among	  the	  young	  trees,	  and	  there	  was	  
none	  to	  help	  me.	  After	  a	  long	  spell	  of	  effort,	  I	  succeeded	  in	  getting	  my	  cart	  righted,	  my	  oxen	  disentangled,	  and	  again	  
yoked	  to	  the	  cart.	  I	  now	  proceeded	  with	  my	  team	  to	  the	  place	  where	  I	  had,	  the	  day	  before,	  been	  chopping	  wood,	  and	  
loaded	  my	  cart	  pretty	  heavily,	  thinking	  in	  this	  way	  to	  tame	  my	  oxen.	  I	  then	  proceeded	  on	  my	  way	  home.	  I	  had	  now	  
consumed	  one	  half	  of	  the	  day.	  I	  got	  out	  of	  the	  woods	  safely,	  and	  now	  felt	  out	  of	  danger.	  I	  stopped	  my	  oxen	  to	  open	  
the	  woods	  gate;	  and	  just	  as	  I	  did	  so,	  before	  I	  could	  get	  hold	  of	  my	  oxrope,	  the	  oxen	  again	  started,	  rushed	  through	  the	  
gate,	  catching	  it	  between	  the	  wheel	  and	  the	  body	  of	  the	  cart,	  tearing	  it	  to	  pieces,	  and	  coming	  within	  a	  few	  inches	  of	  
crushing	  me	  against	  the	  gate-‐post.	  Thus	  twice,	  in	  one	  short	  day,	  I	  escaped	  death	  by	  the	  merest	  chance.	  On	  my	  
return,	  I	  told	  Mr.	  Covey	  what	  had	  happened,	  and	  how	  it	  happened.	  He	  ordered	  me	  to	  return	  to	  the	  woods	  again	  
immediately.	  I	  did	  so,	  and	  he	  followed	  on	  after	  me.	  Just	  as	  I	  got	  into	  the	  woods,	  he	  came	  up	  and	  told	  me	  to	  stop	  my	  
cart,	  and	  that	  he	  would	  teach	  me	  how	  to	  trifle	  away	  my	  time,	  and	  break	  gates.	  He	  then	  went	  to	  a	  large	  gum-‐tree,	  and	  
with	  his	  axe	  cut	  three	  large	  switches,	  and,	  after	  trimming	  them	  up	  neatly	  with	  his	  pocket-‐knife,	  he	  ordered	  me	  to	  
take	  off	  my	  clothes.	  I	  made	  him	  no	  answer,	  but	  stood	  with	  my	  clothes	  on.	  He	  repeated	  his	  order.	  I	  still	  made	  him	  no	  
answer,	  nor	  did	  I	  move	  to	  strip	  myself.	  Upon	  this	  he	  rushed	  at	  me	  with	  the	  fierceness	  of	  a	  tiger,	  tore	  off	  my	  clothes,	  
and	  lashed	  me	  till	  he	  had	  worn	  out	  his	  switches,	  cutting	  me	  so	  savagely	  as	  to	  leave	  the	  marks	  visible	  for	  a	  long	  time	  
after.	  This	  whipping	  was	  the	  first	  of	  a	  number	  just	  like	  it,	  and	  for	  similar	  offences.	  	  
	  
I	  lived	  with	  Mr.	  Covey	  one	  year.	  During	  the	  first	  six	  months,	  of	  that	  year,	  scarce	  a	  week	  passed	  without	  his	  

whipping	  me.	  I	  was	  seldom	  free	  from	  a	  sore	  back.	  My	  awkwardness	  was	  almost	  always	  his	  excuse	  for	  whipping	  me.	  
We	  were	  worked	  fully	  up	  to	  the	  point	  of	  endurance.	  Long	  before	  day	  we	  were	  up,	  our	  horses	  fed,	  and	  by	  the	  first	  
approach	  of	  day	  we	  were	  off	  to	  the	  field	  with	  our	  hoes	  and	  ploughing	  teams.	  Mr.	  Covey	  gave	  us	  enough	  to	  eat,	  but	  
scarce	  time	  to	  eat	  it.	  We	  were	  often	  less	  than	  five	  minutes	  taking	  our	  meals.	  We	  were	  often	  in	  the	  field	  from	  the	  first	  
approach	  of	  day	  till	  its	  last	  lingering	  ray	  had	  left	  us;	  and	  at	  saving-‐fodder	  time,	  midnight	  often	  caught	  us	  in	  the	  field	  
binding	  blades.	  	  
	  
Covey	  would	  be	  out	  with	  us.	  The	  way	  he	  used	  to	  stand	  it,	  was	  this.	  He	  would	  spend	  the	  most	  of	  his	  afternoons	  in	  

bed.	  He	  would	  then	  come	  out	  fresh	  in	  the	  evening,	  ready	  to	  urge	  us	  on	  with	  his	  words,	  example,	  and	  frequently	  with	  
the	  whip.	  Mr.	  Covey	  was	  one	  of	  the	  few	  slaveholders	  who	  could	  and	  did	  work	  with	  his	  hands.	  He	  was	  a	  hardworking	  
man.	  He	  knew	  by	  himself	  just	  what	  a	  man	  or	  a	  boy	  could	  do.	  There	  was	  no	  deceiving	  him.	  His	  work	  went	  on	  in	  his	  
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absence	  almost	  as	  well	  as	  in	  his	  presence;	  and	  he	  had	  the	  faculty	  of	  making	  us	  feel	  that	  he	  was	  ever	  present	  with	  us.	  
This	  he	  did	  by	  surprising	  us.	  He	  seldom	  approached	  the	  spot	  where	  we	  were	  at	  work	  openly,	  if	  he	  could	  do	  it	  
secretly.	  He	  always	  aimed	  at	  taking	  us	  by	  surprise.	  Such	  was	  his	  cunning,	  that	  we	  used	  to	  call	  him,	  among	  ourselves,	  
"the	  snake."	  When	  we	  were	  at	  work	  in	  the	  cornfield,	  he	  would	  sometimes	  crawl	  on	  his	  hands	  and	  knees	  to	  avoid	  
detection,	  and	  all	  at	  once	  he	  would	  rise	  nearly	  in	  our	  midst,	  and	  scream	  out,	  "Ha,	  ha!	  Come,	  come!	  Dash	  on,	  dash	  on!"	  
This	  being	  his	  mode	  of	  attack,	  it	  was	  never	  safe	  to	  stop	  a	  single	  minute.	  His	  comings	  were	  like	  a	  thief	  in	  the	  night.	  He	  
appeared	  to	  us	  as	  being	  ever	  at	  hand.	  He	  was	  under	  every	  tree,	  behind	  every	  stump,	  in	  every	  bush,	  and	  at	  every	  
window,	  on	  the	  plantation.	  He	  would	  sometimes	  mount	  his	  horse,	  as	  if	  bound	  to	  St.	  Michael's,	  a	  distance	  of	  seven	  
miles,	  and	  in	  half	  an	  hour	  afterwards	  you	  would	  see	  him	  coiled	  up	  in	  the	  corner	  of	  the	  wood-‐fence,	  watching	  every	  
motion	  of	  the	  slaves.	  He	  would,	  for	  this	  purpose,	  leave	  his	  horse	  tied	  up	  in	  the	  woods.	  Again,	  he	  would	  sometimes	  
walk	  up	  to	  us,	  and	  give	  us	  orders	  as	  though	  he	  was	  upon	  the	  point	  of	  starting	  on	  a	  long	  journey,	  turn	  his	  back	  upon	  
us,	  and	  make	  as	  though	  he	  was	  going	  to	  the	  house	  to	  get	  ready;	  and,	  before	  he	  would	  get	  half	  way	  thither,	  he	  would	  
turn	  short	  and	  crawl	  into	  a	  fence-‐corner,	  or	  behind	  some	  tree,	  and	  there	  watch	  us	  till	  the	  going	  down	  of	  the	  sun.	  	  
	  
Mr.	  Covey's	  FORTE	  consisted	  in	  his	  power	  to	  deceive.	  His	  life	  was	  devoted	  to	  planning	  and	  perpetrating	  the	  

grossest	  deceptions.	  Every	  thing	  he	  possessed	  in	  the	  shape	  of	  learning	  or	  religion,	  he	  made	  conform	  to	  his	  
disposition	  to	  deceive.	  He	  seemed	  to	  think	  himself	  equal	  to	  deceiving	  the	  Almighty.	  He	  would	  make	  a	  short	  prayer	  in	  
the	  morning,	  and	  a	  long	  prayer	  at	  night;	  and,	  strange	  as	  it	  may	  seem,	  few	  men	  would	  at	  times	  appear	  more	  
devotional	  than	  he.	  The	  exercises	  of	  his	  family	  devotions	  were	  always	  commenced	  with	  singing;	  and,	  as	  he	  was	  a	  
very	  poor	  singer	  himself,	  the	  duty	  of	  raising	  the	  hymn	  generally	  came	  upon	  me.	  He	  would	  read	  his	  hymn,	  and	  nod	  at	  
me	  to	  commence.	  I	  would	  at	  times	  do	  so;	  at	  others,	  I	  would	  not.	  My	  non-‐compliance	  would	  almost	  always	  produce	  
much	  confusion.	  To	  show	  himself	  independent	  of	  me,	  he	  would	  start	  and	  stagger	  through	  with	  his	  hymn	  in	  the	  most	  
discordant	  manner.	  In	  this	  state	  of	  mind,	  he	  prayed	  with	  more	  than	  ordinary	  spirit.	  Poor	  man!	  such	  was	  his	  
disposition,	  and	  success	  at	  deceiving,	  I	  do	  verily	  believe	  that	  he	  sometimes	  deceived	  himself	  into	  the	  solemn	  belief,	  
that	  he	  was	  a	  sincere	  worshipper	  of	  the	  most	  high	  God;	  and	  this,	  too,	  at	  a	  time	  when	  he	  may	  be	  said	  to	  have	  been	  
guilty	  of	  compelling	  his	  woman	  slave	  to	  commit	  the	  sin	  of	  adultery.	  The	  facts	  in	  the	  case	  are	  these:	  Mr.	  Covey	  was	  a	  
poor	  man;	  he	  was	  just	  commencing	  in	  life;	  he	  was	  only	  able	  to	  buy	  one	  slave;	  and,	  shocking	  as	  is	  the	  fact,	  he	  bought	  
her,	  as	  he	  said,	  for	  A	  BREEDER.	  This	  woman	  was	  named	  Caroline.	  Mr.	  Covey	  bought	  her	  from	  Mr.	  Thomas	  Lowe,	  
about	  six	  miles	  from	  St.	  Michael's.	  She	  was	  a	  large,	  able-‐bodied	  woman,	  about	  twenty	  years	  old.	  She	  had	  already	  
given	  birth	  to	  one	  child,	  which	  proved	  her	  to	  be	  just	  what	  he	  wanted.	  After	  buying	  her,	  he	  hired	  a	  married	  man	  of	  
Mr.	  Samuel	  Harrison,	  to	  live	  with	  him	  one	  year;	  and	  him	  he	  used	  to	  fasten	  up	  with	  her	  every	  night!	  The	  result	  was,	  
that,	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  year,	  the	  miserable	  woman	  gave	  birth	  to	  twins.	  At	  this	  result	  Mr.	  Covey	  seemed	  to	  be	  highly	  
pleased,	  both	  with	  the	  man	  and	  the	  wretched	  woman.	  Such	  was	  his	  joy,	  and	  that	  of	  his	  wife,	  that	  nothing	  they	  could	  
do	  for	  Caroline	  during	  her	  confinement	  was	  too	  good,	  or	  too	  hard,	  to	  be	  done.	  The	  children	  were	  regarded	  as	  being	  
quite	  an	  addition	  to	  his	  wealth.	  	  
	  
If	  at	  any	  one	  time	  of	  my	  life	  more	  than	  another,	  I	  was	  made	  to	  drink	  the	  bitterest	  dregs	  of	  slavery,	  that	  time	  was	  

during	  the	  first	  six	  months	  of	  my	  stay	  with	  Mr.	  Covey.	  We	  were	  worked	  in	  all	  weathers.	  It	  was	  never	  too	  hot	  or	  too	  
cold;	  it	  could	  never	  rain,	  blow,	  hail,	  or	  snow,	  too	  hard	  for	  us	  to	  work	  in	  the	  field.	  Work,	  work,	  work,	  was	  scarcely	  
more	  the	  order	  of	  the	  day	  than	  of	  the	  night.	  The	  longest	  days	  were	  too	  short	  for	  him,	  and	  the	  shortest	  nights	  too	  
long	  for	  him.	  I	  was	  somewhat	  unmanageable	  when	  I	  first	  went	  there,	  but	  a	  few	  months	  of	  this	  discipline	  tamed	  me.	  
Mr.	  Covey	  succeeded	  in	  breaking	  me.	  I	  was	  broken	  in	  body,	  soul,	  and	  spirit.	  My	  natural	  elasticity	  was	  crushed,	  my	  
intellect	  languished,	  the	  disposition	  to	  read	  departed,	  the	  cheerful	  spark	  that	  lingered	  about	  my	  eye	  died;	  the	  dark	  
night	  of	  slavery	  closed	  in	  upon	  me;	  and	  behold	  a	  man	  transformed	  into	  a	  brute!	  	  
	  
Sunday	  was	  my	  only	  leisure	  time.	  I	  spent	  this	  in	  a	  sort	  of	  beast-‐like	  stupor,	  between	  sleep	  and	  wake,	  under	  some	  

large	  tree.	  At	  times	  I	  would	  rise	  up,	  a	  flash	  of	  energetic	  freedom	  would	  dart	  through	  my	  soul,	  accompanied	  with	  a	  
faint	  beam	  of	  hope,	  that	  flickered	  for	  a	  moment,	  and	  then	  vanished.	  I	  sank	  down	  again,	  mourning	  over	  my	  wretched	  
condition.	  I	  was	  sometimes	  prompted	  to	  take	  my	  life,	  and	  that	  of	  Covey,	  but	  was	  prevented	  by	  a	  combination	  of	  
hope	  and	  fear.	  My	  sufferings	  on	  this	  plantation	  seem	  now	  like	  a	  dream	  rather	  than	  a	  stern	  reality.	  	  
	  
Our	  house	  stood	  within	  a	  few	  rods	  of	  the	  Chesapeake	  Bay,	  whose	  broad	  bosom	  was	  ever	  white	  with	  sails	  from	  

every	  quarter	  of	  the	  habitable	  globe.	  Those	  beautiful	  vessels,	  robed	  in	  purest	  white,	  so	  delightful	  to	  the	  eye	  of	  
freemen,	  were	  to	  me	  so	  many	  shrouded	  ghosts,	  to	  terrify	  and	  torment	  me	  with	  thoughts	  of	  my	  wretched	  condition.	  I	  
have	  often,	  in	  the	  deep	  stillness	  of	  a	  summer's	  Sabbath,	  stood	  all	  alone	  upon	  the	  lofty	  banks	  of	  that	  noble	  bay,	  and	  
traced,	  with	  saddened	  heart	  and	  tearful	  eye,	  the	  countless	  number	  of	  sails	  moving	  off	  to	  the	  mighty	  ocean.	  The	  sight	  
of	  these	  always	  affected	  me	  powerfully.	  My	  thoughts	  would	  compel	  utterance;	  and	  there,	  with	  no	  audience	  but	  the	  
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Almighty,	  I	  would	  pour	  out	  my	  soul's	  complaint,	  in	  my	  rude	  way,	  with	  an	  apostrophe	  to	  the	  moving	  multitude	  of	  
ships:-‐-‐	  	  
	  
"You	  are	  loosed	  from	  your	  moorings,	  and	  are	  free;	  I	  am	  fast	  in	  my	  chains,	  and	  am	  a	  slave!	  You	  move	  merrily	  

before	  the	  gentle	  gale,	  and	  I	  sadly	  before	  the	  bloody	  whip!	  You	  are	  freedom's	  swift-‐winged	  angels,	  that	  fly	  round	  the	  
world;	  I	  am	  confined	  in	  bands	  of	  iron!	  O	  that	  I	  were	  free!	  O,	  that	  I	  were	  on	  one	  of	  your	  gallant	  decks,	  and	  under	  your	  
protecting	  wing!	  Alas!	  betwixt	  me	  and	  you,	  the	  turbid	  waters	  roll.	  Go	  on,	  go	  on.	  O	  that	  I	  could	  also	  go!	  Could	  I	  but	  
swim!	  If	  I	  could	  fly!	  O,	  why	  was	  I	  born	  a	  man,	  of	  whom	  to	  make	  a	  brute!	  The	  glad	  ship	  is	  gone;	  she	  hides	  in	  the	  dim	  
distance.	  I	  am	  left	  in	  the	  hottest	  hell	  of	  unending	  slavery.	  O	  God,	  save	  me!	  God,	  deliver	  me!	  Let	  me	  be	  free!	  Is	  there	  
any	  God?	  Why	  am	  I	  a	  slave?	  I	  will	  run	  away.	  I	  will	  not	  stand	  it.	  Get	  caught,	  or	  get	  clear,	  I'll	  try	  it.	  I	  had	  as	  well	  die	  with	  
ague	  as	  the	  fever.	  I	  have	  only	  one	  life	  to	  lose.	  I	  had	  as	  well	  be	  killed	  running	  as	  die	  standing.	  Only	  think	  of	  it;	  one	  
hundred	  miles	  straight	  north,	  and	  I	  am	  free!	  Try	  it?	  Yes!	  God	  helping	  me,	  I	  will.	  It	  cannot	  be	  that	  I	  shall	  live	  and	  die	  a	  
slave.	  I	  will	  take	  to	  the	  water.	  This	  very	  bay	  shall	  yet	  bear	  me	  into	  freedom.	  The	  steamboats	  steered	  in	  a	  northeast	  
course	  from	  North	  Point.	  I	  will	  do	  the	  same;	  and	  when	  I	  get	  to	  the	  head	  of	  the	  bay,	  I	  will	  turn	  my	  canoe	  adrift,	  and	  
walk	  straight	  through	  Delaware	  into	  Pennsylvania.	  When	  I	  get	  there,	  I	  shall	  not	  be	  required	  to	  have	  a	  pass;	  I	  can	  
travel	  without	  being	  disturbed.	  Let	  but	  the	  first	  opportunity	  offer,	  and,	  come	  what	  will,	  I	  am	  off.	  Meanwhile,	  I	  will	  
try	  to	  bear	  up	  under	  the	  yoke.	  I	  am	  not	  the	  only	  slave	  in	  the	  world.	  Why	  should	  I	  fret?	  I	  can	  bear	  as	  much	  as	  any	  of	  
them.	  Besides,	  I	  am	  but	  a	  boy,	  and	  all	  boys	  are	  bound	  to	  some	  one.	  It	  may	  be	  that	  my	  misery	  in	  slavery	  will	  only	  
increase	  my	  happiness	  when	  I	  get	  free.	  There	  is	  a	  better	  day	  coming."	  	  
	  
Thus	  I	  used	  to	  think,	  and	  thus	  I	  used	  to	  speak	  to	  myself;	  goaded	  almost	  to	  madness	  at	  one	  moment,	  and	  at	  the	  

next	  reconciling	  myself	  to	  my	  wretched	  lot.	  	  
	  
I	  have	  already	  intimated	  that	  my	  condition	  was	  much	  worse,	  during	  the	  first	  six	  months	  of	  my	  stay	  at	  Mr.	  Covey's,	  

than	  in	  the	  last	  six.	  The	  circumstances	  leading	  to	  the	  change	  in	  Mr.	  Covey's	  course	  toward	  me	  form	  an	  epoch	  in	  my	  
humble	  history.	  You	  have	  seen	  how	  a	  man	  was	  made	  a	  slave;	  you	  shall	  see	  how	  a	  slave	  was	  made	  a	  man.	  On	  one	  of	  
the	  hottest	  days	  of	  the	  month	  of	  August,	  1833,	  Bill	  Smith,	  William	  Hughes,	  a	  slave	  named	  Eli,	  and	  myself,	  were	  
engaged	  in	  fanning	  wheat.	  Hughes	  was	  clearing	  the	  fanned	  wheat	  from	  before	  the	  fan.	  Eli	  was	  turning,	  Smith	  was	  
feeding,	  and	  I	  was	  carrying	  wheat	  to	  the	  fan.	  The	  work	  was	  simple,	  requiring	  strength	  rather	  than	  intellect;	  yet,	  to	  
one	  entirely	  unused	  to	  such	  work,	  it	  came	  very	  hard.	  About	  three	  o'clock	  of	  that	  day,	  I	  broke	  down;	  my	  strength	  
failed	  me;	  I	  was	  seized	  with	  a	  violent	  aching	  of	  the	  head,	  attended	  with	  extreme	  dizziness;	  I	  trembled	  in	  every	  limb.	  
Finding	  what	  was	  coming,	  I	  nerved	  myself	  up,	  feeling	  it	  would	  never	  do	  to	  stop	  work.	  I	  stood	  as	  long	  as	  I	  could	  
stagger	  to	  the	  hopper	  with	  grain.	  When	  I	  could	  stand	  no	  longer,	  I	  fell,	  and	  felt	  as	  if	  held	  down	  by	  an	  immense	  weight.	  
The	  fan	  of	  course	  stopped;	  every	  one	  had	  his	  own	  work	  to	  do;	  and	  no	  one	  could	  do	  the	  work	  of	  the	  other,	  and	  have	  
his	  own	  go	  on	  at	  the	  same	  time.	  	  
	  
Mr.	  Covey	  was	  at	  the	  house,	  about	  one	  hundred	  yards	  from	  the	  treading-‐yard	  where	  we	  were	  fanning.	  On	  hearing	  

the	  fan	  stop,	  he	  left	  immediately,	  and	  came	  to	  the	  spot	  where	  we	  were.	  He	  hastily	  inquired	  what	  the	  matter	  was.	  Bill	  
answered	  that	  I	  was	  sick,	  and	  there	  was	  no	  one	  to	  bring	  wheat	  to	  the	  fan.	  I	  had	  by	  this	  time	  crawled	  away	  under	  the	  
side	  of	  the	  post	  and	  rail-‐fence	  by	  which	  the	  yard	  was	  enclosed,	  hoping	  to	  find	  relief	  by	  getting	  out	  of	  the	  sun.	  He	  
then	  asked	  where	  I	  was.	  He	  was	  told	  by	  one	  of	  the	  hands.	  He	  came	  to	  the	  spot,	  and,	  after	  looking	  at	  me	  awhile,	  asked	  
me	  what	  was	  the	  matter.	  I	  told	  him	  as	  well	  as	  I	  could,	  for	  I	  scarce	  had	  strength	  to	  speak.	  He	  then	  gave	  me	  a	  savage	  
kick	  in	  the	  side,	  and	  told	  me	  to	  get	  up.	  I	  tried	  to	  do	  so,	  but	  fell	  back	  in	  the	  attempt.	  He	  gave	  me	  another	  kick,	  and	  
again	  told	  me	  to	  rise.	  I	  again	  tried,	  and	  succeeded	  in	  gaining	  my	  feet;	  but,	  stooping	  to	  get	  the	  tub	  with	  which	  I	  was	  
feeding	  the	  fan,	  I	  again	  staggered	  and	  fell.	  While	  down	  in	  this	  situation,	  Mr.	  Covey	  took	  up	  the	  hickory	  slat	  with	  
which	  Hughes	  had	  been	  striking	  off	  the	  half-‐bushel	  measure,	  and	  with	  it	  gave	  me	  a	  heavy	  blow	  upon	  the	  head,	  
making	  a	  large	  wound,	  and	  the	  blood	  ran	  freely;	  and	  with	  this	  again	  told	  me	  to	  get	  up.	  I	  made	  no	  effort	  to	  comply,	  
having	  now	  made	  up	  my	  mind	  to	  let	  him	  do	  his	  worst.	  In	  a	  short	  time	  after	  receiving	  this	  blow,	  my	  head	  grew	  better.	  
Mr.	  Covey	  had	  now	  left	  me	  to	  my	  fate.	  At	  this	  moment	  I	  resolved,	  for	  the	  first	  time,	  to	  go	  to	  my	  master,	  enter	  a	  
complaint,	  and	  ask	  his	  protection.	  In	  order	  to	  do	  this,	  I	  must	  that	  afternoon	  walk	  seven	  miles;	  and	  this,	  under	  the	  
circumstances,	  was	  truly	  a	  severe	  undertaking.	  I	  was	  exceedingly	  feeble;	  made	  so	  as	  much	  by	  the	  kicks	  and	  blows	  
which	  I	  received,	  as	  by	  the	  severe	  fit	  of	  sickness	  to	  which	  I	  had	  been	  subjected.	  I,	  however,	  watched	  my	  chance,	  
while	  Covey	  was	  looking	  in	  an	  opposite	  direction,	  and	  started	  for	  St.	  Michael's.	  I	  succeeded	  in	  getting	  a	  considerable	  
distance	  on	  my	  way	  to	  the	  woods,	  when	  Covey	  discovered	  me,	  and	  called	  after	  me	  to	  come	  back,	  threatening	  what	  
he	  would	  do	  if	  I	  did	  not	  come.	  I	  disregarded	  both	  his	  calls	  and	  his	  threats,	  and	  made	  my	  way	  to	  the	  woods	  as	  fast	  as	  
my	  feeble	  state	  would	  allow;	  and	  thinking	  I	  might	  be	  overhauled	  by	  him	  if	  I	  kept	  the	  road,	  I	  walked	  through	  the	  
woods,	  keeping	  far	  enough	  from	  the	  road	  to	  avoid	  detection,	  and	  near	  enough	  to	  prevent	  losing	  my	  way.	  I	  had	  not	  
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gone	  far	  before	  my	  little	  strength	  again	  failed	  me.	  I	  could	  go	  no	  farther.	  I	  fell	  down,	  and	  lay	  for	  a	  considerable	  time.	  
The	  blood	  was	  yet	  oozing	  from	  the	  wound	  on	  my	  head.	  For	  a	  time	  I	  thought	  I	  should	  bleed	  to	  death;	  and	  think	  now	  
that	  I	  should	  have	  done	  so,	  but	  that	  the	  blood	  so	  matted	  my	  hair	  as	  to	  stop	  the	  wound.	  After	  lying	  there	  about	  three	  
quarters	  of	  an	  hour,	  I	  nerved	  myself	  up	  again,	  and	  started	  on	  my	  way,	  through	  bogs	  and	  briers,	  barefooted	  and	  
bareheaded,	  tearing	  my	  feet	  sometimes	  at	  nearly	  every	  step;	  and	  after	  a	  journey	  of	  about	  seven	  miles,	  occupying	  
some	  five	  hours	  to	  perform	  it,	  I	  arrived	  at	  master's	  store.	  I	  then	  presented	  an	  appearance	  enough	  to	  affect	  any	  but	  a	  
heart	  of	  iron.	  From	  the	  crown	  of	  my	  head	  to	  my	  feet,	  I	  was	  covered	  with	  blood.	  My	  hair	  was	  all	  clotted	  with	  dust	  and	  
blood;	  my	  shirt	  was	  stiff	  with	  blood.	  I	  suppose	  I	  looked	  like	  a	  man	  who	  had	  escaped	  a	  den	  of	  wild	  beasts,	  and	  barely	  
escaped	  them.	  In	  this	  state	  I	  appeared	  before	  my	  master,	  humbly	  entreating	  him	  to	  interpose	  his	  authority	  for	  my	  
protection.	  I	  told	  him	  all	  the	  circumstances	  as	  well	  as	  I	  could,	  and	  it	  seemed,	  as	  I	  spoke,	  at	  times	  to	  affect	  him.	  He	  
would	  then	  walk	  the	  floor,	  and	  seek	  to	  justify	  Covey	  by	  saying	  he	  expected	  I	  deserved	  it.	  He	  asked	  me	  what	  I	  wanted.	  
I	  told	  him,	  to	  let	  me	  get	  a	  new	  home;	  that	  as	  sure	  as	  I	  lived	  with	  Mr.	  Covey	  again,	  I	  should	  live	  with	  but	  to	  die	  with	  
him;	  that	  Covey	  would	  surely	  kill	  me;	  he	  was	  in	  a	  fair	  way	  for	  it.	  Master	  Thomas	  ridiculed	  the	  idea	  that	  there	  was	  
any	  danger	  of	  Mr.	  Covey's	  killing	  me,	  and	  said	  that	  he	  knew	  Mr.	  Covey;	  that	  he	  was	  a	  good	  man,	  and	  that	  he	  could	  
not	  think	  of	  taking	  me	  from	  him;	  that,	  should	  he	  do	  so,	  he	  would	  lose	  the	  whole	  year's	  wages;	  that	  I	  belonged	  to	  Mr.	  
Covey	  for	  one	  year,	  and	  that	  I	  must	  go	  back	  to	  him,	  come	  what	  might;	  and	  that	  I	  must	  not	  trouble	  him	  with	  any	  more	  
stories,	  or	  that	  he	  would	  himself	  GET	  HOLD	  OF	  ME.	  After	  threatening	  me	  thus,	  he	  gave	  me	  a	  very	  large	  dose	  of	  salts,	  
telling	  me	  that	  I	  might	  remain	  in	  St.	  Michael's	  that	  night,	  (it	  being	  quite	  late,)	  but	  that	  I	  must	  be	  off	  back	  to	  Mr.	  
Covey's	  early	  in	  the	  morning;	  and	  that	  if	  I	  did	  not,	  he	  would	  get	  hold	  of	  me,	  which	  meant	  that	  he	  would	  whip	  me.	  I	  
remained	  all	  night,	  and,	  according	  to	  his	  orders,	  I	  started	  off	  to	  Covey's	  in	  the	  morning,	  (Saturday	  morning,)	  wearied	  
in	  body	  and	  broken	  in	  spirit.	  I	  got	  no	  supper	  that	  night,	  or	  breakfast	  that	  morning.	  I	  reached	  Covey's	  about	  nine	  
o'clock;	  and	  just	  as	  I	  was	  getting	  over	  the	  fence	  that	  divided	  Mrs.	  Kemp's	  fields	  from	  ours,	  out	  ran	  Covey	  with	  his	  
cowskin,	  to	  give	  me	  another	  whipping.	  Before	  he	  could	  reach	  me,	  I	  succeeded	  in	  getting	  to	  the	  cornfield;	  and	  as	  the	  
corn	  was	  very	  high,	  it	  afforded	  me	  the	  means	  of	  hiding.	  He	  seemed	  very	  angry,	  and	  searched	  for	  me	  a	  long	  time.	  My	  
behavior	  was	  altogether	  unaccountable.	  He	  finally	  gave	  up	  the	  chase,	  thinking,	  I	  suppose,	  that	  I	  must	  come	  home	  for	  
something	  to	  eat;	  he	  would	  give	  himself	  no	  further	  trouble	  in	  looking	  for	  me.	  I	  spent	  that	  day	  mostly	  in	  the	  woods,	  
having	  the	  alternative	  before	  me,-‐-‐to	  go	  home	  and	  be	  whipped	  to	  death,	  or	  stay	  in	  the	  woods	  and	  be	  starved	  to	  
death.	  That	  night,	  I	  fell	  in	  with	  Sandy	  Jenkins,	  a	  slave	  with	  whom	  I	  was	  somewhat	  acquainted.	  Sandy	  had	  a	  free	  wife	  
who	  lived	  about	  four	  miles	  from	  Mr.	  Covey's;	  and	  it	  being	  Saturday,	  he	  was	  on	  his	  way	  to	  see	  her.	  I	  told	  him	  my	  
circumstances,	  and	  he	  very	  kindly	  invited	  me	  to	  go	  home	  with	  him.	  I	  went	  home	  with	  him,	  and	  talked	  this	  whole	  
matter	  over,	  and	  got	  his	  advice	  as	  to	  what	  course	  it	  was	  best	  for	  me	  to	  pursue.	  I	  found	  Sandy	  an	  old	  adviser.	  He	  told	  
me,	  with	  great	  solemnity,	  I	  must	  go	  back	  to	  Covey;	  but	  that	  before	  I	  went,	  I	  must	  go	  with	  him	  into	  another	  part	  of	  the	  
woods,	  where	  there	  was	  a	  certain	  root,	  which,	  if	  I	  would	  take	  some	  of	  it	  with	  me,	  carrying	  it	  ~always	  on	  my	  right	  
side,~	  would	  render	  it	  impossible	  for	  Mr.	  Covey,	  or	  any	  other	  white	  man,	  to	  whip	  me.	  He	  said	  he	  had	  carried	  it	  for	  
years;	  and	  since	  he	  had	  done	  so,	  he	  had	  never	  received	  a	  blow,	  and	  never	  expected	  to	  while	  he	  carried	  it.	  I	  at	  first	  
rejected	  the	  idea,	  that	  the	  simple	  carrying	  of	  a	  root	  in	  my	  pocket	  would	  have	  any	  such	  effect	  as	  he	  had	  said,	  and	  was	  
not	  disposed	  to	  take	  it;	  but	  Sandy	  impressed	  the	  necessity	  with	  much	  earnestness,	  telling	  me	  it	  could	  do	  no	  harm,	  if	  
it	  did	  no	  good.	  To	  please	  him,	  I	  at	  length	  took	  the	  root,	  and,	  according	  to	  his	  direction,	  carried	  it	  upon	  my	  right	  side.	  
This	  was	  Sunday	  morning.	  I	  immediately	  started	  for	  home;	  and	  upon	  entering	  the	  yard	  gate,	  out	  came	  Mr.	  Covey	  on	  
his	  way	  to	  meeting.	  He	  spoke	  to	  me	  very	  kindly,	  bade	  me	  drive	  the	  pigs	  from	  a	  lot	  near	  by,	  and	  passed	  on	  towards	  
the	  church.	  Now,	  this	  singular	  conduct	  of	  Mr.	  Covey	  really	  made	  me	  begin	  to	  think	  that	  there	  was	  something	  in	  the	  
root	  which	  Sandy	  had	  given	  me;	  and	  had	  it	  been	  on	  any	  other	  day	  than	  Sunday,	  I	  could	  have	  attributed	  the	  conduct	  
to	  no	  other	  cause	  than	  the	  influence	  of	  that	  root;	  and	  as	  it	  was,	  I	  was	  half	  inclined	  to	  think	  the	  root	  to	  be	  something	  
more	  than	  I	  at	  first	  had	  taken	  it	  to	  be.	  All	  went	  well	  till	  Monday	  morning.	  On	  this	  morning,	  the	  virtue	  of	  the	  root	  was	  
fully	  tested.	  Long	  before	  daylight,	  I	  was	  called	  to	  go	  and	  rub,	  curry,	  and	  feed,	  the	  horses.	  I	  obeyed,	  and	  was	  glad	  to	  
obey.	  But	  whilst	  thus	  engaged,	  whilst	  in	  the	  act	  of	  throwing	  down	  some	  blades	  from	  the	  loft,	  Mr.	  Covey	  entered	  the	  
stable	  with	  a	  long	  rope;	  and	  just	  as	  I	  was	  half	  out	  of	  the	  loft,	  he	  caught	  hold	  of	  my	  legs,	  and	  was	  about	  tying	  me.	  As	  
soon	  as	  I	  found	  what	  he	  was	  up	  to,	  I	  gave	  a	  sudden	  spring,	  and	  as	  I	  did	  so,	  he	  holding	  to	  my	  legs,	  I	  was	  brought	  
sprawling	  on	  the	  stable	  floor.	  Mr.	  Covey	  seemed	  now	  to	  think	  he	  had	  me,	  and	  could	  do	  what	  he	  pleased;	  but	  at	  this	  
moment-‐-‐	  from	  whence	  came	  the	  spirit	  I	  don't	  know-‐-‐I	  resolved	  to	  fight;	  and,	  suiting	  my	  action	  to	  the	  resolution,	  I	  
seized	  Covey	  hard	  by	  the	  throat;	  and	  as	  I	  did	  so,	  I	  rose.	  He	  held	  on	  to	  me,	  and	  I	  to	  him.	  My	  resistance	  was	  so	  entirely	  
unexpected	  that	  Covey	  seemed	  taken	  all	  aback.	  He	  trembled	  like	  a	  leaf.	  This	  gave	  me	  assurance,	  and	  I	  held	  him	  
uneasy,	  causing	  the	  blood	  to	  run	  where	  I	  touched	  him	  with	  the	  ends	  of	  my	  fingers.	  Mr.	  Covey	  soon	  called	  out	  to	  
Hughes	  for	  help.	  Hughes	  came,	  and,	  while	  Covey	  held	  me,	  attempted	  to	  tie	  my	  right	  hand.	  While	  he	  was	  in	  the	  act	  of	  
doing	  so,	  I	  watched	  my	  chance,	  and	  gave	  him	  a	  heavy	  kick	  close	  under	  the	  ribs.	  This	  kick	  fairly	  sickened	  Hughes,	  so	  
that	  he	  left	  me	  in	  the	  hands	  of	  Mr.	  Covey.	  This	  kick	  had	  the	  effect	  of	  not	  only	  weakening	  Hughes,	  but	  Covey	  also.	  
When	  he	  saw	  Hughes	  bending	  over	  with	  pain,	  his	  courage	  quailed.	  He	  asked	  me	  if	  I	  meant	  to	  persist	  in	  my	  
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resistance.	  I	  told	  him	  I	  did,	  come	  what	  might;	  that	  he	  had	  used	  me	  like	  a	  brute	  for	  six	  months,	  and	  that	  I	  was	  
determined	  to	  be	  used	  so	  no	  longer.	  With	  that,	  he	  strove	  to	  drag	  me	  to	  a	  stick	  that	  was	  lying	  just	  out	  of	  the	  stable	  
door.	  He	  meant	  to	  knock	  me	  down.	  But	  just	  as	  he	  was	  leaning	  over	  to	  get	  the	  stick,	  I	  seized	  him	  with	  both	  hands	  by	  
his	  collar,	  and	  brought	  him	  by	  a	  sudden	  snatch	  to	  the	  ground.	  By	  this	  time,	  Bill	  came.	  Covey	  called	  upon	  him	  for	  
assistance.	  Bill	  wanted	  to	  know	  what	  he	  could	  do.	  Covey	  said,	  "Take	  hold	  of	  him,	  take	  hold	  of	  him!"	  Bill	  said	  his	  
master	  hired	  him	  out	  to	  work,	  and	  not	  to	  help	  to	  whip	  me;	  so	  he	  left	  Covey	  and	  myself	  to	  fight	  our	  own	  battle	  out.	  
We	  were	  at	  it	  for	  nearly	  two	  hours.	  Covey	  at	  length	  let	  me	  go,	  puffing	  and	  blowing	  at	  a	  great	  rate,	  saying	  that	  if	  I	  had	  
not	  resisted,	  he	  would	  not	  have	  whipped	  me	  half	  so	  much.	  The	  truth	  was,	  that	  he	  had	  not	  whipped	  me	  at	  all.	  I	  
considered	  him	  as	  getting	  entirely	  the	  worst	  end	  of	  the	  bargain;	  for	  he	  had	  drawn	  no	  blood	  from	  me,	  but	  I	  had	  from	  
him.	  The	  whole	  six	  months	  afterwards,	  that	  I	  spent	  with	  Mr.	  Covey,	  he	  never	  laid	  the	  weight	  of	  his	  finger	  upon	  me	  in	  
anger.	  He	  would	  occasionally	  say,	  he	  didn't	  want	  to	  get	  hold	  of	  me	  again.	  "No,"	  thought	  I,	  "you	  need	  not;	  for	  you	  will	  
come	  off	  worse	  than	  you	  did	  before."	  	  
	  
This	  battle	  with	  Mr.	  Covey	  was	  the	  turning-‐point	  in	  my	  career	  as	  a	  slave.	  It	  rekindled	  the	  few	  expiring	  embers	  of	  

freedom,	  and	  revived	  within	  me	  a	  sense	  of	  my	  own	  manhood.	  It	  recalled	  the	  departed	  self-‐confidence,	  and	  inspired	  
me	  again	  with	  a	  determination	  to	  be	  free.	  The	  gratification	  afforded	  by	  the	  triumph	  was	  a	  full	  compensation	  for	  
whatever	  else	  might	  follow,	  even	  death	  itself.	  He	  only	  can	  understand	  the	  deep	  satisfaction	  which	  I	  experienced,	  
who	  has	  himself	  repelled	  by	  force	  the	  bloody	  arm	  of	  slavery.	  I	  felt	  as	  I	  never	  felt	  before.	  It	  was	  a	  glorious	  
resurrection,	  from	  the	  tomb	  of	  slavery,	  to	  the	  heaven	  of	  freedom.	  My	  long-‐crushed	  spirit	  rose,	  cowardice	  departed,	  
bold	  defiance	  took	  its	  place;	  and	  I	  now	  resolved	  that,	  however	  long	  I	  might	  remain	  a	  slave	  in	  form,	  the	  day	  had	  
passed	  forever	  when	  I	  could	  be	  a	  slave	  in	  fact.	  I	  did	  not	  hesitate	  to	  let	  it	  be	  known	  of	  me,	  that	  the	  white	  man	  who	  
expected	  to	  succeed	  in	  whipping,	  must	  also	  succeed	  in	  killing	  me.	  	  
	  
From	  this	  time	  I	  was	  never	  again	  what	  might	  be	  called	  fairly	  whipped,	  though	  I	  remained	  a	  slave	  four	  years	  

afterwards.	  I	  had	  several	  fights,	  but	  was	  never	  whipped.	  	  

http://ucblibrary3.berkeley.edu/Literature/Douglass/Autobiography/10.html	  

	  
From	  The	  Life	  and	  Adventures	  of	  Joaquin	  Murieta,	  the	  Celebrated	  California	  Bandit	  
by	  Yellow	  Bird	  (John	  Rollin	  Ridge).	  First	  published	  1854;	  1874	  edition	  online	  from	  a	  
link	  at	  http://www.wsu.edu/~campbelld/amlit/ridge.htm.	  (Note:	  The	  1854	  version	  
[below]	  does	  not	  have	  chapter	  divisions,	  and	  it	  has	  few	  paragraph	  breaks.	  Page	  numbers	  
below	  refer	  to	  the	  University	  of	  Oklahoma	  Press	  edition,	  introd.	  Joseph	  Henry	  Jackson,	  
published	  in	  1955.)	  	  

[8]	  The	  war	  with	  Mexico	  had	  been	  fought,	  and	  California	  belonged	  to	  the	  United	  States.	  	  
Disgusted	  with	  the	  conduct	  of	  his	  degenerate	  countrymen	  and	  fired	  with	  enthusiastic	  

admiration	  of	  the	  American	  character,	  the	  youthful	  Joaquin	  left	  his	  home	  with	  a	  buoyant	  heart	  and	  full	  of	  the	  
exhilarating	  spirit	  of	  adventure.	  	  The	  first	  that	  we	  hear	  of	  him	  in	  the	  Golden	  State	  is	  that,	  in	  the	  spring	  of	  1850,	  he	  
is	  engaged	  in	  the	  honest	  occupation	  of	  a	  miner	  in	  the	  Stanislaus	  placers,	  then	  reckoned	  among	  the	  richest	  
portions	  of	  the	  mines.	  	  He	  was	  then	  eighteen	  years	  of	  age,	  a	  little	  over	  the	  medium	  height,	  slenderly	  but	  gracefully	  
built,	  and	  active	  as	  a	  young	  tiger.	  	  His	  complexion	  was	  neither	  very	  dark	  or	  very	  light,	  but	  clear	  and	  brilliant	  [9],	  
and	  his	  countenance	  is	  pronounced	  to	  have	  been,	  at	  that	  time,	  exceedingly	  handsome	  and	  attractive.	  	  His	  large	  
black	  eyes,	  kindling	  with	  the	  enthusiasm	  of	  his	  earnest	  nature,	  his	  firm	  and	  well-‐formed	  mouth,	  his	  well-‐shaped	  
head	  from	  which	  the	  long,	  glossy,	  black	  hair	  hung	  down	  over	  his	  shoulders,	  his	  silvery	  voice	  full	  of	  generous	  
utterance,	  his	  	  complexion	  was	  neither	  very	  dark	  nor	  very	  light,	  but	  clear	  and	  brilliant,.	  He	  had	  the	  confidence	  
and	  respect	  of	  the	  whole	  community	  around	  him,	  and	  was	  fast	  amassing	  a	  fortune	  in	  his	  rich	  mining	  claim.	  He	  
had	  built	  him	  a	  comfortable	  mining	  residence,	  in	  which	  he	  had	  domiciled	  his	  heart's	  treasure-‐the	  beautiful	  girl	  
whom	  we	  have	  described.	  The	  country	  then	  was	  full	  of	  careless	  and	  desperate	  men,	  who	  bore	  the	  name	  of	  
Americans,	  but	  failed	  to	  support	  the	  honor	  and	  the	  dignity	  of	  that	  title.	  A	  feeling	  was	  prevalent	  among	  this	  class,	  
of	  contempt	  for	  any	  and	  all	  Mexicans,	  whom	  they	  looked	  upon	  as	  conquered	  subjects	  of	  the	  United	  States,	  having	  
no	  rights	  which	  could	  stand	  before	  a	  haughtier	  and	  superior	  race.	  They	  made	  no	  exceptions.	  If	  the	  proud	  blood	  of	  
the	  Castilian	  mounted	  to	  the	  cheek	  of	  a	  partial	  descendant	  of	  the	  Mexiques,	  showing	  that	  he	  had	  inherited	  the	  
'old	  chivalrous	  spirit	  of	  his	  Spanish	  ancestry,	  they	  looked	  upon	  it	  as	  a	  saucy	  presumption	  in	  one	  so	  inferior	  to	  
them.	  The	  prejudice	  of	  color,	  the	  antipathy	  of	  races,	  which	  are	  [10]	  always	  stronger	  and	  bitterer	  with	  the	  
ignorant	  and	  unlettered,	  they	  could	  not	  overcome,	  or	  if	  they	  could,	  would	  not,	  because	  it	  afforded	  them	  a	  
convenient	  excuse	  for	  their	  unmanly	  cruelty	  and	  oppression.	  A	  band	  of	  these	  lawless	  men,	  having	  the	  brute	  
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power	  to	  do	  as	  they	  pleased,	  visited	  Joaquin’s	  house	  and	  peremptorily	  bade	  him	  leave	  his	  claim,	  as	  they	  would	  
allow	  no	  Mexicans	  to	  work	  in	  that	  region.	  	  Upon	  his	  remonstrating	  against	  such	  outrageous	  conduct,	  they	  struck	  
him	  violently	  over	  the	  face,	  and,	  being	  physically	  superior,	  compelled	  him	  to	  swallow	  his	  wrath.	  	  Not	  content	  with	  
this,	  they	  tied	  him	  hand	  and	  foot	  and	  ravished	  his	  young	  mistress	  before	  his	  eyes.	  	  

	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  	  [After	  this	  treatment,	  Joaquin	  becomes	  a	  bandit	  and	  murderer.]	  

[31]	  While	  sitting	  at	  a	  monte	  table,	  at	  which	  he	  carelessly	  put	  down	  a	  dollar	  or	  two	  to	  while	  away	  the	  time,	  his	  
attention	  was	  suddenly	  arrested	  by	  the	  distinct	  pronunciation	  of	  his	  name	  just	  opposite	  to	  where	  he	  sat.	  	  Looking	  
up,	  he	  ob	  served	  three	  or	  four	  Americans	  engaged	  in	  loud	  and	  earnest	  conversation	  in	  relation	  to	  his	  identical	  
self,	  in	  which	  one	  of	  them,	  a	  tall	  fellow	  armed	  with	  a	  revolver,	  remarked	  that	  he	  “would	  just	  like	  once	  in	  his	  life	  to	  
come	  across	  Joaquin,	  and	  that	  he	  would	  kill	  him	  as	  quick	  as	  he	  would	  a	  snake.”	  	  The	  daring	  bandit,	  upon	  hearing	  
this	  speech,	  jumped	  on	  the	  monte	  table	  in	  view	  of	  the	  whole	  house,	  and,	  drawing	  his	  sixshooter,	  shouted	  out,	  “I	  
am	  Joaquin!	  	  If	  there	  is	  any	  shooting	  to	  do,	  I	  am	  in.”	  	  

.	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  .	  [Joaquin	  and	  his	  band	  go	  to	  Stockton,	  California]	  

[67]	  One	  fine	  Sunday	  morning	  .	  .	  .	  a	  fine-‐looking	  man	  whom	  [the	  townspeople]	  had	  never	  seen	  before—having	  
long,	  black	  hair	  hanging	  over	  his	  shoulders	  and	  a	  piercing	  black	  eye—rode	  through	  the	  streets,	  carelessly	  looking	  
at	  the	  different	  objects	  which	  happened	  to	  attract	  his	  attention.	  .	  .	  .	  	  

	   “What	  a	  splendid	  looking	  fellow!”	  said	  the	  ladies.	  

	   “He	  must	  be	  a	  young	  Mexican	  Grandee	  at	  the	  least,	  on	  a	  journey	  of	  pleasure,”	  said	  one.	  	  .	  .	  .	  	  

[Joaquin	  looks	  at	  the	  notices	  on	  the	  side	  of	  a	  house]	  

A	  third	  was	  an	  auctioneer’s	  notice:	  	  

	   “Honor	  before	  the	  25	  da	  of	  Dec	  I	  will	  offur	  to	  the	  heist	  bider	  a	  brown	  mule	  ate	  yeer	  old,	  a	  gilding	  16	  hans	  
hi,	  and	  a	  span	  of	  jacks	  consistin	  of	  long	  years	  and	  a	  good	  voice.”	  	  

I	  have	  a	  notion	  to	  publish	  the	  name	  signed	  to	  this	  rare	  advertisement,	  especially	  as	  the	  auctioneer	  seems	  to	  have	  
been	  something	  of	  a	  wag	  as	  well	  as	  ignoramus.	  	  But,	  perhaps,	  it	  will	  be	  better	  not.	  	  A	  fourth	  was	  headed,	  in	  good	  
English	  and	  a	  fair	  running	  hand:	  	  

[68]	   “Five	  Thousand	  Dollars	  Reward	  for	  Joaquin,	  dead	  or	  alive”	  .	  .	  .	  	  

	   Seeing	  this,	  the	  young	  Mexican	  dismounted,	  and	  taking	  out	  his	  pencil,	  wrote	  something	  underneath	  and	  
leisurely	  rode	  out	  of	  town.	  	  No	  less	  than	  a	  dozen	  persons,	  stimulated	  by	  curiosity,	  went	  to	  the	  paper	  to	  see	  what	  
was	  written,	  when	  they	  read	  the	  following	  in	  pencil:	  

	   “I	  will	  give	  $10,000.	  	  	  	   JOAQUIN”	  

.	  .	  .	  .	  .	  	  [Joaquin	  is	  being	  chased	  by	  Jim	  Boyce,	  a	  law	  officer	  who	  has	  been	  tracking	  him,	  and	  finds	  himself	  on	  a	  
mountain	  with	  seemingly	  no	  means	  of	  escape.]	  

[87]	   It	  was	  a	  fearful	  gauntlet	  for	  any	  man	  to	  run.	  	  Not	  only	  was	  there	  danger	  of	  falling	  a	  hundred	  feet	  from	  the	  
rocks,	  but	  he	  must	  run	  in	  a	  parallel	  line	  with	  his	  enemies,	  and	  in	  pistol-‐range,	  for	  a	  hundred	  yards.	  	  In	  fair	  view	  of	  
him	  stood	  the	  whole	  company	  with	  their	  revolvers	  drawn.	  	  He	  dashed	  along	  that	  fearful	  trail	  as	  if	  he	  had	  been	  
mounted	  upon	  a	  spirit	  steed,	  shouting	  as	  he	  passed:	  

	   “I	  am	  Joaquin!	  Kill	  me	  if	  you	  can!”	  

	   Shot	  after	  shot	  cam	  clanging	  around	  his	  head,	  and	  bullet	  after	  bullet	  flattened	  on	  the	  wall	  of	  slate	  at	  his	  
right.	  IN	  the	  midst	  of	  the	  first	  firing,	  his	  hat	  was	  knocked	  from	  his	  head,	  and	  left	  his	  long	  black	  hair	  streaming	  
behind	  him.	  	  He	  had	  no	  time	  to	  use	  his	  own	  pistol,	  but,	  knowing	  that	  his	  only	  chance	  lay	  in	  the	  swiftness	  of	  his	  
sure-‐footed	  animal,	  he	  drew	  his	  keenly	  polished	  bowie-‐knife	  in	  proud	  defiance	  of	  the	  danger	  and	  waved	  it	  in	  
scorn	  as	  he	  rode	  on.	  	  It	  was	  perfectly	  sublime	  to	  see	  such	  super-‐human	  daring	  and	  recklessness.	  	  At	  each	  report,	  
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which	  came	  fast	  and	  thick,	  he	  kissed	  the	  flashing	  blade	  and	  waved	  it	  at	  his	  foes.	  	  He	  passed	  the	  ordeal,	  as	  awful	  
and	  harrowing	  to	  a	  man’s	  nerves	  as	  can	  be	  conceived,	  untouched	  by	  a	  ball	  and	  otherwise	  unharmed.	  	  

The	  White	  Man’s	  Burden	  
Rudyard	  Kipling,	  1899	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
Send	  forth	  the	  best	  ye	  breed-‐-‐	  
Go	  bind	  your	  sons	  to	  exile	  
To	  serve	  your	  captives'	  need;	  
To	  wait	  in	  heavy	  harness,	  
On	  fluttered	  folk	  and	  wild-‐-‐	  
Your	  new-‐caught,	  sullen	  peoples,	  
Half-‐devil	  and	  half-‐child.	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
In	  patience	  to	  abide,	  
To	  veil	  the	  threat	  of	  terror	  
And	  check	  the	  show	  of	  pride;	  
By	  open	  speech	  and	  simple,	  
An	  hundred	  times	  made	  plain	  
To	  seek	  another's	  profit,	  
And	  work	  another's	  gain.	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
The	  savage	  wars	  of	  peace-‐-‐	  
Fill	  full	  the	  mouth	  of	  Famine	  
And	  bid	  the	  sickness	  cease;	  
And	  when	  your	  goal	  is	  nearest	  
The	  end	  for	  others	  sought,	  
Watch	  sloth	  and	  heathen	  Folly	  
Bring	  all	  your	  hopes	  to	  nought.	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
No	  tawdry	  rule	  of	  kings,	  
But	  toil	  of	  serf	  and	  sweeper-‐-‐	  
The	  tale	  of	  common	  things.	  
The	  ports	  ye	  shall	  not	  enter,	  
The	  roads	  ye	  shall	  not	  tread,	  
Go	  mark	  them	  with	  your	  living,	  

And	  mark	  them	  with	  your	  dead.	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
And	  reap	  his	  old	  reward:	  
The	  blame	  of	  those	  ye	  better,	  
The	  hate	  of	  those	  ye	  guard-‐-‐	  
The	  cry	  of	  hosts	  ye	  humour	  
(Ah,	  slowly!)	  toward	  the	  light:-‐-‐	  
"Why	  brought	  he	  us	  from	  bondage,	  
Our	  loved	  Egyptian	  night?"	  

	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
Ye	  dare	  not	  stoop	  to	  less-‐-‐	  
Nor	  call	  too	  loud	  on	  Freedom	  
To	  cloke	  your	  weariness;	  
By	  all	  ye	  cry	  or	  whisper,	  
By	  all	  ye	  leave	  or	  do,	  
The	  silent,	  sullen	  peoples	  
Shall	  weigh	  your	  gods	  and	  you.	  

Take	  up	  the	  White	  Man's	  burden-‐-‐	  
Have	  done	  with	  childish	  days-‐-‐	  
The	  lightly	  proferred	  laurel,	  
The	  easy,	  ungrudged	  praise.	  
Comes	  now,	  to	  search	  your	  manhood	  
Through	  all	  the	  thankless	  years	  
Cold,	  edged	  with	  dear-‐bought	  wisdom,	  
The	  judgment	  of	  your	  peers!	  

Source:	  Kipling,	  Rudyard.	  “The	  White	  Man’s	  
Burden.”	  The	  Modern	  History	  Sourcebook.	  Fordham	  
University.	  
http://www.fordham.edu/Halsall/mod/kipling.asp.	  	  

	  

Hubert	  Harrison	  

THE	  BLACK	  MAN'S	  BURDEN	  (A	  
REPLY	  TO	  RUDYARD	  KIPLING)	  

from	  When	  Africa	  
Awakes	  (New	  York,	  1920)	  

	  

Take	  up	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  burden-‐
-‐-‐	  
Send	  forth	  the	  worst	  ye	  breed,	  
And	  bind	  our	  sons	  in	  shackles	  
To	  serve	  your	  selfish	  greed;	  
To	  wait	  in	  heavy	  harness	  
Be-‐devilled	  and	  beguiled	  

Until	  the	  Fates	  remove	  you	  
From	  a	  world	  you	  have	  defiled.	  

Take	  up	  the	  black	  Man’s	  burden-‐-‐-‐	  
Your	  lies	  may	  still	  abide	  
To	  veil	  the	  threat	  of	  terror	  
And	  check	  our	  racial	  pride;	  
Your	  cannon,	  church	  and	  courthouse	  
May	  still	  our	  sons	  constrain	  
To	  seek	  the	  white	  man’s	  profit	  
And	  work	  the	  white	  man’s	  gain.	  

Take	  up	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  burden-‐-‐-‐	  
Reach	  out	  and	  hog	  the	  earth,	  
And	  leave	  your	  workers	  hungry	  
In	  the	  country	  of	  their	  birth;	  
Then,	  when	  your	  goal	  is	  nearest,	  
The	  end	  for	  which	  you	  fought	  
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Watch	  other’s	  trained	  efficiency	  
Bring	  all	  your	  hope	  to	  naught.	  	  

Take	  up	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  burden-‐-‐-‐	  
Reduce	  their	  chiefs	  and	  kings	  
To	  toil	  of	  serf	  and	  sweeper	  
The	  lot	  of	  common	  things:	  
Sodden	  their	  soil	  with	  slaughter,	  
Ravish	  their	  lands	  with	  lead;	  
Go,	  sign	  them	  with	  your	  living	  
And	  seal	  them	  with	  your	  dead.	  

Take	  up	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  burden-‐-‐-‐	  
And	  reap	  your	  old	  reward;	  
The	  curse	  of	  those	  ye	  cozen,	  

The	  hate	  of	  those	  ye	  barred	  
From	  your	  Canadian	  cities	  
And	  your	  Australian	  ports;	  
And	  when	  they	  ask	  for	  meat	  and	  drink	  
Go,	  girdle	  them	  with	  forts.	  	  

Take	  up	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  burden-‐-‐-‐	  
Ye	  cannot	  stoop	  to	  less.	  
Will	  not	  your	  fraud	  of	  "freedom"	  
Still	  cloak	  your	  greediness?	  
But,	  by	  the	  gods	  ye	  worship,	  
And	  by	  the	  deeds	  ye	  do,	  
These	  silent,	  sullen	  peoples	  
Shall	  weigh	  your	  gods	  and	  you.	  

Take	  up	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  burden-‐-‐-‐	  
Until	  the	  tail	  is	  told,	  
Until	  the	  balances	  of	  hate	  
Bear	  down	  the	  beam	  of	  gold.	  
And	  while	  ye	  wait	  remember	  
The	  justice,	  though	  delayed	  
Will	  hold	  you	  as	  her	  debtor	  
Till	  the	  Black	  Man’s	  debt	  is	  paid.	  

	  

http://www.expo98.msu.edu/people/Harrison.htm	  

	  
	  

Kipling’s	  “The	  Man	  Who	  Would	  Be	  King”	  is	  available	  here:	  
http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext05/8king10h.htm	  

	  

Edgar	  Allan	  Poe	  

The	  Fall	  of	  the	  House	  of	  Usher	  

by	  Edgar	  Allan	  Poe	  
(1839)	  

	  	  Son	  coeur	  est	  un	  luth	  suspendu;	  
	  	  Sitôt	  qu'on	  le	  touche	  il	  résonne.	  
De	  Béranger.	  

DURING	  the	  whole	  of	  a	  dull,	  dark,	  and	  soundless	  day	  in	  the	  autumn	  of	  the	  year,	  when	  the	  clouds	  hung	  
oppressively	  low	  in	  the	  heavens,	  I	  had	  been	  passing	  alone,	  on	  horseback,	  through	  a	  singularly	  dreary	  tract	  of	  
country;	  and	  at	  length	  found	  myself,	  as	  the	  shades	  of	  the	  evening	  drew	  on,	  within	  view	  of	  the	  melancholy	  House	  
of	  Usher.	  I	  know	  not	  how	  it	  was	  -‐-‐	  but,	  with	  the	  first	  glimpse	  of	  the	  building,	  a	  sense	  of	  insufferable	  gloom	  
pervaded	  my	  spirit.	  I	  say	  insufferable;	  for	  the	  feeling	  was	  unrelieved	  by	  any	  of	  that	  half-‐pleasurable,	  because	  
poetic,	  sentiment,	  with	  which	  the	  mind	  usually	  receives	  even	  the	  sternest	  natural	  images	  of	  the	  desolate	  or	  
terrible.	  I	  looked	  upon	  the	  scene	  before	  me	  -‐-‐	  upon	  the	  mere	  house,	  and	  the	  simple	  landscape	  features	  of	  the	  
domain	  -‐-‐	  upon	  the	  bleak	  walls	  -‐-‐	  upon	  the	  vacant	  eye-‐like	  windows	  -‐-‐	  upon	  a	  few	  rank	  sedges	  -‐-‐	  and	  upon	  a	  few	  
white	  trunks	  of	  decayed	  trees	  -‐-‐	  with	  an	  utter	  depression	  of	  soul	  which	  I	  can	  compare	  to	  no	  earthly	  sensation	  
more	  properly	  than	  to	  the	  after-‐dream	  of	  the	  reveller	  upon	  opium	  -‐-‐	  the	  bitter	  lapse	  into	  everyday	  life	  -‐-‐	  the	  
hideous	  dropping	  off	  of	  the	  veil.	  There	  was	  an	  iciness,	  a	  sinking,	  a	  sickening	  of	  the	  heart	  -‐-‐	  an	  unredeemed	  
dreariness	  of	  thought	  which	  no	  goading	  of	  the	  imagination	  could	  torture	  into	  aught	  of	  the	  sublime.	  What	  was	  it	  -‐-‐	  
I	  paused	  to	  think	  -‐-‐	  what	  was	  it	  that	  so	  unnerved	  me	  in	  the	  contemplation	  of	  the	  House	  of	  Usher?	  It	  was	  a	  
mystery	  all	  insoluble;	  nor	  could	  I	  grapple	  with	  the	  shadowy	  fancies	  that	  crowded	  upon	  me	  as	  I	  pondered.	  I	  was	  
forced	  to	  fall	  back	  upon	  the	  unsatisfactory	  conclusion,	  that	  while,	  beyond	  doubt,	  there	  are	  combinations	  of	  very	  
simple	  natural	  objects	  which	  have	  the	  power	  of	  thus	  affecting	  us,	  still	  the	  analysis	  of	  this	  power	  lies	  among	  
considerations	  beyond	  our	  depth.	  It	  was	  possible,	  I	  reflected,	  that	  a	  mere	  different	  arrangement	  of	  the	  particulars	  
of	  the	  scene,	  of	  the	  details	  of	  the	  picture,	  would	  be	  sufficient	  to	  modify,	  or	  perhaps	  to	  annihilate	  its	  capacity	  for	  
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sorrowful	  impression;	  and,	  acting	  upon	  this	  idea,	  I	  reined	  my	  horse	  to	  the	  precipitous	  brink	  of	  a	  black	  and	  lurid	  
tarn	  that	  lay	  in	  unruffled	  lustre	  by	  the	  dwelling,	  and	  gazed	  down	  -‐-‐	  but	  with	  a	  shudder	  even	  more	  thrilling	  than	  
before	  -‐-‐	  upon	  the	  remodelled	  and	  inverted	  images	  of	  the	  gray	  sedge,	  and	  the	  ghastly	  tree-‐stems,	  and	  the	  vacant	  
and	  eye-‐like	  windows.	  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I	  learned,	  moreover,	  at	  intervals,	  and	  through	  broken	  and	  equivocal	  hints,	  another	  singular	  feature	  of	  his	  mental	  
condition.	  He	  was	  enchained	  by	  certain	  superstitious	  impressions	  in	  regard	  to	  the	  dwelling	  which	  he	  tenanted,	  
and	  whence,	  for	  many	  years,	  he	  had	  never	  ventured	  forth	  -‐-‐	  in	  regard	  to	  an	  influence	  whose	  supposititious	  force	  
was	  conveyed	  in	  terms	  too	  shadowy	  here	  to	  be	  re-‐stated	  -‐-‐	  an	  influence	  which	  some	  peculiarities	  in	  the	  mere	  
form	  and	  substance	  of	  his	  family	  mansion,	  had,	  by	  dint	  of	  long	  sufferance,	  he	  said,	  obtained	  over	  his	  spirit	  -‐-‐	  an	  
effect	  which	  the	  physique	  of	  the	  gray	  walls	  and	  turrets,	  and	  of	  the	  dim	  tarn	  into	  which	  they	  all	  looked	  down,	  had,	  
at	  length,	  brought	  about	  upon	  the	  morale	  of	  his	  existence.	  

He	  admitted,	  however,	  although	  with	  hesitation,	  that	  much	  of	  the	  peculiar	  gloom	  which	  thus	  afflicted	  him	  could	  
be	  traced	  to	  a	  more	  natural	  and	  far	  more	  palpable	  origin	  -‐-‐	  to	  the	  severe	  and	  long-‐continued	  illness	  -‐-‐	  indeed	  to	  
the	  evidently	  approaching	  dissolution	  -‐-‐	  of	  a	  tenderly	  beloved	  sister	  -‐-‐	  his	  sole	  companion	  for	  long	  years	  -‐-‐	  his	  
last	  and	  only	  relative	  on	  earth.	  "Her	  decease,"	  he	  said,	  with	  a	  bitterness	  which	  I	  can	  never	  forget,	  "would	  leave	  
him	  (him	  the	  hopeless	  and	  the	  frail)	  the	  last	  of	  the	  ancient	  race	  of	  the	  Ushers."	  While	  he	  spoke,	  the	  lady	  Madeline	  
(for	  so	  was	  she	  called)	  passed	  slowly	  through	  a	  remote	  portion	  of	  the	  apartment,	  and,	  without	  having	  noticed	  my	  
presence,	  disappeared.	  I	  regarded	  her	  with	  an	  utter	  astonishment	  not	  unmingled	  with	  dread	  -‐-‐	  and	  yet	  I	  found	  it	  
impossible	  to	  account	  for	  such	  feelings.	  A	  sensation	  of	  stupor	  oppressed	  me,	  as	  my	  eyes	  followed	  her	  retreating	  
steps.	  When	  a	  door,	  at	  length,	  closed	  upon	  her,	  my	  glance	  sought	  instinctively	  and	  eagerly	  the	  countenance	  of	  the	  
brother	  -‐-‐	  but	  he	  had	  buried	  his	  face	  in	  his	  hands,	  and	  I	  could	  only	  perceive	  that	  a	  far	  more	  than	  ordinary	  
wanness	  had	  overspread	  the	  emaciated	  fingers	  through	  which	  trickled	  many	  passionate	  tears.	  

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

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

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

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

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

I.	  

In	  the	  greenest	  of	  our	  valleys,	  
	  	  	  By	  good	  angels	  tenanted,	  	  
Once	  a	  fair	  and	  stately	  palace	  -‐-‐	  	  
	  	  	  Radiant	  palace	  -‐-‐	  reared	  its	  head.	  	  
In	  the	  monarch	  Thought's	  dominion	  -‐-‐	  	  
	  	  	  It	  stood	  there!	  	  
Never	  seraph	  spread	  a	  pinion	  	  
	  	  	  Over	  fabric	  half	  so	  fair.	  

II.	  

Banners	  yellow,	  glorious,	  golden,	  	  
	  	  	  On	  its	  roof	  did	  float	  and	  flow;	  	  
(This	  -‐-‐	  all	  this	  -‐-‐	  was	  in	  the	  olden	  	  
	  	  	  Time	  long	  ago)	  	  
And	  every	  gentle	  air	  that	  dallied,	  	  
	  	  	  In	  that	  sweet	  day,	  	  
Along	  the	  ramparts	  plumed	  and	  pallid,	  	  
	  	  	  A	  winged	  odour	  went	  away.	  

III.	  

Wanderers	  in	  that	  happy	  valley	  
	  	  	  Through	  two	  luminous	  windows	  saw	  	  
Spirits	  moving	  musically	  	  
	  	  	  	  To	  a	  lute's	  well-‐tunèd	  law,	  	  
Round	  about	  a	  throne,	  where	  sitting	  	  
	  	  	  (Porphyrogene!)	  	  
In	  state	  his	  glory	  well	  befitting,	  
	  	  	  	  The	  ruler	  of	  the	  realm	  was	  seen.	  

IV.	  

And	  all	  with	  pearl	  and	  ruby	  glowing	  
	  	  	  Was	  the	  fair	  palace	  door,	  	  
Through	  which	  came	  flowing,	  flowing,	  flowing,	  
	  	  	  And	  sparkling	  evermore,	  	  
A	  troop	  of	  Echoes	  whose	  sweet	  duty	  	  
	  	  	  Was	  but	  to	  sing,	  	  
In	  voices	  of	  surpassing	  beauty,	  	  
	  	  	  The	  wit	  and	  wisdom	  of	  their	  king.	  

V.	  

But	  evil	  things,	  in	  robes	  of	  sorrow,	  	  
	  	  	  Assailed	  the	  monarch's	  high	  estate;	  	  
(Ah,	  let	  us	  mourn,	  for	  never	  morrow	  	  
	  	  	  Shall	  dawn	  upon	  him,	  desolate!)	  	  
And,	  round	  about	  his	  home,	  the	  glory	  	  
	  	  	  	  That	  blushed	  and	  bloomed	  	  
Is	  but	  a	  dim-‐remembered	  story	  	  
	  	  	  	  Of	  the	  old	  time	  entombed.	  

VI.	  

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

I	  well	  remember	  that	  suggestions	  arising	  from	  this	  ballad	  led	  us	  into	  a	  train	  of	  thought	  wherein	  there	  became	  
manifest	  an	  opinion	  of	  Usher's	  which	  I	  mention	  not	  so	  much	  on	  account	  of	  its	  novelty,	  (for	  other	  men	  have	  
thought	  thus,)	  as	  on	  account	  of	  the	  pertinacity	  with	  which	  he	  maintained	  it.	  This	  opinion,	  in	  its	  general	  form,	  was	  
that	  of	  the	  sentience	  of	  all	  vegetable	  things.	  But,	  in	  his	  disordered	  fancy,	  the	  idea	  had	  assumed	  a	  more	  daring	  
character,	  and	  trespassed,	  under	  certain	  conditions,	  upon	  the	  kingdom	  of	  inorganization.	  I	  lack	  words	  to	  express	  
the	  full	  extent,	  or	  the	  earnest	  abandon	  of	  his	  persuasion.	  The	  belief,	  however,	  was	  connected	  (as	  I	  have	  
previously	  hinted)	  with	  the	  gray	  stones	  of	  the	  home	  of	  his	  forefathers.	  The	  conditions	  of	  the	  sentience	  had	  been	  
here,	  he	  imagined,	  fulfilled	  in	  the	  method	  of	  collocation	  of	  these	  stones	  -‐-‐	  in	  the	  order	  of	  their	  arrangement,	  as	  
well	  as	  in	  that	  of	  the	  many	  fungi	  which	  overspread	  them,	  and	  of	  the	  decayed	  trees	  which	  stood	  around	  -‐-‐	  above	  
all,	  in	  the	  long	  undisturbed	  endurance	  of	  this	  arrangement,	  and	  in	  its	  reduplication	  in	  the	  still	  waters	  of	  the	  tarn.	  
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Its	  evidence	  -‐-‐the	  evidence	  of	  the	  sentience	  -‐-‐was	  to	  be	  seen,	  he	  said,	  (and	  I	  here	  started	  as	  he	  spoke,)	  in	  the	  
gradual	  yet	  certain	  condensation	  of	  an	  atmosphere	  of	  their	  own	  about	  the	  waters	  and	  the	  walls.	  The	  result	  was	  
discoverable,	  he	  added,	  in	  that	  silent,	  yet	  importunate	  and	  terrible	  influence	  which	  for	  centuries	  had	  moulded	  the	  
destinies	  of	  his	  family,	  and	  which	  made	  him	  what	  I	  now	  saw	  him	  -‐-‐	  what	  he	  was.	  Such	  opinions	  need	  no	  comment,	  
and	  I	  will	  make	  none.	  

Our	  books	  -‐-‐	  the	  books	  which,	  for	  years,	  had	  formed	  no	  small	  portion	  of	  the	  mental	  existence	  of	  the	  invalid	  -‐-‐	  
were,	  as	  might	  be	  supposed,	  in	  strict	  keeping	  with	  this	  character	  of	  phantasm.	  We	  pored	  together	  over	  such	  
works	  as	  the	  Ververt	  et	  Chartreuse	  of	  Gresset;	  the	  Belphegor	  of	  Machiavelli;	  the	  Heaven	  and	  Hell	  of	  Swedenborg;	  
the	  Subterranean	  Voyage	  of	  Nicholas	  Klimm	  by	  Holberg;	  the	  Chiromancy	  of	  Robert	  Flud,	  of	  Jean	  D'Indaginé,	  and	  
of	  De	  la	  Chambre;	  the	  Journey	  into	  the	  Blue	  Distance	  of	  Tieck;	  and	  the	  City	  of	  the	  Sun	  of	  Campanella.	  One	  
favourite	  volume	  was	  a	  small	  octavo	  edition	  of	  the	  Directorium	  Inquisitorum,	  by	  the	  Dominican	  Eymeric	  de	  
Gironne;	  and	  there	  were	  passages	  in	  Pomponius	  Mela,	  about	  the	  old	  African	  Satyrs	  and	  OEgipans,	  over	  which	  
Usher	  would	  sit	  dreaming	  for	  hours.	  His	  chief	  delight,	  however,	  was	  found	  in	  the	  perusal	  of	  an	  exceedingly	  rare	  
and	  curious	  book	  in	  quarto	  Gothic	  -‐-‐	  the	  manual	  of	  a	  forgotten	  church	  -‐-‐the	  Vigilae	  Mortuorum	  secundum	  Chorum	  
Ecclesiae	  Maguntinae.	  

I	  could	  not	  help	  thinking	  of	  the	  wild	  ritual	  of	  this	  work,	  and	  of	  its	  probable	  influence	  upon	  the	  hypochondriac,	  
when,	  one	  evening,	  having	  informed	  me	  abruptly	  that	  the	  lady	  Madeline	  was	  no	  more,	  he	  stated	  his	  intention	  of	  
preserving	  her	  corpse	  for	  a	  fortnight,	  (previously	  to	  its	  final	  interment,)	  in	  one	  of	  the	  numerous	  vaults	  within	  the	  
main	  walls	  of	  the	  building.	  The	  worldly	  reason,	  however,	  assigned	  for	  this	  singular	  proceeding,	  was	  one	  which	  I	  
did	  not	  feel	  at	  liberty	  to	  dispute.	  The	  brother	  had	  been	  led	  to	  his	  resolution	  (so	  he	  told	  me)	  by	  consideration	  of	  
the	  unusual	  character	  of	  the	  malady	  of	  the	  deceased,	  of	  certain	  obtrusive	  and	  eager	  inquiries	  on	  the	  part	  of	  her	  
medical	  men,	  and	  of	  the	  remote	  and	  exposed	  situation	  of	  the	  burial-‐ground	  of	  the	  family.	  I	  will	  not	  deny	  that	  
when	  I	  called	  to	  mind	  the	  sinister	  countenance	  of	  the	  person	  whom	  I	  met	  upon	  the	  staircase,	  on	  the	  day	  of	  my	  
arrival	  at	  the	  house,	  I	  had	  no	  desire	  to	  oppose	  what	  I	  regarded	  as	  at	  best	  but	  a	  harmless,	  and	  by	  no	  means	  an	  
unnatural,	  precaution.	  

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

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

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

It	  was,	  especially,	  upon	  retiring	  to	  bed	  late	  in	  the	  night	  of	  the	  seventh	  or	  eighth	  day	  after	  the	  placing	  of	  the	  lady	  
Madeline	  within	  the	  donjon,	  that	  I	  experienced	  the	  full	  power	  of	  such	  feelings.	  Sleep	  came	  not	  near	  my	  couch	  -‐-‐	  
while	  the	  hours	  waned	  and	  waned	  away.	  I	  struggled	  to	  reason	  off	  the	  nervousness	  which	  had	  dominion	  over	  me.	  
I	  endeavoured	  to	  believe	  that	  much,	  if	  not	  all	  of	  what	  I	  felt,	  was	  due	  to	  the	  bewildering	  influence	  of	  the	  gloomy	  
furniture	  of	  the	  room	  -‐-‐	  of	  the	  dark	  and	  tattered	  draperies,	  which,	  tortured	  into	  motion	  by	  the	  breath	  of	  a	  rising	  
tempest,	  swayed	  fitfully	  to	  and	  fro	  upon	  the	  walls,	  and	  rustled	  uneasily	  about	  the	  decorations	  of	  the	  bed.	  But	  my	  
efforts	  were	  fruitless.	  An	  irrepressible	  tremour	  gradually	  pervaded	  my	  frame;	  and,	  at	  length,	  there	  sat	  upon	  my	  
very	  heart	  an	  incubus	  of	  utterly	  causeless	  alarm.	  Shaking	  this	  off	  with	  a	  gasp	  and	  a	  struggle,	  I	  uplifted	  myself	  
upon	  the	  pillows,	  and,	  peering	  earnestly	  within	  the	  intense	  darkness	  of	  the	  chamber,	  hearkened	  -‐-‐	  I	  know	  not	  
why,	  except	  that	  an	  instinctive	  spirit	  prompted	  me	  -‐-‐	  to	  certain	  low	  and	  indefinite	  sounds	  which	  came,	  through	  
the	  pauses	  of	  the	  storm,	  at	  long	  intervals,	  I	  knew	  not	  whence.	  Overpowered	  by	  an	  intense	  sentiment	  of	  horror,	  
unaccountable	  yet	  unendurable,	  I	  threw	  on	  my	  clothes	  with	  haste	  (for	  I	  felt	  that	  I	  should	  sleep	  no	  more	  during	  
the	  night),	  and	  endeavoured	  to	  arouse	  myself	  from	  the	  pitiable	  condition	  into	  which	  I	  had	  fallen,	  by	  pacing	  
rapidly	  to	  and	  fro	  through	  the	  apartment.	  

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

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

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

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

The	  antique	  volume	  which	  I	  had	  taken	  up	  was	  the	  "Mad	  Trist"	  of	  Sir	  Launcelot	  Canning;	  but	  I	  had	  called	  it	  a	  
favourite	  of	  Usher's	  more	  in	  sad	  jest	  than	  in	  earnest;	  for,	  in	  truth,	  there	  is	  little	  in	  its	  uncouth	  and	  unimaginative	  
prolixity	  which	  could	  have	  had	  interest	  for	  the	  lofty	  and	  spiritual	  ideality	  of	  my	  friend.	  It	  was,	  however,	  the	  only	  
book	  immediately	  at	  hand;	  and	  I	  indulged	  a	  vague	  hope	  that	  the	  excitement	  which	  now	  agitated	  the	  
hypochondriac,	  might	  find	  relief	  (for	  the	  history	  of	  mental	  disorder	  is	  full	  of	  similar	  anomalies)	  even	  in	  the	  
extremeness	  of	  the	  folly	  which	  I	  should	  read.	  Could	  I	  have	  judged,	  indeed,	  by	  the	  wild	  over-‐strained	  air	  of	  vivacity	  
with	  which	  he	  hearkened,	  or	  apparently	  hearkened,	  to	  the	  words	  of	  the	  tale,	  I	  might	  well	  have	  congratulated	  
myself	  upon	  the	  success	  of	  my	  design.	  
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I	  had	  arrived	  at	  that	  well-‐known	  portion	  of	  the	  story	  where	  Ethelred,	  the	  hero	  of	  the	  Trist,	  having	  sought	  in	  vain	  
for	  peaceable	  admission	  into	  the	  dwelling	  of	  the	  hermit,	  proceeds	  to	  make	  good	  an	  entrance	  by	  force.	  Here,	  it	  will	  
be	  remembered,	  the	  words	  of	  the	  narrative	  run	  thus:	  

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

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

"But	  the	  good	  champion	  Ethelred,	  now	  entering	  within	  the	  door,	  was	  sore	  enraged	  and	  amazed	  to	  perceive	  no	  
signal	  of	  the	  maliceful	  hermit;	  but,	  in	  the	  stead	  thereof,	  a	  dragon	  of	  a	  scaly	  and	  prodigious	  demeanour,	  and	  of	  a	  
fiery	  tongue,	  which	  sate	  in	  guard	  before	  a	  palace	  of	  gold,	  with	  a	  floor	  of	  silver;	  and	  upon	  the	  wall	  there	  hung	  a	  
shield	  of	  shining	  brass	  with	  this	  legend	  enwritten	  -‐-‐	  

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

And	  Ethelred	  uplifted	  his	  mace,	  and	  struck	  upon	  the	  head	  of	  the	  dragon,	  which	  fell	  before	  him,	  and	  gave	  up	  his	  
pesty	  breath,	  with	  a	  shriek	  so	  horrid	  and	  harsh,	  and	  withal	  so	  piercing,	  that	  Ethelred	  had	  fain	  to	  close	  his	  ears	  
with	  his	  hands	  against	  the	  dreadful	  noise	  of	  it,	  the	  like	  whereof	  was	  never	  before	  heard."	  

Here	  again	  I	  paused	  abruptly,	  and	  now	  with	  a	  feeling	  of	  wild	  amazement	  -‐-‐	  for	  there	  could	  be	  no	  doubt	  whatever	  
that,	  in	  this	  instance,	  I	  did	  actually	  hear	  (although	  from	  what	  direction	  it	  proceeded	  I	  found	  it	  impossible	  to	  say)	  a	  
low	  and	  apparently	  distant,	  but	  harsh,	  protracted,	  and	  most	  unusual	  screaming	  or	  grating	  sound	  -‐-‐	  the	  exact	  
counterpart	  of	  what	  my	  fancy	  had	  already	  conjured	  up	  for	  the	  dragon's	  unnatural	  shriek	  as	  described	  by	  the	  
romancer.	  

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

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

No	  sooner	  had	  these	  syllables	  passed	  my	  lips,	  than	  -‐-‐	  as	  if	  a	  shield	  of	  brass	  had	  indeed,	  at	  the	  moment,	  fallen	  
heavily	  upon	  a	  floor	  of	  silver	  -‐-‐	  I	  became	  aware	  of	  a	  distinct,	  hollow,	  metallic,	  and	  clangorous,	  yet	  apparently	  
muffled	  reverberation.	  Completely	  unnerved,	  I	  leaped	  to	  my	  feet;	  but	  the	  measured	  rocking	  movement	  of	  Usher	  
was	  undisturbed.	  I	  rushed	  to	  the	  chair	  in	  which	  he	  sat.	  His	  eyes	  were	  bent	  fixedly	  before	  him,	  and	  throughout	  his	  
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whole	  countenance	  there	  reigned	  a	  stony	  rigidity.	  But,	  as	  I	  placed	  my	  hand	  upon	  his	  shoulder,	  there	  came	  a	  
strong	  shudder	  over	  his	  whole	  person;	  a	  sickly	  smile	  quivered	  about	  his	  lips;	  and	  I	  saw	  that	  he	  spoke	  in	  a	  low,	  
hurried,	  and	  gibbering	  murmur,	  as	  if	  unconscious	  of	  my	  presence.	  Bending	  closely	  over	  him,	  I	  at	  length	  drank	  in	  
the	  hideous	  import	  of	  his	  words.	  

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

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

From	  that	  chamber,	  and	  from	  that	  mansion,	  I	  fled	  aghast.	  The	  storm	  was	  still	  abroad	  in	  all	  its	  wrath	  as	  I	  found	  
myself	  crossing	  the	  old	  causeway.	  Suddenly	  there	  shot	  along	  the	  path	  a	  wild	  light,	  and	  I	  turned	  to	  see	  whence	  a	  
gleam	  so	  unusual	  could	  wi	  have	  issued;	  for	  the	  vast	  house	  and	  its	  shadows	  were	  alone	  behind	  me.	  The	  radiance	  
was	  that	  of	  the	  full,	  setting,	  and	  blood-‐red	  moon	  which	  now	  shone	  vividly	  through	  that	  once	  barely-‐discernible	  
fissure,	  of	  which	  I	  have	  before	  spoken	  as	  extending	  from	  the	  roof	  of	  the	  building,	  in	  a	  zigzag	  direction,	  to	  the	  base.	  
While	  I	  gazed,	  this	  fissure	  rapidly	  widened	  -‐-‐	  there	  came	  a	  fierce	  breath	  of	  the	  whirlwind	  -‐-‐	  the	  entire	  orb	  of	  the	  
satellite	  burst	  at	  once	  upon	  my	  sight	  -‐-‐	  my	  brain	  reeled	  as	  I	  saw	  the	  mighty	  walls	  rushing	  asunder	  -‐-‐	  there	  was	  a	  
long	  tumultuous	  shouting	  sound	  like	  the	  voice	  of	  a	  thousand	  waters	  -‐-‐	  and	  the	  deep	  and	  dank	  tarn	  at	  my	  feet	  
closed	  sullenly	  and	  silently	  over	  the	  fragments	  of	  the	  "House	  of	  Usher."	  

THE	  PURLOINED	  LETTER	  
	  	  	  	  	  Nil	  sapientiae	  odiosius	  acumine	  nimio.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Seneca.	  	  

At	   Paris,	   just	   after	   dark	   one	   gusty	   evening	   in	   the	   autumn	   of	   18-‐,	   I	   was	   enjoying	   the	   twofold	   luxury	   of	  
meditation	  and	  a	  meerschaum,	  in	  company	  with	  my	  friend	  C.	  Auguste	  Dupin,	   in	  his	   little	  back	  library,	  or	  book-‐
closet,	   au	   troisiême,	   No.	   33,	   Rue	   Dunôt,	   Faubourg	   St.	   Germain.	   For	   one	   hour	   at	   least	   we	   had	   maintained	   a	  
profound	  silence;	  while	  each,	  to	  any	  casual	  observer,	  might	  have	  seemed	  intently	  and	  exclusively	  occupied	  with	  
the	  curling	  eddies	  of	  smoke	  that	  oppressed	  the	  atmosphere	  of	  the	  chamber.	  For	  myself,	  however,	  I	  was	  mentally	  
discussing	   certain	   topics	   which	   had	   formed	   matter	   for	   conversation	   between	   us	   at	   an	   earlier	   period	   of	   the	  
evening;	   I	  mean	   the	   affair	   of	   the	  Rue	  Morgue,	   and	   the	  mystery	   attending	   the	  murder	  of	  Marie	  Rogêt.	   I	   looked	  
upon	   it,	   therefore,	   as	   something	   of	   a	   coincidence,	   when	   the	   door	   of	   our	   apartment	   was	   thrown	   open	   and	  
admitted	  our	  old	  acquaintance,	  Monsieur	  G—,	  the	  Prefect	  of	  the	  Parisian	  police.	  

We	  gave	  him	  a	  hearty	  welcome;	  for	  there	  was	  nearly	  half	  as	  much	  of	  the	  entertaining	  as	  of	  the	  contemptible	  
about	  the	  man,	  and	  we	  had	  not	  seen	  him	  for	  several	  years.	  We	  had	  been	  sitting	  in	  the	  dark,	  and	  Dupin	  now	  arose	  
for	  the	  purpose	  of	   lighting	  a	   lamp,	  but	  sat	  down	  again,	  without	  doing	  so,	  upon	  G.'s	  saying	  that	  he	  had	  called	  to	  
consult	  us,	  or	  rather	  to	  ask	  the	  opinion	  of	  my	  friend,	  about	  some	  official	  business	  which	  had	  occasioned	  a	  great	  
deal	  of	  trouble.	  

"If	  it	  is	  any	  point	  requiring	  reflection,"	  observed	  Dupin,	  as	  he	  forebore	  to	  enkindle	  the	  wick,	  "we	  shall	  examine	  
it	  to	  better	  purpose	  in	  the	  dark."	  

"That	  is	  another	  of	  your	  odd	  notions,"	  said	  the	  Prefect,	  who	  had	  a	  fashion	  of	  calling	  every	  thing	  "odd"	  that	  was	  
beyond	  his	  comprehension,	  and	  thus	  lived	  amid	  an	  absolute	  legion	  of	  "oddities."	  
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"Very	  true,"	  said	  Dupin,	  as	  he	  supplied	  his	  visiter	  with	  a	  pipe,	  and	  rolled	  towards	  him	  a	  comfortable	  chair.	  

"And	  what	  is	  the	  difficulty	  now?"	  I	  asked.	  "Nothing	  more	  in	  the	  assassination	  way,	  I	  hope?"	  

"Oh	  no;	  nothing	  of	  that	  nature.	  The	  fact	  is,	  the	  business	  is	  very	  simple	  indeed,	  and	  I	  make	  no	  doubt	  that	  we	  can	  
manage	  it	  sufficiently	  well	  ourselves;	  but	  then	  I	  thought	  Dupin	  would	  like	  to	  hear	  the	  details	  of	  it,	  because	  it	  is	  so	  
excessively	  odd."	  

"Simple	  and	  odd,"	  said	  Dupin.	  

"Why,	  yes;	  and	  not	  exactly	  that,	  either.	  The	  fact	  is,	  we	  have	  all	  been	  a	  good	  deal	  puzzled	  because	  the	  affair	  is	  so	  
simple,	  and	  yet	  baffles	  us	  altogether."	  

"Perhaps	  it	  is	  the	  very	  simplicity	  of	  the	  thing	  which	  puts	  you	  at	  fault,"	  said	  my	  friend.	  

"What	  nonsense	  you	  do	  talk!"	  replied	  the	  Prefect,	  laughing	  heartily.	  

"Perhaps	  the	  mystery	  is	  a	  little	  too	  plain,"	  said	  Dupin.	  

"Oh,	  good	  heavens!	  who	  ever	  heard	  of	  such	  an	  idea?"	  

"A	  little	  too	  self-‐evident."	  

"Ha!	  ha!	  ha—ha!	  ha!	  ha!—ho!	  ho!	  ho!"	  roared	  our	  visiter,	  profoundly	  amused,	  "oh,	  Dupin,	  you	  will	  be	  the	  death	  
of	  me	  yet!"	  

"And	  what,	  after	  all,	  is	  the	  matter	  on	  hand?"	  I	  asked.	  

"Why,	  I	  will	  tell	  you,"	  replied	  the	  Prefect,	  as	  he	  gave	  a	  long,	  steady	  and	  contemplative	  puff,	  and	  settled	  himself	  
in	  his	  chair.	  "I	  will	  tell	  you	  in	  a	  few	  words;	  but,	  before	  I	  begin,	  let	  me	  caution	  you	  that	  this	  is	  an	  affair	  demanding	  
the	  greatest	  secrecy,	  and	  that	  I	  should	  most	  probably	  lose	  the	  position	  I	  now	  hold,	  were	  it	  known	  that	  I	  confided	  
it	  to	  any	  one."	  

"Proceed,"	  said	  I.	  

"Or	  not,"	  said	  Dupin.	  

"Well,	  then;	  I	  have	  received	  personal	  information,	  from	  a	  very	  high	  quarter,	  that	  a	  certain	  document	  of	  the	  last	  
importance,	   has	   been	   purloined	   from	   the	   royal	   apartments.	   The	   individual	   who	   purloined	   it	   is	   known;	   this	  
beyond	  a	  doubt;	  he	  was	  seen	  to	  take	  it.	  It	  is	  known,	  also,	  that	  it	  still	  remains	  in	  his	  possession."	  

"How	  is	  this	  known?"	  asked	  Dupin.	  

"It	  is	  clearly	  inferred,"	  replied	  the	  Prefect,	  "from	  the	  nature	  of	  the	  document,	  and	  from	  the	  non-‐appearance	  of	  
certain	  results	  which	  would	  at	  once	  arise	  from	  its	  passing	  out	  of	  the	  robber's	  possession;	  that	  is	  to	  say,	  from	  his	  
employing	  it	  as	  he	  must	  design	  in	  the	  end	  to	  employ	  it."	  

"Be	  a	  little	  more	  explicit,"	  I	  said.	  

"Well,	  I	  may	  venture	  so	  far	  as	  to	  say	  that	  the	  paper	  gives	  its	  holder	  a	  certain	  power	  in	  a	  certain	  quarter	  where	  
such	  power	  is	  immensely	  valuable."	  The	  Prefect	  was	  fond	  of	  the	  cant	  of	  diplomacy.	  

"Still	  I	  do	  not	  quite	  understand,"	  said	  Dupin.	  

"No?	  Well;	  the	  disclosure	  of	  the	  document	  to	  a	  third	  person,	  who	  shall	  be	  nameless,	  would	  bring	  in	  question	  
the	  honor	  of	  a	  personage	  of	  most	  exalted	  station;	  and	  this	  fact	  gives	  the	  holder	  of	  the	  document	  an	  ascendancy	  
over	  the	  illustrious	  personage	  whose	  honor	  and	  peace	  are	  so	  jeopardized."	  

"But	  this	  ascendancy,"	  I	  interposed,	  "would	  depend	  upon	  the	  robber's	  knowledge	  of	  the	  loser's	  knowledge	  of	  
the	  robber.	  Who	  would	  dare—"	  
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"The	  thief,"	  said	  G.,	  "is	  the	  Minister	  D—,	  who	  dares	  all	  things,	  those	  unbecoming	  as	  well	  as	  those	  becoming	  a	  
man.	  The	  method	  of	  the	  theft	  was	  not	  less	  ingenious	  than	  bold.	  The	  document	  in	  question—a	  letter,	  to	  be	  frank—
had	   been	   received	   by	   the	   personage	   robbed	   while	   alone	   in	   the	   royal	   boudoir.	   During	   its	   perusal	   she	   was	  
suddenly	   interrupted	  by	   the	  entrance	  of	   the	  other	  exalted	  personage	   from	  whom	  especially	   it	  was	  her	  wish	  to	  
conceal	  it.	  After	  a	  hurried	  and	  vain	  endeavor	  to	  thrust	  it	  in	  a	  drawer,	  she	  was	  forced	  to	  place	  it,	  open	  as	  it	  was,	  
upon	  a	  table.	  The	  address,	  however,	  was	  uppermost,	  and,	  the	  contents	  thus	  unexposed,	  the	  letter	  escaped	  notice.	  
At	   this	   juncture	   enters	   the	   Minister	   D—.	   His	   lynx	   eye	   immediately	   perceives	   the	   paper,	   recognises	   the	  
handwriting	  of	   the	  address,	   observes	   the	   confusion	  of	   the	  personage	  addressed,	   and	   fathoms	  her	   secret.	  After	  
some	  business	  transactions,	  hurried	  through	  in	  his	  ordinary	  manner,	  he	  produces	  a	   letter	  somewhat	  similar	  to	  
the	  one	  in	  question,	  opens	  it,	  pretends	  to	  read	  it,	  and	  then	  places	  it	  in	  close	  juxtaposition	  to	  the	  other.	  Again	  he	  
converses,	  for	  some	  fifteen	  minutes,	  upon	  the	  public	  affairs.	  At	  length,	  in	  taking	  leave,	  he	  takes	  also	  from	  the	  table	  
the	  letter	  to	  which	  he	  had	  no	  claim.	  Its	  rightful	  owner	  saw,	  but,	  of	  course,	  dared	  not	  call	  attention	  to	  the	  act,	  in	  the	  
presence	  of	  the	  third	  personage	  who	  stood	  at	  her	  elbow.	  The	  minister	  decamped;	  leaving	  his	  own	  letter—one	  of	  
no	  importance—upon	  the	  table."	  

"Here,	  then,"	  said	  Dupin	  to	  me,	  "you	  have	  precisely	  what	  you	  demand	  to	  make	  the	  ascendancy	  complete—the	  
robber's	  knowledge	  of	  the	  loser's	  knowledge	  of	  the	  robber."	  

"Yes,"	  replied	  the	  Prefect;	  "and	  the	  power	  thus	  attained	  has,	  for	  some	  months	  past,	  been	  wielded,	  for	  political	  
purposes,	   to	   a	   very	   dangerous	   extent.	   The	  personage	   robbed	   is	  more	   thoroughly	   convinced,	   every	   day,	   of	   the	  
necessity	  of	  reclaiming	  her	  letter.	  But	  this,	  of	  course,	  cannot	  be	  done	  openly.	   In	  fine,	  driven	  to	  despair,	  she	  has	  
committed	  the	  matter	  to	  me."	  

"Than	  whom,"	  said	  Dupin,	  amid	  a	  perfect	  whirlwind	  of	  smoke,	  "no	  more	  sagacious	  agent	  could,	  I	  suppose,	  be	  
desired,	  or	  even	  imagined."	  

"You	  flatter	  me,"	  replied	  the	  Prefect;	  "but	  it	  is	  possible	  that	  some	  such	  opinion	  may	  have	  been	  entertained."	  

"It	   is	   clear,"	   said	   I,	   "as	   you	   observe,	   that	   the	   letter	   is	   still	   in	   possession	   of	   the	   minister;	   since	   it	   is	   this	  
possession,	  and	  not	  any	  employment	  of	   the	   letter,	  which	  bestows	   the	  power.	  With	   the	  employment	   the	  power	  
departs."	  

"True,"	   said	   G.;	   "and	   upon	   this	   conviction	   I	   proceeded.	   My	   first	   care	   was	   to	   make	   thorough	   search	   of	   the	  
minister's	   hotel;	   and	   here	   my	   chief	   embarrassment	   lay	   in	   the	   necessity	   of	   searching	   without	   his	   knowledge.	  
Beyond	  all	  things,	  I	  have	  been	  warned	  of	  the	  danger	  which	  would	  result	  from	  giving	  him	  reason	  to	  suspect	  our	  
design."	  

"But,"	   said	   I,	   "you	   are	   quite	   au	   fait	   in	   these	   investigations.	   The	   Parisian	   police	   have	   done	   this	   thing	   often	  
before."	  

"O	  yes;	  and	  for	  this	  reason	  I	  did	  not	  despair.	  The	  habits	  of	  the	  minister	  gave	  me,	  too,	  a	  great	  advantage.	  He	  is	  
frequently	  absent	   from	  home	  all	  night.	  His	  servants	  are	  by	  no	  means	  numerous.	  They	  sleep	  at	  a	  distance	   from	  
their	  master's	  apartment,	  and,	  being	  chiefly	  Neapolitans,	  are	  readily	  made	  drunk.	  I	  have	  keys,	  as	  you	  know,	  with	  
which	  I	  can	  open	  any	  chamber	  or	  cabinet	  in	  Paris.	  For	  three	  months	  a	  night	  has	  not	  passed,	  during	  the	  greater	  
part	  of	  which	  I	  have	  not	  been	  engaged,	  personally,	   in	  ransacking	  the	  D—	  Hotel.	  My	  honor	  is	   interested,	  and,	  to	  
mention	  a	  great	  secret,	  the	  reward	  is	  enormous.	  So	  I	  did	  not	  abandon	  the	  search	  until	  I	  had	  become	  fully	  satisfied	  
that	   the	   thief	   is	   a	  more	  astute	  man	   than	  myself.	   I	   fancy	   that	   I	   have	   investigated	  every	  nook	  and	   corner	  of	   the	  
premises	  in	  which	  it	  is	  possible	  that	  the	  paper	  can	  be	  concealed."	  

"But	   is	   it	   not	   possible,"	   I	   suggested,	   "that	   although	   the	   letter	   may	   be	   in	   possession	   of	   the	   minister,	   as	   it	  
unquestionably	  is,	  he	  may	  have	  concealed	  it	  elsewhere	  than	  upon	  his	  own	  premises?"	  

"This	  is	  barely	  possible,"	  said	  Dupin.	  "The	  present	  peculiar	  condition	  of	  affairs	  at	  court,	  and	  especially	  of	  those	  
intrigues	   in	   which	   D—	   is	   known	   to	   be	   involved,	   would	   render	   the	   instant	   availability	   of	   the	   document—its	  
susceptibility	  of	  being	  produced	  at	  a	  moment's	  notice—a	  point	  of	  nearly	  equal	  importance	  with	  its	  possession."	  

"Its	  susceptibility	  of	  being	  produced?"	  said	  I.	  

"That	  is	  to	  say,	  of	  being	  destroyed,"	  said	  Dupin.	  
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"True,"	   I	   observed;	   "the	   paper	   is	   clearly	   then	   upon	   the	   premises.	   As	   for	   its	   being	   upon	   the	   person	   of	   the	  
minister,	  we	  may	  consider	  that	  as	  out	  of	  the	  question."	  

"Entirely,"	  said	  the	  Prefect.	  "He	  has	  been	  twice	  waylaid,	  as	  if	  by	  footpads,	  and	  his	  person	  rigorously	  searched	  
under	  my	  own	  inspection."	  

"You	  might	  have	  spared	  yourself	  this	  trouble,"	  said	  Dupin.	  "D—,	  I	  presume,	  is	  not	  altogether	  a	  fool,	  and,	  if	  not,	  
must	  have	  anticipated	  these	  waylayings,	  as	  a	  matter	  of	  course."	  

"Not	  altogether	  a	  fool,"	  said	  G.,	  "but	  then	  he's	  a	  poet,	  which	  I	  take	  to	  be	  only	  one	  remove	  from	  a	  fool."	  

"True,"	   said	  Dupin,	   after	   a	   long	   and	   thoughtful	  whiff	   from	  his	  meerschaum,	   "although	   I	   have	  been	  guilty	   of	  
certain	  doggrel	  myself."	  

"Suppose	  you	  detail,"	  said	  I,	  "the	  particulars	  of	  your	  search."	  

"Why	  the	  fact	  is,	  we	  took	  our	  time,	  and	  we	  searched	  every	  where.	  I	  have	  had	  long	  experience	  in	  these	  affairs.	  I	  
took	   the	   entire	  building,	   room	  by	   room;	  devoting	   the	  nights	   of	   a	  whole	  week	   to	   each.	  We	  examined,	   first,	   the	  
furniture	   of	   each	   apartment.	  We	   opened	   every	   possible	   drawer;	   and	   I	   presume	   you	   know	   that,	   to	   a	   properly	  
trained	   police	   agent,	   such	   a	   thing	   as	   a	   secret	   drawer	   is	   impossible.	   Any	  man	   is	   a	   dolt	  who	   permits	   a	   'secret'	  
drawer	  to	  escape	  him	  in	  a	  search	  of	  this	  kind.	  The	  thing	  is	  so	  plain.	  There	  is	  a	  certain	  amount	  of	  bulk—of	  space—
to	  be	  accounted	  for	  in	  every	  cabinet.	  Then	  we	  have	  accurate	  rules.	  The	  fiftieth	  part	  of	  a	  line	  could	  not	  escape	  us.	  
After	   the	   cabinets	  we	   took	   the	   chairs.	   The	   cushions	  we	   probed	  with	   the	   fine	   long	   needles	   you	   have	   seen	  me	  
employ.	  From	  the	  tables	  we	  removed	  the	  tops."	  

"Why	  so?"	  

"Sometimes	  the	  top	  of	  a	  table,	  or	  other	  similarly	  arranged	  piece	  of	  furniture,	  is	  removed	  by	  the	  person	  wishing	  
to	  conceal	  an	  article;	  then	  the	  leg	  is	  excavated,	  the	  article	  deposited	  within	  the	  cavity,	  and	  the	  top	  replaced.	  The	  
bottoms	  and	  tops	  of	  bedposts	  are	  employed	  in	  the	  same	  way."	  

"But	  could	  not	  the	  cavity	  be	  detected	  by	  sounding?"	  I	  asked.	  

"By	  no	  means,	  if,	  when	  the	  article	  is	  deposited,	  a	  sufficient	  wadding	  of	  cotton	  be	  placed	  around	  it.	  Besides,	  in	  
our	  case,	  we	  were	  obliged	  to	  proceed	  without	  noise."	  

"But	   you	   could	   not	   have	   removed—you	   could	   not	   have	   taken	   to	   pieces	   all	   articles	   of	   furniture	   in	  which	   it	  
would	  have	  been	  possible	  to	  make	  a	  deposit	  in	  the	  manner	  you	  mention.	  A	  letter	  may	  be	  compressed	  into	  a	  thin	  
spiral	  roll,	  not	  differing	  much	  in	  shape	  or	  bulk	  from	  a	  large	  knitting-‐needle,	  and	  in	  this	  form	  it	  might	  be	  inserted	  
into	  the	  rung	  of	  a	  chair,	  for	  example.	  You	  did	  not	  take	  to	  pieces	  all	  the	  chairs?"	  

"Certainly	  not;	  but	  we	  did	  better—we	  examined	  the	  rungs	  of	  every	  chair	  in	  the	  hotel,	  and,	  indeed	  the	  jointings	  
of	  every	  description	  of	  furniture,	  by	  the	  aid	  of	  a	  most	  powerful	  microscope.	  Had	  there	  been	  any	  traces	  of	  recent	  
disturbance	  we	   should	   not	   have	   failed	   to	   detect	   it	   instantly.	   A	   single	   grain	   of	   gimlet-‐dust,	   for	   example,	  would	  
have	  been	  as	  obvious	  as	  an	  apple.	  Any	  disorder	   in	   the	  glueing—any	  unusual	  gaping	   in	   the	   joints—would	  have	  
sufficed	  to	  insure	  detection."	  

"I	  presume	  you	  looked	  to	  the	  mirrors,	  between	  the	  boards	  and	  the	  plates,	  and	  you	  probed	  the	  beds	  and	  the	  
bed-‐clothes,	  as	  well	  as	  the	  curtains	  and	  carpets."	  

"That	  of	  course;	  and	  when	  we	  had	  absolutely	  completed	  every	  particle	  of	   the	  furniture	   in	  this	  way,	   then	  we	  
examined	  the	  house	   itself.	  We	  divided	   its	  entire	  surface	   into	  compartments,	  which	  we	  numbered,	  so	  that	  none	  
might	  be	  missed;	   then	  we	   scrutinized	  each	   individual	   square	   inch	   throughout	   the	  premises,	   including	   the	   two	  
houses	  immediately	  adjoining,	  with	  the	  microscope,	  as	  before."	  

"The	  two	  houses	  adjoining!"	  I	  exclaimed;	  "you	  must	  have	  had	  a	  great	  deal	  of	  trouble."	  

"We	  had;	  but	  the	  reward	  offered	  is	  prodigious!"	  

"You	  include	  the	  grounds	  about	  the	  houses?"	  
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"All	   the	   grounds	   are	   paved	   with	   brick.	   They	   gave	   us	   comparatively	   little	   trouble.	   We	   examined	   the	   moss	  
between	  the	  bricks,	  and	  found	  it	  undisturbed."	  

"You	  looked	  among	  D—'s	  papers,	  of	  course,	  and	  into	  the	  books	  of	  the	  library?"	  

"Certainly;	  we	  opened	  every	  package	  and	  parcel;	  we	  not	  only	  opened	  every	  book,	  but	  we	  turned	  over	  every	  
leaf	  in	  each	  volume,	  not	  contenting	  ourselves	  with	  a	  mere	  shake,	  according	  to	  the	  fashion	  of	  some	  of	  our	  police	  
officers.	   We	   also	   measured	   the	   thickness	   of	   every	   book-‐cover,	   with	   the	   most	   accurate	   admeasurement,	   and	  
applied	  to	  each	  the	  most	  jealous	  scrutiny	  of	  the	  microscope.	  Had	  any	  of	  the	  bindings	  been	  recently	  meddled	  with,	  
it	  would	  have	  been	  utterly	  impossible	  that	  the	  fact	  should	  have	  escaped	  observation.	  Some	  five	  or	  six	  volumes,	  
just	  from	  the	  hands	  of	  the	  binder,	  we	  carefully	  probed,	  longitudinally,	  with	  the	  needles."	  

"You	  explored	  the	  floors	  beneath	  the	  carpets?"	  

"Beyond	  doubt.	  We	  removed	  every	  carpet,	  and	  examined	  the	  boards	  with	  the	  microscope."	  

"And	  the	  paper	  on	  the	  walls?"	  

"Yes."	  

"You	  looked	  into	  the	  cellars?"	  

"We	  did."	  

"Then,"	   I	   said,	   "you	   have	   been	   making	   a	   miscalculation,	   and	   the	   letter	   is	   not	   upon	   the	   premises,	   as	   you	  
suppose."	  

"I	  fear	  you	  are	  right	  there,"	  said	  the	  Prefect.	  "And	  now,	  Dupin,	  what	  would	  you	  advise	  me	  to	  do?"	  

"To	  make	  a	  thorough	  re-‐search	  of	  the	  premises."	  

"That	  is	  absolutely	  needless,"	  replied	  G—.	  "I	  am	  not	  more	  sure	  that	  I	  breathe	  than	  I	  am	  that	  the	  letter	  is	  not	  at	  
the	  Hotel."	  

"I	  have	  no	  better	  advice	  to	  give	  you,"	  said	  Dupin.	  "You	  have,	  of	  course,	  an	  accurate	  description	  of	  the	  letter?"	  

"Oh	  yes!"—And	  here	  the	  Prefect,	  producing	  a	  memorandum-‐book	  proceeded	  to	  read	  aloud	  a	  minute	  account	  
of	   the	   internal,	   and	   especially	   of	   the	   external	   appearance	   of	   the	   missing	   document.	   Soon	   after	   finishing	   the	  
perusal	  of	  this	  description,	  he	  took	  his	  departure,	  more	  entirely	  depressed	  in	  spirits	  than	  I	  had	  ever	  known	  the	  
good	  gentleman	  before.	  In	  about	  a	  month	  afterwards	  he	  paid	  us	  another	  visit,	  and	  found	  us	  occupied	  very	  nearly	  
as	  before.	  He	  took	  a	  pipe	  and	  a	  chair	  and	  entered	  into	  some	  ordinary	  conversation.	  At	  length	  I	  said,—	  

"Well,	  but	  G—,	  what	  of	  the	  purloined	  letter?	  I	  presume	  you	  have	  at	   last	  made	  up	  your	  mind	  that	  there	  is	  no	  
such	  thing	  as	  overreaching	  the	  Minister?"	  

"Confound	  him,	  say	  I—yes;	  I	  made	  the	  re-‐examination,	  however,	  as	  Dupin	  suggested—but	  it	  was	  all	  labor	  lost,	  
as	  I	  knew	  it	  would	  be."	  

"How	  much	  was	  the	  reward	  offered,	  did	  you	  say?"	  asked	  Dupin.	  

"Why,	  a	  very	  great	  deal—a	  very	  liberal	  reward—I	  don't	  like	  to	  say	  how	  much,	  precisely;	  but	  one	  thing	  I	  will	  
say,	   that	   I	  wouldn't	  mind	  giving	  my	  individual	  check	  for	   fifty	   thousand	  francs	  to	  any	  one	  who	  could	  obtain	  me	  
that	   letter.	  The	  fact	   is,	   it	   is	  becoming	  of	  more	  and	  more	   importance	  every	  day;	  and	  the	  reward	  has	  been	   lately	  
doubled.	  If	  it	  were	  trebled,	  however,	  I	  could	  do	  no	  more	  than	  I	  have	  done."	  

"Why,	  yes,"	  said	  Dupin,	  drawlingly,	  between	  the	  whiffs	  of	  his	  meerschaum,	  "I	  really—think,	  G—,	  you	  have	  not	  
exerted	  yourself—to	  the	  utmost	  in	  this	  matter.	  You	  might—do	  a	  little	  more,	  I	  think,	  eh?"	  

"How?—in	  what	  way?'	  
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"Why—puff,	   puff—you	   might—puff,	   puff—employ	   counsel	   in	   the	   matter,	   eh?—puff,	   puff,	   puff.	   Do	   you	  
remember	  the	  story	  they	  tell	  of	  Abernethy?"	  

"No;	  hang	  Abernethy!"	  

"To	   be	   sure!	   hang	   him	   and	   welcome.	   But,	   once	   upon	   a	   time,	   a	   certain	   rich	   miser	   conceived	   the	   design	   of	  
spunging	  upon	  this	  Abernethy	  for	  a	  medical	  opinion.	  Getting	  up,	  for	  this	  purpose,	  an	  ordinary	  conversation	  in	  a	  
private	  company,	  he	  insinuated	  his	  case	  to	  the	  physician,	  as	  that	  of	  an	  imaginary	  individual.	  

"'We	  will	  suppose,'	  said	  the	  miser,	  'that	  his	  symptoms	  are	  such	  and	  such;	  now,	  doctor,	  what	  would	  you	  have	  
directed	  him	  to	  take?'	  

"'Take!'	  said	  Abernethy,	  'why,	  take	  advice,	  to	  be	  sure.'"	  

"But,"	  said	   the	  Prefect,	  a	   little	  discomposed,	  "I	  am	  perfectly	  willing	   to	   take	  advice,	  and	  to	  pay	   for	   it.	   I	  would	  
really	  give	  fifty	  thousand	  francs	  to	  any	  one	  who	  would	  aid	  me	  in	  the	  matter."	  

"In	   that	   case,"	   replied	  Dupin,	  opening	  a	  drawer,	   and	  producing	  a	   check-‐book,	   "you	  may	  as	  well	   fill	  me	  up	  a	  
check	  for	  the	  amount	  mentioned.	  When	  you	  have	  signed	  it,	  I	  will	  hand	  you	  the	  letter."	  

I	   was	   astounded.	   The	   Prefect	   appeared	   absolutely	   thunder-‐stricken.	   For	   some	   minutes	   he	   remained	  
speechless	  and	  motionless,	   looking	  incredulously	  at	  my	  friend	  with	  open	  mouth,	  and	  eyes	  that	  seemed	  starting	  
from	   their	   sockets;	   then,	   apparently	   recovering	   himself	   in	   some	  measure,	   he	   seized	   a	   pen,	   and	   after	   several	  
pauses	  and	  vacant	  stares,	  finally	  filled	  up	  and	  signed	  a	  check	  for	  fifty	  thousand	  francs,	  and	  handed	  it	  across	  the	  
table	  to	  Dupin.	  The	  latter	  examined	  it	  carefully	  and	  deposited	  it	  in	  his	  pocket-‐book;	  then,	  unlocking	  an	  escritoire,	  
took	  thence	  a	  letter	  and	  gave	  it	  to	  the	  Prefect.	  This	  functionary	  grasped	  it	  in	  a	  perfect	  agony	  of	  joy,	  opened	  it	  with	  
a	  trembling	  hand,	  cast	  a	  rapid	  glance	  at	  its	  contents,	  and	  then,	  scrambling	  and	  struggling	  to	  the	  door,	  rushed	  at	  
length	  unceremoniously	   from	  the	  room	  and	  from	  the	  house,	  without	  having	  uttered	  a	  syllable	  since	  Dupin	  had	  
requested	  him	  to	  fill	  up	  the	  check.	  

When	  he	  had	  gone,	  my	  friend	  entered	  into	  some	  explanations.	  

"The	  Parisian	  police,"	  he	   said,	   "are	  exceedingly	  able	   in	   their	  way.	  They	  are	  persevering,	   ingenious,	   cunning,	  
and	  thoroughly	  versed	  in	  the	  knowledge	  which	  their	  duties	  seem	  chiefly	  to	  demand.	  Thus,	  when	  G—	  detailed	  to	  
us	  his	  mode	  of	  searching	  the	  premises	  at	  the	  Hotel	  D—,	  I	  felt	  entire	  confidence	  in	  his	  having	  made	  a	  satisfactory	  
investigation—so	  far	  as	  his	  labors	  extended."	  

"So	  far	  as	  his	  labors	  extended?"	  said	  I.	  

"Yes,"	   said	  Dupin.	   "The	  measures	   adopted	  were	  not	   only	   the	  best	   of	   their	   kind,	   but	   carried	  out	   to	   absolute	  
perfection.	   Had	   the	   letter	   been	   deposited	   within	   the	   range	   of	   their	   search,	   these	   fellows	   would,	   beyond	   a	  
question,	  have	  found	  it."	  

I	  merely	  laughed—but	  he	  seemed	  quite	  serious	  in	  all	  that	  he	  said.	  

"The	  measures,	  then,"	  he	  continued,	  "were	  good	  in	  their	  kind,	  and	  well	  executed;	  their	  defect	  lay	  in	  their	  being	  
inapplicable	  to	  the	  case,	  and	  to	  the	  man.	  A	  certain	  set	  of	  highly	  ingenious	  resources	  are,	  with	  the	  Prefect,	  a	  sort	  of	  
Procrustean	   bed,	   to	   which	   he	   forcibly	   adapts	   his	   designs.	   But	   he	   perpetually	   errs	   by	   being	   too	   deep	   or	   too	  
shallow,	  for	  the	  matter	  in	  hand;	  and	  many	  a	  schoolboy	  is	  a	  better	  reasoner	  than	  he.	  I	  knew	  one	  about	  eight	  years	  
of	   age,	  whose	   success	   at	   guessing	   in	   the	   game	   of	   'even	   and	   odd'	   attracted	   universal	   admiration.	   This	   game	   is	  
simple,	  and	  is	  played	  with	  marbles.	  One	  player	  holds	  in	  his	  hand	  a	  number	  of	  these	  toys,	  and	  demands	  of	  another	  
whether	  that	  number	  is	  even	  or	  odd.	  If	  the	  guess	  is	  right,	  the	  guesser	  wins	  one;	  if	  wrong,	  he	  loses	  one.	  The	  boy	  to	  
whom	   I	   allude	  won	  all	   the	  marbles	  of	   the	   school.	  Of	   course	  he	  had	  some	  principle	  of	   guessing;	   and	   this	   lay	   in	  
mere	  observation	  and	  admeasurement	  of	   the	  astuteness	  of	  his	  opponents.	  For	  example,	  an	  arrant	  simpleton	   is	  
his	   opponent,	   and,	   holding	   up	  his	   closed	  hand,	   asks,	   'are	   they	   even	   or	   odd?'	  Our	   schoolboy	   replies,	   'odd,'	   and	  
loses;	  but	  upon	  the	  second	  trial	  he	  wins,	  for	  he	  then	  says	  to	  himself,	  'the	  simpleton	  had	  them	  even	  upon	  the	  first	  
trial,	  and	  his	  amount	  of	  cunning	  is	   just	  sufficient	  to	  make	  him	  have	  them	  odd	  upon	  the	  second;	  I	  will	  therefore	  
guess	  odd;'—he	  guesses	  odd,	  and	  wins.	  Now,	  with	  a	  simpleton	  a	  degree	  above	  the	  first,	  he	  would	  have	  reasoned	  
thus:	   'This	   fellow	   finds	   that	   in	   the	   first	   instance	   I	   guessed	  odd,	   and,	   in	   the	   second,	  he	  will	   propose	   to	  himself,	  
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upon	  the	  first	  impulse,	  a	  simple	  variation	  from	  even	  to	  odd,	  as	  did	  the	  first	  simpleton;	  but	  then	  a	  second	  thought	  
will	   suggest	   that	   this	   is	   too	   simple	  a	  variation,	   and	   finally	  he	  will	   decide	  upon	  putting	   it	   even	  as	  before.	   I	  will	  
therefore	   guess	   even;'—he	   guesses	   even,	   and	  wins.	   Now	   this	  mode	   of	   reasoning	   in	   the	   schoolboy,	   whom	   his	  
fellows	  termed	  'lucky,'—what,	  in	  its	  last	  analysis,	  is	  it?"	  

"It	  is	  merely,"	  I	  said,	  "an	  identification	  of	  the	  reasoner's	  intellect	  with	  that	  of	  his	  opponent."	  

"It	   is,"	  said	  Dupin;	  "and,	  upon	  inquiring	  of	   the	  boy	  by	  what	  means	  he	  effected	  the	  thorough	  identification	   in	  
which	  his	  success	  consisted,	  I	  received	  answer	  as	  follows:	  'When	  I	  wish	  to	  find	  out	  how	  wise,	  or	  how	  stupid,	  or	  
how	  good,	  or	  how	  wicked	  is	  any	  one,	  or	  what	  are	  his	  thoughts	  at	  the	  moment,	  I	  fashion	  the	  expression	  of	  my	  face,	  
as	   accurately	   as	   possible,	   in	   accordance	   with	   the	   expression	   of	   his,	   and	   then	   wait	   to	   see	   what	   thoughts	   or	  
sentiments	  arise	   in	  my	  mind	  or	  heart,	   as	   if	   to	  match	  or	   correspond	  with	   the	  expression.'	  This	   response	  of	   the	  
schoolboy	   lies	   at	   the	   bottom	  of	   all	   the	   spurious	   profundity	  which	   has	   been	   attributed	   to	  Rochefoucault,	   to	   La	  
Bougive,	  to	  Machiavelli,	  and	  to	  Campanella."	  

"And	  the	  identification,"	  I	  said,	  "of	  the	  reasoner's	  intellect	  with	  that	  of	  his	  opponent,	  depends,	  if	  I	  understand	  
you	  aright,	  upon	  the	  accuracy	  with	  which	  the	  opponent's	  intellect	  is	  admeasured."	  

"For	  its	  practical	  value	  it	  depends	  upon	  this,"	  replied	  Dupin;	  "and	  the	  Prefect	  and	  his	  cohort	  fail	  so	  frequently,	  
first,	   by	   default	   of	   this	   identification,	   and,	   secondly,	   by	   ill-‐admeasurement,	   or	   rather	   through	   non-‐
admeasurement,	  of	  the	  intellect	  with	  which	  they	  are	  engaged.	  They	  consider	  only	  their	  own	  ideas	  of	  ingenuity;	  
and,	   in	  searching	   for	  anything	  hidden,	  advert	  only	   to	   the	  modes	   in	  which	   they	  would	  have	  hidden	   it.	  They	  are	  
right	  in	  this	  much—that	  their	  own	  ingenuity	  is	  a	  faithful	  representative	  of	  that	  of	  the	  mass;	  but	  when	  the	  cunning	  
of	  the	  individual	  felon	  is	  diverse	  in	  character	  from	  their	  own,	  the	  felon	  foils	  them,	  of	  course.	  This	  always	  happens	  
when	   it	   is	   above	   their	   own,	   and	   very	   usually	   when	   it	   is	   below.	   They	   have	   no	   variation	   of	   principle	   in	   their	  
investigations;	  at	  best,	  when	  urged	  by	  some	  unusual	  emergency—by	  some	  extraordinary	  reward—they	  extend	  
or	  exaggerate	   their	  old	  modes	  of	  practice,	  without	   touching	   their	  principles.	  What,	   for	  example,	   in	   this	   case	  of	  
D—,	   has	   been	   done	   to	   vary	   the	   principle	   of	   action?	  What	   is	   all	   this	   boring,	   and	   probing,	   and	   sounding,	   and	  
scrutinizing	  with	  the	  microscope	  and	  dividing	  the	  surface	  of	  the	  building	  into	  registered	  square	  inches—what	  is	  
it	  all	  but	  an	  exaggeration	  of	   the	  application	  of	   the	  one	  principle	  or	  set	  of	  principles	  of	  search,	  which	  are	  based	  
upon	  the	  one	  set	  of	  notions	  regarding	  human	  ingenuity,	  to	  which	  the	  Prefect,	  in	  the	  long	  routine	  of	  his	  duty,	  has	  
been	   accustomed?	   Do	   you	   not	   see	   he	   has	   taken	   it	   for	   granted	   that	   all	   men	   proceed	   to	   conceal	   a	   letter,—not	  
exactly	  in	  a	  gimlet	  hole	  bored	  in	  a	  chair-‐leg—but,	  at	  least,	  in	  some	  out-‐of-‐the-‐way	  hole	  or	  corner	  suggested	  by	  the	  
same	  tenor	  of	  thought	  which	  would	  urge	  a	  man	  to	  secrete	  a	  letter	  in	  a	  gimlet-‐hole	  bored	  in	  a	  chair-‐leg?	  And	  do	  
you	  not	  see	  also,	  that	  such	  recherchés	  nooks	  for	  concealment	  are	  adapted	  only	  for	  ordinary	  occasions,	  and	  would	  
be	   adopted	   only	   by	   ordinary	   intellects;	   for,	   in	   all	   cases	   of	   concealment,	   a	   disposal	   of	   the	   article	   concealed—a	  
disposal	  of	   it	   in	   this	   recherché	  manner,—is,	   in	   the	  very	   first	   instance,	  presumable	  and	  presumed;	  and	   thus	   its	  
discovery	  depends,	  not	  at	  all	  upon	  the	  acumen,	  but	  altogether	  upon	  the	  mere	  care,	  patience,	  and	  determination	  of	  
the	  seekers;	  and	  where	  the	  case	  is	  of	  importance—or,	  what	  amounts	  to	  the	  same	  thing	  in	  the	  policial	  eyes,	  when	  
the	  reward	  is	  of	  magnitude,—the	  qualities	  in	  question	  have	  never	  been	  known	  to	  fail.	  You	  will	  now	  understand	  
what	  I	  meant	  in	  suggesting	  that,	  had	  the	  purloined	  letter	  been	  hidden	  any	  where	  within	  the	  limits	  of	  the	  Prefect's	  
examination—in	  other	  words,	  had	  the	  principle	  of	  its	  concealment	  been	  comprehended	  within	  the	  principles	  of	  
the	  Prefect—its	  discovery	  would	  have	  been	  a	  matter	  altogether	  beyond	  question.	  This	  functionary,	  however,	  has	  
been	  thoroughly	  mystified;	  and	  the	  remote	  source	  of	  his	  defeat	  lies	  in	  the	  supposition	  that	  the	  Minister	  is	  a	  fool,	  
because	  he	  has	  acquired	  renown	  as	  a	  poet.	  All	  fools	  are	  poets;	  this	  the	  Prefect	  feels;	  and	  he	  is	  merely	  guilty	  of	  a	  
non	  distributio	  medii	  in	  thence	  inferring	  that	  all	  poets	  are	  fools."	  

"But	   is	   this	  really	  the	  poet?"	   I	  asked.	  "There	  are	  two	  brothers,	   I	  know;	  and	  both	  have	  attained	  reputation	   in	  
letters.	  The	  Minister	  I	  believe	  has	  written	  learnedly	  on	  the	  Differential	  Calculus.	  He	  is	  a	  mathematician,	  and	  no	  
poet."	  

"You	  are	  mistaken;	   I	  know	  him	  well;	  he	   is	  both.	  As	  poet	  and	  mathematician,	  he	  would	  reason	  well;	  as	  mere	  
mathematician,	  he	  could	  not	  have	  reasoned	  at	  all,	  and	  thus	  would	  have	  been	  at	  the	  mercy	  of	  the	  Prefect."	  

"You	  surprise	  me,"	  I	  said,	  "by	  these	  opinions,	  which	  have	  been	  contradicted	  by	  the	  voice	  of	  the	  world.	  You	  do	  
not	  mean	  to	  set	  at	  naught	  the	  well-‐digested	  idea	  of	  centuries.	  The	  mathematical	  reason	  has	  long	  been	  regarded	  
as	  the	  reason	  par	  excellence."	  
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"'Il	  y	  a	  à	  parièr,'"	  replied	  Dupin,	  quoting	  from	  Chamfort,	  "'que	  toute	  idée	  publique,	  toute	  convention	  reçue	  est	  
une	  sottise,	  car	  elle	  a	  convenue	  au	  plus	  grand	  nombre.'	  The	  mathematicians,	  I	  grant	  you,	  have	  done	  their	  best	  to	  
promulgate	  the	  popular	  error	  to	  which	  you	  allude,	  and	  which	   is	  none	  the	   less	  an	  error	   for	   its	  promulgation	  as	  
truth.	  With	  an	  art	  worthy	  a	  better	  cause,	  for	  example,	  they	  have	  insinuated	  the	  term	  'analysis'	  into	  application	  to	  
algebra.	  The	  French	  are	  the	  originators	  of	  this	  particular	  deception;	  but	  if	  a	  term	  is	  of	  any	  importance—if	  words	  
derive	   any	   value	   from	   applicability—then	   'analysis'	   conveys	   'algebra'	   about	   as	   much	   as,	   in	   Latin,	   'ambitus'	  
implies	  'ambition,'	  'religio'	  'religion,'	  or	  'homines	  honesti,'	  a	  set	  of	  honorable	  men."	  

"You	  have	  a	  quarrel	  on	  hand,	  I	  see,"	  said	  I,	  "with	  some	  of	  the	  algebraists	  of	  Paris;	  but	  proceed."	  

"I	  dispute	  the	  availability,	  and	  thus	  the	  value,	  of	  that	  reason	  which	  is	  cultivated	  in	  any	  especial	  form	  other	  than	  
the	  abstractly	  logical.	  I	  dispute,	  in	  particular,	  the	  reason	  educed	  by	  mathematical	  study.	  The	  mathematics	  are	  the	  
science	   of	   form	   and	   quantity;	   mathematical	   reasoning	   is	   merely	   logic	   applied	   to	   observation	   upon	   form	   and	  
quantity.	  The	  great	   error	   lies	   in	   supposing	   that	   even	   the	   truths	  of	  what	   is	   called	  pure	  algebra,	   are	   abstract	  or	  
general	   truths.	  And	   this	  error	   is	   so	  egregious	   that	   I	   am	  confounded	  at	   the	  universality	  with	  which	   it	  has	  been	  
received.	  Mathematical	  axioms	  are	  not	  axioms	  of	  general	  truth.	  What	  is	  true	  of	  relation—of	  form	  and	  quantity—
is	   often	   grossly	   false	   in	   regard	   to	  morals,	   for	   example.	   In	   this	   latter	   science	   it	   is	   very	   usually	   untrue	   that	   the	  
aggregated	  parts	  are	  equal	  to	  the	  whole.	  In	  chemistry	  also	  the	  axiom	  fails.	  In	  the	  consideration	  of	  motive	  it	  fails;	  
for	  two	  motives,	  each	  of	  a	  given	  value,	  have	  not,	  necessarily,	  a	  value	  when	  united,	  equal	  to	  the	  sum	  of	  their	  values	  
apart.	  There	  are	  numerous	  other	  mathematical	  truths	  which	  are	  only	  truths	  within	  the	  limits	  of	  relation.	  But	  the	  
mathematician	   argues,	   from	   his	   finite	   truths,	   through	   habit,	   as	   if	   they	   were	   of	   an	   absolutely	   general	  
applicability—as	   the	  world	   indeed	   imagines	   them	   to	   be.	   Bryant,	   in	   his	   very	   learned	   'Mythology,'	  mentions	   an	  
analogous	  source	  of	  error,	  when	  he	  says	  that	  'although	  the	  Pagan	  fables	  are	  not	  believed,	  yet	  we	  forget	  ourselves	  
continually,	  and	  make	  inferences	  from	  them	  as	  existing	  realities.'	  With	  the	  algebraists,	  however,	  who	  are	  Pagans	  
themselves,	  the	  'Pagan	  fables'	  are	  believed,	  and	  the	  inferences	  are	  made,	  not	  so	  much	  through	  lapse	  of	  memory,	  
as	   through	  an	  unaccountable	  addling	  of	   the	  brains.	   In	   short,	   I	   never	  yet	   encountered	   the	  mere	  mathematician	  
who	  could	  be	  trusted	  out	  of	  equal	  roots,	  or	  one	  who	  did	  not	  clandestinely	  hold	  it	  as	  a	  point	  of	  his	  faith	  that	  x2+px	  
was	  absolutely	  and	  unconditionally	  equal	  to	  q.	  Say	  to	  one	  of	  these	  gentlemen,	  by	  way	  of	  experiment,	  if	  you	  please,	  
that	  you	  believe	  occasions	  may	  occur	  where	  x2+px	  is	  not	  altogether	  equal	  to	  q,	  and,	  having	  made	  him	  understand	  
what	  you	  mean,	  get	  out	  of	  his	  reach	  as	  speedily	  as	  convenient,	  for,	  beyond	  doubt,	  he	  will	  endeavor	  to	  knock	  you	  
down.	  

"I	  mean	   to	   say,"	   continued	  Dupin,	  while	   I	  merely	   laughed	   at	   his	   last	   observations,	   "that	   if	   the	  Minister	   had	  
been	  no	  more	  than	  a	  mathematician,	  the	  Prefect	  would	  have	  been	  under	  no	  necessity	  of	  giving	  me	  this	  check.	  I	  
know	   him,	   however,	   as	   both	   mathematician	   and	   poet,	   and	   my	   measures	   were	   adapted	   to	   his	   capacity,	   with	  
reference	   to	   the	   circumstances	   by	   which	   he	   was	   surrounded.	   I	   knew	   him	   as	   a	   courtier,	   too,	   and	   as	   a	   bold	  
intriguant.	  Such	  a	  man,	  I	  considered,	  could	  not	  fail	  to	  be	  aware	  of	  the	  ordinary	  policial	  modes	  of	  action.	  He	  could	  
not	  have	  failed	  to	  anticipate—and	  events	  have	  proved	  that	  he	  did	  not	  fail	  to	  anticipate—the	  waylayings	  to	  which	  
he	   was	   subjected.	   He	   must	   have	   foreseen,	   I	   reflected,	   the	   secret	   investigations	   of	   his	   premises.	   His	   frequent	  
absences	  from	  home	  at	  night,	  which	  were	  hailed	  by	  the	  Prefect	  as	  certain	  aids	  to	  his	  success,	  I	  regarded	  only	  as	  
ruses,	   to	   afford	   opportunity	   for	   thorough	   search	   to	   the	   police,	   and	   thus	   the	   sooner	   to	   impress	   them	  with	   the	  
conviction	  to	  which	  G—,	  in	  fact,	  did	  finally	  arrive—the	  conviction	  that	  the	  letter	  was	  not	  upon	  the	  premises.	  I	  felt,	  
also,	   that	   the	  whole	   train	   of	   thought,	  which	   I	  was	   at	   some	   pains	   in	   detailing	   to	   you	   just	   now,	   concerning	   the	  
invariable	  principle	  of	  policial	   action	   in	   searches	   for	  articles	   concealed—I	   felt	   that	   this	  whole	   train	  of	   thought	  
would	   necessarily	   pass	   through	   the	   mind	   of	   the	   Minister.	   It	   would	   imperatively	   lead	   him	   to	   despise	   all	   the	  
ordinary	  nooks	  of	   concealment.	  He	  could	  not,	   I	   reflected,	  be	   so	  weak	  as	  not	   to	   see	   that	   the	  most	   intricate	  and	  
remote	  recess	  of	  his	  hotel	  would	  be	  as	  open	  as	  his	  commonest	  closets	  to	  the	  eyes,	  to	  the	  probes,	  to	  the	  gimlets,	  
and	  to	  the	  microscopes	  of	  the	  Prefect.	  I	  saw,	  in	  fine,	  that	  he	  would	  be	  driven,	  as	  a	  matter	  of	  course,	  to	  simplicity,	  if	  
not	  deliberately	   induced	   to	   it	   as	   a	  matter	  of	   choice.	  You	  will	   remember,	  perhaps,	  how	  desperately	   the	  Prefect	  
laughed	  when	  I	  suggested,	  upon	  our	  first	  interview,	  that	  it	  was	  just	  possible	  this	  mystery	  troubled	  him	  so	  much	  
on	  account	  of	  its	  being	  so	  very	  self-‐evident."	  

"Yes,"	  said	  I,	  "I	  remember	  his	  merriment	  well.	  I	  really	  thought	  he	  would	  have	  fallen	  into	  convulsions."	  

"The	  material	  world,"	  continued	  Dupin,	  "abounds	  with	  very	  strict	  analogies	  to	  the	  immaterial;	  and	  thus	  some	  
color	  of	   truth	  has	  been	  given	  to	  the	  rhetorical	  dogma,	   that	  metaphor,	  or	  simile,	  may	  be	  made	  to	  strengthen	  an	  
argument,	   as	   well	   as	   to	   embellish	   a	   description.	   The	   principle	   of	   the	   vis	   inertiæ,	   for	   example,	   seems	   to	   be	  
identical	  in	  physics	  and	  metaphysics.	  It	  is	  not	  more	  true	  in	  the	  former,	  that	  a	  large	  body	  is	  with	  more	  difficulty	  set	  
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in	  motion	  than	  a	  smaller	  one,	  and	  that	  its	  subsequent	  momentum	  is	  commensurate	  with	  this	  difficulty,	  than	  it	  is,	  
in	  the	  latter,	  that	  intellects	  of	  the	  vaster	  capacity,	  while	  more	  forcible,	  more	  constant,	  and	  more	  eventful	  in	  their	  
movements	   than	   those	   of	   inferior	   grade,	   are	   yet	   the	   less	   readily	   moved,	   and	   more	   embarrassed	   and	   full	   of	  
hesitation	  in	  the	  first	  few	  steps	  of	  their	  progress.	  Again:	  have	  you	  ever	  noticed	  which	  of	  the	  street	  signs,	  over	  the	  
shop-‐doors,	  are	  the	  most	  attractive	  of	  attention?"	  

"I	  have	  never	  given	  the	  matter	  a	  thought,"	  I	  said.	  

"There	  is	  a	  game	  of	  puzzles,"	  he	  resumed,	  "which	  is	  played	  upon	  a	  map.	  One	  party	  playing	  requires	  another	  to	  
find	  a	  given	  word—the	  name	  of	  town,	  river,	  state	  or	  empire—any	  word,	  in	  short,	  upon	  the	  motley	  and	  perplexed	  
surface	  of	  the	  chart.	  A	  novice	  in	  the	  game	  generally	  seeks	  to	  embarrass	  his	  opponents	  by	  giving	  them	  the	  most	  
minutely	   lettered	  names;	  but	   the	  adept	  selects	   such	  words	  as	  stretch,	   in	   large	  characters,	   from	  one	  end	  of	   the	  
chart	   to	   the	  other.	  These,	   like	   the	  over-‐largely	   lettered	  signs	  and	  placards	  of	   the	  street,	   escape	  observation	  by	  
dint	   of	   being	   excessively	   obvious;	   and	   here	   the	   physical	   oversight	   is	   precisely	   analogous	   with	   the	   moral	  
inapprehension	  by	  which	  the	  intellect	  suffers	  to	  pass	  unnoticed	  those	  considerations	  which	  are	  too	  obtrusively	  
and	  too	  palpably	  self-‐evident.	  But	  this	  is	  a	  point,	  it	  appears,	  somewhat	  above	  or	  beneath	  the	  understanding	  of	  the	  
Prefect.	  He	  never	  once	  thought	   it	  probable,	  or	  possible,	   that	   the	  Minister	  had	  deposited	  the	   letter	   immediately	  
beneath	  the	  nose	  of	  the	  whole	  world,	  by	  way	  of	  best	  preventing	  any	  portion	  of	  that	  world	  from	  perceiving	  it.	  

"But	  the	  more	  I	  reflected	  upon	  the	  daring,	  dashing,	  and	  discriminating	  ingenuity	  of	  D—;	  upon	  the	  fact	  that	  the	  
document	   must	   always	   have	   been	   at	   hand,	   if	   he	   intended	   to	   use	   it	   to	   good	   purpose;	   and	   upon	   the	   decisive	  
evidence,	  obtained	  by	  the	  Prefect,	  that	  it	  was	  not	  hidden	  within	  the	  limits	  of	  that	  dignitary's	  ordinary	  search—
the	  more	   satisfied	   I	   became	   that,	   to	   conceal	   this	   letter,	   the	   Minister	   had	   resorted	   to	   the	   comprehensive	   and	  
sagacious	  expedient	  of	  not	  attempting	  to	  conceal	  it	  at	  all.	  

"Full	  of	   these	   ideas,	   I	  prepared	  myself	  with	  a	  pair	  of	  green	  spectacles,	  and	  called	  one	  fine	  morning,	  quite	  by	  
accident,	  at	  the	  Ministerial	  hotel.	  I	  found	  D—	  at	  home,	  yawning,	  lounging,	  and	  dawdling,	  as	  usual,	  and	  pretending	  
to	  be	  in	  the	  last	  extremity	  of	  ennui.	  He	  is,	  perhaps,	  the	  most	  really	  energetic	  human	  being	  now	  alive—but	  that	  is	  
only	  when	  nobody	  sees	  him.	  

"To	   be	   even	  with	   him,	   I	   complained	   of	  my	  weak	   eyes,	   and	   lamented	   the	   necessity	   of	   the	   spectacles,	   under	  
cover	  of	  which	  I	  cautiously	  and	  thoroughly	  surveyed	  the	  whole	  apartment,	  while	  seemingly	  intent	  only	  upon	  the	  
conversation	  of	  my	  host.	  

"I	   paid	   especial	   attention	   to	   a	   large	  writing-‐table	   near	  which	   he	   sat,	   and	   upon	  which	   lay	   confusedly,	   some	  
miscellaneous	   letters	  and	  other	  papers,	  with	  one	  or	   two	  musical	   instruments	  and	  a	   few	  books.	  Here,	  however,	  
after	  a	  long	  and	  very	  deliberate	  scrutiny,	  I	  saw	  nothing	  to	  excite	  particular	  suspicion.	  

"At	  length	  my	  eyes,	  in	  going	  the	  circuit	  of	  the	  room,	  fell	  upon	  a	  trumpery	  fillagree	  card-‐rack	  of	  pasteboard,	  that	  
hung	  dangling	  by	  a	  dirty	  blue	  ribbon,	  from	  a	  little	  brass	  knob	  just	  beneath	  the	  middle	  of	  the	  mantel-‐piece.	  In	  this	  
rack,	  which	  had	   three	  or	   four	  compartments,	  were	   five	  or	  six	  visiting	  cards	  and	  a	  solitary	   letter.	  This	   last	  was	  
much	  soiled	  and	  crumpled.	  It	  was	  torn	  nearly	  in	  two,	  across	  the	  middle—as	  if	  a	  design,	   in	  the	  first	   instance,	  to	  
tear	  it	  entirely	  up	  as	  worthless,	  had	  been	  altered,	  or	  stayed,	  in	  the	  second.	  It	  had	  a	  large	  black	  seal,	  bearing	  the	  
D—	  cipher	  very	  conspicuously,	  and	  was	  addressed,	  in	  a	  diminutive	  female	  hand,	  to	  D—,	  the	  minister,	  himself.	  It	  
was	  thrust	  carelessly,	  and	  even,	  as	  it	  seemed,	  contemptuously,	  into	  one	  of	  the	  uppermost	  divisions	  of	  the	  rack.	  

"No	  sooner	  had	  I	  glanced	  at	  this	   letter,	  than	  I	  concluded	  it	  to	  be	  that	  of	  which	  I	  was	  in	  search.	  To	  be	  sure,	   it	  
was,	  to	  all	  appearance,	  radically	  different	  from	  the	  one	  of	  which	  the	  Prefect	  had	  read	  us	  so	  minute	  a	  description.	  
Here	  the	  seal	  was	  large	  and	  black,	  with	  the	  D—	  cipher;	  there	  it	  was	  small	  and	  red,	  with	  the	  ducal	  arms	  of	  the	  S—	  
family.	  Here,	   the	  address,	   to	   the	  Minister,	  diminutive	  and	   feminine;	   there	   the	  superscription,	   to	  a	  certain	  royal	  
personage,	   was	   markedly	   bold	   and	   decided;	   the	   size	   alone	   formed	   a	   point	   of	   correspondence.	   But,	   then,	   the	  
radicalness	   of	   these	   differences,	  which	  was	   excessive;	   the	   dirt;	   the	   soiled	   and	   torn	   condition	   of	   the	   paper,	   so	  
inconsistent	  with	  the	  true	  methodical	  habits	  of	  D—,	  and	  so	  suggestive	  of	  a	  design	  to	  delude	  the	  beholder	  into	  an	  
idea	   of	   the	   worthlessness	   of	   the	   document;	   these	   things,	   together	   with	   the	   hyper-‐obtrusive	   situation	   of	   this	  
document,	   full	   in	   the	  view	  of	  every	  visiter,	  and	  thus	  exactly	   in	  accordance	  with	   the	  conclusions	   to	  which	   I	  had	  
previously	   arrived;	   these	   things,	   I	   say,	   were	   strongly	   corroborative	   of	   suspicion,	   in	   one	   who	   came	   with	   the	  
intention	  to	  suspect.	  
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"I	   protracted	   my	   visit	   as	   long	   as	   possible,	   and,	   while	   I	   maintained	   a	   most	   animated	   discussion	   with	   the	  
Minister	  upon	  a	  topic	  which	  I	  knew	  well	  had	  never	  failed	  to	   interest	  and	  excite	  him,	   I	  kept	  my	  attention	  really	  
riveted	  upon	  the	  letter.	  In	  this	  examination,	  I	  committed	  to	  memory	  its	  external	  appearance	  and	  arrangement	  in	  
the	   rack;	   and	   also	   fell,	   at	   length,	   upon	   a	   discovery	   which	   set	   at	   rest	   whatever	   trivial	   doubt	   I	   might	   have	  
entertained.	  In	  scrutinizing	  the	  edges	  of	  the	  paper,	   I	  observed	  them	  to	  be	  more	  chafed	  than	  seemed	  necessary.	  
They	   presented	   the	   broken	   appearance	  which	   is	  manifested	  when	   a	   stiff	   paper,	   having	   been	   once	   folded	   and	  
pressed	  with	   a	   folder,	   is	   refolded	   in	   a	   reversed	  direction,	   in	   the	   same	   creases	  or	   edges	  which	  had	   formed	   the	  
original	  fold.	  This	  discovery	  was	  sufficient.	  It	  was	  clear	  to	  me	  that	  the	  letter	  had	  been	  turned,	  as	  a	  glove,	  inside	  
out,	  re-‐directed,	  and	  re-‐sealed.	  I	  bade	  the	  Minister	  good	  morning,	  and	  took	  my	  departure	  at	  once,	  leaving	  a	  gold	  
snuff-‐box	  upon	  the	  table.	  

"The	   next	   morning	   I	   called	   for	   the	   snuff-‐box,	   when	   we	   resumed,	   quite	   eagerly,	   the	   conversation	   of	   the	  
preceding	  day.	  While	  thus	  engaged,	  however,	  a	  loud	  report,	  as	  if	  of	  a	  pistol,	  was	  heard	  immediately	  beneath	  the	  
windows	  of	  the	  hotel,	  and	  was	  succeeded	  by	  a	  series	  of	  fearful	  screams,	  and	  the	  shoutings	  of	  a	  terrified	  mob.	  D—	  
rushed	  to	  a	  casement,	  threw	  it	  open,	  and	  looked	  out.	  In	  the	  meantime,	  I	  stepped	  to	  the	  card-‐rack,	  took	  the	  letter,	  
put	  it	  in	  my	  pocket,	  and	  replaced	  it	  by	  a	  fac-‐simile,	  (so	  far	  as	  regards	  externals,)	  which	  I	  had	  carefully	  prepared	  at	  
my	  lodgings—imitating	  the	  D—	  cipher,	  very	  readily,	  by	  means	  of	  a	  seal	  formed	  of	  bread.	  

"The	  disturbance	   in	   the	  street	  had	  been	  occasioned	  by	  the	   frantic	  behavior	  of	  a	  man	  with	  a	  musket.	  He	  had	  
fired	  it	  among	  a	  crowd	  of	  women	  and	  children.	  It	  proved,	  however,	  to	  have	  been	  without	  ball,	  and	  the	  fellow	  was	  
suffered	  to	  go	  his	  way	  as	  a	  lunatic	  or	  a	  drunkard.	  When	  he	  had	  gone,	  D—	  came	  from	  the	  window,	  whither	  I	  had	  
followed	  him	  immediately	  upon	  securing	  the	  object	  in	  view.	  Soon	  afterwards	  I	  bade	  him	  farewell.	  The	  pretended	  
lunatic	  was	  a	  man	  in	  my	  own	  pay."	  

"But	  what	  purpose	  had	  you,"	  I	  asked,	  "in	  replacing	  the	  letter	  by	  a	  fac-‐simile?	  Would	  it	  not	  have	  been	  better,	  at	  
the	  first	  visit,	  to	  have	  seized	  it	  openly,	  and	  departed?"	  

"D—,"	  replied	  Dupin,	  "is	  a	  desperate	  man,	  and	  a	  man	  of	  nerve.	  His	  hotel,	  too,	  is	  not	  without	  attendants	  devoted	  
to	  his	  interests.	  Had	  I	  made	  the	  wild	  attempt	  you	  suggest,	  I	  might	  never	  have	  left	  the	  Ministerial	  presence	  alive.	  
The	  good	  people	  of	  Paris	  might	  have	  heard	  of	  me	  no	  more.	  But	  I	  had	  an	  object	  apart	  from	  these	  considerations.	  
You	   know	  my	   political	   prepossessions.	   In	   this	  matter,	   I	   act	   as	   a	   partisan	   of	   the	   lady	   concerned.	   For	   eighteen	  
months	  the	  Minister	  has	  had	  her	  in	  his	  power.	  She	  has	  now	  him	  in	  hers—since,	  being	  unaware	  that	  the	  letter	  is	  
not	  in	  his	  possession,	  he	  will	  proceed	  with	  his	  exactions	  as	  if	   it	  was.	  Thus	  will	  he	  inevitably	  commit	  himself,	  at	  
once,	  to	  his	  political	  destruction.	  His	  downfall,	  too,	  will	  not	  be	  more	  precipitate	  than	  awkward.	  It	  is	  all	  very	  well	  
to	  talk	  about	  the	  facilis	  descensus	  Averni;	  but	   in	  all	  kinds	  of	  climbing,	  as	  Catalani	  said	  of	  singing,	   it	   is	   far	  more	  
easy	  to	  get	  up	  than	  to	  come	  down.	  In	  the	  present	   instance	  I	  have	  no	  sympathy—at	   least	  no	  pity—for	  him	  who	  
descends.	  He	  is	  that	  monstrum	  horrendum,	  an	  unprincipled	  man	  of	  genius.	  I	  confess,	  however,	  that	  I	  should	  like	  
very	  well	   to	  know	  the	  precise	  character	  of	  his	   thoughts,	  when,	  being	  defied	  by	  her	  whom	  the	  Prefect	   terms	   'a	  
certain	  personage'	  he	  is	  reduced	  to	  opening	  the	  letter	  which	  I	  left	  for	  him	  in	  the	  card-‐rack."	  

"How?	  did	  you	  put	  any	  thing	  particular	  in	  it?"	  

"Why—it	  did	  not	  seem	  altogether	  right	   to	   leave	   the	   interior	  blank—that	  would	  have	  been	   insulting.	  D—,	  at	  
Vienna	  once,	  did	  me	  an	  evil	  turn,	  which	  I	  told	  him,	  quite	  good-‐humoredly,	  that	  I	  should	  remember.	  So,	  as	  I	  knew	  
he	  would	  feel	  some	  curiosity	  in	  regard	  to	  the	  identity	  of	  the	  person	  who	  had	  outwitted	  him,	  I	  thought	  it	  a	  pity	  not	  
to	  give	  him	  a	  clue.	  He	   is	  well	  acquainted	  with	  my	  MS.,	  and	   I	   just	  copied	   into	   the	  middle	  of	   the	  blank	  sheet	   the	  
words—	  

"'—	  —	  Un	  dessein	  si	  funeste,	  S'il	  n'est	  digne	  d'Atrée,	  est	  digne	  de	  Thyeste.	  They	  are	  to	  be	  found	  in	  Crebillon's	  
'Atrée.'"	  

	  
	  

From	  The	  Wonderful	  Adventures	  of	  Mrs.	  Seacole	  in	  Many	  Lands	  
(http://www.gutenberg.org/files/23031/23031-h/23031-h.htm#CHAPTER_V)	  

CHAPTER	  V.	  
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AMERICAN	  SYMPATHY—I	  TAKE	  AN	  HOTEL	  IN	  CRUCES—MY	  CUSTOMERS—LOLA	  MONTES—MISS	  HAYES	  AND	  
THE	  BISHOP—GAMBLING	  IN	  CRUCES—QUARRELS	  AMONGST	  THE	  TRAVELLERS—NEW	  GRANADA	  MILITARY—
THE	  THIEVES	  OF	  CRUCES—A	  NARROW	  ESCAPE.	  

When	  it	  became	  known	  that	  their	  “yellow	  doctress”	  had	  the	  cholera,	  I	  must	  do	  the	  people	  of	  Cruces	  the	  justice	  to	  
say	  that	  they	  gave	  her	  plenty	  of	  sympathy,	  and	  would	  have	  shown	  their	  regard	  for	  her	  more	  actively,	  had	  there	  
been	  any	  occasion.	   Indeed,	  when	   I	  most	  wanted	  quiet,	   it	  was	  difficult	   to	  keep	  out	   the	  sympathising	  Americans	  
and	   sorrowing	   natives	  who	   came	   to	   inquire	   after	  me;	   and	  who,	   not	   content	  with	  making	   their	   inquiries,	   and	  
leaving	  their	  offerings	  of	  blankets,	  flannel,	  etc.,	  must	  see	  with	  their	  own	  eyes	  what	  chance	  the	  yellow	  woman	  had	  
of	   recovery.	  The	   rickety	  door	  of	  my	   little	   room	  could	  never	  be	  kept	   shut	  [Pg	  35]for	  many	  minutes	   together.	  A	  
visitor	  would	  open	  it	  silently,	  poke	  his	  long	  face	  in	  with	  an	  expression	  of	  sympathy	  that	  almost	  made	  me	  laugh	  in	  
spite	  of	  my	  pain,	  draw	  it	  out	  again,	  between	  the	  narrowest	  possible	  opening,	  as	   if	  he	  were	  anxious	  to	  admit	  as	  
little	  air	  as	  he	  could;	  while	  another	  would	  come	  in	  bodily,	  and	  after	  looking	  at	  me	  curiously	  and	  inquisitively,	  as	  
he	  would	  eye	  a	  horse	  or	  nigger	  he	  had	  some	  thoughts	  of	  making	  a	  bid	  for,	  would	  help	  to	  carpet	  my	  room,	  with	  the	  
result	   perhaps	   of	   his	   meditations,	   and	   saying,	   gravely,	   “Air	   you	   better,	   Aunty	   Seacole,	   now?	   Isn’t	   there	   a	  
something	  we	  can	  du	  for	  you,	  ma’am?”	  would	  as	  gravely	  give	  place	  to	  another	  and	  another	  yet,	  until	  I	  was	  almost	  
inclined	  to	  throw	  something	  at	  them,	  or	  call	  them	  bad	  names,	  like	  the	  Scotch	  king	  does	  the	  ghosts	  in	  the	  play.But,	  
fortunately,	  the	  attack	  was	  a	  very	  mild	  one,	  and	  by	  the	  next	  day	  all	  danger	  had	  gone	  by,	  although	  I	  still	  felt	  weak	  
and	  exhausted.	  

After	  a	   few	  weeks,	   the	  first	   force	  of	  the	  cholera	  was	  spent,	  and	  although	  it	   lingered	  with	  us,	  as	  though	  loath	  to	  
leave	  so	  fine	  a	  resting-‐place,	  for	  some	  months,	  it	  no	  longer	  gave	  us	  much	  alarm;	  and	  before	  long,	  life	  went	  on	  as	  
briskly	  and	  selfishly	  as	  ever	  with	  the	  Cruces	  survivors,	  and	  the	  terrible	  past	  was	  conveniently	  forgotten.	  Perhaps	  
it	   is	   so	   everywhere;	   but	   the	   haste	   with	   which	   the	   Cruces	   people	   buried	   their	   memory	   seemed	   indecent.	   Old	  
houses	  found	  new	  masters;	  the	  mules	  new	  drivers;	  the	  great	  Spaniard	  chose	  another	  pretty	  woman,	  and	  had	  a	  
grand,	  poor,	  dirty	  wedding,	  and	  was	  married	  by	  the	  same	  lazy	  black	  priest	  who	  had	  buried	  his	  wife,	  dead	  a	  few	  
months	  [Pg	  36]back;	   and	   very	   likely	   they	   would	   all	   have	   hastened	   as	   quickly	   to	   forget	   their	   doctress,	   had	  
circumstances	  permitted	  them:	  but	  every	  now	  and	  then	  one	  of	  them	  sickened	  and	  died	  of	  the	  old	  complaint;	  and	  
the	   reputation	   I	   had	   established	   founded	   for	   me	   a	   considerable	   practice.	   The	   Americans	   in	   the	   place	   gladly	  
retained	  me	  as	  their	  medical	  attendant,	  and	  in	  one	  way	  or	  other	  gave	  me	  plenty	  to	  do;	  but,	  in	  addition	  to	  this,	  I	  
determined	  to	  follow	  my	  original	  scheme	  of	  keeping	  an	  hotel	  in	  Cruces.	  

Right	  opposite	  my	  brother’s	  Independent	  Hotel	  there	  was	  a	  place	  to	  let	  which	  it	  was	  considered	  I	  could	  adapt	  to	  
my	   purpose.	   It	   was	   a	  mere	   tumble-‐down	   hut,	   with	  wattled	   sides,	   and	   a	   rotten	   thatched	   roof,	   containing	   two	  
rooms,	  one	   small	   enough	   to	   serve	  as	   a	  bedroom.	  For	   this	   charming	   residence—very	  openly	   situated,	   and	  well	  
ventilated—twenty	  pounds	  a	  month	  was	  considered	  a	  fair	  and	  by	  no	  means	  exorbitant	  rent.	  And	  yet	  I	  was	  glad	  to	  
take	  possession	  of	   it;	  and	   in	  a	   few	  days	  had	  hung	  its	  rude	  walls	  with	  calico	  of	  gayest	  colour	   in	  stripes,	  with	  an	  
exuberance	  of	  fringes,	  frills,	  and	  bows	  (the	  Americans	  love	  show	  dearly),	  and	  prepared	  it	  to	  accommodate	  fifty	  
dinner	  guests.	  I	  had	  determined	  that	  it	  should	  be	  simply	  a	  table	  d’hôte,	  and	  that	  I	  would	  receive	  no	  lodgers.	  Once,	  
and	  once	  only,	  I	  relaxed	  this	  rule	  in	  favour	  of	  two	  American	  women,	  who	  sent	  me	  to	  sleep	  by	  a	  lengthy	  quarrel	  of	  
words,	  woke	  me	  in	  the	  night	  to	  witness	  its	  crisis	  in	  a	  fisticuff	  duello,	  and	  left	  in	  the	  morning,	  after	  having	  taken	  a	  
fancy	  to	  some	  of	  my	  moveables	  which	  were	  most	  easily	  removeable.	  I	  had	  on	  my	  staff	  my	  black	  servant	  Mac,	  the	  
little	  girl	   I	  have	  before	  alluded	   to,	   and	  a	  native	   cook.	   I	  had	  had	  many	  opportunities	  of	   seeing	  how	  my	  brother	  
conducted	   his	   business;	   and	   adopted	   his	   tariff	  [Pg	  37]of	   charges.	   For	   an	   ordinary	   dinner	  my	   charge	  was	   four	  
shillings;	  eggs	  and	  chickens	  were,	  as	  I	  have	  before	  said,	  distinct	  luxuries,	  and	  fetched	  high	  prices.	  

Four	  crowds	  generally	  passed	  through	  Cruces	  every	  month.	   In	  these	  were	  to	  be	   found	  passengers	  to	  and	  from	  
Chili,	  Peru,	  and	  Lima,	  as	  well	  as	  California	  and	  America.	  The	  distance	  from	  Cruces	  to	  Panama	  was	  not	  great—only	  
twenty	  miles,	   in	   fact;	   but	   the	   journey,	   from	   the	  want	   of	   roads	   and	   the	   roughness	   of	   the	   country,	  was	   a	  most	  
fatiguing	  one.	  In	  some	  parts—as	  I	  found	  when	  I	  made	  the	  journey,	  in	  company	  with	  my	  brother—it	  was	  almost	  
impassable;	   and	   for	  more	   than	   half	   the	   distance,	   three	  miles	   an	   hour	  was	   considered	   splendid	   progress.	   The	  
great	   majority	   of	   the	   travellers	   were	   rough,	   rude	   men,	   of	   dirty,	   quarrelsome	   habits;	   the	   others	   were	   more	  
civilized	   and	  more	  dangerous.	  And	   it	  was	  not	   long	  before	   I	   grew	  very	   tired	   of	   life	   in	   Cruces,	   although	   I	  made	  
money	  rapidly,	  and	  pressed	  my	  brother	  to	  return	  to	  Kingston.	  Poor	  fellow!	  it	  would	  have	  been	  well	  for	  him	  had	  
he	  done	  so;	  for	  he	  stayed	  only	  to	  find	  a	  grave	  on	  the	  Isthmus	  of	  Panama.	  
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The	  company	  at	  my	  table	  d’hôte	  was	  not	  over	  select;	  and	  it	  was	  often	  very	  difficult	  for	  an	  unprotected	  female	  to	  
manage	  them,	  although	  I	  always	  did	  my	  best	  to	  put	  them	  in	  good	  humour.	  Among	  other	  comforts,	  I	  used	  to	  hire	  a	  
black	   barber,	   for	   the	   rather	   large	   consideration	   of	   two	   pounds,	   to	   shave	   my	   male	   guests.	   You	   can	   scarcely	  
conceive	   the	   pleasure	   and	   comfort	   an	   American	   feels	   in	   a	   clean	   chin;	   and	   I	   believe	   my	   barber	   attracted	  
considerable	  custom	  to	  the	  British	  Hotel	  at	  Cruces.	  I	  had	  a	  little	  out-‐house	  erected	  for	  his	  especial	  convenience;	  
and	  there,	  well	  provided	  with	  towels,	  and	  armed	  with	  plenty	  of	  razors,	  a	  [Pg	  38]brush	  of	  extraordinary	  size,	  and	  
a	  foaming	  sea	  of	  lather,	  José	  shaved	  the	  new-‐comers.	  The	  rivalry	  to	  get	  within	  reach	  of	  his	  huge	  brush	  was	  very	  
great;	   and	   the	   threats	  used	  by	   the	  neglected,	  when	   the	  grinning	  black	  was	   considered	  guilty	  of	   any	   interested	  
partiality,	  were	  of	  the	  fiercest	  description.	  

This	  duty	  over,	   they	  and	  their	  coarser	   female	  companions—many	  of	   them	  well	  known	  to	  us,	   for	  they	  travelled	  
backwards	  and	   forwards	  across	   the	   Isthmus,	  hanging	  on	  to	   the	   foolish	  gold-‐finders—attacked	  the	  dinner,	  very	  
often	  with	  great	  lack	  of	  decency.	  It	  was	  no	  use	  giving	  them	  carving-‐knives	  and	  forks,	  for	  very	  often	  they	  laid	  their	  
own	  down	  to	  insert	  a	  dirty	  hairy	  hand	  into	  a	  full	  dish;	  while	  the	  floor	  soon	  bore	  evidences	  of	  the	  great	  national	  
American	  habit	  of	  expectoration.	  Very	  often	  quarrels	  would	  arise	  during	  the	  progress	  of	  dinner;	  and	  more	  than	  
once	  I	  thought	  the	  knives,	  which	  they	  nearly	  swallowed	  at	  every	  mouthful,	  would	  have	  been	  turned	  against	  one	  
another.	   It	  was,	   I	   always	   thought,	   extremely	   fortunate	   that	   the	   reckless	  men	   rarely	   stimulated	   their	   excitable	  
passions	  with	  strong	  drink.	  Tea	  and	  coffee	  were	  the	  common	  beverages	  of	  the	  Americans;	  Englishmen,	  and	  men	  
of	  other	  nations,	  being	  generally	  distinguishable	  by	  their	  demand	  for	  wine	  and	  spirits.	  But	  the	  Yankee’s	  capacity	  
for	  swilling	  tea	  and	  coffee	  was	  prodigious.	  I	  saw	  one	  man	  drink	  ten	  cups	  of	  coffee;	  and	  finding	  his	  appetite	  still	  
unsatisfied,	   I	   ran	   across	   to	  my	   brother	   for	   advice.	   There	  was	   a	  merry	   twinkle	   in	   his	   eyes	   as	   he	  whispered,	   “I	  
always	  put	  in	  a	  good	  spoonful	  of	  salt	  after	  the	  sixth	  cup.	  It	  chokes	  them	  off	  admirably.”	  

[Pg	  39]It	  was	  no	  easy	  thing	  to	  avoid	  being	  robbed	  and	  cheated	  by	  the	  less	  scrupulous	  travellers;	  although	  I	  think	  
it	  was	  only	  the	  ’cutest	  Yankee	  who	  stood	  any	  fair	  chance	  of	  outwitting	  me.	  I	  remember	  an	  instance	  of	  the	  biter	  
bit,	  which	  I	  will	  narrate,	  hoping	  it	  may	  make	  my	  reader	  laugh	  as	  heartily	  as	  its	  recollection	  makes	  me.	  He	  was	  a	  
tall,	   thin	  Yankee,	  with	  a	   furtive	  glance	  of	   the	  eyes,	  and	  an	  amazing	  appetite,	  which	  he	  seemed	  nothing	   loath	  to	  
indulge:	   his	   appetite	   for	   eggs	   especially	   seemed	  unbounded.	  Now,	   I	   have	  more	   than	   once	   said	   how	  expensive	  
eggs	  were;	  and	  this	  day	  they	  happened	  to	  be	  eightpence	  apiece.	  Our	  plan	  was	  to	  charge	  every	  diner	  according	  to	  
the	   number	   of	   shells	   found	   upon	   his	   plate.	   Now,	   I	   noticed	   how	   eagerly	  my	   thin	   guest	   attacked	  my	   eggs,	   and	  
marvelled	   somewhat	   at	   the	   scanty	   pile	   of	   shells	   before	   him.	  My	   suspicions	   once	   excited,	   I	   soon	   fathomed	  my	  
Yankee	  friend’s	  dodge.	  As	  soon	  as	  he	  had	  devoured	  the	  eggs,	  he	  conveyed	  furtively	  the	  shells	  beneath	  the	  table,	  
and	  distributed	  them	  impartially	  at	  the	  feet	  of	  his	  companions.	  I	  gave	  my	  little	  black	  maid	  a	  piece	  of	  chalk,	  and	  
instructions;	  and	  creeping	  under	  the	  table,	  she	  counted	  the	  scattered	  shells,	  and	  chalked	  the	  number	  on	  the	  tail	  
of	  his	  coat.	  And	  when	  he	  came	  up	  to	  pay	  his	  score,	  he	  gave	  up	  his	  number	  of	  eggs	   in	  a	   loud	  voice;	  and	  when	  I	  
contradicted	  him,	  and	  referred	   to	   the	  coat-‐tale	  in	   corroboration	  of	  my	  score,	   there	  was	  a	  general	   laugh	  against	  
him.	  But	  there	  was	  a	  nasty	  expression	  in	  his	  cat-‐like	  eyes,	  and	  an	  unpleasant	  allusion	  to	  mine,	  which	  were	  not	  
agreeable,	  and	  dissuaded	  me	  from	  playing	  any	  more	  practical	  jokes	  upon	  the	  Yankees.	  

I	  followed	  my	  brother’s	  example	  closely,	  and	  forbade	  [Pg	  40]all	  gambling	  in	  my	  hotel.	  But	  I	  got	  some	  idea	  of	  its	  
fruits	  from	  the	  cases	  brought	  to	  me	  for	  surgical	  treatment	  from	  the	  faro	  and	  monte	  tables.	  Gambling	  at	  Cruces,	  
and	  on	   the	   Isthmus	  generally,	  was	  a	  business	  by	  which	  money	  was	  wormed	  out	  of	   the	  gold-‐seekers	  and	  gold-‐
finders.	  No	  attempt	  was	  made	   to	  render	   it	  attractive,	  as	   I	  have	  seen	  done	  elsewhere.	  The	  gambling-‐house	  was	  
often	  plainer	  than	  our	  hotels;	  and	  but	  for	  the	  green	  tables,	  with	  their	  piles	  of	  money	  and	  gold-‐dust,	  watched	  over	  
by	  a	  well-‐armed	  determined	  banker,	  and	  the	  eager	  gamblers	  around,	  you	  would	  not	  know	  that	  you	  were	  in	  the	  
vicinity	   of	   a	   spot	   which	   the	   English	   at	   home	   designate	   by	   a	   very	   decided	   and	   extreme	   name.	   A	   Dr.	   Casey—
everybody	   familiar	   with	   the	   Americans	   knows	   their	   fondness	   for	   titles—owned	   the	   most	   favoured	   table	   in	  
Cruces;	  and	  this,	  although	  he	  was	  known	  to	  be	  a	  reckless	  and	  unscrupulous	  villain.	  Most	  of	  them	  knew	  that	  he	  
had	  been	  hunted	  out	  of	  San	  Francisco;	  and	  at	  that	  time—years	  before	  the	  Vigilance	  Committee	  commenced	  their	  
labours	  of	  purification—a	  man	  too	  bad	  for	  that	  city	  must	  have	  been	  a	  prodigy	  of	  crime:	  and	  yet,	  and	  although	  he	  
was	  violent-‐tempered,	   and	  had	  a	  knack	  of	   referring	   the	   slightest	  dispute	   to	  his	   revolver,	   his	   table	  was	   always	  
crowded;	   probably	   because—the	   greatest	   rogues	   have	   some	   good	   qualities—he	   was	   honest	   in	   his	   way,	   and	  
played	  fairly.	  

	  

Occasionally	   some	   distinguished	   passengers	   passed	   on	   the	   upward	   and	   downward	   tides	   of	   rascality	   and	  
ruffianism,	  that	  swept	  periodically	  through	  Cruces.	  Came	  one	  day,	  Lola	  Montes,	  in	  the	  full	  zenith	  of	  her	  evil	  fame,	  
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bound	   for	  California,	  with	  a	   strange	  suite.	  A	  good-‐looking,	  bold	  woman,	  with	   fine,	  bad	  eyes,	   and	  a	  determined	  
bearing;	  [Pg	  41]dressed	  ostentatiously	  in	  perfect	  male	  attire,	  with	  shirt-‐collar	  turned	  down	  over	  a	  velvet	  lapelled	  
coat,	   richly	   worked	   shirt-‐front,	   black	   hat,	   French	   unmentionables,	   and	   natty,	   polished	   boots	   with	   spurs.	   She	  
carried	  in	  her	  hand	  a	  handsome	  riding-‐whip,	  which	  she	  could	  use	  as	  well	  in	  the	  streets	  of	  Cruces	  as	  in	  the	  towns	  
of	  Europe;	   for	  an	   impertinent	  American,	  presuming—perhaps	  not	  unnaturally—upon	  her	  reputation,	   laid	  hold	  
jestingly	  of	  the	  tails	  of	  her	  long	  coat,	  and	  as	  a	  lesson	  received	  a	  cut	  across	  his	  face	  that	  must	  have	  marked	  him	  for	  
some	  days.	  I	  did	  not	  wait	  to	  see	  the	  row	  that	  followed,	  and	  was	  glad	  when	  the	  wretched	  woman	  rode	  off	  on	  the	  
following	  morning.	  A	  very	  different	  notoriety	   followed	  her	  at	  some	  interval	  of	   time—Miss	  Catherine	  Hayes,	  on	  
her	  successful	  singing	  tour,	  who	  disappointed	  us	  all	  by	  refusing	  to	  sing	  at	  Cruces;	  and	  after	  her	  came	  an	  English	  
bishop	  from	  Australia,	  who	  need	  have	  been	  a	  member	  of	  the	  church	  militant	  to	  secure	  his	  pretty	  wife	  from	  the	  
host	  of	  admirers	  she	  had	  gained	  during	  her	  day’s	  journey	  from	  Panama.	  

Very	   quarrelsome	  were	   the	  majority	   of	   the	   crowds,	   holding	   life	   cheap,	   as	   all	   bad	  men	   strangely	   do—equally	  
prepared	  to	  take	  or	  lose	  it	  upon	  the	  slightest	  provocation.	  Few	  tales	  of	  horror	  in	  Panama	  could	  be	  questioned	  on	  
the	   ground	   of	   improbability.	   Not	   less	   partial	   were	   many	   of	   the	   natives	   of	   Cruces	   to	   the	   use	   of	   the	   knife;	  
preferring,	  by	   the	  way,	   to	  administer	  sly	  stabs	   in	   the	  back,	  when	  no	  one	  was	  by	   to	  see	   the	  dastard	  blow	  dealt.	  
Terribly	   bullied	   by	   the	   Americans	  were	   the	   boatmen	   and	  muleteers,	   who	  were	   reviled,	   shot,	   and	   stabbed	   by	  
these	  free	  and	  independent	  filibusters,	  who	  would	  fain	  whop	  all	  creation	  abroad	  as	  they	  do	  their	  slaves	  at	  home.	  
Whenever	   any	   Englishmen	  [Pg	  42]were	   present,	   and	   in	   a	   position	   to	   interfere	  with	   success,	   this	   bullying	  was	  
checked;	   and	   they	   found,	   instead	  of	   the	  poor	  Spanish	   Indians,	   foemen	  worthy	  of	   their	   steel	   or	   lead.	   I	  must	  do	  
them	  credit	  to	  say,	  that	  they	  were	  never	  loath	  to	  fight	  any	  one	  that	  desired	  that	  passing	  excitement,	  and	  thought	  
little	  of	  ending	  their	  journey	  of	  life	  abruptly	  at	  the	  wretched	  wayside	  town	  of	  Cruces.	  It	  very	  often	  happened	  so,	  
and	  over	  many	  a	  hasty	  head	  and	  ready	  hand	  have	  I	  seen	  the	  sod	  roughly	  pressed	  down,	  their	  hot	  hearts	  stilled	  
suddenly	  in	  some	  senseless	  quarrel.	  And	  so	  in	  time	  I	  grew	  to	  have	  some	  considerable	  experience	  in	  the	  treatment	  
of	  knife	  and	  gun-‐shot	  wounds.	  

One	  night	  I	  heard	  a	  great	  noise	  outside	  my	  window,	  and	  on	  rising	  found	  a	  poor	  boatman	  moaning	  piteously,	  and	  
in	  a	  strange	  jumble	  of	  many	  languages	  begging	  me	  to	  help	  him.	  At	  first	  I	  was	  afraid	  to	  open	  the	  door,	  on	  account	  
of	  the	  noisy	  mob	  which	  soon	  joined	  him,	  for	  villainy	  was	  very	  shrewd	  at	  Cruces;	  but	  at	  last	  I	  admitted	  him,	  and	  
found	   that	   the	  poor	  wretch’s	   ears	   had	  been	   cruelly	   split	   by	   some	  hasty	   citizen	  of	   the	  United	   States.	   I	   stitched	  
them	  up	  as	  well	  as	  I	  could,	  and	  silenced	  his	  cries.	  And	  at	  any	  time,	  if	  you	  happened	  to	  be	  near	  the	  river	  when	  a	  
crowd	  were	   arriving	   or	   departing,	   your	   ears	  would	   be	   regaled	  with	   a	   choice	   chorus	   of	   threats,	   of	  which	   ear-‐
splitting,	   eye-‐gouging,	   cow-‐hiding,	   and	   the	   application	   of	   revolvers	   were	   the	   mildest.	   Against	   the	   negroes,	   of	  
whom	  there	  were	  many	  in	  the	  Isthmus,	  and	  who	  almost	  invariably	  filled	  the	  municipal	  offices,	  and	  took	  the	  lead	  
in	  every	  way,	  the	  Yankees	  had	  a	  strong	  prejudice;	  but	  it	  was	  wonderful	  to	  see	  how	  freedom	  and	  equality	  elevate	  
men,	   and	   the	   same	   negro	   who	   perhaps	   in	   Tennessee	   would	   have	   cowered	   like	   a	   beaten	  [Pg	  43]child	   or	   dog	  
beneath	  an	  American’s	  uplifted	  hand,	  would	   face	  him	  boldly	  here,	  and	  by	  equal	  courage	  and	  superior	  physical	  
strength	  cow	  his	  old	  oppressor.	  

When	   more	   than	   ordinary	   squabbles	   occurred	   in	   the	   street	   or	   at	   the	   gambling-‐tables,	   the	   assistance	   of	   the	  
soldier-‐police	   of	   New	   Granada	   was	   called	   in,	   and	   the	   affair	   sometimes	   assumed	   the	   character	   of	   a	   regular	  
skirmish.	  The	  soldiers—I	  wish	  I	  could	  speak	  better	  of	  them—were	  a	  dirty,	  cowardly,	  indolent	  set,	  more	  prone	  to	  
use	  their	  knives	  than	  their	  legitimate	  arms,	  and	  bore	  old	  rusty	  muskets,	  and	  very	  often	  marched	  unshod.	  Their	  
officers	   were	   in	   outward	   appearance	   a	   few	   shades	   superior	   to	   the	   men	   they	   commanded,	   but,	   as	   respects	  
military	  proficiency,	  were	   their	  equals.	  Add	   to	   this	  description	  of	   their	  personnel	  the	  well-‐known	   fact,	   that	  you	  
might	  commit	   the	  grossest	   injustice,	  and	  could	  obtain	   the	  simplest	   justice	  only	  by	   lavish	  bribery,	  and	  you	  may	  
form	  some	  idea	  of	  our	  military	  protectors.	  

Very	  practised	  and	  skilful	  in	  thieving	  were	  the	  native	  population	  of	  Cruces—I	  speak	  of	  the	  majority,	  and	  except	  
the	  negroes—always	  more	  inclined	  to	  do	  a	  dishonest	  night’s	  labour	  at	  great	  risk,	  than	  an	  honest	  day’s	  work	  for	  
fair	  wages;	  for	  justice	  was	  always	  administered	  strictly	  to	  the	  poor	  natives—it	  was	  only	  the	  foreigners	  who	  could	  
evade	   it	   or	   purchase	   exemption.	   Punishment	   was	   severe;	   and	   in	   extreme	   cases	   the	   convicts	   were	   sent	   to	  
Carthagena,	  there	  to	  suffer	  imprisonment	  of	  a	  terrible	  character.	  Indeed,	  from	  what	  I	  heard	  of	  the	  New	  Granada	  
prisons,	  I	  thought	  no	  other	  country	  could	  match	  them,	  and	  continued	  to	  think	  so	  until	  I	  read	  how	  the	  ingenuity	  in	  
cruelty	  of	  his	  Majesty	  the	  King	  of	  Naples	  put	  the	  torturers	  of	  the	  New	  Granada	  Republic	  to	  the	  blush.	  

[Pg	  44]I	  generally	  avoided	  claiming	  the	  protection	  of	  the	  law	  whilst	  on	  the	  Isthmus,	  for	  I	  found	  it	  was—as	  is	  the	  
case	  in	  civilized	  England	  from	  other	  causes—rather	  an	  expensive	  luxury.	  Once	  only	  I	  took	  a	  thief	  caught	  in	  the	  act	  
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before	   the	  alcalde,	   and	  claimed	   the	  administration	  of	   justice.	  The	  court-‐house	  was	  a	   low	  bamboo	  shed,	  before	  
which	  some	  dirty	  Spanish-‐Indian	  soldiers	  were	  lounging;	  and	  inside,	  the	  alcalde,	  a	  negro,	  was	  reclining	  in	  a	  dirty	  
hammock,	  smoking	  coolly,	  hearing	  evidence,	  and	  pronouncing	  judgment	  upon	  the	  wretched	  culprits,	  who	  were	  
trembling	  before	  his	  dusky	  majesty.	  I	  had	  attended	  him	  while	  suffering	  from	  an	  attack	  of	  cholera,	  and	  directly	  he	  
saw	  me	  he	  rose	  from	  his	  hammock,	  and	  received	  me	  in	  a	  ceremonious,	  grand	  manner,	  and	  gave	  orders	  that	  coffee	  
should	  be	  brought	  to	  me.	  He	  had	  a	  very	  pretty	  white	  wife,	  who	  joined	  us;	  and	  then	  the	  alcalde	  politely	  offered	  me	  
acigarito—having	  declined	  which,	   he	   listened	   to	  my	   statement	  with	   great	   attention.	  All	   this,	   however,	   did	  not	  
prevent	  my	  leaving	  the	  necessary	  fee	  in	  furtherance	  of	  justice,	  nor	  his	  accepting	  it.	  Its	  consequence	  was,	  that	  the	  
thief,	  instead	  of	  being	  punished	  as	  a	  criminal,	  was	  ordered	  to	  pay	  me	  the	  value	  of	  the	  stolen	  goods;	  which,	  after	  
weeks	  of	  hesitation	  and	  delay,	  she	  eventually	  did,	  in	  pearls,	  combs,	  and	  other	  curiosities.	  

Whenever	  an	  American	  was	  arrested	  by	  the	  New	  Granada	  authorities,	  justice	  had	  a	  hard	  struggle	  for	  the	  mastery,	  
and	  rarely	  obtained	  it.	  Once	  I	  was	  present	  at	  the	  court-‐house,	  when	  an	  American	  was	  brought	  in	  heavily	  ironed,	  
charged	  with	  having	  committed	  a	  highway	  robbery	  —if	  I	  may	  use	  the	  term	  where	  there	  were	  no	  roads—on	  some	  
travellers	   from	   Chili.	   Around	   the	   frightened	   soldiers	  [Pg	  45]swelled	   an	   angry	   crowd	   of	   brother	   Americans,	  
abusing	   and	   threatening	   the	   authorities	   in	   no	   measured	   terms,	   all	   of	   them	   indignant	   that	   a	   nigger	   should	  
presume	  to	  judge	  one	  of	  their	  countrymen.	  At	  last	  their	  violence	  so	  roused	  the	  sleepy	  alcalde,	  that	  he	  positively	  
threw	  himself	   from	  his	  hammock,	   laid	  down	  his	  cigarito,	  and	  gave	  such	  very	  determined	  orders	  to	  his	  soldiers	  
that	  he	  succeeded	   in	  checking	   the	  riot.	  Then,	  with	  an	  air	  of	  decision	  that	  puzzled	  everybody,	  he	  addressed	  the	  
crowd,	   declaring	   angrily,	   that	   since	   the	  Americans	   came	   the	   country	  had	   known	  no	  peace,	   that	   robberies	   and	  
crimes	  of	  every	  sort	  had	   increased,	  and	  ending	  by	  expressing	  his	  determination	  to	  make	  strangers	  respect	   the	  
laws	  of	  the	  Republic,	  and	  to	  retain	  the	  prisoner;	  and	  if	  found	  guilty,	  punish	  him	  as	  he	  deserved.	  The	  Americans	  
seemed	  too	  astonished	  at	  the	  audacity	  of	  the	  black	  man,	  who	  dared	  thus	  to	  beard	  them,	  to	  offer	  any	  resistance;	  
but	  I	  believe	  that	  the	  prisoner	  was	  allowed	  ultimately	  to	  escape.	  

I	   once	   had	   a	   narrow	   escape	   from	   the	   thieves	   of	   Cruces.	   I	   had	   been	   down	   to	   Chagres	   for	   some	   stores,	   and	  
returning,	  late	  in	  the	  evening,	  too	  tired	  to	  put	  away	  my	  packages,	  had	  retired	  to	  rest	  at	  once.	  My	  little	  maid,	  who	  
was	  not	  so	  fatigued	  as	  I	  was,	  and	  slept	  more	  lightly,	  woke	  me	  in	  the	  night	  to	  listen	  to	  a	  noise	  in	  the	  thatch,	  at	  the	  
further	  end	  of	  the	  store;	  but	  I	  was	  so	  accustomed	  to	  hear	  the	  half-‐starved	  mules	  of	  Cruces	  munching	  my	  thatch,	  
that	   I	   listened	   lazily	   for	  a	   few	  minutes,	  and	   then	  went	  unsuspiciously	   into	  another	  heavy	  sleep.	   I	  do	  not	  know	  
how	  long	  it	  was	  before	  I	  was	  again	  awoke	  by	  the	  child’s	  loud	  screams	  and	  cries	  of	  “Hombro—landro;”	  and	  sure	  
enough,	  by	  the	  light	  of	  the	  dying	  fire,	  I	  saw	  a	  fellow	  stealing	  away	  with	  my	  dress,	  in	  the	  pocket	  of	  which	  was	  my	  
purse.	  I	  was	  [Pg	  46]about	  to	  rush	  forward,	  when	  the	  fire	  gleamed	  on	  a	  villainous-‐looking	  knife	  in	  his	  hand;	  so	  I	  
stood	   still,	   and	   screamed	   loudly,	   hoping	   to	   arouse	  my	   brother	   over	   the	  way.	   For	   a	  moment	   the	   thief	   seemed	  
inclined	   to	  silence	  me,	  and	  had	   taken	  a	   few	  steps	   forward,	  when	   I	   took	  up	  an	  old	  rusty	  horse-‐pistol	  which	  my	  
brother	  had	  given	  me	  that	  I	  might	  look	  determined,	  and	  snatching	  down	  the	  can	  of	  ground	  coffee,	  proceeded	  to	  
prime	   it,	   still	   screaming	  as	   loudly	  as	  my	  strong	   lungs	  would	  permit,	  until	   the	  rascal	   turned	  tail	  and	  stole	  away	  
through	  the	  roof.	  The	  thieves	  usually	  buried	  their	  spoil	  like	  dogs,	  as	  they	  were;	  but	  this	  fellow	  had	  only	  time	  to	  
hide	  it	  behind	  a	  bush,	  where	  it	  was	  found	  on	  the	  following	  morning,	  and	  claimed	  by	  me.	  

THE	  MAN	  WHO	  WOULD	  BE	  KING	  	  
Rudyard	  Kipling	  
	  
“Brother	  to	  a	  Prince	  and	  fellow	  to	  a	  beggar	  if	  he	  be	  found	  worthy.”	  	  
	  
The	  Law,	  as	  quoted,	  lays	  down	  a	  fair	  conduct	  of	  life,	  and	  one	  not	  easy	  to	  follow.	  I	  have	  been	  fellow	  to	  a	  beggar	  
again	  and	  again	  under	  circumstances	  which	  prevented	  either	  of	  us	  finding	  out	  whether	  the	  other	  was	  worthy.	  I	  
have	  still	  to	  be	  brother	  to	  a	  Prince,	  though	  I	  once	  came	  near	  to	  kinship	  with	  what	  might	  have	  been	  a	  veritable	  
King	  and	  was	  promised	  the	  reversion	  of	  a	  Kingdom	  —	  army,	  law-‐courts,	  revenue	  and	  policy	  all	  complete.	  But,	  to-‐
day,	  I	  greatly	  fear	  that	  my	  King	  is	  dead,	  and	  if	  I	  want	  a	  crown	  I	  must	  go	  and	  hunt	  it	  for	  myself.	  	  
	  
The	  beginning	  of	  everything	  was	  in	  a	  railway	  train	  upon	  the	  road	  to	  Mhow	  from	  Ajmir.	  There	  had	  been	  a	  deficit	  
in	  the	  Budget,	  which	  necessitated	  travelling,	  not	  Second-‐class,	  which	  is	  only	  half	  as	  dear	  as	  First-‐	  class,	  but	  by	  
Intermediate,	  which	  is	  very	  awful	  indeed.	  There	  are	  no	  cushions	  in	  the	  Intermediate	  class,	  and	  the	  population	  are	  
either	  Intermediate,	  which	  is	  Eurasian,	  or	  native,	  which	  for	  a	  long	  night	  journey	  is	  nasty;	  or	  Loafer,	  which	  is	  
amusing	  though	  intoxicated.	  Intermediates	  do	  not	  patronize	  refreshment-‐rooms.	  They	  carry	  their	  food	  in	  
bundles	  and	  pots,	  and	  buy	  sweets	  from	  the	  native	  sweetmeat-‐sellers,	  and	  drink	  the	  roadside	  water.	  That	  is	  why	  
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in	  the	  hot	  weather	  Intermediates	  are	  taken	  out	  of	  the	  carriages	  dead,	  and	  in	  all	  weathers	  are	  most	  properly	  
looked	  down	  upon.	  	  
	  
My	  particular	  Intermediate	  happened	  to	  be	  empty	  till	  I	  reached	  Nasirabad,	  when	  a	  huge	  gentleman	  in	  shirt-‐
sleeves	  entered,	  and,	  following	  the	  custom	  of	  Intermediates,	  passed	  the	  time	  of	  day.	  He	  was	  a	  wanderer	  and	  a	  
vagabond	  like	  myself,	  but	  with	  an	  educated	  taste	  for	  whiskey.	  He	  told	  tales	  of	  things	  he	  had	  seen	  and	  done,	  of	  
out-‐of-‐the-‐way	  corners	  of	  the	  Empire	  into	  which	  he	  had	  penetrated,	  and	  of	  adventures	  in	  which	  he	  risked	  his	  life	  
for	  a	  few	  days’	  food.	  “If	  India	  was	  filled	  with	  men	  like	  you	  and	  me,	  not	  knowing	  more	  than	  the	  crows	  where	  
they’d	  get	  their	  next	  day’s	  rations,	  it	  isn’t	  seventy	  millions	  of	  revenue	  the	  land	  would	  be	  paying	  —	  it’s	  seven	  
hundred	  million,”	  said	  he;	  and	  as	  I	  looked	  at	  his	  mouth	  and	  chin	  I	  was	  disposed	  to	  agree	  with	  him.	  We	  talked	  
politics	  —	  the	  politics	  of	  Loaferdom	  that	  sees	  things	  from	  the	  underside	  where	  the	  lath	  and	  plaster	  is	  not	  
smoothed	  off	  —	  and	  we	  talked	  postal	  arrangements	  because	  my	  friend	  wanted	  to	  send	  a	  telegram	  back	  from	  the	  
next	  station	  to	  Ajmir,	  which	  is	  the	  turning-‐off	  place	  from	  the	  Bombay	  to	  the	  Mhow	  line	  as	  you	  travel	  westward.	  
My	  friend	  had	  no	  money	  beyond	  eight	  annas	  which	  he	  wanted	  for	  dinner,	  and	  I	  had	  no	  money	  at	  all,	  owing	  to	  the	  
hitch	  in	  the	  Budget	  before	  mentioned.	  Further,	  I	  was	  going	  into	  a	  wilderness	  where,	  though	  I	  should	  resume	  
touch	  with	  the	  Treasury,	  there	  were	  no	  telegraph	  offices.	  I	  was,	  therefore,	  unable	  to	  help	  him	  in	  any	  way.	  	  
	  
“We	  might	  threaten	  a	  Station-‐master,	  and	  make	  him	  send	  a	  wire	  on	  tick,”	  said	  my	  friend,	  “but	  that’d	  mean	  
inquiries	  for	  you	  and	  for	  me,	  and	  I’ve	  got	  my	  hands	  full	  these	  days.	  Did	  you	  say	  you	  are	  travelling	  back	  along	  this	  
line	  within	  any	  days?”	  	  
	  
“Within	  ten,”	  I	  said.	  	  
	  
“Can’t	  you	  make	  it	  eight?”	  said	  he.	  “Mine	  is	  rather	  urgent	  business.”	  	  
	  
“I	  can	  send	  your	  telegram	  within	  ten	  days	  if	  that	  will	  serve	  you,”	  I	  said.	  	  
	  
“I	  couldn’t	  trust	  the	  wire	  to	  fetch	  him	  now	  I	  think	  of	  it.	  It’s	  this	  way.	  He	  leaves	  Delhi	  on	  the	  23d	  for	  Bombay.	  That	  
means	  he’ll	  be	  running	  through	  Ajmir	  about	  the	  night	  of	  the	  23d.”	  	  
“But	  I’m	  going	  into	  the	  Indian	  Desert,”	  I	  explained.	  	  
	  
“Well	  and	  good,”	  said	  he.	  “You’ll	  be	  changing	  at	  Marwar	  Junction	  to	  get	  into	  Jodhpore	  territory	  —	  you	  must	  do	  
that	  —	  and	  he’ll	  be	  coming	  through	  Marwar	  Junction	  in	  the	  early	  morning	  of	  the	  24th	  by	  the	  Junction	  on	  that	  
time?	  Can	  you	  be	  at	  Marwar	  Junction	  on	  that	  time?	  ’Twon’t	  be	  inconveniencing	  you	  because	  I	  know	  that	  there’s	  
precious	  few	  pickings	  to	  be	  got	  out	  of	  these	  Central	  India	  States	  —	  even	  though	  you	  pretend	  to	  be	  correspondent	  
of	  the	  Backwoodsman.”	  	  
	  
“Have	  you	  ever	  tried	  that	  trick?”	  I	  asked.	  	  
	  
“Again	  and	  again,	  but	  the	  Residents	  find	  you	  out,	  and	  then	  you	  get	  escorted	  to	  the	  Border	  before	  you’ve	  time	  to	  
get	  your	  knife	  into	  them.	  But	  about	  my	  friend	  here.	  I	  must	  give	  him	  a	  word	  o’	  mouth	  to	  tell	  him	  what’s	  come	  to	  me	  
or	  else	  he	  won’t	  know	  where	  to	  go.	  I	  would	  take	  it	  more	  than	  kind	  of	  you	  if	  you	  was	  to	  come	  out	  of	  Central	  India	  
in	  time	  to	  catch	  him	  at	  Marwar	  Junction,	  and	  say	  to	  him:—	  ‘He	  has	  gone	  South	  for	  the	  week.’	  He’ll	  know	  what	  that	  
means.	  He’s	  a	  big	  man	  with	  a	  red	  beard,	  and	  a	  great	  swell	  he	  is.	  You’ll	  find	  him	  sleeping	  like	  a	  gentleman	  with	  all	  
his	  luggage	  round	  him	  in	  a	  second-‐class	  compartment.	  But	  don’t	  you	  be	  afraid.	  Slip	  down	  the	  window,	  and	  say:—	  
‘He	  has	  gone	  South	  for	  the	  week,’	  and	  he’ll	  tumble.	  It’s	  only	  cutting	  your	  time	  of	  stay	  in	  those	  parts	  by	  two	  days.	  I	  
ask	  you	  as	  a	  stranger	  —	  going	  to	  the	  West,”	  he	  said	  with	  emphasis.	  	  
	  
“Where	  have	  you	  come	  from?”	  said	  I.	  
	  
“From	  the	  East,”	  said	  he,	  “and	  I	  am	  hoping	  that	  you	  will	  give	  him	  the	  message	  on	  the	  Square	  —	  for	  the	  	  
sake	  of	  my	  Mother	  as	  well	  as	  your	  own.”	  	  
	  
Englishmen	  are	  not	  usually	  softened	  by	  appeals	  to	  the	  memory	  of	  their	  mothers,	  but	  for	  certain	  reasons,	  which	  
will	  be	  fully	  apparent,	  I	  saw	  fit	  to	  agree.	  	  
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“It’s	  more	  than	  a	  little	  matter,”	  said	  he,	  “and	  that’s	  why	  I	  ask	  you	  to	  do	  it	  —	  and	  now	  I	  know	  that	  I	  can	  depend	  on	  
you	  doing	  it.	  A	  second-‐class	  carriage	  at	  Marwar	  Junction,	  and	  a	  red-‐haired	  man	  asleep	  in	  it.	  You’ll	  be	  sure	  to	  
remember.	  I	  get	  out	  at	  the	  next	  station,	  and	  I	  must	  hold	  on	  there	  till	  he	  comes	  or	  sends	  me	  what	  I	  want.”	  	  
“I’ll	  give	  the	  message	  if	  I	  catch	  him,”	  I	  said,	  “and	  for	  the	  sake	  of	  your	  Mother	  as	  well	  as	  mine	  I’ll	  give	  you	  a	  word	  of	  
advice.	  Don’t	  try	  to	  run	  the	  Central	  India	  States	  just	  now	  as	  the	  correspondent	  of	  the	  Backwoodsman.	  There’s	  a	  
real	  one	  knocking	  about	  here,	  and	  it	  might	  lead	  to	  trouble.”	  	  
“Thank	  you,”	  said	  he	  simply,	  “and	  when	  will	  the	  swine	  be	  gone?	  I	  can’t	  starve	  because	  he’s	  ruining	  my	  work.	  I	  
wanted	  to	  get	  hold	  of	  the	  Degumber	  Rajah	  down	  here	  about	  his	  father’s	  widow,	  and	  give	  him	  a	  jump.”	  	  
	  
“What	  did	  he	  do	  to	  his	  father’s	  widow,	  then?”	  	  
	  
“Filled	  her	  up	  with	  red	  pepper	  and	  slippered	  her	  to	  death	  as	  she	  hung	  from	  a	  beam.	  I	  found	  that	  out	  myself	  and	  
I’m	  the	  only	  man	  that	  would	  dare	  going	  into	  the	  State	  to	  get	  hush-‐money	  for	  it.	  They’ll	  try	  to	  poison	  me,	  same	  as	  
they	  did	  in	  Chortumna	  when	  I	  went	  on	  the	  loot	  there.	  But	  you’ll	  give	  the	  man	  at	  Marwar	  Junction	  my	  message?”	  	  
	  
He	  got	  out	  at	  a	  little	  roadside	  station,	  and	  I	  reflected.	  I	  had	  heard,	  more	  than	  once,	  of	  men	  personating	  
correspondents	  of	  newspapers	  and	  bleeding	  small	  Native	  States	  with	  threats	  of	  exposure,	  but	  I	  had	  never	  met	  
any	  of	  the	  caste	  before.	  They	  lead	  a	  hard	  life,	  and	  generally	  die	  with	  great	  suddenness.	  The	  Native	  States	  have	  a	  
wholesome	  horror	  of	  English	  newspapers,	  which	  may	  throw	  light	  on	  their	  peculiar	  methods	  of	  government,	  and	  
do	  their	  best	  to	  choke	  correspondents	  with	  champagne,	  or	  drive	  them	  out	  of	  their	  mind	  with	  four-‐in-‐hand	  
barouches.	  They	  do	  not	  understand	  that	  nobody	  cares	  a	  straw	  for	  the	  internal	  administration	  of	  Native	  States	  so	  
long	  as	  oppression	  and	  crime	  are	  kept	  within	  decent	  limits,	  and	  the	  ruler	  is	  not	  drugged,	  drunk,	  or	  diseased	  from	  
one	  end	  of	  the	  year	  to	  the	  other.	  Native	  States	  were	  created	  by	  Providence	  in	  order	  to	  supply	  picturesque	  
scenery,	  tigers	  and	  tall-‐writing.	  They	  are	  the	  dark	  places	  of	  the	  earth,	  full	  of	  unimaginable	  cruelty,	  touching	  the	  
Railway	  and	  the	  Telegraph	  on	  one	  side,	  and,	  on	  the	  other,	  the	  days	  of	  Harun-‐al-‐Raschid.	  When	  I	  left	  the	  train	  I	  did	  
business	  with	  divers	  Kings,	  and	  in	  eight	  days	  passed	  through	  many	  changes	  of	  life.	  Sometimes	  I	  wore	  dress-‐
clothes	  and	  consorted	  with	  Princes	  and	  Politicals,	  drinking	  from	  crystal	  and	  eating	  from	  silver.	  Sometimes	  I	  lay	  
out	  upon	  the	  ground	  and	  devoured	  what	  I	  could	  get,	  from	  a	  plate	  made	  of	  a	  flapjack,	  and	  drank	  the	  running	  
water,	  and	  slept	  under	  the	  same	  rug	  as	  my	  servant.	  It	  was	  all	  in	  a	  day’s	  work.	  	  
	  
Then	  I	  headed	  for	  the	  Great	  Indian	  Desert	  upon	  the	  proper	  date,	  as	  I	  had	  promised,	  and	  the	  night	  Mail	  set	  me	  
down	  at	  Marwar	  Junction,	  where	  a	  funny	  little,	  happy-‐go-‐lucky,	  native	  managed	  railway	  runs	  to	  Jodhpore.	  The	  
Bombay	  Mail	  from	  Delhi	  makes	  a	  short	  halt	  at	  Marwar.	  She	  arrived	  as	  I	  got	  in,	  and	  I	  had	  just	  time	  to	  hurry	  to	  her	  
platform	  and	  go	  down	  the	  carriages.	  There	  was	  only	  one	  second-‐class	  on	  the	  train.	  I	  slipped	  the	  window	  and	  
looked	  down	  upon	  a	  flaming	  red	  beard,	  half	  covered	  by	  a	  railway	  rug.	  That	  was	  my	  man,	  fast	  asleep,	  and	  I	  dug	  
him	  gently	  in	  the	  ribs.	  He	  woke	  with	  a	  grunt	  and	  I	  saw	  his	  face	  in	  the	  light	  of	  the	  lamps.	  It	  was	  a	  great	  and	  shining	  
face.	  	  
“Tickets	  again?”	  said	  he.	  	  
	  
“No,”	  said	  I.	  “I	  am	  to	  tell	  you	  that	  he	  is	  gone	  South	  for	  the	  week.	  He	  is	  gone	  South	  for	  the	  week!”	  	  
	  
The	  train	  had	  begun	  to	  move	  out.	  The	  red	  man	  rubbed	  his	  eyes.	  “He	  has	  gone	  South	  for	  the	  week,”	  he	  repeated.	  
“Now	  that’s	  just	  like	  his	  impudence.	  Did	  he	  say	  that	  I	  was	  to	  give	  you	  anything?	  —	  ’Cause	  I	  won’t.”	  	  
	  
“He	  didn’t,”	  I	  said	  and	  dropped	  away,	  and	  watched	  the	  red	  lights	  die	  out	  in	  the	  dark.	  It	  was	  horribly	  cold	  because	  
the	  wind	  was	  blowing	  off	  the	  sands.	  I	  climbed	  into	  my	  own	  train	  —	  not	  an	  Intermediate	  Carriage	  this	  time	  —	  and	  
went	  to	  sleep.	  	  
	  
If	  the	  man	  with	  the	  beard	  had	  given	  me	  a	  rupee	  I	  should	  have	  kept	  it	  as	  a	  memento	  of	  a	  rather	  curious	  affair.	  But	  
the	  consciousness	  of	  having	  done	  my	  duty	  was	  my	  only	  reward.	  	  
	  
Later	  on	  I	  reflected	  that	  two	  gentlemen	  like	  my	  friends	  could	  not	  do	  any	  good	  if	  they	  foregathered	  and	  
personated	  correspondents	  of	  newspapers,	  and	  might,	  if	  they	  “stuck	  up”	  one	  of	  the	  little	  rat-‐trap	  states	  of	  Central	  
India	  or	  Southern	  Rajputana,	  get	  themselves	  into	  serious	  difficulties.	  I	  therefore	  took	  some	  trouble	  to	  describe	  
them	  as	  accurately	  as	  I	  could	  remember	  to	  people	  who	  would	  be	  interested	  in	  deporting	  them;	  and	  succeeded,	  so	  
I	  was	  later	  informed,	  in	  having	  them	  headed	  back	  from	  the	  Degumber	  borders.	  	  
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Then	  I	  became	  respectable,	  and	  returned	  to	  an	  Office	  where	  there	  were	  no	  Kings	  and	  no	  incidents	  except	  the	  
daily	  manufacture	  of	  a	  newspaper.	  A	  newspaper	  office	  seems	  to	  attract	  every	  conceivable	  sort	  of	  person,	  to	  the	  
prejudice	  of	  discipline.	  Zenana-‐mission	  ladies	  arrive,	  and	  beg	  that	  the	  Editor	  will	  instantly	  abandon	  all	  his	  duties	  
to	  describe	  a	  Christian	  prize-‐giving	  in	  a	  back-‐slum	  of	  a	  perfectly	  inaccessible	  village;	  Colonels	  who	  have	  been	  
overpassed	  for	  commands	  sit	  down	  and	  sketch	  the	  outline	  of	  a	  series	  of	  ten,	  twelve,	  or	  twenty-‐four	  leading	  
articles	  on	  Seniority	  versus	  Selection;	  missionaries	  wish	  to	  know	  why	  they	  have	  not	  been	  permitted	  to	  escape	  
from	  their	  regular	  vehicles	  of	  abuse	  and	  swear	  at	  a	  brother-‐	  missionary	  under	  special	  patronage	  of	  the	  editorial	  
We;	  stranded	  theatrical	  companies	  troop	  up	  to	  explain	  that	  they	  cannot	  pay	  for	  their	  advertisements,	  but	  on	  their	  
return	  from	  New	  Zealand	  or	  Tahiti	  will	  do	  so	  with	  interest;	  inventors	  of	  patent	  punkah-‐pulling	  machines,	  
carriage	  couplings	  and	  unbreakable	  swords	  and	  axle-‐trees	  call	  with	  specifications	  in	  their	  pockets	  and	  hours	  at	  
their	  disposal;	  tea-‐companies	  enter	  and	  elaborate	  their	  prospectuses	  with	  the	  office	  pens;	  secretaries	  of	  ball-‐
committees	  clamor	  to	  have	  the	  glories	  of	  their	  last	  dance	  more	  fully	  expounded;	  strange	  ladies	  rustle	  in	  and	  
say:—	  “I	  want	  a	  hundred	  lady’s	  cards	  printed	  at	  once,	  please,”	  which	  is	  manifestly	  part	  of	  an	  Editor’s	  duty;	  and	  
every	  dissolute	  ruffian	  that	  ever	  tramped	  the	  Grand	  Trunk	  Road	  makes	  it	  his	  business	  to	  ask	  for	  employment	  as	  a	  
proof-‐reader.	  	  
	  
And,	  all	  the	  time,	  the	  telephone-‐bell	  is	  ringing	  madly,	  and	  Kings	  are	  being	  killed	  on	  the	  Continent,	  and	  Empires	  
are	  saying,	  “You’re	  another,”	  and	  Mister	  Gladstone	  is	  calling	  down	  brimstone	  upon	  the	  British	  Dominions,	  and	  
the	  little	  black	  copy-‐boys	  are	  whining,	  “kaa-‐pi	  chayha-yeh”	  (copy	  wanted)	  like	  tired	  bees,	  and	  most	  of	  the	  paper	  is	  
as	  blank	  as	  Modred’s	  shield.	  	  
	  
But	  that	  is	  the	  amusing	  part	  of	  the	  year.	  There	  are	  other	  six	  months	  wherein	  none	  ever	  come	  to	  call,	  and	  the	  
thermometer	  walks	  inch	  by	  inch	  up	  to	  the	  top	  of	  the	  glass,	  and	  the	  office	  is	  darkened	  to	  just	  above	  reading	  light,	  
and	  the	  press	  machines	  are	  red-‐hot	  of	  touch,	  and	  nobody	  writes	  anything	  but	  accounts	  of	  amusements	  in	  the	  Hill-‐
stations	  or	  obituary	  notices.	  Then	  the	  telephone	  becomes	  a	  tinkling	  terror,	  because	  it	  tells	  you	  of	  the	  sudden	  
deaths	  of	  men	  and	  women	  that	  you	  knew	  intimately,	  and	  the	  prickly-‐heat	  covers	  you	  as	  with	  a	  garment,	  and	  you	  
sit	  down	  and	  write:—	  “A	  slight	  increase	  of	  sickness	  is	  reported	  from	  the	  Khuda	  Janta	  Khan	  District.	  The	  outbreak	  
is	  purely	  sporadic	  in	  its	  nature,	  and,	  thanks	  to	  the	  energetic	  efforts	  of	  the	  District	  authorities,	  is	  now	  almost	  at	  an	  
end.	  It	  is,	  however,	  with	  deep	  regret	  we	  record	  the	  death,	  etc.”	  	  
	  
Then	  the	  sickness	  really	  breaks	  out,	  and	  the	  less	  recording	  and	  reporting	  the	  better	  for	  the	  peace	  of	  the	  
subscribers.	  But	  the	  Empires	  and	  the	  Kings	  continue	  to	  divert	  themselves	  as	  selfishly	  as	  before,	  and	  the	  foreman	  
thinks	  that	  a	  daily	  paper	  really	  ought	  to	  come	  out	  once	  in	  twenty-‐four	  hours,	  and	  all	  the	  people	  at	  the	  Hill-‐
stations	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  their	  amusements	  say:—	  “Good	  gracious!	  Why	  can’t	  the	  paper	  be	  sparkling?	  I’m	  sure	  
there’s	  plenty	  going	  on	  up	  here.”	  	  
	  
That	  is	  the	  dark	  half	  of	  the	  moon,	  and,	  as	  the	  advertisements	  say,	  “must	  be	  experienced	  to	  be	  appreciated.”	  	  
It	  was	  in	  that	  season,	  and	  a	  remarkably	  evil	  season,	  that	  the	  paper	  began	  running	  the	  last	  issue	  of	  the	  week	  on	  
Saturday	  night,	  which	  is	  to	  say	  Sunday	  morning,	  after	  the	  custom	  of	  a	  London	  paper.	  This	  was	  a	  great	  
convenience,	  for	  immediately	  after	  the	  paper	  was	  put	  to	  bed,	  the	  dawn	  would	  lower	  the	  thermometer	  from	  96°	  
to	  almost	  84°	  for	  almost	  half	  an	  hour,	  and	  in	  that	  chill	  —	  you	  have	  no	  idea	  how	  cold	  is	  84°	  on	  the	  grass	  until	  you	  
begin	  to	  pray	  for	  it	  —	  a	  very	  tired	  man	  could	  set	  off	  to	  sleep	  ere	  the	  heat	  roused	  him.	  	  
	  
One	  Saturday	  night	  it	  was	  my	  pleasant	  duty	  to	  put	  the	  paper	  to	  bed	  alone.	  A	  King	  or	  courtier	  or	  a	  courtesan	  or	  a	  
community	  was	  going	  to	  die	  or	  get	  a	  new	  Constitution,	  or	  do	  something	  that	  was	  important	  on	  the	  other	  side	  of	  
the	  world,	  and	  the	  paper	  was	  to	  be	  held	  open	  till	  the	  latest	  possible	  minute	  in	  order	  to	  catch	  the	  telegram.	  It	  was	  
a	  pitchy	  black	  night,	  as	  stifling	  as	  a	  June	  night	  can	  be,	  and	  the	  loo,	  the	  red-‐hot	  wind	  from	  the	  westward,	  was	  
booming	  among	  the	  tinder-‐dry	  trees	  and	  pretending	  that	  the	  rain	  was	  on	  its	  heels.	  Now	  and	  again	  a	  spot	  of	  
almost	  boiling	  water	  would	  fall	  on	  the	  dust	  with	  the	  flop	  of	  a	  frog,	  but	  all	  our	  weary	  world	  knew	  that	  was	  only	  
pretence.	  It	  was	  a	  shade	  cooler	  in	  the	  press-‐room	  than	  the	  office,	  so	  I	  sat	  there,	  while	  the	  type	  ticked	  and	  clicked,	  
and	  the	  night-‐jars	  hooted	  at	  the	  windows,	  and	  the	  all	  but	  naked	  compositors	  wiped	  the	  sweat	  from	  their	  
foreheads	  and	  called	  for	  water.	  The	  thing	  that	  was	  keeping	  us	  back,	  whatever	  it	  was,	  would	  not	  come	  off,	  though	  
the	  loo	  dropped	  and	  the	  last	  type	  was	  set,	  and	  the	  whole	  round	  earth	  stood	  still	  in	  the	  choking	  heat,	  with	  its	  
finger	  on	  its	  lip,	  to	  wait	  the	  event.	  I	  drowsed,	  and	  wondered	  whether	  the	  telegraph	  was	  a	  blessing,	  and	  whether	  
this	  dying	  man,	  or	  struggling	  people,	  was	  aware	  of	  the	  inconvenience	  the	  delay	  was	  causing.	  There	  was	  no	  special	  
reason	  beyond	  the	  heat	  and	  worry	  to	  make	  tension,	  but,	  as	  the	  clock-‐hands	  crept	  up	  to	  three	  o’clock	  and	  the	  
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machines	  spun	  their	  fly-‐	  wheels	  two	  and	  three	  times	  to	  see	  that	  all	  was	  in	  order,	  before	  I	  said	  the	  word	  that	  
would	  set	  them	  off,	  I	  could	  have	  shrieked	  aloud.	  	  
	  
Then	  the	  roar	  and	  rattle	  of	  the	  wheels	  shivered	  the	  quiet	  into	  little	  bits.	  I	  rose	  to	  go	  away,	  but	  two	  men	  in	  white	  
clothes	  stood	  in	  front	  of	  me.	  The	  first	  one	  said:—	  “It’s	  him!”	  The	  second	  said	  —	  “So	  it	  is!”	  And	  they	  both	  laughed	  
almost	  as	  loudly	  as	  the	  machinery	  roared,	  and	  mopped	  their	  foreheads.	  “We	  see	  there	  was	  a	  light	  burning	  across	  
the	  road	  and	  we	  were	  sleeping	  in	  that	  ditch	  there	  for	  coolness,	  and	  I	  said	  to	  my	  friend	  here,	  the	  office	  is	  open.	  
Let’s	  come	  along	  and	  speak	  to	  him	  as	  turned	  us	  back	  from	  the	  Degumber	  State,”	  said	  the	  smaller	  of	  the	  two.	  He	  
was	  the	  man	  I	  had	  met	  in	  the	  Mhow	  train,	  and	  his	  fellow	  was	  the	  red-‐bearded	  man	  of	  Marwar	  Junction.	  There	  
was	  no	  mistaking	  the	  eyebrows	  of	  the	  one	  or	  the	  beard	  of	  the	  other.	  	  
	  
I	  was	  not	  pleased,	  because	  I	  wished	  to	  go	  to	  sleep,	  not	  to	  squabble	  with	  loafers.	  “What	  do	  you	  want?”	  I	  asked.	  	  
	  
“Half	  an	  hour’s	  talk	  with	  you	  cool	  and	  comfortable,	  in	  the	  office,”	  said	  the	  red-‐bearded	  man.	  “We’d	  like	  some	  
drink	  —	  the	  Contrack	  doesn’t	  begin	  yet,	  Peachey,	  so	  you	  needn’t	  look	  —	  but	  what	  we	  really	  want	  is	  advice.	  We	  
don’t	  want	  money.	  We	  ask	  you	  as	  a	  favor,	  because	  you	  did	  us	  a	  bad	  turn	  about	  Degumber.”	  	  
	  
I	  led	  from	  the	  press-‐room	  to	  the	  stifling	  office	  with	  the	  maps	  on	  the	  walls,	  and	  the	  red-‐haired	  man	  rubbed	  his	  
hands.	  “That’s	  something	  like,”	  said	  he.	  “This	  was	  the	  proper	  shop	  to	  come	  to.	  Now,	  Sir,	  let	  me	  introduce	  to	  you	  
Brother	  Peachey	  Carnehan,	  that’s	  him,	  and	  Brother	  Daniel	  Dravot,	  that	  is	  me,	  and	  the	  less	  said	  about	  our	  
professions	  the	  better,	  for	  we	  have	  been	  most	  things	  in	  our	  time.	  Soldier,	  sailor,	  compositor,	  photographer,	  
proof-‐reader,	  street-‐preacher,	  and	  correspondents	  of	  the	  Backwoodsman	  when	  we	  thought	  the	  paper	  wanted	  
one.	  Carnehan	  is	  sober,	  and	  so	  am	  I.	  Look	  at	  us	  first	  and	  see	  that’s	  sure.	  It	  will	  save	  you	  cutting	  into	  my	  talk.	  We’ll	  
take	  one	  of	  your	  cigars	  apiece,	  and	  you	  shall	  see	  us	  light.”	  I	  watched	  the	  test.	  The	  men	  were	  absolutely	  sober,	  so	  I	  
gave	  them	  each	  a	  tepid	  peg.	  	  
	  
“Well	  and	  good,”	  said	  Carnehan	  of	  the	  eyebrows,	  wiping	  the	  froth	  from	  his	  mustache.	  “Let	  me	  talk	  now,	  Dan.	  We	  
have	  been	  all	  over	  India,	  mostly	  on	  foot.	  We	  have	  been	  boiler-‐fitters,	  engine-‐drivers,	  petty	  contractors,	  and	  all	  
that,	  and	  we	  have	  decided	  that	  India	  isn’t	  big	  enough	  for	  such	  as	  us.”	  	  
	  
They	  certainly	  were	  too	  big	  for	  the	  office.	  Dravot’s	  beard	  seemed	  to	  fill	  half	  the	  room	  and	  Carnehan’s	  shoulders	  
the	  other	  half,	  as	  they	  sat	  on	  the	  big	  table.	  Carnehan	  continued:	  —	  “The	  country	  isn’t	  half	  worked	  out	  because	  
they	  that	  governs	  it	  won’t	  let	  you	  touch	  it.	  They	  spend	  all	  their	  blessed	  time	  in	  governing	  it,	  and	  you	  can’t	  lift	  a	  
spade,	  nor	  chip	  a	  rock,	  nor	  look	  for	  oil,	  nor	  anything	  like	  that	  without	  all	  the	  Government	  saying	  —	  ‘Leave	  it	  
alone	  and	  let	  us	  govern.’	  Therefore,	  such	  as	  it	  is,	  we	  will	  let	  it	  alone,	  and	  go	  away	  to	  some	  other	  place	  where	  a	  
man	  isn’t	  crowded	  and	  can	  come	  to	  his	  own.	  We	  are	  not	  little	  men,	  and	  there	  is	  nothing	  that	  we	  are	  afraid	  of	  
except	  Drink,	  and	  we	  have	  signed	  a	  Contrack	  on	  that.	  Therefore,	  we	  are	  going	  away	  to	  be	  Kings.”	  	  
	  
“Kings	  in	  our	  own	  right,”	  muttered	  Dravot.	  	  
	  
“Yes,	  of	  course,”	  I	  said.	  “You’ve	  been	  tramping	  in	  the	  sun,	  and	  it’s	  a	  very	  warm	  night,	  and	  hadn’t	  you	  better	  sleep	  
over	  the	  notion?	  Come	  to-‐morrow.”	  	  
	  
“Neither	  drunk	  nor	  sunstruck,”	  said	  Dravot.	  “We	  have	  slept	  over	  the	  notion	  half	  a	  year,	  and	  require	  to	  see	  Books	  
and	  Atlases,	  and	  we	  have	  decided	  that	  there	  is	  only	  one	  place	  now	  in	  the	  world	  that	  two	  strong	  men	  can	  Sar-‐a-‐
whack.	  They	  call	  it	  Kafiristan.	  By	  my	  reckoning	  its	  the	  top	  right-‐hand	  corner	  of	  Afghanistan,	  not	  more	  than	  three	  
hundred	  miles	  from	  Peshawar.	  They	  have	  two	  and	  thirty	  heathen	  idols	  there,	  and	  we’ll	  be	  the	  thirty-‐third.	  It’s	  a	  
mountainous	  country,	  and	  the	  women	  of	  those	  parts	  are	  very	  beautiful.”	  	  
	  
“But	  that	  is	  provided	  against	  in	  the	  Contrack,”	  said	  Carnehan.	  “Neither	  Women	  nor	  Liquor,	  Daniel.”	  	  
	  
“And	  that’s	  all	  we	  know,	  except	  that	  no	  one	  has	  gone	  there,	  and	  they	  fight,	  and	  in	  any	  place	  where	  they	  fight	  a	  
man	  who	  knows	  how	  to	  drill	  men	  can	  always	  be	  a	  King.	  We	  shall	  go	  to	  those	  parts	  and	  say	  to	  any	  King	  we	  find	  —	  
‘D’	  you	  want	  to	  vanquish	  your	  foes?’	  and	  we	  will	  show	  him	  how	  to	  drill	  men;	  for	  that	  we	  know	  better	  than	  
anything	  else.	  Then	  we	  will	  subvert	  that	  King	  and	  seize	  his	  Throne	  and	  establish	  a	  Dynasty.”	  	  
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“You’ll	  be	  cut	  to	  pieces	  before	  you’re	  fifty	  miles	  across	  the	  Border,”	  I	  said.	  “You	  have	  to	  travel	  through	  
Afghanistan	  to	  get	  to	  that	  country.	  It’s	  one	  mass	  of	  mountains	  and	  peaks	  and	  glaciers,	  and	  no	  Englishman	  has	  
been	  through	  it.	  The	  people	  are	  utter	  brutes,	  and	  even	  if	  you	  reached	  them	  you	  couldn’t	  do	  anything.”	  	  
“That’s	  more	  like,”	  said	  Carnehan.	  “If	  you	  could	  think	  us	  a	  little	  more	  mad	  we	  would	  be	  more	  pleased.	  We	  have	  
come	  to	  you	  to	  know	  about	  this	  country,	  to	  read	  a	  book	  about	  it,	  and	  to	  be	  shown	  maps.	  We	  want	  you	  to	  tell	  us	  
that	  we	  are	  fools	  and	  to	  show	  us	  your	  books.”	  He	  turned	  to	  the	  book-‐cases.	  	  
	  
“Are	  you	  at	  all	  in	  earnest?”	  I	  said.	  	  
	  
“A	  little,”	  said	  Dravot,	  sweetly.	  “As	  big	  a	  map	  as	  you	  have	  got,	  even	  if	  it’s	  all	  blank	  where	  Kafiristan	  is,	  and	  any	  
books	  you’ve	  got.	  We	  can	  read,	  though	  we	  aren’t	  very	  educated.”	  	  
I	  uncased	  the	  big	  thirty-‐two-‐miles-‐to-‐the-‐inch	  map	  of	  India,	  and	  two	  smaller	  Frontier	  maps,	  hauled	  down	  volume	  
INF-‐KAN	  of	  the	  Encyclopædia	  Britannica,	  and	  the	  men	  consulted	  them.	  	  
	  
“See	  here!”	  said	  Dravot,	  his	  thumb	  on	  the	  map.	  “Up	  to	  Jagdallak,	  Peachey	  and	  me	  know	  the	  road.	  We	  was	  there	  
with	  Roberts’s	  Army.	  We’ll	  have	  to	  turn	  off	  to	  the	  right	  at	  Jagdallak	  through	  Laghmann	  territory.	  Then	  we	  get	  
among	  the	  hills	  —	  fourteen	  thousand	  feet	  —	  fifteen	  thousand	  —	  it	  will	  be	  cold	  work	  there,	  but	  it	  don’t	  look	  very	  
far	  on	  the	  map.”	  	  
I	  handed	  him	  Wood	  on	  the	  Sources	  of	  the	  Oxus.	  Carnehan	  was	  deep	  in	  the	  Encyclopædia.	  
	  
“They’re	  a	  mixed	  lot,”	  said	  Dravot,	  reflectively;	  “and	  it	  won’t	  help	  us	  to	  know	  the	  names	  of	  their	  tribes.	  	  
The	  more	  tribes	  the	  more	  they’ll	  fight,	  and	  the	  better	  for	  us.	  From	  Jagdallak	  to	  Ashang.	  H’mm!”	  
“But	  all	  the	  information	  about	  the	  country	  is	  as	  sketchy	  and	  inaccurate	  as	  can	  be,”	  I	  protested.	  “No	  one	  knows	  
anything	  about	  it	  really.	  Here’s	  the	  file	  of	  the	  United	  Services’	  Institute.	  Read	  what	  Bellew	  says.”	  “Blow	  Bellew!”	  
said	  Carnehan.	  “Dan,	  they’re	  an	  all-‐fired	  lot	  of	  heathens,	  but	  this	  book	  here	  says	  they	  think	  they’re	  related	  to	  us	  
English.”	  
	  
I	  smoked	  while	  the	  men	  pored	  over	  Raverty,	  Wood,	  the	  maps	  and	  the	  Encyclopædia.	  	  
	  
“There	  is	  no	  use	  your	  waiting,”	  said	  Dravot,	  politely.	  “It’s	  about	  four	  o’clock	  now.	  We’ll	  go	  before	  six	  o’clock	  if	  you	  
want	  to	  sleep,	  and	  we	  won’t	  steal	  any	  of	  the	  papers.	  Don’t	  you	  sit	  up.	  We’re	  two	  harmless	  lunatics,	  and	  if	  you	  
come,	  to-‐morrow	  evening,	  down	  to	  the	  Serai	  we’ll	  say	  good-‐by	  to	  you.”	  	  
	  
“You	  are	  two	  fools,”	  I	  answered.	  “You’ll	  be	  turned	  back	  at	  the	  Frontier	  or	  cut	  up	  the	  minute	  you	  set	  foot	  in	  
Afghanistan.	  Do	  you	  want	  any	  money	  or	  a	  recommendation	  down-‐country?	  I	  can	  help	  you	  to	  the	  chance	  of	  work	  
next	  week.”	  	  
	  
“Next	  week	  we	  shall	  be	  hard	  at	  work	  ourselves,	  thank	  you,”	  said	  Dravot.	  “It	  isn’t	  so	  easy	  being	  a	  King	  as	  it	  looks.	  
When	  we’ve	  got	  our	  Kingdom	  in	  going	  order	  we’ll	  let	  you	  know,	  and	  you	  can	  come	  up	  and	  help	  us	  to	  govern	  it.”	  	  
	  
“Would	  two	  lunatics	  make	  a	  Contrack	  like	  that!”	  said	  Carnehan,	  with	  subdued	  pride,	  showing	  me	  a	  greasy	  half-‐
sheet	  of	  note-‐paper	  on	  which	  was	  written	  the	  following.	  I	  copied	  it,	  then	  and	  there,	  as	  a	  curiosity:—	  	  
	  
This	  Contract	  between	  me	  and	  you	  persuing	  witnesseth	  in	  the	  name	  of	  God	  —	  Amen	  and	  so	  forth.	  	  
	  
(One)	  That	  me	  and	  you	  will	  settle	  this	  matter	  together:	  i.e.,	  to	  be	  Kings	  of	  Kafiristan.	  	  
	  
(Two)	  That	  you	  and	  me	  will	  not	  while	  this	  matter	  is	  being	  settled,	  look	  at	  any	  Liquor,	  nor	  any	  Woman	  black,	  white	  
or	  brown,	  so	  as	  to	  get	  mixed	  up	  with	  one	  or	  the	  other	  harmful.	  	  
	  
(Three)	  That	  we	  conduct	  ourselves	  with	  Dignity	  and	  Discretion,	  and	  if	  one	  of	  us	  gets	  into	  trouble	  the	  other	  will	  stay	  
by	  him.	  	  
	  
Signed	  by	  you	  and	  me	  this	  day.	  Peachey	  Taliaferro	  Carnehan.	  Daniel	  Dravot.	  
Both	  Gentlemen	  at	  Large.	  	  
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“There	  was	  no	  need	  for	  the	  last	  article,”	  said	  Carnehan,	  blushing	  modestly;	  “but	  it	  looks	  regular.	  Now	  you	  know	  
the	  sort	  of	  men	  that	  loafers	  are	  —	  we	  are	  loafers,	  Dan,	  until	  we	  get	  out	  of	  India	  —	  and	  do	  you	  think	  that	  we	  could	  
sign	  a	  Contrack	  like	  that	  unless	  we	  was	  in	  earnest?	  We	  have	  kept	  away	  from	  the	  two	  things	  that	  make	  life	  worth	  
having.”	  	  
	  
“You	  won’t	  enjoy	  your	  lives	  much	  longer	  if	  you	  are	  going	  to	  try	  this	  idiotic	  adventure.	  Don’t	  set	  the	  office	  on	  fire,”	  
I	  said,	  “and	  go	  away	  before	  nine	  o’clock.”	  	  
	  
I	  left	  them	  still	  poring	  over	  the	  maps	  and	  making	  notes	  on	  the	  back	  of	  the	  “Contrack.”	  “Be	  sure	  to	  come	  down	  to	  
the	  Serai	  to-‐morrow,”	  were	  their	  parting	  words.	  	  
	  
The	  Kumharsen	  Serai	  is	  the	  great	  four-‐square	  sink	  of	  humanity	  where	  the	  strings	  of	  camels	  and	  horses	  from	  the	  
North	  load	  and	  unload.	  All	  the	  nationalities	  of	  Central	  Asia	  may	  be	  found	  there,	  and	  most	  of	  the	  folk	  of	  India	  
proper.	  Balkh	  and	  Bokhara	  there	  meet	  Bengal	  and	  Bombay,	  and	  try	  to	  draw	  eye-‐teeth.	  You	  can	  buy	  ponies,	  
turquoises,	  Persian	  pussy-‐cats,	  saddle-‐bags,	  fat-‐tailed	  sheep	  and	  musk	  in	  the	  Kumharsen	  Serai,	  and	  get	  many	  
strange	  things	  for	  nothing.	  In	  the	  afternoon	  I	  went	  down	  there	  to	  see	  whether	  my	  friends	  intended	  to	  keep	  their	  
word	  or	  were	  lying	  about	  drunk.	  	  
	  
A	  priest	  attired	  in	  fragments	  of	  ribbons	  and	  rags	  stalked	  up	  to	  me,	  gravely	  twisting	  a	  child’s	  paper	  whirligig.	  
Behind	  him	  was	  his	  servant,	  bending	  under	  the	  load	  of	  a	  crate	  of	  mud	  toys.	  The	  two	  were	  loading	  up	  two	  camels,	  
and	  the	  inhabitants	  of	  the	  Serai	  watched	  them	  with	  shrieks	  of	  laughter.	  	  
	  
“The	  priest	  is	  mad,”	  said	  a	  horse-‐dealer	  to	  me.	  “He	  is	  going	  up	  to	  Kabul	  to	  sell	  toys	  to	  the	  Amir.	  He	  will	  either	  be	  
raised	  to	  honor	  or	  have	  his	  head	  cut	  off.	  He	  came	  in	  here	  this	  morning	  and	  has	  been	  behaving	  madly	  ever	  since.”	  	  
	  
“The	  witless	  are	  under	  the	  protection	  of	  God,”	  stammered	  a	  flat-‐cheeked	  Usbeg	  in	  broken	  Hindi.	  “They	  foretell	  
future	  events.”	  	  
	  
“Would	  they	  could	  have	  foretold	  that	  my	  caravan	  would	  have	  been	  cut	  up	  by	  the	  Shinwaris	  almost	  within	  shadow	  
of	  the	  Pass!”	  grunted	  the	  Eusufzai	  agent	  of	  a	  Rajputana	  trading-‐house	  whose	  goods	  had	  been	  feloniously	  diverted	  
into	  the	  hands	  of	  other	  robbers	  just	  across	  the	  Border,	  and	  whose	  misfortunes	  were	  the	  laughing-‐stock	  of	  the	  
bazar.	  “Ohé,	  priest,	  whence	  come	  you	  and	  whither	  do	  you	  go?”	  	  
	  
“From	  Roum	  have	  I	  come,”	  shouted	  the	  priest,	  waving	  his	  whirligig;	  “from	  Roum,	  blown	  by	  the	  breath	  of	  a	  
hundred	  devils	  across	  the	  sea!	  O	  thieves,	  robbers,	  liars,	  the	  blessing	  of	  Pir	  Khan	  on	  pigs,	  dogs,	  and	  perjurers!	  Who	  
will	  take	  the	  Protected	  of	  God	  to	  the	  North	  to	  sell	  charms	  that	  are	  never	  still	  to	  the	  Amir?	  The	  camels	  shall	  not	  
gall,	  the	  sons	  shall	  not	  fall	  sick,	  and	  the	  wives	  shall	  remain	  faithful	  while	  they	  are	  in	  their	  caravan.	  Who	  will	  assist	  
me	  to	  slipper	  the	  King	  of	  the	  Roos	  	  
away,	  of	  the	  men	  who	  give	  me	  place	  in	  their	  caravan.	  Who	  will	  assist	  me	  to	  slipper	  the	  King	  of	  the	  Roos	  with	  a	  
golden	  slipper	  with	  a	  silver	  heel?	  The	  protection	  of	  Pir	  Kahn	  be	  upon	  his	  labors!”	  He	  spread	  out	  the	  skirts	  of	  his	  
gabardine	  and	  pirouetted	  between	  the	  lines	  of	  tethered	  horses.	  	  
“There	  starts	  a	  caravan	  from	  Peshawar	  to	  Kabul	  in	  twenty	  days,	  Huzrut,”	  said	  the	  Eusufzai	  trader.	  “My	  camels	  go	  
therewith.	  Do	  thou	  also	  go	  and	  bring	  us	  good	  luck.”	  	  
	  
“I	  will	  go	  even	  now!”	  shouted	  the	  priest.	  “I	  will	  depart	  upon	  my	  winged	  camels,	  and	  be	  at	  Peshawar	  in	  a	  day!	  Ho!	  
Hazar	  Mir	  Khan,”	  he	  yelled	  to	  his	  servant	  “drive	  out	  the	  camels,	  but	  let	  me	  first	  mount	  my	  own.”	  	  
	  
He	  leaped	  on	  the	  back	  of	  his	  beast	  as	  it	  knelt,	  and	  turning	  round	  to	  me,	  cried:—	  	  
	  
“Come	  thou	  also,	  Sahib,	  a	  little	  along	  the	  road,	  and	  I	  will	  sell	  thee	  a	  charm	  —	  an	  amulet	  that	  shall	  make	  thee	  King	  
of	  Kafiristan.”	  	  
	  
Then	  the	  light	  broke	  upon	  me,	  and	  I	  followed	  the	  two	  camels	  out	  of	  the	  Serai	  till	  we	  reached	  open	  road	  and	  the	  
priest	  halted.	  	  
	  
“What	  d’	  you	  think	  o’	  that?”	  said	  he	  in	  English.	  	  
	  



	   54	  

“Carnehan	  can’t	  talk	  their	  patter,	  so	  I’ve	  made	  him	  my	  servant.	  He	  makes	  a	  handsome	  servant.	  ’Tisn’t	  for	  nothing	  
that	  I’ve	  been	  knocking	  about	  the	  country	  for	  fourteen	  years.	  Didn’t	  I	  do	  that	  talk	  neat?	  We’ll	  hitch	  on	  to	  a	  
caravan	  at	  Peshawar	  till	  we	  get	  to	  Jagdallak,	  and	  then	  we’ll	  see	  if	  we	  can	  get	  donkeys	  for	  our	  camels,	  and	  strike	  
into	  Kafiristan.	  Whirligigs	  for	  the	  Amir,	  O	  Lor!	  Put	  your	  hand	  under	  the	  camel-‐bags	  and	  tell	  me	  what	  you	  feel.”	  	  
I	  felt	  the	  butt	  of	  a	  Martini,	  and	  another	  and	  another.	  	  
	  
“Twenty	  of	  ’em,”	  said	  Dravot,	  placidly.	  	  
	  
“Twenty	  of	  ’em,	  and	  ammunition	  to	  correspond,	  under	  the	  whirligigs	  and	  the	  mud	  dolls.”	  	  
“Heaven	  help	  you	  if	  you	  are	  caught	  with	  those	  things!”	  I	  said.	  “A	  Martini	  is	  worth	  her	  weight	  in	  silver	  among	  the	  
Pathans.”	  	  
	  
“Fifteen	  hundred	  rupees	  of	  capital	  —	  every	  rupee	  we	  could	  beg,	  borrow,	  or	  steal	  —	  are	  invested	  on	  these	  two	  
camels,”	  said	  Dravot.	  “We	  won’t	  get	  caught.	  We’re	  going	  through	  the	  Khaiber	  with	  a	  regular	  caravan.	  Who’d	  touch	  
a	  poor	  mad	  priest?”	  	  
	  
“Have	  you	  got	  everything	  you	  want?”	  I	  asked,	  overcome	  with	  astonishment.	  	  
	  
“Not	  yet,	  but	  we	  shall	  soon.	  Give	  us	  a	  momento	  of	  your	  kindness,	  Brother.	  You	  did	  me	  a	  service	  yesterday,	  and	  
that	  time	  in	  Marwar.	  Half	  my	  Kingdom	  shall	  you	  have,	  as	  the	  saying	  is.”	  I	  slipped	  a	  small	  charm	  compass	  from	  my	  
watch-‐chain	  and	  handed	  it	  up	  to	  the	  priest.	  	  
	  
“Good-‐by,”	  said	  Dravot,	  giving	  me	  his	  hand	  cautiously.	  “It’s	  the	  last	  time	  we’ll	  shake	  hands	  with	  an	  Englishman	  
these	  many	  days.	  Shake	  hands	  with	  him,	  Carnehan,”	  he	  cried,	  as	  the	  second	  camel	  passed	  me.	  	  
	  
Carnehan	  leaned	  down	  and	  shook	  hands.	  Then	  the	  camels	  passed	  away	  along	  the	  dusty	  road,	  and	  I	  was	  left	  alone	  
to	  wonder.	  My	  eye	  could	  detect	  no	  failure	  in	  the	  disguises.	  The	  scene	  in	  the	  Serai	  attested	  that	  they	  were	  
complete	  to	  the	  native	  mind.	  There	  was	  just	  the	  chance,	  therefore,	  that	  Carnehan	  and	  Dravot	  would	  be	  able	  to	  
wander	  through	  Afghanistan	  without	  detection.	  But,	  beyond,	  they	  would	  find	  death,	  certain	  and	  awful	  death.	  	  
	  
Ten	  days	  later	  a	  native	  friend	  of	  mine,	  giving	  me	  the	  news	  of	  the	  day	  from	  Peshawar,	  wound	  up	  his	  letter	  with:—	  
“There	  has	  been	  much	  laughter	  here	  on	  account	  of	  a	  certain	  mad	  priest	  who	  is	  going	  in	  his	  estimation	  to	  sell	  
petty	  gauds	  and	  insignificant	  trinkets	  which	  he	  ascribes	  as	  great	  charms	  to	  H.	  H.	  the	  Amir	  of	  Bokhara.	  He	  passed	  
through	  Peshawar	  and	  associated	  himself	  to	  the	  Second	  Summer	  caravan	  that	  goes	  to	  Kabul.	  The	  merchants	  are	  
pleased	  because	  through	  superstition	  they	  imagine	  that	  such	  mad	  fellows	  bring	  good-‐fortune.”	  	  
	  
The	  two	  then,	  were	  beyond	  the	  Border.	  I	  would	  have	  prayed	  for	  them,	  but,	  that	  night,	  a	  real	  King	  died	  in	  Europe,	  
and	  demanded	  an	  obituary	  notice.	  	  
The	  wheel	  of	  the	  world	  swings	  through	  the	  same	  phases	  again	  and	  again.	  Summer	  passed	  and	  winter	  thereafter,	  
and	  came	  and	  passed	  again.	  The	  daily	  paper	  continued	  and	  I	  with	  it,	  and	  upon	  the	  third	  summer	  there	  fell	  a	  hot	  
night,	  a	  night-‐issue,	  and	  a	  strained	  waiting	  for	  something	  to	  be	  telegraphed	  from	  the	  other	  side	  of	  the	  world,	  
exactly	  as	  had	  happened	  before.	  A	  few	  great	  men	  had	  died	  in	  the	  past	  two	  years,	  the	  machines	  worked	  with	  more	  
clatter,	  and	  some	  of	  the	  trees	  in	  the	  Office	  garden	  were	  a	  few	  feet	  taller.	  But	  that	  was	  all	  the	  difference.	  	  
	  
I	  passed	  over	  to	  the	  press-‐room,	  and	  went	  through	  just	  such	  a	  scene	  as	  I	  have	  already	  described.	  The	  nervous	  
tension	  was	  stronger	  than	  it	  had	  been	  two	  years	  before,	  and	  I	  felt	  the	  heat	  more	  acutely.	  At	  three	  o’clock	  I	  cried,	  
“Print	  off,”	  and	  turned	  to	  go,	  when	  there	  crept	  to	  my	  chair	  what	  was	  left	  of	  a	  man.	  He	  was	  bent	  into	  a	  circle,	  his	  
head	  was	  sunk	  between	  his	  shoulders,	  and	  he	  moved	  his	  feet	  one	  over	  the	  other	  like	  a	  bear.	  I	  could	  hardly	  see	  
whether	  he	  walked	  or	  crawled	  —	  this	  rag-‐wrapped,	  whining	  cripple	  who	  addressed	  me	  by	  name,	  crying	  that	  he	  
was	  come	  back.	  “Can	  you	  give	  me	  a	  drink?”	  he	  whimpered.	  “For	  the	  Lord’s	  sake,	  give	  me	  a	  drink!”	  	  
	  
I	  went	  back	  to	  the	  office,	  the	  man	  following	  with	  groans	  of	  pain,	  and	  I	  turned	  up	  the	  lamp.	  	  
“Don’t	  you	  know	  me?”	  he	  gasped,	  dropping	  into	  a	  chair,	  and	  he	  turned	  his	  drawn	  face,	  surmounted	  by	  a	  shock	  of	  
gray	  hair,	  to	  the	  light.	  	  
I	  looked	  at	  him	  intently.	  Once	  before	  had	  I	  seen	  eyebrows	  that	  met	  over	  the	  nose	  in	  an	  inch-‐broad	  black	  band,	  but	  
for	  the	  life	  of	  me	  I	  could	  not	  tell	  where.	  	  
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“I	  don’t	  know	  you,”	  I	  said,	  handing	  him	  the	  whiskey.	  “What	  can	  I	  do	  for	  you?”	  He	  took	  a	  gulp	  of	  the	  spirit	  raw,	  and	  
shivered	  in	  spite	  of	  the	  suffocating	  heat.	  	  
	  
“I’ve	  come	  back,”	  he	  repeated;	  “and	  I	  was	  the	  King	  of	  Kafiristan	  —	  me	  and	  Dravot	  —	  crowned	  Kings	  we	  was!	  In	  
this	  office	  we	  settled	  it	  —	  you	  setting	  there	  and	  giving	  us	  the	  books.	  I	  am	  Peachey	  —	  Peachey	  Taliaferro	  
Carnehan,	  and	  you’ve	  been	  setting	  here	  ever	  since	  —	  O	  Lord!”	  	  
	  
I	  was	  more	  than	  a	  little	  astonished,	  and	  expressed	  my	  feelings	  accordingly.	  	  
	  
“It’s	  true,”	  said	  Carnehan,	  with	  a	  dry	  cackle,	  nursing	  his	  feet	  which	  were	  wrapped	  in	  rags.	  “True	  as	  gospel.	  Kings	  
we	  were,	  with	  crowns	  upon	  our	  heads	  —	  me	  and	  Dravot	  —	  poor	  Dan	  —	  oh,	  poor,	  poor	  Dan,	  that	  would	  never	  
take	  advice,	  not	  though	  I	  begged	  of	  him!”	  	  
	  
“Take	  the	  whiskey,”	  I	  said,	  “and	  take	  your	  own	  time.	  Tell	  me	  all	  you	  can	  recollect	  of	  everything	  from	  beginning	  to	  
end.	  You	  got	  across	  the	  border	  on	  your	  camels,	  Dravot	  dressed	  as	  a	  mad	  priest	  and	  you	  his	  servant.	  Do	  you	  
remember	  that?”	  	  
“I	  ain’t	  mad	  —	  yet,	  but	  I	  will	  be	  that	  way	  soon.	  Of	  course	  I	  remember.	  Keep	  looking	  at	  me,	  or	  maybe	  my	  words	  
will	  go	  all	  to	  pieces.	  Keep	  looking	  at	  me	  in	  my	  eyes	  and	  don’t	  say	  anything.”	  	  
	  
I	  leaned	  forward	  and	  looked	  into	  his	  face	  as	  steadily	  as	  I	  could.	  He	  dropped	  one	  hand	  upon	  the	  table	  and	  I	  
grasped	  it	  by	  the	  wrist.	  It	  was	  twisted	  like	  a	  bird’s	  claw,	  and	  upon	  the	  back	  was	  a	  ragged,	  red,	  diamond-‐	  shaped	  
scar.	  	  
	  
“No,	  don’t	  look	  there.	  Look	  at	  me,”	  said	  Carnehan.	  	  
“That	  comes	  afterwards,	  but	  for	  the	  Lord’s	  sake	  don’t	  distrack	  me.	  We	  left	  with	  that	  caravan,	  me	  and	  Dravot,	  
playing	  all	  sorts	  of	  antics	  to	  amuse	  the	  people	  we	  were	  with.	  Dravot	  used	  to	  make	  us	  laugh	  in	  the	  evenings	  when	  
all	  the	  people	  was	  cooking	  their	  dinners	  —	  cooking	  their	  dinners,	  and	  ...	  what	  did	  they	  do	  then?	  They	  lit	  little	  fires	  
with	  sparks	  that	  went	  into	  Dravot’s	  beard,	  and	  we	  all	  laughed	  —	  fit	  to	  die.	  Little	  red	  fires	  they	  was,	  going	  into	  
Dravot’s	  big	  red	  beard	  —	  so	  funny.”	  His	  eyes	  left	  mine	  and	  he	  smiled	  foolishly.	  	  
	  
“You	  went	  as	  far	  as	  Jagdallak	  with	  that	  caravan,”	  I	  said	  at	  a	  venture,	  “after	  you	  had	  lit	  those	  fires.	  To	  Jagdallak,	  
where	  you	  turned	  off	  to	  try	  to	  get	  into	  Kafiristan.”	  	  
	  
“No,	  we	  didn’t	  neither.	  What	  are	  you	  talking	  about?	  We	  turned	  off	  before	  Jagdallak,	  because	  we	  heard	  the	  roads	  
was	  good.	  But	  they	  wasn’t	  good	  enough	  for	  our	  two	  camels	  —	  mine	  and	  Dravot’s.	  When	  we	  left	  the	  caravan,	  
Dravot	  took	  off	  all	  his	  clothes	  and	  mine	  too,	  and	  said	  we	  would	  be	  heathen,	  because	  the	  Kafirs	  didn’t	  allow	  
Mohammedans	  to	  talk	  to	  them.	  So	  we	  dressed	  betwixt	  and	  between,	  and	  such	  a	  sight	  as	  Daniel	  Dravot	  I	  never	  
saw	  yet	  nor	  expect	  to	  see	  again.	  He	  burned	  half	  his	  beard,	  and	  slung	  a	  sheep-‐	  skin	  over	  his	  shoulder,	  and	  shaved	  
his	  head	  into	  patterns.	  He	  shaved	  mine,	  too,	  and	  made	  me	  wear	  outrageous	  things	  to	  look	  like	  a	  heathen.	  That	  
was	  in	  a	  most	  mountaineous	  country,	  and	  our	  camels	  couldn’t	  go	  along	  any	  more	  because	  of	  the	  mountains.	  They	  
were	  tall	  and	  black,	  and	  coming	  home	  I	  saw	  them	  fight	  like	  wild	  goats	  —	  there	  are	  lots	  of	  goats	  in	  Kafiristan.	  And	  
these	  mountains,	  they	  never	  keep	  still,	  no	  more	  than	  the	  goats.	  Always	  fighting	  they	  are,	  and	  don’t	  let	  you	  sleep	  at	  
night.”	  	  
	  
“Take	  some	  more	  whiskey,”	  I	  said,	  very	  slowly.	  “What	  did	  you	  and	  Daniel	  Dravot	  do	  when	  the	  camels	  could	  go	  no	  
further	  because	  of	  the	  rough	  roads	  that	  led	  into	  Kafiristan?”	  	  
	  
“What	  did	  which	  do?	  There	  was	  a	  party	  called	  Peachey	  Taliaferro	  Carnehan	  that	  was	  with	  Dravot.	  Shall	  I	  tell	  you	  
about	  him?	  He	  died	  out	  there	  in	  the	  cold.	  Slap	  from	  the	  bridge	  fell	  old	  Peachey,	  turning	  and	  twisting	  in	  the	  air	  like	  
a	  penny	  whirligig	  that	  you	  can	  sell	  to	  the	  Amir	  —	  No;	  they	  was	  two	  for	  three	  ha’pence,	  those	  whirligigs,	  or	  I	  am	  
much	  mistaken	  and	  woful	  sore.	  And	  then	  these	  camels	  were	  no	  use,	  and	  Peachey	  said	  to	  Dravot	  —	  ‘For	  the	  Lord’s	  
sake,	  let’s	  get	  out	  of	  this	  before	  our	  heads	  are	  chopped	  off,’	  and	  with	  that	  they	  killed	  the	  camels	  all	  among	  the	  
mountains,	  not	  having	  anything	  in	  particular	  to	  eat,	  but	  first	  they	  took	  off	  the	  boxes	  with	  the	  guns	  and	  the	  
ammunition,	  till	  two	  men	  came	  along	  driving	  four	  mules.	  Dravot	  up	  and	  dances	  in	  front	  of	  them,	  singing,	  —	  ‘Sell	  
me	  four	  mules.’	  Says	  the	  first	  man,	  —	  ‘If	  you	  are	  rich	  enough	  to	  buy,	  you	  are	  rich	  enough	  to	  rob;’	  but	  before	  ever	  
he	  could	  put	  his	  hand	  to	  his	  knife,	  Dravot	  breaks	  his	  neck	  over	  his	  knee,	  and	  the	  other	  party	  runs	  away.	  So	  



	   56	  

Carnehan	  loaded	  the	  mules	  with	  the	  rifles	  that	  was	  taken	  off	  the	  camels,	  and	  together	  we	  starts	  forward	  into	  
those	  bitter	  cold	  mountainous	  parts,	  and	  never	  a	  road	  broader	  than	  the	  back	  of	  your	  hand.”	  	  
He	  paused	  for	  a	  moment,	  while	  I	  asked	  him	  if	  he	  could	  remember	  the	  nature	  of	  the	  country	  through	  which	  he	  had	  
journeyed.	  	  
	  
“I	  am	  telling	  you	  as	  straight	  as	  I	  can,	  but	  my	  head	  isn’t	  as	  good	  as	  it	  might	  be.	  They	  drove	  nails	  through	  it	  to	  make	  
me	  hear	  better	  how	  Dravot	  died.	  The	  country	  was	  mountainous	  and	  the	  mules	  were	  most	  contrary,	  and	  the	  
inhabitants	  was	  dispersed	  and	  solitary.	  They	  went	  up	  and	  up,	  and	  down	  and	  down,	  and	  that	  other	  party	  
Carnehan,	  was	  imploring	  of	  Dravot	  not	  to	  sing	  and	  whistle	  so	  loud,	  for	  fear	  of	  bringing	  down	  the	  tremenjus	  
avalanches.	  But	  Dravot	  says	  that	  if	  a	  King	  couldn’t	  sing	  it	  wasn’t	  worth	  being	  King,	  and	  whacked	  the	  mules	  over	  
the	  rump,	  and	  never	  took	  no	  heed	  for	  ten	  cold	  days.	  We	  came	  to	  a	  big	  level	  valley	  all	  among	  the	  mountains,	  and	  
the	  mules	  were	  near	  dead,	  so	  we	  killed	  them,	  not	  having	  anything	  in	  special	  for	  them	  or	  us	  to	  eat.	  We	  sat	  upon	  
the	  boxes,	  and	  played	  odd	  and	  even	  with	  the	  cartridges	  that	  was	  jolted	  out.	  	  
	  
“Then	  ten	  men	  with	  bows	  and	  arrows	  ran	  down	  that	  valley,	  chasing	  twenty	  men	  with	  bows	  and	  arrows,	  and	  the	  
row	  was	  tremenjus.	  They	  was	  fair	  men	  —	  fairer	  than	  you	  or	  me	  —	  with	  yellow	  hair	  and	  remarkable	  well	  built.	  
Says	  Dravot,	  unpacking	  the	  guns	  —	  ‘This	  is	  the	  beginning	  of	  the	  business.	  We’ll	  fight	  for	  the	  ten	  men,’	  and	  with	  
that	  he	  fires	  two	  rifles	  at	  the	  twenty	  men	  and	  drops	  one	  of	  them	  at	  two	  hundred	  yards	  from	  the	  rock	  where	  we	  
was	  sitting.	  The	  other	  men	  began	  to	  run,	  but	  Carnehan	  and	  Dravot	  sits	  on	  the	  boxes	  picking	  them	  off	  at	  all	  ranges,	  
up	  and	  down	  the	  valley.	  Then	  we	  goes	  up	  to	  the	  ten	  men	  that	  had	  run	  across	  the	  snow	  too,	  and	  they	  fires	  a	  footy	  
little	  arrow	  at	  us.	  Dravot	  he	  shoots	  above	  their	  heads	  and	  they	  all	  falls	  down	  flat.	  Then	  he	  walks	  over	  them	  and	  
kicks	  them,	  and	  then	  he	  lifts	  them	  up	  and	  shakes	  hands	  all	  around	  to	  make	  them	  friendly	  like.	  He	  calls	  them	  and	  
gives	  them	  the	  boxes	  to	  carry,	  and	  waves	  his	  hand	  for	  all	  the	  world	  as	  though	  he	  was	  King	  already.	  They	  takes	  the	  
boxes	  and	  him	  across	  the	  valley	  and	  up	  the	  hill	  into	  a	  pine	  wood	  on	  the	  top,	  where	  there	  was	  half	  a	  dozen	  big	  
stone	  idols.	  Dravot	  he	  goes	  to	  the	  biggest	  —	  a	  fellow	  they	  call	  Imbra	  —	  and	  lays	  a	  rifle	  and	  a	  cartridge	  at	  his	  feet,	  
rubbing	  his	  nose	  respectful	  with	  his	  own	  nose,	  patting	  him	  on	  the	  head,	  and	  saluting	  in	  front	  of	  it.	  He	  turns	  round	  
to	  the	  men	  and	  nods	  his	  head,	  and	  says,	  —	  ‘That’s	  all	  right.	  I’m	  in	  the	  know	  too,	  and	  these	  old	  jim-‐jams	  are	  my	  
friends.’	  Then	  he	  opens	  his	  mouth	  and	  points	  down	  it,	  and	  when	  the	  first	  man	  brings	  him	  food,	  he	  says	  —	  ‘No;’	  
and	  when	  the	  second	  man	  brings	  him	  food,	  he	  says	  —	  ‘No;’	  but	  when	  one	  of	  the	  old	  priests	  and	  the	  boss	  of	  the	  
village	  brings	  him	  food,	  he	  says	  —	  ‘Yes;’	  very	  haughty,	  and	  eats	  it	  slow.	  That	  was	  how	  we	  came	  to	  our	  first	  village,	  
without	  any	  trouble,	  just	  as	  though	  we	  had	  tumbled	  from	  the	  skies.	  But	  we	  tumbled	  from	  one	  of	  those	  damned	  
rope-‐bridges,	  you	  see,	  and	  you	  couldn’t	  expect	  a	  man	  to	  laugh	  much	  after	  that.”	  	  
	  
“Take	  some	  more	  whiskey	  and	  go	  on,”	  I	  said.	  “That	  was	  the	  first	  village	  you	  came	  into.	  How	  did	  you	  get	  to	  be	  
King?”	  	  
	  
“I	  wasn’t	  King,”	  said	  Carnehan.	  “Dravot	  he	  was	  the	  King,	  and	  a	  handsome	  man	  he	  looked	  with	  the	  gold	  crown	  on	  
his	  head	  and	  all.	  Him	  and	  the	  other	  party	  stayed	  in	  that	  village,	  and	  every	  morning	  Dravot	  sat	  by	  the	  side	  of	  old	  
Imbra,	  and	  the	  people	  came	  and	  worshipped.	  That	  was	  Dravot’s	  order.	  Then	  a	  lot	  of	  men	  came	  into	  the	  valley,	  
and	  Carnehan	  and	  Dravot	  picks	  them	  off	  with	  the	  rifles	  before	  they	  knew	  where	  they	  was,	  and	  runs	  down	  into	  
the	  valley	  and	  up	  again	  the	  other	  side,	  and	  finds	  another	  village,	  same	  as	  the	  first	  one,	  and	  the	  people	  all	  falls	  
down	  flat	  on	  their	  faces,	  and	  Dravot	  says,	  —	  ‘Now	  what	  is	  the	  trouble	  between	  you	  two	  villages?’	  and	  the	  people	  
points	  to	  a	  woman,	  as	  fair	  as	  you	  or	  me,	  that	  was	  carried	  off,	  and	  Dravot	  takes	  her	  back	  to	  the	  first	  village	  and	  
counts	  up	  the	  dead	  —	  eight	  there	  was.	  For	  each	  dead	  man	  Dravot	  pours	  a	  little	  milk	  on	  the	  ground	  and	  waves	  his	  
arms	  like	  a	  whirligig	  and,	  ‘That’s	  all	  right,’	  says	  he.	  Then	  he	  and	  Carnehan	  takes	  the	  big	  boss	  of	  each	  village	  by	  the	  
arm	  and	  walks	  them	  down	  into	  the	  valley,	  and	  shows	  them	  how	  to	  scratch	  a	  line	  with	  a	  spear	  right	  down	  the	  
valley,	  and	  gives	  each	  a	  sod	  of	  turf	  from	  both	  sides	  o’	  the	  line.	  Then	  all	  the	  people	  comes	  down	  and	  shouts	  like	  the	  
devil	  and	  all,	  and	  Dravot	  says,	  —	  ‘Go	  and	  dig	  the	  land,	  and	  be	  fruitful	  and	  multiply,’	  which	  they	  did,	  though	  they	  
didn’t	  understand.	  Then	  we	  asks	  the	  names	  of	  things	  in	  their	  lingo	  —	  bread	  and	  water	  and	  fire	  and	  idols	  and	  
such,	  and	  Dravot	  leads	  the	  priest	  of	  each	  village	  up	  to	  the	  idol,	  and	  says	  he	  must	  sit	  there	  and	  judge	  the	  people,	  
and	  if	  anything	  goes	  wrong	  he	  is	  to	  be	  shot.	  	  
	  
“Next	  week	  they	  was	  all	  turning	  up	  the	  land	  in	  the	  valley	  as	  quiet	  as	  bees	  and	  much	  prettier,	  and	  the	  priests	  
heard	  all	  the	  complaints	  and	  told	  Dravot	  in	  dumb	  show	  what	  it	  was	  about.	  ‘That’s	  just	  the	  beginning,’	  says	  
Dravot.	  ‘They	  think	  we’re	  gods.’	  He	  and	  Carnehan	  picks	  out	  twenty	  good	  men	  and	  	  
shows	  them	  how	  to	  click	  off	  a	  rifle,	  and	  form	  fours,	  and	  advance	  in	  line,	  and	  they	  was	  very	  pleased	  to	  do	  so,	  and	  
clever	  to	  see	  the	  hang	  of	  it.	  Then	  he	  takes	  out	  his	  pipe	  and	  his	  baccy-‐pouch	  and	  leaves	  one	  at	  one	  village,	  and	  one	  
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at	  the	  other,	  and	  off	  we	  two	  goes	  to	  see	  what	  was	  to	  be	  done	  in	  the	  next	  valley.	  That	  was	  all	  rock,	  and	  there	  was	  a	  
little	  village	  there,	  and	  Carnehan	  says,	  —	  ‘Send	  ’em	  to	  the	  old	  valley	  to	  plant,’	  and	  takes	  ’em	  there	  and	  gives	  ’em	  
some	  land	  that	  wasn’t	  took	  before.	  They	  were	  a	  poor	  lot,	  and	  we	  blooded	  ’em	  with	  a	  kid	  before	  letting	  ’em	  into	  
the	  new	  Kingdom.	  That	  was	  to	  impress	  the	  people,	  and	  then	  they	  settled	  down	  quiet,	  and	  Carnehan	  went	  back	  to	  
Dravot	  who	  had	  got	  into	  another	  valley,	  all	  snow	  and	  ice	  and	  most	  mountainous.	  There	  was	  no	  people	  there	  and	  
the	  Army	  got	  afraid,	  so	  Dravot	  shoots	  one	  of	  them,	  and	  goes	  on	  till	  he	  finds	  some	  people	  in	  a	  village,	  and	  the	  
Army	  explains	  that	  unless	  the	  people	  wants	  to	  be	  killed	  they	  had	  better	  not	  shoot	  their	  little	  matchlocks;	  for	  they	  
had	  matchlocks.	  We	  makes	  friends	  with	  the	  priest	  and	  I	  stays	  there	  alone	  with	  two	  of	  the	  Army,	  teaching	  the	  men	  
how	  to	  drill,	  and	  a	  thundering	  big	  Chief	  comes	  across	  the	  snow	  with	  kettledrums	  and	  horns	  twanging,	  because	  he	  
heard	  there	  was	  a	  new	  god	  kicking	  about.	  Carnehan	  sights	  for	  the	  brown	  of	  the	  men	  half	  a	  mile	  across	  the	  snow	  
and	  wings	  one	  of	  them.	  Then	  he	  sends	  a	  message	  to	  the	  Chief	  that,	  unless	  he	  wished	  to	  be	  killed,	  he	  must	  come	  
and	  shake	  hands	  with	  me	  and	  leave	  his	  arms	  behind.	  The	  Chief	  comes	  alone	  first,	  and	  Carnehan	  shakes	  hands	  
with	  him	  and	  whirls	  his	  arms	  about,	  same	  as	  Dravot	  used,	  and	  very	  much	  surprised	  that	  Chief	  was,	  and	  strokes	  
my	  eyebrows.	  Then	  Carnehan	  goes	  alone	  to	  the	  Chief,	  and	  asks	  him	  in	  dumb	  show	  if	  he	  had	  an	  enemy	  he	  hated.	  ‘I	  
have,’	  says	  the	  Chief.	  So	  Carnehan	  weeds	  out	  the	  pick	  of	  his	  men,	  and	  sets	  the	  two	  of	  the	  Army	  to	  show	  them	  drill	  
and	  at	  the	  end	  of	  two	  weeks	  the	  men	  can	  manœuvre	  about	  as	  well	  as	  Volunteers.	  So	  he	  marches	  with	  the	  Chief	  to	  
a	  great	  big	  plain	  on	  the	  top	  of	  a	  mountain,	  and	  the	  Chiefs	  men	  rushes	  into	  a	  village	  and	  takes	  it;	  we	  three	  Martinis	  
firing	  into	  the	  brown	  of	  the	  enemy.	  So	  we	  took	  that	  village	  too,	  and	  I	  gives	  the	  Chief	  a	  rag	  from	  my	  coat	  and	  says,	  
‘Occupy	  till	  I	  come’:	  which	  was	  scriptural.	  By	  way	  of	  a	  reminder,	  when	  me	  and	  the	  Army	  was	  eighteen	  hundred	  
yards	  away,	  I	  drops	  a	  bullet	  near	  him	  standing	  on	  the	  snow,	  and	  all	  the	  people	  falls	  flat	  on	  their	  faces.	  Then	  I	  
sends	  a	  letter	  to	  Dravot,	  wherever	  he	  be	  by	  land	  or	  by	  sea.”	  	  
	  
At	  the	  risk	  of	  throwing	  the	  creature	  out	  of	  train	  I	  interrupted,	  —	  “How	  could	  you	  write	  a	  letter	  up	  yonder?”	  	  
	  
“The	  letter?	  —	  Oh!	  —	  The	  letter!	  Keep	  looking	  at	  me	  between	  the	  eyes,	  please.	  It	  was	  a	  string-‐talk	  letter,	  that	  
we’d	  learned	  the	  way	  of	  it	  from	  a	  blind	  beggar	  in	  the	  Punjab.”	  	  
	  
I	  remember	  that	  there	  had	  once	  come	  to	  the	  office	  a	  blind	  man	  with	  a	  knotted	  twig	  and	  a	  piece	  of	  string	  which	  he	  
wound	  round	  the	  twig	  according	  to	  some	  cypher	  of	  his	  own.	  He	  could,	  after	  the	  lapse	  of	  days	  or	  hours,	  repeat	  the	  
sentence	  which	  he	  had	  reeled	  up.	  He	  had	  reduced	  the	  alphabet	  to	  eleven	  primitive	  sounds;	  and	  tried	  to	  teach	  me	  
his	  method,	  but	  failed.	  	  
	  
“I	  sent	  that	  letter	  to	  Dravot,”	  said	  Carnehan;	  “and	  told	  him	  to	  come	  back	  because	  this	  Kingdom	  was	  growing	  too	  
big	  for	  me	  to	  handle,	  and	  then	  I	  struck	  for	  the	  first	  valley,	  to	  see	  how	  the	  priests	  were	  working.	  They	  called	  the	  
village	  we	  took	  along	  with	  the	  Chief,	  Bashkai,	  and	  the	  first	  village	  we	  took,	  Er-‐	  Heb.	  The	  priest	  at	  Er-‐Heb	  was	  
doing	  all	  right,	  but	  they	  had	  a	  lot	  of	  pending	  cases	  about	  land	  to	  show	  me,	  and	  some	  men	  from	  another	  village	  
had	  been	  firing	  arrows	  at	  night.	  I	  went	  out	  and	  looked	  for	  that	  village	  and	  fired	  four	  rounds	  at	  it	  from	  a	  thousand	  
yards.	  That	  used	  all	  the	  cartridges	  I	  cared	  to	  spend,	  and	  I	  waited	  for	  Dravot,	  who	  had	  been	  away	  two	  or	  three	  
months,	  and	  I	  kept	  my	  people	  quiet.	  
	  
“One	  morning	  I	  heard	  the	  devil’s	  own	  noise	  of	  drums	  and	  horns,	  and	  Dan	  Dravot	  marches	  down	  the	  hill	  with	  his	  
Army	  and	  a	  tail	  of	  hundreds	  of	  men,	  and,	  which	  was	  the	  most	  amazing	  —	  a	  great	  gold	  crown	  on	  his	  head.	  ‘My	  
Gord,	  Carnehan,’	  says	  Daniel,	  ‘this	  is	  a	  tremenjus	  business,	  and	  we’ve	  got	  the	  whole	  country	  as	  far	  as	  it’s	  worth	  
having.	  I	  am	  the	  son	  of	  Alexander	  by	  Queen	  Semiramis,	  and	  you’re	  my	  younger	  brother	  and	  a	  god	  too!	  It’s	  the	  
biggest	  thing	  we’ve	  ever	  seen.	  I’ve	  been	  marching	  and	  fighting	  for	  six	  weeks	  with	  the	  Army,	  and	  every	  footy	  little	  
village	  for	  fifty	  miles	  has	  come	  in	  rejoiceful;	  and	  more	  than	  that,	  I’ve	  got	  the	  key	  of	  the	  whole	  show,	  as	  you’ll	  see,	  
and	  I’ve	  got	  a	  crown	  for	  you!	  I	  told	  ’em	  to	  make	  two	  of	  ’em	  at	  a	  place	  called	  Shu,	  where	  the	  gold	  lies	  in	  the	  rock	  
like	  suet	  in	  mutton.	  Gold	  I’ve	  seen,	  and	  turquoise	  I’ve	  kicked	  out	  of	  the	  cliffs,	  and	  there’s	  garnets	  in	  the	  sands	  of	  
the	  river,	  and	  here’s	  a	  chunk	  of	  amber	  that	  a	  man	  brought	  me.	  Call	  up	  all	  the	  priests	  and,	  here,	  take	  your	  crown.’	  	  
	  
“One	  of	  the	  men	  opens	  a	  black	  hair	  bag	  and	  I	  slips	  the	  crown	  on.	  It	  was	  too	  small	  and	  too	  heavy,	  but	  I	  wore	  it	  for	  
the	  glory.	  Hammered	  gold	  it	  was	  —	  five	  pound	  weight,	  like	  a	  hoop	  of	  a	  barrel.	  	  
	  
“‘Peachey,’	  says	  Dravot,	  ‘we	  don’t	  want	  to	  fight	  no	  more.	  The	  Craft’s	  the	  trick	  so	  help	  me!’	  and	  he	  brings	  forward	  
that	  same	  Chief	  that	  I	  left	  at	  Bashkai	  —	  Billy	  Fish	  we	  called	  him	  afterwards,	  because	  he	  was	  so	  like	  Billy	  Fish	  that	  
drove	  the	  big	  tank-‐engine	  at	  Mach	  on	  the	  Bolan	  in	  the	  old	  days.	  ‘Shake	  hands	  with	  him,’	  says	  Dravot,	  and	  I	  shook	  
hands	  and	  nearly	  dropped,	  for	  Billy	  Fish	  gave	  me	  the	  Grip.	  I	  said	  nothing,	  but	  tried	  him	  with	  the	  Fellow	  Craft	  Grip.	  
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He	  answers,	  all	  right,	  and	  I	  tried	  the	  Master’s	  Grip,	  but	  that	  was	  a	  slip.	  ‘A	  Fellow	  Craft	  he	  is!’	  I	  says	  to	  Dan.	  ‘Does	  
he	  know	  the	  word?’	  ‘He	  does,’	  says	  Dan,	  ‘and	  all	  the	  priests	  know.	  It’s	  a	  miracle!	  The	  Chiefs	  and	  the	  priest	  can	  
work	  a	  Fellow	  Craft	  Lodge	  in	  a	  way	  that’s	  very	  like	  ours,	  and	  they’ve	  cut	  the	  marks	  on	  the	  rocks,	  but	  they	  don’t	  
know	  the	  Third	  Degree,	  and	  they’ve	  come	  to	  find	  out.	  It’s	  Gord’s	  Truth.	  I’ve	  known	  these	  long	  years	  that	  the	  
Afghans	  knew	  up	  to	  the	  Fellow	  Craft	  Degree,	  but	  this	  is	  a	  miracle.	  A	  god	  and	  a	  Grand-‐Master	  of	  the	  Craft	  am	  I,	  and	  
a	  Lodge	  in	  the	  Third	  Degree	  I	  will	  open,	  and	  we’ll	  raise	  the	  head	  priests	  and	  the	  Chiefs	  of	  the	  villages.’	  	  
	  
“‘It’s	  against	  all	  the	  law,’	  I	  says,	  ‘holding	  a	  Lodge	  without	  warrant	  from	  any	  one;	  and	  we	  never	  held	  office	  in	  any	  
Lodge.’	  	  
	  
“‘It’s	  a	  master-‐stroke	  of	  policy,’	  says	  Dravot.	  ‘It	  means	  running	  the	  country	  as	  easy	  as	  a	  four-‐wheeled	  bogy	  on	  a	  
down	  grade.	  We	  can’t	  stop	  to	  inquire	  now,	  or	  they’ll	  turn	  against	  us.	  I’ve	  forty	  Chiefs	  at	  my	  heel,	  and	  passed	  and	  
raised	  according	  to	  their	  merit	  they	  shall	  be.	  Billet	  these	  men	  on	  the	  villages	  and	  see	  that	  we	  run	  up	  a	  Lodge	  of	  
some	  kind.	  The	  temple	  of	  Imbra	  will	  do	  for	  the	  Lodge-‐room.	  The	  women	  must	  make	  aprons	  as	  you	  show	  them.	  I’ll	  
hold	  a	  levee	  of	  Chiefs	  tonight	  and	  Lodge	  to-‐morrow.’	  	  
	  
“I	  was	  fair	  run	  off	  my	  legs,	  but	  I	  wasn’t	  such	  a	  fool	  as	  not	  to	  see	  what	  a	  pull	  this	  Craft	  business	  gave	  us.	  I	  showed	  
the	  priests’	  families	  how	  to	  make	  aprons	  of	  the	  degrees,	  but	  for	  Dravot’s	  apron	  the	  blue	  border	  and	  marks	  was	  
made	  of	  turquoise	  lumps	  on	  white	  hide,	  not	  cloth.	  We	  took	  a	  great	  square	  stone	  in	  the	  temple	  for	  the	  Master’s	  
chair,	  and	  little	  stones	  for	  the	  officers’	  chairs,	  and	  painted	  the	  black	  pavement	  with	  white	  squares,	  and	  did	  what	  
we	  could	  to	  make	  things	  regular.	  	  
“At	  the	  levee	  which	  was	  held	  that	  night	  on	  the	  hillside	  with	  big	  bonfires,	  Dravot	  gives	  out	  that	  him	  and	  me	  were	  
gods	  and	  sons	  of	  Alexander,	  and	  Past	  Grand-‐Masters	  in	  the	  Craft,	  and	  was	  come	  to	  make	  Kafiristan	  a	  country	  
where	  every	  man	  should	  eat	  in	  peace	  and	  drink	  in	  quiet,	  and	  specially	  obey	  us.	  Then	  the	  Chiefs	  come	  round	  to	  
shake	  hands,	  and	  they	  was	  so	  hairy	  and	  white	  and	  fair	  it	  was	  just	  shaking	  hands	  with	  old	  friends.	  We	  gave	  them	  
names	  according	  as	  they	  was	  like	  men	  we	  had	  known	  in	  India	  —	  Billy	  Fish,	  Holly	  Dilworth,	  Pikky	  Kergan	  that	  
was	  Bazar-‐master	  when	  I	  was	  at	  Mhow,	  and	  so	  on,	  and	  so	  on.	  	  
“The	  most	  amazing	  miracle	  was	  at	  Lodge	  next	  night.	  One	  of	  the	  old	  priests	  was	  watching	  us	  continuous,	  and	  I	  felt	  
uneasy,	  for	  I	  knew	  we’d	  have	  to	  fudge	  the	  Ritual,	  and	  I	  didn’t	  know	  what	  the	  men	  knew.	  The	  old	  priest	  was	  a	  
stranger	  come	  in	  from	  beyond	  the	  village	  of	  Bashkai.	  The	  minute	  Dravot	  puts	  on	  the	  Master’s	  apron	  that	  the	  girls	  
had	  made	  for	  him,	  the	  priest	  fetches	  a	  whoop	  and	  a	  howl,	  and	  tries	  to	  overturn	  the	  stone	  that	  Dravot	  was	  sitting	  
on.	  ‘It’s	  all	  up	  now,’	  I	  says.	  ‘That	  comes	  of	  meddling	  with	  the	  Craft	  without	  warrant!’	  Dravot	  never	  winked	  an	  eye,	  
not	  when	  ten	  priests	  took	  and	  tilted	  over	  the	  Grand-‐	  Master’s	  chair	  —	  which	  was	  to	  say	  the	  stone	  of	  Imbra.	  The	  
priest	  begins	  rubbing	  the	  bottom	  end	  of	  it	  to	  clear	  away	  the	  black	  dirt,	  and	  presently	  he	  shows	  all	  the	  other	  
priests	  the	  Master’s	  Mark,	  same	  as	  was	  on	  Dravot’s	  apron,	  cut	  into	  the	  stone.	  Not	  even	  the	  priests	  of	  the	  temple	  of	  
Imbra	  knew	  it	  was	  there.	  The	  old	  chap	  falls	  flat	  on	  his	  face	  at	  Dravot’s	  feet	  and	  kisses	  ’em.	  ‘Luck	  again,’	  says	  
Dravot,	  across	  the	  Lodge	  to	  me,	  ‘they	  say	  it’s	  the	  missing	  Mark	  that	  no	  one	  could	  understand	  the	  why	  of.	  We’re	  
more	  than	  safe	  now.’	  Then	  he	  bangs	  the	  butt	  of	  his	  gun	  for	  a	  gavel	  and	  says:—	  ‘By	  virtue	  of	  the	  authority	  vested	  
in	  me	  by	  my	  own	  right	  hand	  and	  the	  help	  of	  Peachey,	  I	  declare	  myself	  Grand-‐Master	  of	  all	  Freemasonry	  in	  
Kafiristan	  in	  this	  the	  Mother	  Lodge	  o’	  the	  country,	  and	  King	  of	  Kafiristan	  equally	  with	  Peachey!’	  At	  that	  he	  puts	  on	  
his	  crown	  and	  I	  puts	  on	  mine	  —	  I	  was	  doing	  Senior	  Warden	  —	  and	  we	  opens	  the	  Lodge	  in	  most	  ample	  form.	  It	  
was	  a	  amazing	  miracle!	  The	  priests	  moved	  in	  Lodge	  through	  the	  first	  two	  degrees	  almost	  without	  telling,	  as	  if	  the	  
memory	  was	  coming	  back	  to	  them.	  After	  that,	  Peachey	  and	  Dravot	  raised	  such	  as	  was	  worthy	  —	  high	  priests	  and	  
Chiefs	  of	  far-‐off	  villages.	  Billy	  Fish	  was	  the	  first,	  and	  I	  can	  tell	  you	  we	  scared	  the	  soul	  out	  of	  him.	  It	  was	  not	  in	  any	  
way	  according	  to	  Ritual,	  but	  it	  served	  our	  turn.	  We	  didn’t	  raise	  more	  than	  ten	  of	  the	  biggest	  men	  because	  we	  
didn’t	  want	  to	  make	  the	  Degree	  common.	  And	  they	  was	  clamoring	  to	  be	  raised.	  	  
“‘In	  another	  six	  months,’	  says	  Dravot,	  ‘we’ll	  hold	  another	  Communication	  and	  see	  how	  you	  are	  working.’	  Then	  he	  
asks	  them	  about	  their	  villages,	  and	  learns	  that	  they	  was	  fighting	  one	  against	  the	  other	  and	  were	  fair	  sick	  and	  tired	  
of	  it.	  And	  when	  they	  wasn’t	  doing	  that	  they	  was	  fighting	  with	  the	  Mohammedans.	  ‘You	  can	  fight	  those	  when	  they	  
come	  into	  our	  country,’	  says	  Dravot.	  ‘Tell	  off	  every	  tenth	  man	  of	  your	  tribes	  for	  a	  Frontier	  guard,	  and	  send	  two	  
hundred	  at	  a	  time	  to	  this	  valley	  to	  be	  drilled.	  Nobody	  is	  going	  to	  be	  shot	  or	  speared	  any	  more	  so	  long	  as	  he	  does	  
well,	  and	  I	  know	  that	  you	  won’t	  cheat	  me	  because	  you’re	  white	  people	  —	  sons	  of	  Alexander	  —	  and	  not	  like	  
common,	  black	  Mohammedans.	  You	  are	  my	  people	  and	  by	  God,’	  says	  he,	  running	  off	  into	  English	  at	  the	  end	  —	  ‘I’ll	  
make	  a	  damned	  fine	  Nation	  of	  you,	  or	  I’ll	  die	  in	  the	  making!’	  	  
	  
“I	  can’t	  tell	  all	  we	  did	  for	  the	  next	  six	  months	  because	  Dravot	  did	  a	  lot	  I	  couldn’t	  see	  the	  hang	  of,	  and	  he	  learned	  
their	  lingo	  in	  a	  way	  I	  never	  could.	  My	  work	  was	  to	  help	  the	  people	  plough,	  and	  now	  and	  again	  to	  go	  out	  with	  some	  
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of	  the	  Army	  and	  see	  what	  the	  other	  villages	  were	  doing,	  and	  make	  ’em	  throw	  rope-‐	  bridges	  across	  the	  ravines	  
which	  cut	  up	  the	  country	  horrid.	  Dravot	  was	  very	  kind	  to	  me,	  but	  when	  he	  walked	  up	  and	  down	  in	  the	  pine	  wood	  
pulling	  that	  bloody	  red	  beard	  of	  his	  with	  both	  fists	  I	  knew	  he	  was	  thinking	  plans	  I	  could	  not	  advise	  him	  about,	  
and	  I	  just	  waited	  for	  orders.	  	  
“But	  Dravot	  never	  showed	  me	  disrespect	  before	  the	  people.	  They	  were	  afraid	  of	  me	  and	  the	  Army,	  but	  they	  loved	  
Dan.	  He	  was	  the	  best	  of	  friends	  with	  the	  priests	  and	  the	  Chiefs;	  but	  any	  one	  could	  come	  across	  the	  hills	  with	  a	  
complaint	  and	  Dravot	  would	  hear	  him	  out	  fair,	  and	  call	  four	  priests	  together	  and	  say	  what	  was	  to	  be	  done.	  He	  
used	  to	  call	  in	  Billy	  Fish	  from	  Bashkai,	  and	  Pikky	  Kergan	  from	  Shu,	  and	  an	  old	  Chief	  we	  called	  Kafuzelum	  —	  it	  was	  
like	  enough	  to	  his	  real	  name	  —	  and	  hold	  councils	  with	  ’em	  when	  there	  was	  any	  fighting	  to	  be	  done	  in	  small	  
villages.	  That	  was	  his	  Council	  of	  War,	  and	  the	  four	  priests	  of	  Bashkai,	  Shu,	  Khawak,	  and	  Madora	  was	  his	  Privy	  
Council.	  Between	  the	  lot	  of	  ’em	  they	  sent	  me,	  with	  forty	  men	  and	  twenty	  rifles,	  and	  sixty	  men	  carrying	  turquoises,	  
into	  the	  Ghorband	  country	  to	  buy	  those	  hand-‐made	  Martini	  rifles,	  that	  come	  out	  of	  the	  Amir’s	  workshops	  at	  
Kabul,	  from	  one	  of	  the	  Amir’s	  Herati	  regiments	  that	  would	  have	  sold	  the	  very	  teeth	  out	  of	  their	  mouths	  for	  
turquoises.	  	  
“I	  stayed	  in	  Ghorband	  a	  month,	  and	  gave	  the	  Governor	  the	  pick	  of	  my	  baskets	  for	  hush-‐money,	  and	  bribed	  the	  
colonel	  of	  the	  regiment	  some	  more,	  and,	  between	  the	  two	  and	  the	  tribes-‐people,	  we	  got	  more	  than	  a	  hundred	  
hand-‐made	  Martinis,	  a	  hundred	  good	  Kohat	  Jezails	  that’ll	  throw	  to	  six	  hundred	  yards,	  and	  forty	  manloads	  of	  very	  
bad	  ammunition	  for	  the	  rifles.	  I	  came	  back	  with	  what	  I	  had,	  and	  distributed	  ’em	  among	  the	  men	  that	  the	  Chiefs	  
sent	  in	  to	  me	  to	  drill.	  Dravot	  was	  too	  busy	  to	  attend	  to	  those	  things,	  but	  the	  old	  Army	  that	  we	  first	  made	  helped	  
me,	  and	  we	  turned	  out	  five	  hundred	  men	  that	  could	  drill,	  and	  two	  hundred	  that	  knew	  how	  to	  hold	  arms	  pretty	  
straight.	  Even	  those	  cork-‐screwed,	  hand-‐made	  guns	  was	  a	  miracle	  to	  them.	  Dravot	  talked	  big	  about	  powder-‐
shops	  and	  factories,	  walking	  up	  and	  down	  in	  the	  pine	  wood	  when	  the	  winter	  was	  coming	  on.	  	  
	  
	  “‘I	  won’t	  make	  a	  Nation,’	  says	  he.	  ‘I’ll	  make	  an	  Empire!	  These	  men	  aren’t	  niggers;	  they’re	  English!	  Look	  at	  their	  
eyes	  —	  look	  at	  their	  mouths.	  Look	  at	  the	  way	  they	  stand	  up.	  They	  sit	  on	  chairs	  in	  their	  own	  houses.	  They’re	  the	  
Lost	  Tribes,	  or	  something	  like	  it,	  and	  they’ve	  grown	  to	  be	  English.	  I’ll	  take	  a	  census	  in	  the	  spring	  if	  the	  priests	  
don’t	  get	  frightened.	  There	  must	  be	  a	  fair	  two	  million	  of	  ’em	  in	  these	  hills.	  The	  villages	  are	  full	  o’	  little	  children.	  
Two	  million	  people	  —	  two	  hundred	  and	  fifty	  thousand	  fighting	  men	  —	  and	  all	  English!	  They	  only	  want	  the	  rifles	  
and	  a	  little	  drilling.	  Two	  hundred	  and	  fifty	  thousand	  men,	  ready	  to	  cut	  in	  on	  Russia’s	  right	  flank	  when	  she	  tries	  
for	  India!	  Peachey,	  man,’	  he	  says,	  chewing	  his	  beard	  in	  great	  hunks,	  ‘we	  shall	  be	  Emperors	  —	  Emperors	  of	  the	  
Earth!	  Rajah	  Brooke	  will	  be	  a	  suckling	  to	  us.	  I’ll	  treat	  with	  the	  Viceroy	  on	  equal	  terms.	  I’ll	  ask	  him	  to	  send	  me	  
twelve	  picked	  English	  —	  twelve	  that	  I	  know	  of	  —	  to	  help	  us	  govern	  a	  bit.	  There’s	  Mackray,	  Sergeant-‐pensioner	  at	  
Segowli	  —	  many’s	  the	  good	  dinner	  he’s	  given	  me,	  and	  his	  wife	  a	  pair	  of	  trousers.	  There’s	  Donkin,	  the	  Warder	  of	  
Tounghoo	  Jail;	  there’s	  hundreds	  that	  I	  could	  lay	  my	  hand	  on	  if	  I	  was	  in	  India.	  The	  Viceroy	  shall	  do	  it	  for	  me.	  I’ll	  
send	  a	  man	  through	  in	  the	  spring	  for	  those	  men,	  and	  I’ll	  write	  for	  a	  dispensation	  from	  the	  Grand	  Lodge	  for	  what	  
I’ve	  done	  as	  Grand-‐Master.	  That	  —	  and	  all	  the	  Sniders	  that’ll	  be	  thrown	  out	  when	  the	  native	  troops	  in	  India	  take	  
up	  the	  Martini.	  They’ll	  be	  worn	  smooth,	  but	  they’ll	  do	  for	  fighting	  in	  these	  hills.	  Twelve	  English,	  a	  hundred	  
thousand	  Sniders	  run	  through	  the	  Amir’s	  country	  in	  driblets	  —	  I’d	  be	  content	  with	  twenty	  thousand	  in	  one	  year	  
—	  and	  we’d	  be	  an	  Empire.	  When	  everything	  was	  ship-‐shape,	  I’d	  hand	  over	  the	  crown	  —	  this	  crown	  I’m	  wearing	  
now	  —	  to	  Queen	  Victoria	  on	  my	  knees,	  and	  she’d	  say:—	  “Rise	  up,	  Sir	  Daniel	  Dravot.”	  Oh,	  its	  big!	  It’s	  big,	  I	  tell	  you!	  
But	  there’s	  so	  much	  to	  be	  done	  in	  every	  place	  —	  Bashkai,	  Khawak,	  Shu,	  and	  everywhere	  else.’	  	  
	  
“‘What	  is	  it?’	  I	  says.	  ‘There	  are	  no	  more	  men	  coming	  in	  to	  be	  drilled	  this	  autumn.	  Look	  at	  those	  fat,	  black	  clouds.	  
They’re	  bringing	  the	  snow.’	  	  
“‘It	  isn’t	  that,’	  says	  Daniel,	  putting	  his	  hand	  very	  hard	  on	  my	  shoulder;	  ‘and	  I	  don’t	  wish	  to	  say	  anything	  that’s	  
against	  you,	  for	  no	  other	  living	  man	  would	  have	  followed	  me	  and	  made	  me	  what	  I	  am	  as	  you	  have	  done.	  You’re	  a	  
first-‐class	  Commander-‐in-‐Chief,	  and	  the	  people	  know	  you;	  but	  —	  it’s	  a	  big	  country,	  and	  somehow	  you	  can’t	  help	  
me,	  Peachey,	  in	  the	  way	  I	  want	  to	  be	  helped.’	  	  
“‘Go	  to	  your	  blasted	  priests,	  then!’	  I	  said,	  and	  I	  was	  sorry	  when	  I	  made	  that	  remark,	  but	  it	  did	  hurt	  me	  sore	  to	  find	  
Daniel	  talking	  so	  superior	  when	  I’d	  drilled	  all	  the	  men,	  and	  done	  all	  he	  told	  me.	  	  
“‘Don’t	  let’s	  quarrel,	  Peachey,’	  says	  Daniel	  without	  cursing.	  ‘You’re	  a	  King	  too,	  and	  the	  half	  of	  this	  Kingdom	  is	  
yours;	  but	  can’t	  you	  see,	  Peachey,	  we	  want	  cleverer	  men	  than	  us	  now	  —	  three	  or	  four	  of	  ’em	  that	  we	  can	  scatter	  
about	  for	  our	  Deputies?	  It’s	  a	  hugeous	  great	  State,	  and	  I	  can’t	  always	  tell	  the	  right	  thing	  to	  do,	  and	  I	  haven’t	  time	  
for	  all	  I	  want	  to	  do,	  and	  here’s	  the	  winter	  coming	  on	  and	  all.’	  He	  put	  half	  his	  beard	  into	  his	  mouth,	  and	  it	  was	  as	  
red	  as	  the	  gold	  of	  his	  crown.	  	  
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“‘I’m	  sorry,	  Daniel,’	  says	  I.	  ‘I’ve	  done	  all	  I	  could.	  I’ve	  drilled	  the	  men	  and	  shown	  the	  people	  how	  to	  stack	  their	  oats	  
better,	  and	  I’ve	  brought	  in	  those	  tinware	  rifles	  from	  Ghorband	  —	  but	  I	  know	  what	  you’re	  driving	  at.	  I	  take	  it	  
Kings	  always	  feel	  oppressed	  that	  way.’	  	  
	  
“‘There’s	  another	  thing	  too,’	  says	  Dravot,	  walking	  up	  and	  down.	  ‘The	  winter’s	  coming	  and	  these	  people	  won’t	  be	  
giving	  much	  trouble,	  and	  if	  they	  do	  we	  can’t	  move	  about.	  I	  want	  a	  wife.’	  	  
	  
“‘For	  Gord’s	  sake	  leave	  the	  women	  alone!’	  I	  says.	  ‘We’ve	  both	  got	  all	  the	  work	  we	  can,	  though	  I	  am	  a	  fool.	  
Remember	  the	  Contrack,	  and	  keep	  clear	  o’	  women.’	  	  
	  
“‘The	  Contrack	  only	  lasted	  till	  such	  time	  as	  we	  was	  Kings;	  and	  Kings	  we	  have	  been	  these	  months	  past,’	  says	  
Dravot,	  weighing	  his	  crown	  in	  his	  hand.	  ‘You	  go	  get	  a	  wife	  too,	  Peachey	  —	  a	  nice,	  strappin’,	  plump	  girl	  that’ll	  keep	  
you	  warm	  in	  the	  winter.	  They’re	  prettier	  than	  English	  girls,	  and	  we	  can	  take	  the	  pick	  of	  ’em.	  Boil	  ’em	  once	  or	  
twice	  in	  hot	  water,	  and	  they’ll	  come	  as	  fair	  as	  chicken	  and	  ham.’	  	  
	  
	  “‘Don’t	  tempt	  me!’	  I	  says.	  ‘I	  will	  not	  have	  any	  dealings	  with	  a	  woman	  not	  till	  we	  are	  a	  dam’	  side	  more	  settled	  than	  
we	  are	  now.	  I’ve	  been	  doing	  the	  work	  o’	  two	  men,	  and	  you’ve	  been	  doing	  the	  work	  o’	  three.	  Let’s	  lie	  off	  a	  bit,	  and	  
see	  if	  we	  can	  get	  some	  better	  tobacco	  from	  Afghan	  country	  and	  run	  in	  some	  good	  liquor;	  but	  no	  women.’	  	  
	  
“‘Who’s	  talking	  o’	  women?’	  says	  Dravot.	  ‘I	  said	  wife	  —	  a	  Queen	  to	  breed	  a	  King’s	  son	  for	  the	  King.	  A	  Queen	  out	  of	  
the	  strongest	  tribe,	  that’ll	  make	  them	  your	  blood-‐brothers,	  and	  that’ll	  lie	  by	  your	  side	  and	  tell	  you	  all	  the	  people	  
thinks	  about	  you	  and	  their	  own	  affairs.	  That’s	  what	  I	  want.’	  	  
	  
“‘Do	  you	  remember	  that	  Bengali	  woman	  I	  kept	  at	  Mogul	  Serai	  when	  I	  was	  plate-‐layer?’	  says	  I.	  ‘A	  fat	  lot	  o’	  good	  she	  
was	  to	  me.	  She	  taught	  me	  the	  lingo	  and	  one	  or	  two	  other	  things;	  but	  what	  happened?	  She	  ran	  away	  with	  the	  
Station	  Master’s	  servant	  and	  half	  my	  month’s	  pay.	  Then	  she	  turned	  up	  at	  Dadur	  Junction	  in	  tow	  of	  a	  half-‐caste,	  
and	  had	  the	  impidence	  to	  say	  I	  was	  her	  husband	  —	  all	  among	  the	  drivers	  of	  the	  running-‐shed!’	  	  
	  
“‘We’ve	  done	  with	  that,’	  says	  Dravot.	  ‘These	  women	  are	  whiter	  than	  you	  or	  me,	  and	  a	  Queen	  I	  will	  have	  for	  the	  
winter	  months.’	  	  
	  
“‘For	  the	  last	  time	  o’	  asking,	  Dan,	  do	  not,’	  I	  says.	  ‘It’ll	  only	  bring	  us	  harm.	  The	  Bible	  says	  that	  Kings	  ain’t	  to	  waste	  
their	  strength	  on	  women,	  ’specially	  when	  they’ve	  got	  a	  new	  raw	  Kingdom	  to	  work	  over.’	  	  
	  
“‘For	  the	  last	  time	  of	  answering,	  I	  will,’	  said	  Dravot,	  and	  he	  went	  away	  through	  the	  pine-‐trees	  looking	  like	  a	  big	  
red	  devil.	  The	  low	  sun	  hit	  his	  crown	  and	  beard	  on	  one	  side,	  and	  the	  two	  blazed	  like	  hot	  coals.	  	  
	  
“But	  getting	  a	  wife	  was	  not	  as	  easy	  as	  Dan	  thought.	  He	  put	  it	  before	  the	  Council,	  and	  there	  was	  no	  answer	  till	  Billy	  
Fish	  said	  that	  he’d	  better	  ask	  the	  girls.	  Dravot	  damned	  them	  all	  round.	  ‘What’s	  wrong	  with	  me?’	  he	  shouts,	  
standing	  by	  the	  idol	  Imbra.	  ‘Am	  I	  a	  dog	  or	  am	  I	  not	  enough	  of	  a	  man	  for	  your	  wenches?	  Haven’t	  I	  put	  the	  shadow	  
of	  my	  hand	  over	  this	  country?	  Who	  stopped	  the	  last	  Afghan	  raid?’	  It	  was	  me	  really,	  but	  Dravot	  was	  too	  angry	  to	  
remember.	  ‘Who	  bought	  your	  guns?	  Who	  repaired	  the	  bridges?	  Who’s	  the	  Grand-‐Master	  of	  the	  sign	  cut	  in	  the	  
stone?’	  and	  he	  thumped	  his	  hand	  on	  the	  block	  that	  he	  used	  to	  sit	  on	  in	  Lodge,	  and	  at	  Council,	  which	  opened	  like	  
Lodge	  always.	  Billy	  Fish	  said	  nothing	  and	  no	  more	  did	  the	  others.	  ‘Keep	  your	  hair	  on,	  Dan,’	  said	  I;	  ‘and	  ask	  the	  
girls.	  That’s	  how	  it’s	  done	  at	  home,	  and	  these	  people	  are	  quite	  English.’	  	  
	  
“‘The	  marriage	  of	  a	  King	  is	  a	  matter	  of	  State,’	  says	  Dan,	  in	  a	  white-‐hot	  rage,	  for	  he	  could	  feel,	  I	  hope,	  that	  he	  was	  
going	  against	  his	  better	  mind.	  He	  walked	  out	  of	  the	  Council-‐room,	  and	  the	  others	  sat	  still,	  looking	  at	  the	  ground.	  	  
	  
“‘Billy	  Fish,’	  says	  I	  to	  the	  Chief	  of	  Bashkai,	  ‘what’s	  the	  difficulty	  here?	  A	  straight	  answer	  to	  a	  true	  friend.’	  ‘You	  
know,’	  says	  Billy	  Fish.	  ‘How	  should	  a	  man	  tell	  you	  who	  know	  everything?	  How	  can	  daughters	  of	  men	  marry	  gods	  
or	  devils?	  It’s	  not	  proper.’	  	  
	  
“I	  remembered	  something	  like	  that	  in	  the	  Bible;	  but	  if,	  after	  seeing	  us	  as	  long	  as	  they	  had,	  they	  still	  believed	  we	  
were	  gods	  it	  wasn’t	  for	  me	  to	  undeceive	  them.	  	  
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“‘A	  god	  can	  do	  anything,’	  says	  I.	  ‘If	  the	  King	  is	  fond	  of	  a	  girl	  he’ll	  not	  let	  her	  die.’	  ‘She’ll	  have	  to,’	  said	  Billy	  Fish.	  
‘There	  are	  all	  sorts	  of	  gods	  and	  devils	  in	  these	  mountains,	  and	  now	  and	  again	  a	  girl	  marries	  one	  of	  them	  and	  isn’t	  
seen	  any	  more.	  Besides,	  you	  two	  know	  the	  Mark	  cut	  in	  the	  stone.	  Only	  the	  gods	  know	  that.	  We	  thought	  you	  were	  
men	  till	  you	  showed	  the	  sign	  of	  the	  Master.’	  	  
	  
“‘I	  wished	  then	  that	  we	  had	  explained	  about	  the	  loss	  of	  the	  genuine	  secrets	  of	  a	  Master-‐Mason	  at	  the	  first	  go-‐off;	  
but	  I	  said	  nothing.	  All	  that	  night	  there	  was	  a	  blowing	  of	  horns	  in	  a	  little	  dark	  temple	  half-‐way	  down	  the	  hill,	  and	  I	  
heard	  a	  girl	  crying	  fit	  to	  die.	  One	  of	  the	  priests	  told	  us	  that	  she	  was	  being	  prepared	  to	  marry	  the	  King.	  	  
	  
“‘I’ll	  have	  no	  nonsense	  of	  that	  kind,’	  says	  Dan.	  ‘I	  don’t	  want	  to	  interfere	  with	  your	  customs,	  but	  I’ll	  take	  my	  own	  
wife.	  ‘The	  girl’s	  a	  little	  bit	  afraid,’	  says	  the	  priest.	  ‘She	  thinks	  she’s	  going	  to	  die,	  and	  they	  are	  a-‐	  heartening	  of	  her	  
up	  down	  in	  the	  temple.’	  	  
	  
“‘Hearten	  her	  very	  tender,	  then,’	  says	  Dravot,	  ‘or	  I’ll	  hearten	  you	  with	  the	  butt	  of	  a	  gun	  so	  that	  you’ll	  never	  want	  
to	  be	  heartened	  again.’	  He	  licked	  his	  lips,	  did	  Dan,	  and	  stayed	  up	  walking	  about	  more	  than	  half	  the	  night,	  thinking	  
of	  the	  wife	  that	  he	  was	  going	  to	  get	  in	  the	  morning.	  I	  wasn’t	  any	  means	  comfortable,	  for	  I	  knew	  that	  dealings	  with	  
a	  woman	  in	  foreign	  parts,	  though	  you	  was	  a	  crowned	  King	  twenty	  times	  over,	  could	  not	  but	  be	  risky.	  I	  got	  up	  very	  
early	  in	  the	  morning	  while	  Dravot	  was	  asleep,	  and	  I	  saw	  the	  priests	  talking	  together	  in	  whispers,	  and	  the	  Chiefs	  
talking	  together	  too,	  and	  they	  looked	  at	  me	  out	  of	  the	  corners	  of	  their	  eyes.	  	  
	  
“‘What	  is	  up,	  Fish?’	  I	  says	  to	  the	  Bashkai	  man,	  who	  was	  wrapped	  up	  in	  his	  furs	  and	  looking	  splendid	  to	  behold.	  	  
	  
“‘I	  can’t	  rightly	  say,’	  says	  he;	  ‘but	  if	  you	  can	  induce	  the	  King	  to	  drop	  all	  this	  nonsense	  about	  marriage,	  you’ll	  be	  
doing	  him	  and	  me	  and	  yourself	  a	  great	  service.’	  	  
	  
“‘That	  I	  do	  believe,’	  says	  I.	  ‘But	  sure,	  you	  know,	  Billy,	  as	  well	  as	  me,	  having	  fought	  against	  and	  for	  us,	  that	  the	  King	  
and	  me	  are	  nothing	  more	  than	  two	  of	  the	  finest	  men	  that	  God	  Almighty	  ever	  made.	  Nothing	  more,	  I	  do	  assure	  
you.’	  	  
	  
“‘That	  may	  be,’	  says	  Billy	  Fish,	  ‘and	  yet	  I	  should	  be	  sorry	  if	  it	  was.’	  He	  sinks	  his	  head	  upon	  his	  great	  fur	  cloak	  for	  a	  
minute	  and	  thinks.	  ‘King,’	  says	  he,	  ‘be	  you	  man	  or	  god	  or	  devil,	  I’ll	  stick	  by	  you	  to-‐day.	  I	  have	  twenty	  of	  my	  men	  
with	  me,	  and	  they	  will	  follow	  me.	  We’ll	  go	  to	  Bashkai	  until	  the	  storm	  blows	  over.’	  	  
	  
“A	  little	  snow	  had	  fallen	  in	  the	  night,	  and	  everything	  was	  white	  except	  the	  greasy	  fat	  clouds	  that	  blew	  down	  and	  
down	  from	  the	  north.	  Dravot	  came	  out	  with	  his	  crown	  on	  his	  head,	  swinging	  his	  arms	  and	  stamping	  his	  feet,	  and	  
looking	  more	  pleased	  than	  Punch.	  	  
	  
“‘For	  the	  last	  time,	  drop	  it,	  Dan,’	  says	  I	  in	  a	  whisper.	  ‘Billy	  Fish	  here	  says	  that	  there	  will	  be	  a	  row.’	  	  
	  
“‘A	  row	  among	  my	  people!’	  says	  Dravot.	  ‘Not	  much.	  Peachy,	  you’re	  a	  fool	  not	  to	  get	  a	  wife	  too.	  Where’s	  the	  girl?’	  
says	  he	  with	  a	  voice	  as	  loud	  as	  the	  braying	  of	  a	  jackass.	  ‘Call	  up	  all	  the	  Chiefs	  and	  priests,	  and	  let	  the	  Emperor	  see	  
if	  his	  wife	  suits	  him.’	  	  
	  
“There	  was	  no	  need	  to	  call	  any	  one.	  They	  were	  all	  there	  leaning	  on	  their	  guns	  and	  spears	  round	  the	  clearing	  in	  
the	  centre	  of	  the	  pine	  wood.	  A	  deputation	  of	  priests	  went	  down	  to	  the	  little	  temple	  to	  bring	  up	  the	  girl,	  and	  the	  
horns	  blew	  up	  fit	  to	  wake	  the	  dead.	  Billy	  Fish	  saunters	  round	  and	  gets	  as	  close	  to	  Daniel	  as	  he	  could,	  and	  behind	  
him	  stood	  his	  twenty	  men	  with	  matchlocks.	  Not	  a	  man	  of	  them	  under	  six	  feet.	  I	  was	  next	  to	  Dravot,	  and	  behind	  
me	  was	  twenty	  men	  of	  the	  regular	  Army.	  Up	  comes	  the	  girl,	  and	  a	  strapping	  wench	  she	  was,	  covered	  with	  silver	  
and	  turquoises	  but	  white	  as	  death,	  and	  looking	  back	  every	  minute	  at	  the	  priests.	  	  
	  
“‘She’ll	  do,’	  said	  Dan,	  looking	  her	  over.	  ‘What’s	  to	  be	  afraid	  of,	  lass?	  Come	  and	  kiss	  me.’	  He	  puts	  his	  arm	  round	  her.	  
She	  shuts	  her	  eyes,	  gives	  a	  bit	  of	  a	  squeak,	  and	  down	  goes	  her	  face	  in	  the	  side	  of	  Dan’s	  flaming	  red	  beard.	  	  
	  
	  “‘The	  slut’s	  bitten	  me!’	  says	  he,	  clapping	  his	  hand	  to	  his	  neck,	  and,	  sure	  enough,	  his	  hand	  was	  red	  with	  blood.	  
Billy	  Fish	  and	  two	  of	  his	  matchlock-‐men	  catches	  hold	  of	  Dan	  by	  the	  shoulders	  and	  drags	  him	  into	  the	  Bashkai	  lot,	  
while	  the	  priests	  howls	  in	  their	  lingo,	  —	  ‘Neither	  god	  nor	  devil	  but	  a	  man!’	  I	  was	  all	  taken	  aback,	  for	  a	  priest	  cut	  
at	  me	  in	  front,	  and	  the	  Army	  behind	  began	  firing	  into	  the	  Bashkai	  men.	  	  
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“‘God	  A-‐mighty!’	  says	  Dan.	  ‘What	  is	  the	  meaning	  o’	  this?’	  	  
	  
“‘Come	  back!	  Come	  away!’	  says	  Billy	  Fish.	  ‘Ruin	  and	  Mutiny	  is	  the	  matter.	  We’ll	  break	  for	  Bashkai	  if	  we	  can.’	  	  
	  
“I	  tried	  to	  give	  some	  sort	  of	  orders	  to	  my	  men	  —	  the	  men	  o’	  the	  regular	  Army	  —	  but	  it	  was	  no	  use,	  so	  I	  fired	  into	  
the	  brown	  of	  ’em	  with	  an	  English	  Martini	  and	  drilled	  three	  beggars	  in	  a	  line.	  The	  valley	  was	  full	  of	  shouting,	  
howling	  creatures,	  and	  every	  soul	  was	  shrieking,	  ‘Not	  a	  god	  nor	  a	  devil	  but	  only	  a	  man!’	  The	  Bashkai	  troops	  stuck	  
to	  Billy	  Fish	  all	  they	  were	  worth,	  but	  their	  matchlocks	  wasn’t	  half	  as	  good	  as	  the	  Kabul	  breech-‐loaders,	  and	  four	  
of	  them	  dropped.	  Dan	  was	  bellowing	  like	  a	  bull,	  for	  he	  was	  very	  wrathy;	  and	  Billy	  Fish	  had	  a	  hard	  job	  to	  prevent	  
him	  running	  out	  at	  the	  crowd.	  	  
“‘We	  can’t	  stand,’	  says	  Billy	  Fish.	  ‘Make	  a	  run	  for	  it	  down	  the	  valley!	  The	  whole	  place	  is	  against	  us.’	  The	  
matchlock-‐men	  ran,	  and	  we	  went	  down	  the	  valley	  in	  spite	  of	  Dravot’s	  protestations.	  He	  was	  swearing	  horribly	  
and	  crying	  out	  that	  he	  was	  a	  King.	  The	  priests	  rolled	  great	  stones	  on	  us,	  and	  the	  regular	  Army	  fired	  hard,	  and	  
there	  wasn’t	  more	  than	  six	  men,	  not	  counting	  Dan,	  Billy	  Fish,	  and	  Me,	  that	  came	  down	  to	  the	  bottom	  of	  the	  valley	  
alive.	  	  
“‘Then	  they	  stopped	  firing	  and	  the	  horns	  in	  the	  temple	  blew	  again.	  ‘Come	  away	  —	  for	  Gord’s	  sake	  come	  away!’	  
says	  Billy	  Fish.	  ‘They’ll	  send	  runners	  out	  to	  all	  the	  villages	  before	  ever	  we	  get	  to	  Bashkai.	  I	  can	  protect	  you	  there,	  
but	  I	  can’t	  do	  anything	  now.’	  	  
	  
“My	  own	  notion	  is	  that	  Dan	  began	  to	  go	  mad	  in	  his	  head	  from	  that	  hour.	  He	  stared	  up	  and	  down	  like	  a	  stuck	  pig.	  
Then	  he	  was	  all	  for	  walking	  back	  alone	  and	  killing	  the	  priests	  with	  his	  bare	  hands;	  which	  he	  could	  have	  done.	  ‘An	  
Emperor	  am	  I,’	  says	  Daniel,	  ‘and	  next	  year	  I	  shall	  be	  a	  Knight	  of	  the	  Queen.	  	  
	  
“‘All	  right,	  Dan,’	  says	  I;	  ‘but	  come	  along	  now	  while	  there’s	  time.’	  	  
	  
“‘It’s	  your	  fault,’	  says	  he,	  ‘for	  not	  looking	  after	  your	  Army	  better.	  There	  was	  mutiny	  in	  the	  midst,	  and	  you	  didn’t	  
know	  —	  you	  damned	  engine-‐driving,	  plate-‐laying,	  missionary’s-‐pass-‐hunting	  hound!’	  He	  sat	  upon	  a	  rock	  and	  
called	  me	  every	  foul	  name	  he	  could	  lay	  tongue	  to.	  I	  was	  too	  heart-‐sick	  to	  care,	  though	  it	  was	  all	  his	  foolishness	  
that	  brought	  the	  smash.	  	  
	  
“‘I’m	  sorry,	  Dan,’	  says	  I,	  ‘but	  there’s	  no	  accounting	  for	  natives.	  This	  business	  is	  our	  Fifty-‐Seven.	  Maybe	  we’ll	  make	  
something	  out	  of	  it	  yet,	  when	  we’ve	  got	  to	  Bashkai.’	  	  
	  
“‘Let’s	  get	  to	  Bashkai,	  then,’	  says	  Dan,	  ‘and,	  by	  God,	  when	  I	  come	  back	  here	  again	  I’ll	  sweep	  the	  valley	  so	  there	  
isn’t	  a	  bug	  in	  a	  blanket	  left!’	  	  
	  
“‘We	  walked	  all	  that	  day,	  and	  all	  that	  night	  Dan	  was	  stumping	  up	  and	  down	  on	  the	  snow,	  chewing	  his	  beard	  and	  
muttering	  to	  himself.	  	  
	  
“‘There’s	  no	  hope	  o’	  getting	  clear,’	  said	  Billy	  Fish.	  ‘The	  priests	  will	  have	  sent	  runners	  to	  the	  villages	  to	  say	  that	  
you	  are	  only	  men.	  Why	  didn’t	  you	  stick	  on	  as	  gods	  till	  things	  was	  more	  settled?	  I’m	  a	  dead	  man,’	  says	  Billy	  Fish,	  
and	  he	  throws	  himself	  down	  on	  the	  snow	  and	  begins	  to	  pray	  to	  his	  gods.	  	  
	  
“Next	  morning	  we	  was	  in	  a	  cruel	  bad	  country	  —	  all	  up	  and	  down,	  no	  level	  ground	  at	  all,	  and	  no	  food	  either.	  The	  
six	  Bashkai	  men	  looked	  at	  Billy	  Fish	  hungry-‐wise	  as	  if	  they	  wanted	  to	  ask	  something,	  but	  they	  said	  never	  a	  word.	  
At	  noon	  we	  came	  to	  the	  top	  of	  a	  flat	  mountain	  all	  covered	  with	  snow,	  and	  when	  we	  climbed	  up	  into	  it,	  behold,	  
there	  was	  an	  army	  in	  position	  waiting	  in	  the	  middle!	  	  
	  
“‘The	  runners	  have	  been	  very	  quick,’	  says	  Billy	  Fish,	  with	  a	  little	  bit	  of	  a	  laugh.	  ‘They	  are	  waiting	  for	  us.’	  	  
	  
“Three	  or	  four	  men	  began	  to	  fire	  from	  the	  enemy’s	  side,	  and	  a	  chance	  shot	  took	  Daniel	  in	  the	  calf	  of	  the	  leg.	  That	  
brought	  him	  to	  his	  senses.	  He	  looks	  across	  the	  snow	  at	  the	  Army,	  and	  sees	  the	  rifles	  that	  we	  had	  brought	  into	  the	  
country.	  	  
	  
“‘We’re	  done	  for,’	  says	  he.	  ‘They	  are	  Englishmen,	  these	  people,	  —	  and	  it’s	  my	  blasted	  nonsense	  that	  has	  brought	  
you	  to	  this.	  Get	  back,	  Billy	  Fish,	  and	  take	  your	  men	  away;	  you’ve	  done	  what	  you	  could,	  and	  now	  cut	  for	  it.	  
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Carnehan,’	  says	  he,	  ‘shake	  hands	  with	  me	  and	  go	  along	  with	  Billy.	  Maybe	  they	  won’t	  kill	  you.	  I’ll	  go	  and	  meet	  ’em	  
alone.	  It’s	  me	  that	  did	  it.	  Me,	  the	  King!’	  	  
	  
“‘Go!’	  says	  I.	  ‘Go	  to	  Hell,	  Dan.	  I’m	  with	  you	  here.	  Billy	  Fish,	  you	  clear	  out,	  and	  we	  two	  will	  meet	  those	  folk.’	  	  
	  
“‘I’m	  a	  Chief,’	  says	  Billy	  Fish,	  quite	  quiet.	  ‘I	  stay	  with	  you.	  My	  men	  can	  go.’	  	  
	  
“The	  Bashkai	  fellows	  didn’t	  wait	  for	  a	  second	  word	  but	  ran	  off,	  and	  Dan	  and	  Me	  and	  Billy	  Fish	  walked	  across	  to	  
where	  the	  drums	  were	  drumming	  and	  the	  horns	  were	  horning.	  It	  was	  cold-‐awful	  cold.	  I’ve	  got	  that	  cold	  in	  the	  
back	  of	  my	  head	  now.	  There’s	  a	  lump	  of	  it	  there.”	  	  
	  
The	  punkah-‐coolies	  had	  gone	  to	  sleep.	  Two	  kerosene	  lamps	  were	  blazing	  in	  the	  office,	  and	  the	  perspiration	  
poured	  down	  my	  face	  and	  splashed	  on	  the	  blotter	  as	  I	  leaned	  forward.	  Carnehan	  was	  shivering,	  and	  I	  feared	  that	  
his	  mind	  might	  go.	  I	  wiped	  my	  face,	  took	  a	  fresh	  grip	  of	  the	  piteously	  mangled	  hands,	  and	  said:—	  “What	  
happened	  after	  that?”	  	  
	  
The	  momentary	  shift	  of	  my	  eyes	  had	  broken	  the	  clear	  current.	  	  
	  
“What	  was	  you	  pleased	  to	  say?”	  whined	  Carnehan.	  	  
“They	  took	  them	  without	  any	  sound.	  Not	  a	  little	  whisper	  all	  along	  the	  snow,	  not	  though	  the	  King	  knocked	  down	  
the	  first	  man	  that	  set	  hand	  on	  him	  —	  not	  though	  old	  Peachey	  fired	  his	  last	  cartridge	  into	  the	  brown	  of	  ’em.	  Not	  a	  
single	  solitary	  sound	  did	  those	  swines	  make.	  They	  just	  closed	  up,	  tight,	  and	  I	  tell	  you	  their	  furs	  stunk.	  There	  was	  a	  
man	  called	  Billy	  Fish,	  a	  good	  friend	  of	  us	  all,	  and	  they	  cut	  his	  throat,	  Sir,	  then	  and	  there,	  like	  a	  pig;	  and	  the	  King	  
kicks	  up	  the	  bloody	  snow	  and	  says:—	  ‘We’ve	  had	  a	  dashed	  fine	  run	  for	  our	  money.	  What’s	  coming	  next?’	  But	  
Peachey,	  Peachey	  Taliaferro,	  I	  tell	  you,	  Sir,	  in	  confidence	  as	  betwixt	  two	  friends,	  he	  lost	  his	  head,	  Sir.	  No,	  he	  didn’t	  
neither.	  The	  King	  lost	  his	  head,	  so	  he	  did,	  all	  along	  o’	  one	  of	  those	  cunning	  rope-‐bridges.	  Kindly	  let	  me	  have	  the	  
paper-‐cutter,	  Sir.	  It	  tilted	  this	  way.	  They	  marched	  him	  a	  mile	  across	  that	  snow	  to	  a	  rope-‐bridge	  over	  a	  ravine	  with	  
a	  river	  at	  the	  bottom.	  You	  may	  have	  seen	  such.	  They	  prodded	  him	  behind	  like	  an	  ox.	  ‘Damn	  your	  eyes!’	  says	  the	  
King.	  ‘D’you	  suppose	  I	  can’t	  die	  like	  a	  gentleman?’	  He	  turns	  to	  Peachey	  —	  Peachey	  that	  was	  crying	  like	  a	  child.	  
‘I’ve	  brought	  you	  to	  this,	  Peachey,’	  says	  he.	  ‘Brought	  you	  out	  of	  your	  happy	  life	  to	  be	  killed	  in	  Kafiristan,	  where	  
you	  was	  late	  Commander-‐in-‐Chief	  of	  the	  Emperor’s	  forces.	  Say	  you	  forgive	  me,	  Peachey.’	  ‘I	  do,’	  says	  Peachey.	  
‘Fully	  and	  freely	  do	  I	  forgive	  you,	  Dan.’	  ‘Shake	  hands,	  Peachey,’	  says	  he.	  ‘I’m	  going	  now.’	  Out	  he	  goes,	  looking	  
neither	  right	  nor	  left,	  and	  when	  he	  was	  plumb	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  those	  dizzy	  dancing	  ropes,	  ‘Cut,	  you	  beggars,’	  he	  
shouts;	  and	  they	  cut,	  and	  old	  Dan	  fell,	  turning	  round	  and	  round	  and	  round,	  twenty	  thousand	  miles,	  for	  he	  took	  
half	  an	  hour	  to	  fall	  till	  he	  struck	  the	  water,	  and	  I	  could	  see	  his	  body	  caught	  on	  a	  rock	  with	  the	  gold	  crown	  close	  
beside.	  	  
	  
	  “But	  do	  you	  know	  what	  they	  did	  to	  Peachey	  between	  two	  pine-‐trees?	  They	  crucified	  him,	  sir,	  as	  Peachey’s	  hands	  
will	  show.	  They	  used	  wooden	  pegs	  for	  his	  hands	  and	  his	  feet;	  and	  he	  didn’t	  die.	  He	  hung	  there	  and	  screamed,	  and	  
they	  took	  him	  down	  next	  day,	  and	  said	  it	  was	  a	  miracle	  that	  he	  wasn’t	  dead.	  They	  took	  him	  down	  —	  poor	  old	  
Peachey	  that	  hadn’t	  done	  them	  any	  harm	  —	  that	  hadn’t	  done	  them	  any...”	  	  
	  
He	  rocked	  to	  and	  fro	  and	  wept	  bitterly,	  wiping	  his	  eyes	  with	  the	  back	  of	  his	  scarred	  hands	  and	  moaning	  like	  a	  
child	  for	  some	  ten	  minutes.	  	  
	  
“They	  was	  cruel	  enough	  to	  feed	  him	  up	  in	  the	  temple,	  because	  they	  said	  he	  was	  more	  of	  a	  god	  than	  old	  Daniel	  that	  
was	  a	  man.	  Then	  they	  turned	  him	  out	  on	  the	  snow,	  and	  told	  him	  to	  go	  home,	  and	  Peachey	  came	  home	  in	  about	  a	  
year,	  begging	  along	  the	  roads	  quite	  safe;	  for	  Daniel	  Dravot	  he	  walked	  before	  and	  said:—	  ‘Come	  along,	  Peachey.	  
It’s	  a	  big	  thing	  we’re	  doing.’	  The	  mountains	  they	  danced	  at	  night,	  and	  the	  mountains	  they	  tried	  to	  fall	  on	  
Peachey’s	  head,	  but	  Dan	  he	  held	  up	  his	  hand,	  and	  Peachey	  came	  along	  bent	  double.	  He	  never	  let	  go	  of	  Dan’s	  hand,	  
and	  he	  never	  let	  go	  of	  Dan’s	  head.	  They	  gave	  it	  to	  him	  as	  a	  present	  in	  the	  temple,	  to	  remind	  him	  not	  to	  come	  
again,	  and	  though	  the	  crown	  was	  pure	  gold,	  and	  Peachey	  was	  starving,	  never	  would	  Peachey	  sell	  the	  same.	  You	  
knew	  Dravot,	  sir!	  You	  knew	  Right	  Worshipful	  Brother	  Dravot!	  Look	  at	  him	  now!”	  	  
	  
He	  fumbled	  in	  the	  mass	  of	  rags	  round	  his	  bent	  waist;	  brought	  out	  a	  black	  horsehair	  bag	  embroidered	  with	  silver	  
thread;	  and	  shook	  therefrom	  on	  to	  my	  table	  —	  the	  dried,	  withered	  head	  of	  Daniel	  Dravot!	  The	  morning	  sun	  that	  
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had	  long	  been	  paling	  the	  lamps	  struck	  the	  red	  beard	  and	  blind	  sunken	  eyes;	  struck,	  too,	  a	  heavy	  circlet	  of	  gold	  
studded	  with	  raw	  turquoises,	  that	  Carnehan	  placed	  tenderly	  on	  the	  battered	  temples.	  	  
“You	  behold	  now,”	  said	  Carnehan,	  “the	  Emperor	  in	  his	  habit	  as	  he	  lived	  —	  the	  King	  of	  Kafiristan	  with	  his	  crown	  
upon	  his	  head.	  Poor	  old	  Daniel	  that	  was	  a	  monarch	  once!”	  	  
	  
I	  shuddered,	  for,	  in	  spite	  of	  defacements	  manifold,	  I	  recognized	  the	  head	  of	  the	  man	  of	  Marwar	  Junction.	  
Carnehan	  rose	  to	  go.	  I	  attempted	  to	  stop	  him.	  He	  was	  not	  fit	  to	  walk	  abroad.	  “Let	  me	  take	  away	  the	  whiskey,	  and	  
give	  me	  a	  little	  money,”	  he	  gasped.	  “I	  was	  a	  King	  once.	  I’ll	  go	  to	  the	  Deputy	  Commissioner	  and	  ask	  to	  set	  in	  the	  
Poor-‐house	  till	  I	  get	  my	  health.	  No,	  thank	  you,	  I	  can’t	  wait	  till	  you	  get	  a	  carriage	  for	  me.	  I’ve	  urgent	  private	  affairs	  
—	  in	  the	  south	  —	  at	  Marwar.”	  	  
	  
He	  shambled	  out	  of	  the	  office	  and	  departed	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  Deputy	  Commissioner’s	  house.	  That	  day	  at	  
noon	  I	  had	  occasion	  to	  go	  down	  the	  blinding	  hot	  Mall,	  and	  I	  saw	  a	  crooked	  man	  crawling	  along	  the	  white	  dust	  of	  
the	  roadside,	  his	  hat	  in	  his	  hand,	  quavering	  dolorously	  after	  the	  fashion	  of	  street-‐singers	  at	  Home.	  There	  was	  not	  
a	  soul	  in	  sight,	  and	  he	  was	  out	  of	  all	  possible	  earshot	  of	  the	  houses.	  And	  he	  sang	  through	  his	  nose,	  turning	  his	  
head	  from	  right	  to	  left:—	  	  
	  
“The	  Son	  of	  Man	  goes	  forth	  to	  war,	  A	  golden	  crown	  to	  gain;	  	  
His	  blood-‐red	  banner	  streams	  afar—	  Who	  follows	  in	  his	  train?”	  	  
	  
I	  waited	  to	  hear	  no	  more,	  but	  put	  the	  poor	  wretch	  into	  my	  carriage	  and	  drove	  him	  off	  to	  the	  nearest	  missionary	  
for	  eventual	  transfer	  to	  the	  Asylum.	  He	  repeated	  the	  hymn	  twice	  while	  he	  was	  with	  me	  whom	  he	  did	  not	  in	  the	  
least	  recognize,	  and	  I	  left	  him	  singing	  to	  the	  missionary.	  	  
	  
Two	  days	  later	  I	  inquired	  after	  his	  welfare	  of	  the	  Superintendent	  of	  the	  Asylum.	  	  
	  
“He	  was	  admitted	  suffering	  from	  sun-‐stroke.	  He	  died	  early	  yesterday	  morning,”	  said	  the	  Superintendent.	  “Is	  it	  
true	  that	  he	  was	  half	  an	  hour	  bareheaded	  in	  the	  sun	  at	  midday?”	  	  
	  
	  “Yes,”	  said	  I,	  “but	  do	  you	  happen	  to	  know	  if	  he	  had	  anything	  upon	  him	  by	  any	  chance	  when	  he	  died?”	  	  
	  
“Not	  to	  my	  knowledge,”	  said	  the	  Superintendent.	  
And	  there	  the	  matter	  rests.	  	  
From	  http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext05/8king10h.htm	  

	  

Orientalism,	  Imperialism,	  and	  the	  Subaltern	  

From	  Edward	  Said,	  Orientalism.	  New	  York:	  Vintage	  Books,	  1978.	  

[Page	  2]	  It	  will	  be	  clear	  to	  the	  reader	  (and	  will	  become	  clearer	  still	  throughout	  the	  many	  pages	  that	  follow)	  that	  
by	  Orientalism	  I	  mean	  several	  things,	  all	  of	  them,	  in	  my	  opinion,	  interdependent.	  	  The	  most	  readily	  accepted	  
designation	  for	  Orientalism	  is	  an	  academic	  one,	  and	  indeed	  the	  label	  still	  serves	  in	  a	  number	  of	  academic	  
institutions.	  .	  .	  .	  The	  point	  is	  that	  even	  if	  it	  does	  not	  survive	  as	  it	  once	  did,	  Orientalism	  lives	  on	  academically	  
through	  its	  doctrines	  and	  theses	  about	  the	  Orient	  and	  the	  Oriental.	  

	   Related	  to	  this	  academic	  tradition	  .	  .	  .	  is	  a	  more	  general	  meaning	  for	  Orientalism.	  	  Orientalism	  is	  a	  style	  of	  
thought	  based	  upon	  an	  ontological	  and	  epistemological	  distinction	  made	  between	  “the	  Orient”	  and	  (most	  of	  the	  
time)	  “the	  Occident.”	  Thus	  a	  very	  large	  mass	  of	  writers,	  among	  whom	  are	  poets,	  novelists,	  philosophers,	  political	  
theorists,	  economists,	  and	  imperial	  administrators,	  have	  accepted	  the	  basic	  distinction	  between	  East	  and	  West	  as	  
the	  starting	  point	  for	  elaborate	  theories,	  epics,	  novels,	  social	  descriptions,	  and	  political	  accounts	  concerning	  the	  
[Page	  3]	  Orient,	  its	  people,	  customs,	  “mind,”	  destiny,	  and	  so	  on.	  	  

	   [T]he	  third	  meaning	  of	  Orientalism	  .	  .	  .	  is	  something	  more	  historically	  and	  materially	  defined	  than	  either	  
of	  the	  other	  two.	  	  Taking	  the	  late	  eighteenth	  century	  as	  a	  very	  roughly	  defined	  starting	  point	  Orientalism	  can	  be	  
discussed	  and	  analyzed	  as	  the	  corporate	  institution	  for	  dealing	  with	  the	  Orient—dealing	  with	  it	  by	  making	  
statements	  about	  it,	  authorizing	  views	  of	  it,	  describing	  it,	  by	  teaching	  it,	  settling	  it,	  ruling	  over	  it:	  in	  short,	  
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Orientalism	  as	  a	  	  Western	  style	  for	  dominating,	  restructuring,	  and	  having	  authority	  over	  the	  Orient.	  	  	  .	  .	  .	  My	  
contention	  is	  that	  without	  examining	  Orientalism	  as	  a	  discourse	  one	  cannot	  possibly	  understand	  the	  enormously	  
systematic	  discipline	  by	  which	  European	  culture	  was	  able	  to	  manage—and	  even	  produce—the	  Orient	  politically,	  
sociologically,	  militarily,	  ideologically,	  scientifically,	  and	  imaginatively	  during	  the	  post-‐Enlightenment	  period.	  	  
Moreover,	  so	  authoritative	  a	  position	  did	  Orientalism	  have	  that	  I	  believe	  no	  one	  writing,	  thinking,	  or	  acting	  on	  the	  
Orient	  could	  do	  so	  without	  taking	  account	  of	  the	  limitations	  on	  thought	  and	  action	  imposed	  by	  Orientalism.	  	  In	  
brief,	  because	  of	  Orientalism	  the	  Orient	  was	  not	  (and	  is	  not)	  a	  free	  subject	  of	  thought	  or	  action.	  

[Page	  176]	  Even	  if	  all	  travelers	  to	  the	  Orient	  after	  Chateaubriand	  and	  Lane	  have	  taken	  their	  work	  into	  account	  	  
(in	  some	  cases,	  even	  to	  the	  extent	  of	  copying	  from	  them	  verbatim),	  their	  legacy	  embodies	  the	  fate	  of	  Orientalism	  
and	  the	  options	  to	  which	  it	  was	  limited.	  	  Either	  one	  wrote	  science	  like	  Lane	  or	  personal	  utterance	  like	  
Chateaubriand.	  	  The	  problems	  with	  the	  former	  were	  its	  impersonal	  Western	  confidence	  that	  descriptions	  of	  
general,	  collective	  phenomena	  were	  possible,	  and	  its	  tendency	  to	  make	  realities	  not	  so	  much	  out	  of	  the	  Orient	  as	  
out	  of	  its	  own	  observations.	  	  The	  problem	  with	  personal	  utterance	  was	  that	  it	  inevitably	  retreated	  into	  a	  position	  
equating	  the	  Orient	  with	  private	  fantasy,	  even	  if	  that	  fantasy	  was	  of	  a	  very	  high	  order	  indeed,	  aesthetically	  
speaking.	  	  In	  both	  cases,	  of	  course,	  Orientalism	  enjoyed	  a	  powerful	  influence	  on	  how	  the	  Orient	  was	  described	  
and	  characterized.	  	  

[Page	  177]	  In	  the	  system	  of	  knowledge	  about	  the	  Orient,	  the	  Orient	  is	  less	  a	  place	  than	  a	  topos,	  a	  set	  of	  references,	  
a	  congeries	  of	  characteristics,	  that	  seems	  to	  have	  its	  origin	  in	  a	  quotation,	  or	  a	  fragment	  of	  a	  text,	  or	  a	  citation	  
from	  someone’s	  work	  on	  the	  Orient,	  or	  some	  bit	  of	  previous	  imagining,	  or	  an	  amalgam	  of	  all	  these.	  	  Direct	  
observation	  or	  circumstantial	  description	  of	  the	  Orient	  are	  the	  fictions	  presented	  by	  writing	  on	  the	  Orient,	  yet	  
invariably	  these	  are	  totally	  secondary	  to	  systematic	  tasks	  of	  another	  sort.	  	  

[Page	  189]	  Therefore	  one	  could	  either	  construct	  the	  world	  with	  verve	  and	  style,	  or	  one	  could	  copy	  it	  tirelessly	  
according	  to	  impersonal	  academic	  rules	  of	  procedure.	  [Page	  190]	  In	  both	  cases,	  with	  regard	  to	  the	  Orient,	  there	  
was	  a	  frank	  acknowledgment	  that	  it	  was	  a	  world	  elsewhere,	  apart	  from	  the	  ordinary	  attachments,	  sentiments,	  
and	  values	  of	  our	  world	  in	  the	  West.	  	  

ARTHUR	  CONAN	  DOYLE	  

ADVENTURE	  	  I.	  	  A	  SCANDAL	  IN	  BOHEMIA	  

	  
I.	  

	  
To	  Sherlock	  Holmes	  she	  is	  always	  the	  woman.	  I	  have	  seldom	  heard	  him	  mention	  her	  under	  any	  other	  name.	  In	  his	  
eyes	  she	  eclipses	  and	  predominates	  the	  whole	  of	  her	  sex.	  It	  was	  not	  that	  he	  felt	  any	  emotion	  akin	  to	  love	  for	  Irene	  
Adler.	  All	  emotions,	  and	  that	  one	  particularly,	  were	  abhorrent	  to	  his	  cold,	  precise	  but	  admirably	  balanced	  mind.	  
He	  was,	  I	  take	  it,	  the	  most	  perfect	  reasoning	  and	  observing	  machine	  that	  the	  world	  has	  seen,	  but	  as	  a	  lover	  he	  
would	  have	  placed	  himself	  in	  a	  false	  position.	  He	  never	  spoke	  of	  the	  softer	  passions,	  save	  with	  a	  gibe	  and	  a	  sneer.	  
They	  were	  admirable	  things	  for	  the	  observer—excellent	  for	  drawing	  the	  veil	  from	  men’s	  motives	  and	  actions.	  But	  
for	  the	  trained	  reasoner	  to	  admit	  such	  intrusions	  into	  his	  own	  delicate	  and	  finely	  adjusted	  temperament	  was	  to	  
introduce	  a	  distracting	  factor	  which	  might	  throw	  a	  doubt	  upon	  all	  his	  mental	  results.	  Grit	  in	  a	  sensitive	  
instrument,	  or	  a	  crack	  in	  one	  of	  his	  own	  high-‐power	  lenses,	  would	  not	  be	  more	  disturbing	  than	  a	  strong	  emotion	  
in	  a	  nature	  such	  as	  his.	  And	  yet	  there	  was	  but	  one	  woman	  to	  him,	  and	  that	  woman	  was	  the	  late	  Irene	  Adler,	  of	  
dubious	  and	  questionable	  memory.	  
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I	  had	  seen	  little	  of	  Holmes	  lately.	  My	  marriage	  had	  drifted	  us	  away	  from	  each	  other.	  My	  own	  complete	  happiness,	  
and	  the	  home-‐centred	  interests	  which	  rise	  up	  around	  the	  man	  who	  first	  finds	  himself	  master	  of	  his	  own	  
establishment,	  were	  sufficient	  to	  absorb	  all	  my	  attention,	  while	  Holmes,	  who	  loathed	  every	  form	  of	  society	  with	  
his	  whole	  Bohemian	  soul,	  remained	  in	  our	  lodgings	  in	  Baker	  Street,	  buried	  among	  his	  old	  books,	  and	  alternating	  
from	  week	  to	  week	  between	  cocaine	  and	  ambition,	  the	  drowsiness	  of	  the	  drug,	  and	  the	  fierce	  energy	  of	  his	  own	  
keen	  nature.	  He	  was	  still,	  as	  ever,	  deeply	  attracted	  by	  the	  study	  of	  crime,	  and	  occupied	  his	  immense	  faculties	  and	  
extraordinary	  powers	  of	  observation	  in	  following	  out	  those	  clues,	  and	  clearing	  up	  those	  mysteries	  which	  had	  
been	  abandoned	  as	  hopeless	  by	  the	  official	  police.	  From	  time	  to	  time	  I	  heard	  some	  vague	  account	  of	  his	  doings:	  of	  
his	  summons	  to	  Odessa	  in	  the	  case	  of	  the	  Trepoff	  murder,	  of	  his	  clearing	  up	  of	  the	  singular	  tragedy	  of	  the	  
Atkinson	  brothers	  at	  Trincomalee,	  and	  finally	  of	  the	  mission	  which	  he	  had	  accomplished	  so	  delicately	  and	  
successfully	  for	  the	  reigning	  family	  of	  Holland.	  Beyond	  these	  signs	  of	  his	  activity,	  however,	  which	  I	  merely	  shared	  
with	  all	  the	  readers	  of	  the	  daily	  press,	  I	  knew	  little	  of	  my	  former	  friend	  and	  companion.	  

One	  night—it	  was	  on	  the	  twentieth	  of	  March,	  1888—I	  was	  returning	  from	  a	  journey	  to	  a	  patient	  (for	  I	  had	  now	  
returned	  to	  civil	  practice),	  when	  my	  way	  led	  me	  through	  Baker	  Street.	  As	  I	  passed	  the	  well-‐remembered	  door,	  
which	  must	  always	  be	  associated	  in	  my	  mind	  with	  my	  wooing,	  and	  with	  the	  dark	  incidents	  of	  the	  Study	  in	  Scarlet,	  
I	  was	  seized	  with	  a	  keen	  desire	  to	  see	  Holmes	  again,	  and	  to	  know	  how	  he	  was	  employing	  his	  extraordinary	  
powers.	  His	  rooms	  were	  brilliantly	  lit,	  and,	  even	  as	  I	  looked	  up,	  I	  saw	  his	  tall,	  spare	  figure	  pass	  twice	  in	  a	  dark	  
silhouette	  against	  the	  blind.	  He	  was	  pacing	  the	  room	  swiftly,	  eagerly,	  with	  his	  head	  sunk	  upon	  his	  chest	  and	  his	  
hands	  clasped	  behind	  him.	  To	  me,	  who	  knew	  his	  every	  mood	  and	  habit,	  his	  attitude	  and	  manner	  told	  their	  own	  
story.	  He	  was	  at	  work	  again.	  He	  had	  risen	  out	  of	  his	  drug-‐created	  dreams	  and	  was	  hot	  upon	  the	  scent	  of	  some	  
new	  problem.	  I	  rang	  the	  bell	  and	  was	  shown	  up	  to	  the	  chamber	  which	  had	  formerly	  been	  in	  part	  my	  own.	  

His	  manner	  was	  not	  effusive.	  It	  seldom	  was;	  but	  he	  was	  glad,	  I	  think,	  to	  see	  me.	  With	  hardly	  a	  word	  spoken,	  but	  
with	  a	  kindly	  eye,	  he	  waved	  me	  to	  an	  armchair,	  threw	  across	  his	  case	  of	  cigars,	  and	  indicated	  a	  spirit	  case	  and	  a	  
gasogene	  in	  the	  corner.	  Then	  he	  stood	  before	  the	  fire	  and	  looked	  me	  over	  in	  his	  singular	  introspective	  fashion.	  

“Wedlock	  suits	  you,”	  he	  remarked.	  “I	  think,	  Watson,	  that	  you	  have	  put	  on	  seven	  and	  a	  half	  pounds	  since	  I	  saw	  
you.”	  

“Seven!”	  I	  answered.	  

“Indeed,	  I	  should	  have	  thought	  a	  little	  more.	  Just	  a	  trifle	  more,	  I	  fancy,	  Watson.	  And	  in	  practice	  again,	  I	  observe.	  
You	  did	  not	  tell	  me	  that	  you	  intended	  to	  go	  into	  harness.”	  

“Then,	  how	  do	  you	  know?”	  

“I	  see	  it,	  I	  deduce	  it.	  How	  do	  I	  know	  that	  you	  have	  been	  getting	  yourself	  very	  wet	  lately,	  and	  that	  you	  have	  a	  most	  
clumsy	  and	  careless	  servant	  girl?”	  

“My	  dear	  Holmes,”	  said	  I,	  “this	  is	  too	  much.	  You	  would	  certainly	  have	  been	  burned,	  had	  you	  lived	  a	  few	  centuries	  
ago.	  It	  is	  true	  that	  I	  had	  a	  country	  walk	  on	  Thursday	  and	  came	  home	  in	  a	  dreadful	  mess,	  but	  as	  I	  have	  changed	  my	  
clothes	  I	  can’t	  imagine	  how	  you	  deduce	  it.	  As	  to	  Mary	  Jane,	  she	  is	  incorrigible,	  and	  my	  wife	  has	  given	  her	  notice,	  
but	  there,	  again,	  I	  fail	  to	  see	  how	  you	  work	  it	  out.”	  

He	  chuckled	  to	  himself	  and	  rubbed	  his	  long,	  nervous	  hands	  together.	  

“It	  is	  simplicity	  itself,”	  said	  he;	  “my	  eyes	  tell	  me	  that	  on	  the	  inside	  of	  your	  left	  shoe,	  just	  where	  the	  firelight	  strikes	  
it,	  the	  leather	  is	  scored	  by	  six	  almost	  parallel	  cuts.	  Obviously	  they	  have	  been	  caused	  by	  someone	  who	  has	  very	  
carelessly	  scraped	  round	  the	  edges	  of	  the	  sole	  in	  order	  to	  remove	  crusted	  mud	  from	  it.	  Hence,	  you	  see,	  my	  double	  
deduction	  that	  you	  had	  been	  out	  in	  vile	  weather,	  and	  that	  you	  had	  a	  particularly	  malignant	  boot-‐slitting	  specimen	  
of	  the	  London	  slavey.	  As	  to	  your	  practice,	  if	  a	  gentleman	  walks	  into	  my	  rooms	  smelling	  of	  iodoform,	  with	  a	  black	  
mark	  of	  nitrate	  of	  silver	  upon	  his	  right	  forefinger,	  and	  a	  bulge	  on	  the	  right	  side	  of	  his	  top-‐hat	  to	  show	  where	  he	  
has	  secreted	  his	  stethoscope,	  I	  must	  be	  dull,	  indeed,	  if	  I	  do	  not	  pronounce	  him	  to	  be	  an	  active	  member	  of	  the	  
medical	  profession.”	  

I	  could	  not	  help	  laughing	  at	  the	  ease	  with	  which	  he	  explained	  his	  process	  of	  deduction.	  “When	  I	  hear	  you	  give	  
your	  reasons,”	  I	  remarked,	  “the	  thing	  always	  appears	  to	  me	  to	  be	  so	  ridiculously	  simple	  that	  I	  could	  easily	  do	  it	  
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myself,	  though	  at	  each	  successive	  instance	  of	  your	  reasoning	  I	  am	  baffled	  until	  you	  explain	  your	  process.	  And	  yet	  
I	  believe	  that	  my	  eyes	  are	  as	  good	  as	  yours.”	  

“Quite	  so,”	  he	  answered,	  lighting	  a	  cigarette,	  and	  throwing	  himself	  down	  into	  an	  armchair.	  “You	  see,	  but	  you	  do	  
not	  observe.	  The	  distinction	  is	  clear.	  For	  example,	  you	  have	  frequently	  seen	  the	  steps	  which	  lead	  up	  from	  the	  hall	  
to	  this	  room.”	  

“Frequently.”	  

“How	  often?”	  

“Well,	  some	  hundreds	  of	  times.”	  

“Then	  how	  many	  are	  there?”	  

“How	  many?	  I	  don’t	  know.”	  

“Quite	  so!	  You	  have	  not	  observed.	  And	  yet	  you	  have	  seen.	  That	  is	  just	  my	  point.	  Now,	  I	  know	  that	  there	  are	  
seventeen	  steps,	  because	  I	  have	  both	  seen	  and	  observed.	  By	  the	  way,	  since	  you	  are	  interested	  in	  these	  little	  
problems,	  and	  since	  you	  are	  good	  enough	  to	  chronicle	  one	  or	  two	  of	  my	  trifling	  experiences,	  you	  may	  be	  
interested	  in	  this.”	  He	  threw	  over	  a	  sheet	  of	  thick,	  pink-‐tinted	  notepaper	  which	  had	  been	  lying	  open	  upon	  the	  
table.	  “It	  came	  by	  the	  last	  post,”	  said	  he.	  “Read	  it	  aloud.”	  

The	  note	  was	  undated,	  and	  without	  either	  signature	  or	  address.	  

“There	  will	  call	  upon	  you	  to-‐night,	  at	  a	  quarter	  to	  eight	  o’clock,”	  it	  said,	  “a	  gentleman	  who	  desires	  to	  consult	  you	  
upon	  a	  matter	  of	  the	  very	  deepest	  moment.	  Your	  recent	  services	  to	  one	  of	  the	  royal	  houses	  of	  Europe	  have	  shown	  
that	  you	  are	  one	  who	  may	  safely	  be	  trusted	  with	  matters	  which	  are	  of	  an	  importance	  which	  can	  hardly	  be	  
exaggerated.	  This	  account	  of	  you	  we	  have	  from	  all	  quarters	  received.	  Be	  in	  your	  chamber	  then	  at	  that	  hour,	  and	  
do	  not	  take	  it	  amiss	  if	  your	  visitor	  wear	  a	  mask.”	  

“This	  is	  indeed	  a	  mystery,”	  I	  remarked.	  “What	  do	  you	  imagine	  that	  it	  means?”	  

“I	  have	  no	  data	  yet.	  It	  is	  a	  capital	  mistake	  to	  theorise	  before	  one	  has	  data.	  Insensibly	  one	  begins	  to	  twist	  facts	  to	  
suit	  theories,	  instead	  of	  theories	  to	  suit	  facts.	  But	  the	  note	  itself.	  What	  do	  you	  deduce	  from	  it?”	  

I	  carefully	  examined	  the	  writing,	  and	  the	  paper	  upon	  which	  it	  was	  written.	  

“The	  man	  who	  wrote	  it	  was	  presumably	  well	  to	  do,”	  I	  remarked,	  endeavouring	  to	  imitate	  my	  companion’s	  
processes.	  “Such	  paper	  could	  not	  be	  bought	  under	  half	  a	  crown	  a	  packet.	  It	  is	  peculiarly	  strong	  and	  stiff.”	  

“Peculiar—that	  is	  the	  very	  word,”	  said	  Holmes.	  “It	  is	  not	  an	  English	  paper	  at	  all.	  Hold	  it	  up	  to	  the	  light.”	  

I	  did	  so,	  and	  saw	  a	  large	  “E”	  with	  a	  small	  “g,”	  a	  “P,”	  and	  a	  large	  “G”	  with	  a	  small	  “t”	  woven	  into	  the	  texture	  of	  the	  
paper.	  

“What	  do	  you	  make	  of	  that?”	  asked	  Holmes.	  

“The	  name	  of	  the	  maker,	  no	  doubt;	  or	  his	  monogram,	  rather.”	  

“Not	  at	  all.	  The	  ‘G’	  with	  the	  small	  ‘t’	  stands	  for	  ‘Gesellschaft,’	  which	  is	  the	  German	  for	  ‘Company.’	  It	  is	  a	  customary	  
contraction	  like	  our	  ‘Co.’	  ‘P,’	  of	  course,	  stands	  for	  ‘Papier.’	  Now	  for	  the	  ‘Eg.’	  Let	  us	  glance	  at	  our	  Continental	  
Gazetteer.”	  He	  took	  down	  a	  heavy	  brown	  volume	  from	  his	  shelves.	  “Eglow,	  Eglonitz—here	  we	  are,	  Egria.	  It	  is	  in	  a	  
German-‐speaking	  country—in	  Bohemia,	  not	  far	  from	  Carlsbad.	  ‘Remarkable	  as	  being	  the	  scene	  of	  the	  death	  of	  
Wallenstein,	  and	  for	  its	  numerous	  glass-‐factories	  and	  paper-‐mills.’	  Ha,	  ha,	  my	  boy,	  what	  do	  you	  make	  of	  that?”	  
His	  eyes	  sparkled,	  and	  he	  sent	  up	  a	  great	  blue	  triumphant	  cloud	  from	  his	  cigarette.	  

“The	  paper	  was	  made	  in	  Bohemia,”	  I	  said.	  
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“Precisely.	  And	  the	  man	  who	  wrote	  the	  note	  is	  a	  German.	  Do	  you	  note	  the	  peculiar	  construction	  of	  the	  sentence—
‘This	  account	  of	  you	  we	  have	  from	  all	  quarters	  received.’	  A	  Frenchman	  or	  Russian	  could	  not	  have	  written	  that.	  It	  
is	  the	  German	  who	  is	  so	  uncourteous	  to	  his	  verbs.	  It	  only	  remains,	  therefore,	  to	  discover	  what	  is	  wanted	  by	  this	  
German	  who	  writes	  upon	  Bohemian	  paper	  and	  prefers	  wearing	  a	  mask	  to	  showing	  his	  face.	  And	  here	  he	  comes,	  if	  
I	  am	  not	  mistaken,	  to	  resolve	  all	  our	  doubts.”	  

As	  he	  spoke	  there	  was	  the	  sharp	  sound	  of	  horses’	  hoofs	  and	  grating	  wheels	  against	  the	  curb,	  followed	  by	  a	  sharp	  
pull	  at	  the	  bell.	  Holmes	  whistled.	  

“A	  pair,	  by	  the	  sound,”	  said	  he.	  “Yes,”	  he	  continued,	  glancing	  out	  of	  the	  window.	  “A	  nice	  little	  brougham	  and	  a	  pair	  
of	  beauties.	  A	  hundred	  and	  fifty	  guineas	  apiece.	  There’s	  money	  in	  this	  case,	  Watson,	  if	  there	  is	  nothing	  else.”	  

“I	  think	  that	  I	  had	  better	  go,	  Holmes.”	  

“Not	  a	  bit,	  Doctor.	  Stay	  where	  you	  are.	  I	  am	  lost	  without	  my	  Boswell.	  And	  this	  promises	  to	  be	  interesting.	  It	  would	  
be	  a	  pity	  to	  miss	  it.”	  

“But	  your	  client—”	  

“Never	  mind	  him.	  I	  may	  want	  your	  help,	  and	  so	  may	  he.	  Here	  he	  comes.	  Sit	  down	  in	  that	  armchair,	  Doctor,	  and	  
give	  us	  your	  best	  attention.”	  

A	  slow	  and	  heavy	  step,	  which	  had	  been	  heard	  upon	  the	  stairs	  and	  in	  the	  passage,	  paused	  immediately	  outside	  the	  
door.	  Then	  there	  was	  a	  loud	  and	  authoritative	  tap.	  

“Come	  in!”	  said	  Holmes.	  

A	  man	  entered	  who	  could	  hardly	  have	  been	  less	  than	  six	  feet	  six	  inches	  in	  height,	  with	  the	  chest	  and	  limbs	  of	  a	  
Hercules.	  His	  dress	  was	  rich	  with	  a	  richness	  which	  would,	  in	  England,	  be	  looked	  upon	  as	  akin	  to	  bad	  taste.	  Heavy	  
bands	  of	  astrakhan	  were	  slashed	  across	  the	  sleeves	  and	  fronts	  of	  his	  double-‐breasted	  coat,	  while	  the	  deep	  blue	  
cloak	  which	  was	  thrown	  over	  his	  shoulders	  was	  lined	  with	  flame-‐coloured	  silk	  and	  secured	  at	  the	  neck	  with	  a	  
brooch	  which	  consisted	  of	  a	  single	  flaming	  beryl.	  Boots	  which	  extended	  halfway	  up	  his	  calves,	  and	  which	  were	  
trimmed	  at	  the	  tops	  with	  rich	  brown	  fur,	  completed	  the	  impression	  of	  barbaric	  opulence	  which	  was	  suggested	  by	  
his	  whole	  appearance.	  He	  carried	  a	  broad-‐brimmed	  hat	  in	  his	  hand,	  while	  he	  wore	  across	  the	  upper	  part	  of	  his	  
face,	  extending	  down	  past	  the	  cheekbones,	  a	  black	  vizard	  mask,	  which	  he	  had	  apparently	  adjusted	  that	  very	  
moment,	  for	  his	  hand	  was	  still	  raised	  to	  it	  as	  he	  entered.	  From	  the	  lower	  part	  of	  the	  face	  he	  appeared	  to	  be	  a	  man	  
of	  strong	  character,	  with	  a	  thick,	  hanging	  lip,	  and	  a	  long,	  straight	  chin	  suggestive	  of	  resolution	  pushed	  to	  the	  
length	  of	  obstinacy.	  

“You	  had	  my	  note?”	  he	  asked	  with	  a	  deep	  harsh	  voice	  and	  a	  strongly	  marked	  German	  accent.	  “I	  told	  you	  that	  I	  
would	  call.”	  He	  looked	  from	  one	  to	  the	  other	  of	  us,	  as	  if	  uncertain	  which	  to	  address.	  

“Pray	  take	  a	  seat,”	  said	  Holmes.	  “This	  is	  my	  friend	  and	  colleague,	  Dr.	  Watson,	  who	  is	  occasionally	  good	  enough	  to	  
help	  me	  in	  my	  cases.	  Whom	  have	  I	  the	  honour	  to	  address?”	  

“You	  may	  address	  me	  as	  the	  Count	  Von	  Kramm,	  a	  Bohemian	  nobleman.	  I	  understand	  that	  this	  gentleman,	  your	  
friend,	  is	  a	  man	  of	  honour	  and	  discretion,	  whom	  I	  may	  trust	  with	  a	  matter	  of	  the	  most	  extreme	  importance.	  If	  not,	  
I	  should	  much	  prefer	  to	  communicate	  with	  you	  alone.”	  

I	  rose	  to	  go,	  but	  Holmes	  caught	  me	  by	  the	  wrist	  and	  pushed	  me	  back	  into	  my	  chair.	  “It	  is	  both,	  or	  none,”	  said	  he.	  
“You	  may	  say	  before	  this	  gentleman	  anything	  which	  you	  may	  say	  to	  me.”	  

The	  Count	  shrugged	  his	  broad	  shoulders.	  “Then	  I	  must	  begin,”	  said	  he,	  “by	  binding	  you	  both	  to	  absolute	  secrecy	  
for	  two	  years;	  at	  the	  end	  of	  that	  time	  the	  matter	  will	  be	  of	  no	  importance.	  At	  present	  it	  is	  not	  too	  much	  to	  say	  that	  
it	  is	  of	  such	  weight	  it	  may	  have	  an	  influence	  upon	  European	  history.”	  

“I	  promise,”	  said	  Holmes.	  

“And	  I.”	  
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“You	  will	  excuse	  this	  mask,”	  continued	  our	  strange	  visitor.	  “The	  august	  person	  who	  employs	  me	  wishes	  his	  agent	  
to	  be	  unknown	  to	  you,	  and	  I	  may	  confess	  at	  once	  that	  the	  title	  by	  which	  I	  have	  just	  called	  myself	  is	  not	  exactly	  my	  
own.”	  

“I	  was	  aware	  of	  it,”	  said	  Holmes	  dryly.	  

“The	  circumstances	  are	  of	  great	  delicacy,	  and	  every	  precaution	  has	  to	  be	  taken	  to	  quench	  what	  might	  grow	  to	  be	  
an	  immense	  scandal	  and	  seriously	  compromise	  one	  of	  the	  reigning	  families	  of	  Europe.	  To	  speak	  plainly,	  the	  
matter	  implicates	  the	  great	  House	  of	  Ormstein,	  hereditary	  kings	  of	  Bohemia.”	  

“I	  was	  also	  aware	  of	  that,”	  murmured	  Holmes,	  settling	  himself	  down	  in	  his	  armchair	  and	  closing	  his	  eyes.	  

Our	  visitor	  glanced	  with	  some	  apparent	  surprise	  at	  the	  languid,	  lounging	  figure	  of	  the	  man	  who	  had	  been	  no	  
doubt	  depicted	  to	  him	  as	  the	  most	  incisive	  reasoner	  and	  most	  energetic	  agent	  in	  Europe.	  Holmes	  slowly	  
reopened	  his	  eyes	  and	  looked	  impatiently	  at	  his	  gigantic	  client.	  

“If	  your	  Majesty	  would	  condescend	  to	  state	  your	  case,”	  he	  remarked,	  “I	  should	  be	  better	  able	  to	  advise	  you.”	  

The	  man	  sprang	  from	  his	  chair	  and	  paced	  up	  and	  down	  the	  room	  in	  uncontrollable	  agitation.	  Then,	  with	  a	  gesture	  
of	  desperation,	  he	  tore	  the	  mask	  from	  his	  face	  and	  hurled	  it	  upon	  the	  ground.	  “You	  are	  right,”	  he	  cried;	  “I	  am	  the	  
King.	  Why	  should	  I	  attempt	  to	  conceal	  it?”	  

“Why,	  indeed?”	  murmured	  Holmes.	  “Your	  Majesty	  had	  not	  spoken	  before	  I	  was	  aware	  that	  I	  was	  addressing	  
Wilhelm	  Gottsreich	  Sigismond	  von	  Ormstein,	  Grand	  Duke	  of	  Cassel-‐Felstein,	  and	  hereditary	  King	  of	  Bohemia.”	  

“But	  you	  can	  understand,”	  said	  our	  strange	  visitor,	  sitting	  down	  once	  more	  and	  passing	  his	  hand	  over	  his	  high	  
white	  forehead,	  “you	  can	  understand	  that	  I	  am	  not	  accustomed	  to	  doing	  such	  business	  in	  my	  own	  person.	  Yet	  the	  
matter	  was	  so	  delicate	  that	  I	  could	  not	  confide	  it	  to	  an	  agent	  without	  putting	  myself	  in	  his	  power.	  I	  have	  
come	  incognito	  from	  Prague	  for	  the	  purpose	  of	  consulting	  you.”	  

“Then,	  pray	  consult,”	  said	  Holmes,	  shutting	  his	  eyes	  once	  more.	  

“The	  facts	  are	  briefly	  these:	  Some	  five	  years	  ago,	  during	  a	  lengthy	  visit	  to	  Warsaw,	  I	  made	  the	  acquaintance	  of	  the	  
well-‐known	  adventuress,	  Irene	  Adler.	  The	  name	  is	  no	  doubt	  familiar	  to	  you.”	  

“Kindly	  look	  her	  up	  in	  my	  index,	  Doctor,”	  murmured	  Holmes	  without	  opening	  his	  eyes.	  For	  many	  years	  he	  had	  
adopted	  a	  system	  of	  docketing	  all	  paragraphs	  concerning	  men	  and	  things,	  so	  that	  it	  was	  difficult	  to	  name	  a	  
subject	  or	  a	  person	  on	  which	  he	  could	  not	  at	  once	  furnish	  information.	  In	  this	  case	  I	  found	  her	  biography	  
sandwiched	  in	  between	  that	  of	  a	  Hebrew	  rabbi	  and	  that	  of	  a	  staff-‐commander	  who	  had	  written	  a	  monograph	  
upon	  the	  deep-‐sea	  fishes.	  

“Let	  me	  see!”	  said	  Holmes.	  “Hum!	  Born	  in	  New	  Jersey	  in	  the	  year	  1858.	  Contralto—hum!	  La	  Scala,	  hum!	  Prima	  
donna	  Imperial	  Opera	  of	  Warsaw—yes!	  Retired	  from	  operatic	  stage—ha!	  Living	  in	  London—quite	  so!	  Your	  
Majesty,	  as	  I	  understand,	  became	  entangled	  with	  this	  young	  person,	  wrote	  her	  some	  compromising	  letters,	  and	  is	  
now	  desirous	  of	  getting	  those	  letters	  back.”	  

“Precisely	  so.	  But	  how—”	  

“Was	  there	  a	  secret	  marriage?”	  

“None.”	  

“No	  legal	  papers	  or	  certificates?”	  

“None.”	  

“Then	  I	  fail	  to	  follow	  your	  Majesty.	  If	  this	  young	  person	  should	  produce	  her	  letters	  for	  blackmailing	  or	  other	  
purposes,	  how	  is	  she	  to	  prove	  their	  authenticity?”	  

“There	  is	  the	  writing.”	  
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“Pooh,	  pooh!	  Forgery.”	  

“My	  private	  note-‐paper.”	  

“Stolen.”	  

“My	  own	  seal.”	  

“Imitated.”	  

“My	  photograph.”	  

“Bought.”	  

“We	  were	  both	  in	  the	  photograph.”	  

“Oh,	  dear!	  That	  is	  very	  bad!	  Your	  Majesty	  has	  indeed	  committed	  an	  indiscretion.”	  

“I	  was	  mad—insane.”	  

“You	  have	  compromised	  yourself	  seriously.”	  

“I	  was	  only	  Crown	  Prince	  then.	  I	  was	  young.	  I	  am	  but	  thirty	  now.”	  

“It	  must	  be	  recovered.”	  

“We	  have	  tried	  and	  failed.”	  

“Your	  Majesty	  must	  pay.	  It	  must	  be	  bought.”	  

“She	  will	  not	  sell.”	  

“Stolen,	  then.”	  

“Five	  attempts	  have	  been	  made.	  Twice	  burglars	  in	  my	  pay	  ransacked	  her	  house.	  Once	  we	  diverted	  her	  luggage	  
when	  she	  travelled.	  Twice	  she	  has	  been	  waylaid.	  There	  has	  been	  no	  result.”	  

“No	  sign	  of	  it?”	  

“Absolutely	  none.”	  

Holmes	  laughed.	  “It	  is	  quite	  a	  pretty	  little	  problem,”	  said	  he.	  

“But	  a	  very	  serious	  one	  to	  me,”	  returned	  the	  King	  reproachfully.	  

“Very,	  indeed.	  And	  what	  does	  she	  propose	  to	  do	  with	  the	  photograph?”	  

“To	  ruin	  me.”	  

“But	  how?”	  

“I	  am	  about	  to	  be	  married.”	  

“So	  I	  have	  heard.”	  

“To	  Clotilde	  Lothman	  von	  Saxe-‐Meningen,	  second	  daughter	  of	  the	  King	  of	  Scandinavia.	  You	  may	  know	  the	  strict	  
principles	  of	  her	  family.	  She	  is	  herself	  the	  very	  soul	  of	  delicacy.	  A	  shadow	  of	  a	  doubt	  as	  to	  my	  conduct	  would	  
bring	  the	  matter	  to	  an	  end.”	  

“And	  Irene	  Adler?”	  
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“Threatens	  to	  send	  them	  the	  photograph.	  And	  she	  will	  do	  it.	  I	  know	  that	  she	  will	  do	  it.	  You	  do	  not	  know	  her,	  but	  
she	  has	  a	  soul	  of	  steel.	  She	  has	  the	  face	  of	  the	  most	  beautiful	  of	  women,	  and	  the	  mind	  of	  the	  most	  resolute	  of	  men.	  
Rather	  than	  I	  should	  marry	  another	  woman,	  there	  are	  no	  lengths	  to	  which	  she	  would	  not	  go—none.”	  

“You	  are	  sure	  that	  she	  has	  not	  sent	  it	  yet?”	  

“I	  am	  sure.”	  

“And	  why?”	  

“Because	  she	  has	  said	  that	  she	  would	  send	  it	  on	  the	  day	  when	  the	  betrothal	  was	  publicly	  proclaimed.	  That	  will	  be	  
next	  Monday.”	  

“Oh,	  then	  we	  have	  three	  days	  yet,”	  said	  Holmes	  with	  a	  yawn.	  “That	  is	  very	  fortunate,	  as	  I	  have	  one	  or	  two	  matters	  
of	  importance	  to	  look	  into	  just	  at	  present.	  Your	  Majesty	  will,	  of	  course,	  stay	  in	  London	  for	  the	  present?”	  

“Certainly.	  You	  will	  find	  me	  at	  the	  Langham	  under	  the	  name	  of	  the	  Count	  Von	  Kramm.”	  

“Then	  I	  shall	  drop	  you	  a	  line	  to	  let	  you	  know	  how	  we	  progress.”	  

“Pray	  do	  so.	  I	  shall	  be	  all	  anxiety.”	  

“Then,	  as	  to	  money?”	  

“You	  have	  carte	  blanche.”	  

“Absolutely?”	  

“I	  tell	  you	  that	  I	  would	  give	  one	  of	  the	  provinces	  of	  my	  kingdom	  to	  have	  that	  photograph.”	  

“And	  for	  present	  expenses?”	  

The	  King	  took	  a	  heavy	  chamois	  leather	  bag	  from	  under	  his	  cloak	  and	  laid	  it	  on	  the	  table.	  

“There	  are	  three	  hundred	  pounds	  in	  gold	  and	  seven	  hundred	  in	  notes,”	  he	  said.	  

Holmes	  scribbled	  a	  receipt	  upon	  a	  sheet	  of	  his	  note-‐book	  and	  handed	  it	  to	  him.	  

“And	  Mademoiselle’s	  address?”	  he	  asked.	  

“Is	  Briony	  Lodge,	  Serpentine	  Avenue,	  St.	  John’s	  Wood.”	  

Holmes	  took	  a	  note	  of	  it.	  “One	  other	  question,”	  said	  he.	  “Was	  the	  photograph	  a	  cabinet?”	  

“It	  was.”	  

“Then,	  good-‐night,	  your	  Majesty,	  and	  I	  trust	  that	  we	  shall	  soon	  have	  some	  good	  news	  for	  you.	  And	  good-‐night,	  
Watson,”	  he	  added,	  as	  the	  wheels	  of	  the	  royal	  brougham	  rolled	  down	  the	  street.	  “If	  you	  will	  be	  good	  enough	  to	  
call	  to-‐morrow	  afternoon	  at	  three	  o’clock	  I	  should	  like	  to	  chat	  this	  little	  matter	  over	  with	  you.”	  	  

II.	  

	  
At	  three	  o’clock	  precisely	  I	  was	  at	  Baker	  Street,	  but	  Holmes	  had	  not	  yet	  returned.	  The	  landlady	  informed	  me	  that	  
he	  had	  left	  the	  house	  shortly	  after	  eight	  o’clock	  in	  the	  morning.	  I	  sat	  down	  beside	  the	  fire,	  however,	  with	  the	  
intention	  of	  awaiting	  him,	  however	  long	  he	  might	  be.	  I	  was	  already	  deeply	  interested	  in	  his	  inquiry,	  for,	  though	  it	  
was	  surrounded	  by	  none	  of	  the	  grim	  and	  strange	  features	  which	  were	  associated	  with	  the	  two	  crimes	  which	  I	  
have	  already	  recorded,	  still,	  the	  nature	  of	  the	  case	  and	  the	  exalted	  station	  of	  his	  client	  gave	  it	  a	  character	  of	  its	  
own.	  Indeed,	  apart	  from	  the	  nature	  of	  the	  investigation	  which	  my	  friend	  had	  on	  hand,	  there	  was	  something	  in	  his	  
masterly	  grasp	  of	  a	  situation,	  and	  his	  keen,	  incisive	  reasoning,	  which	  made	  it	  a	  pleasure	  to	  me	  to	  study	  his	  system	  
of	  work,	  and	  to	  follow	  the	  quick,	  subtle	  methods	  by	  which	  he	  disentangled	  the	  most	  inextricable	  mysteries.	  So	  
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accustomed	  was	  I	  to	  his	  invariable	  success	  that	  the	  very	  possibility	  of	  his	  failing	  had	  ceased	  to	  enter	  into	  my	  
head.	  

It	  was	  close	  upon	  four	  before	  the	  door	  opened,	  and	  a	  drunken-‐looking	  groom,	  ill-‐kempt	  and	  side-‐whiskered,	  with	  
an	  inflamed	  face	  and	  disreputable	  clothes,	  walked	  into	  the	  room.	  Accustomed	  as	  I	  was	  to	  my	  friend’s	  amazing	  
powers	  in	  the	  use	  of	  disguises,	  I	  had	  to	  look	  three	  times	  before	  I	  was	  certain	  that	  it	  was	  indeed	  he.	  With	  a	  nod	  he	  
vanished	  into	  the	  bedroom,	  whence	  he	  emerged	  in	  five	  minutes	  tweed-‐suited	  and	  respectable,	  as	  of	  old.	  Putting	  
his	  hands	  into	  his	  pockets,	  he	  stretched	  out	  his	  legs	  in	  front	  of	  the	  fire	  and	  laughed	  heartily	  for	  some	  minutes.	  

“Well,	  really!”	  he	  cried,	  and	  then	  he	  choked	  and	  laughed	  again	  until	  he	  was	  obliged	  to	  lie	  back,	  limp	  and	  helpless,	  
in	  the	  chair.	  

“What	  is	  it?”	  

“It’s	  quite	  too	  funny.	  I	  am	  sure	  you	  could	  never	  guess	  how	  I	  employed	  my	  morning,	  or	  what	  I	  ended	  by	  doing.”	  

“I	  can’t	  imagine.	  I	  suppose	  that	  you	  have	  been	  watching	  the	  habits,	  and	  perhaps	  the	  house,	  of	  Miss	  Irene	  Adler.”	  

“Quite	  so;	  but	  the	  sequel	  was	  rather	  unusual.	  I	  will	  tell	  you,	  however.	  I	  left	  the	  house	  a	  little	  after	  eight	  o’clock	  
this	  morning	  in	  the	  character	  of	  a	  groom	  out	  of	  work.	  There	  is	  a	  wonderful	  sympathy	  and	  freemasonry	  among	  
horsey	  men.	  Be	  one	  of	  them,	  and	  you	  will	  know	  all	  that	  there	  is	  to	  know.	  I	  soon	  found	  Briony	  Lodge.	  It	  is	  
a	  bijou	  villa,	  with	  a	  garden	  at	  the	  back,	  but	  built	  out	  in	  front	  right	  up	  to	  the	  road,	  two	  stories.	  Chubb	  lock	  to	  the	  
door.	  Large	  sitting-‐room	  on	  the	  right	  side,	  well	  furnished,	  with	  long	  windows	  almost	  to	  the	  floor,	  and	  those	  
preposterous	  English	  window	  fasteners	  which	  a	  child	  could	  open.	  Behind	  there	  was	  nothing	  remarkable,	  save	  
that	  the	  passage	  window	  could	  be	  reached	  from	  the	  top	  of	  the	  coach-‐house.	  I	  walked	  round	  it	  and	  examined	  it	  
closely	  from	  every	  point	  of	  view,	  but	  without	  noting	  anything	  else	  of	  interest.	  

“I	  then	  lounged	  down	  the	  street	  and	  found,	  as	  I	  expected,	  that	  there	  was	  a	  mews	  in	  a	  lane	  which	  runs	  down	  by	  
one	  wall	  of	  the	  garden.	  I	  lent	  the	  ostlers	  a	  hand	  in	  rubbing	  down	  their	  horses,	  and	  received	  in	  exchange	  
twopence,	  a	  glass	  of	  half-‐and-‐half,	  two	  fills	  of	  shag	  tobacco,	  and	  as	  much	  information	  as	  I	  could	  desire	  about	  Miss	  
Adler,	  to	  say	  nothing	  of	  half	  a	  dozen	  other	  people	  in	  the	  neighbourhood	  in	  whom	  I	  was	  not	  in	  the	  least	  interested,	  
but	  whose	  biographies	  I	  was	  compelled	  to	  listen	  to.”	  

“And	  what	  of	  Irene	  Adler?”	  I	  asked.	  

“Oh,	  she	  has	  turned	  all	  the	  men’s	  heads	  down	  in	  that	  part.	  She	  is	  the	  daintiest	  thing	  under	  a	  bonnet	  on	  this	  planet.	  
So	  say	  the	  Serpentine-‐mews,	  to	  a	  man.	  She	  lives	  quietly,	  sings	  at	  concerts,	  drives	  out	  at	  five	  every	  day,	  and	  
returns	  at	  seven	  sharp	  for	  dinner.	  Seldom	  goes	  out	  at	  other	  times,	  except	  when	  she	  sings.	  Has	  only	  one	  male	  
visitor,	  but	  a	  good	  deal	  of	  him.	  He	  is	  dark,	  handsome,	  and	  dashing,	  never	  calls	  less	  than	  once	  a	  day,	  and	  often	  
twice.	  He	  is	  a	  Mr.	  Godfrey	  Norton,	  of	  the	  Inner	  Temple.	  See	  the	  advantages	  of	  a	  cabman	  as	  a	  confidant.	  They	  had	  
driven	  him	  home	  a	  dozen	  times	  from	  Serpentine-‐mews,	  and	  knew	  all	  about	  him.	  When	  I	  had	  listened	  to	  all	  they	  
had	  to	  tell,	  I	  began	  to	  walk	  up	  and	  down	  near	  Briony	  Lodge	  once	  more,	  and	  to	  think	  over	  my	  plan	  of	  campaign.	  

“This	  Godfrey	  Norton	  was	  evidently	  an	  important	  factor	  in	  the	  matter.	  He	  was	  a	  lawyer.	  That	  sounded	  ominous.	  
What	  was	  the	  relation	  between	  them,	  and	  what	  the	  object	  of	  his	  repeated	  visits?	  Was	  she	  his	  client,	  his	  friend,	  or	  
his	  mistress?	  If	  the	  former,	  she	  had	  probably	  transferred	  the	  photograph	  to	  his	  keeping.	  If	  the	  latter,	  it	  was	  less	  
likely.	  On	  the	  issue	  of	  this	  question	  depended	  whether	  I	  should	  continue	  my	  work	  at	  Briony	  Lodge,	  or	  turn	  my	  
attention	  to	  the	  gentleman’s	  chambers	  in	  the	  Temple.	  It	  was	  a	  delicate	  point,	  and	  it	  widened	  the	  field	  of	  my	  
inquiry.	  I	  fear	  that	  I	  bore	  you	  with	  these	  details,	  but	  I	  have	  to	  let	  you	  see	  my	  little	  difficulties,	  if	  you	  are	  to	  
understand	  the	  situation.”	  

“I	  am	  following	  you	  closely,”	  I	  answered.	  

“I	  was	  still	  balancing	  the	  matter	  in	  my	  mind	  when	  a	  hansom	  cab	  drove	  up	  to	  Briony	  Lodge,	  and	  a	  gentleman	  
sprang	  out.	  He	  was	  a	  remarkably	  handsome	  man,	  dark,	  aquiline,	  and	  moustached—evidently	  the	  man	  of	  whom	  I	  
had	  heard.	  He	  appeared	  to	  be	  in	  a	  great	  hurry,	  shouted	  to	  the	  cabman	  to	  wait,	  and	  brushed	  past	  the	  maid	  who	  
opened	  the	  door	  with	  the	  air	  of	  a	  man	  who	  was	  thoroughly	  at	  home.	  
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“He	  was	  in	  the	  house	  about	  half	  an	  hour,	  and	  I	  could	  catch	  glimpses	  of	  him	  in	  the	  windows	  of	  the	  sitting-‐room,	  
pacing	  up	  and	  down,	  talking	  excitedly,	  and	  waving	  his	  arms.	  Of	  her	  I	  could	  see	  nothing.	  Presently	  he	  emerged,	  
looking	  even	  more	  flurried	  than	  before.	  As	  he	  stepped	  up	  to	  the	  cab,	  he	  pulled	  a	  gold	  watch	  from	  his	  pocket	  and	  
looked	  at	  it	  earnestly,	  ‘Drive	  like	  the	  devil,’	  he	  shouted,	  ‘first	  to	  Gross	  &	  Hankey’s	  in	  Regent	  Street,	  and	  then	  to	  the	  
Church	  of	  St.	  Monica	  in	  the	  Edgeware	  Road.	  Half	  a	  guinea	  if	  you	  do	  it	  in	  twenty	  minutes!’	  

“Away	  they	  went,	  and	  I	  was	  just	  wondering	  whether	  I	  should	  not	  do	  well	  to	  follow	  them	  when	  up	  the	  lane	  came	  a	  
neat	  little	  landau,	  the	  coachman	  with	  his	  coat	  only	  half-‐buttoned,	  and	  his	  tie	  under	  his	  ear,	  while	  all	  the	  tags	  of	  his	  
harness	  were	  sticking	  out	  of	  the	  buckles.	  It	  hadn’t	  pulled	  up	  before	  she	  shot	  out	  of	  the	  hall	  door	  and	  into	  it.	  I	  only	  
caught	  a	  glimpse	  of	  her	  at	  the	  moment,	  but	  she	  was	  a	  lovely	  woman,	  with	  a	  face	  that	  a	  man	  might	  die	  for.	  

“	  ‘The	  Church	  of	  St.	  Monica,	  John,’	  she	  cried,	  ‘and	  half	  a	  sovereign	  if	  you	  reach	  it	  in	  twenty	  minutes.’	  

“This	  was	  quite	  too	  good	  to	  lose,	  Watson.	  I	  was	  just	  balancing	  whether	  I	  should	  run	  for	  it,	  or	  whether	  I	  should	  
perch	  behind	  her	  landau	  when	  a	  cab	  came	  through	  the	  street.	  The	  driver	  looked	  twice	  at	  such	  a	  shabby	  fare,	  but	  I	  
jumped	  in	  before	  he	  could	  object.	  ‘The	  Church	  of	  St.	  Monica,’	  said	  I,	  ‘and	  half	  a	  sovereign	  if	  you	  reach	  it	  in	  twenty	  
minutes.’	  It	  was	  twenty-‐five	  minutes	  to	  twelve,	  and	  of	  course	  it	  was	  clear	  enough	  what	  was	  in	  the	  wind.	  

“My	  cabby	  drove	  fast.	  I	  don’t	  think	  I	  ever	  drove	  faster,	  but	  the	  others	  were	  there	  before	  us.	  The	  cab	  and	  the	  
landau	  with	  their	  steaming	  horses	  were	  in	  front	  of	  the	  door	  when	  I	  arrived.	  I	  paid	  the	  man	  and	  hurried	  into	  the	  
church.	  There	  was	  not	  a	  soul	  there	  save	  the	  two	  whom	  I	  had	  followed	  and	  a	  surpliced	  clergyman,	  who	  seemed	  to	  
be	  expostulating	  with	  them.	  They	  were	  all	  three	  standing	  in	  a	  knot	  in	  front	  of	  the	  altar.	  I	  lounged	  up	  the	  side	  aisle	  
like	  any	  other	  idler	  who	  has	  dropped	  into	  a	  church.	  Suddenly,	  to	  my	  surprise,	  the	  three	  at	  the	  altar	  faced	  round	  to	  
me,	  and	  Godfrey	  Norton	  came	  running	  as	  hard	  as	  he	  could	  towards	  me.	  

“	  ‘Thank	  God,’	  he	  cried.	  ‘You’ll	  do.	  Come!	  Come!’	  

“	  ‘What	  then?’	  I	  asked.	  

“	  ‘Come,	  man,	  come,	  only	  three	  minutes,	  or	  it	  won’t	  be	  legal.’	  

“I	  was	  half-‐dragged	  up	  to	  the	  altar,	  and	  before	  I	  knew	  where	  I	  was	  I	  found	  myself	  mumbling	  responses	  which	  
were	  whispered	  in	  my	  ear,	  and	  vouching	  for	  things	  of	  which	  I	  knew	  nothing,	  and	  generally	  assisting	  in	  the	  secure	  
tying	  up	  of	  Irene	  Adler,	  spinster,	  to	  Godfrey	  Norton,	  bachelor.	  It	  was	  all	  done	  in	  an	  instant,	  and	  there	  was	  the	  
gentleman	  thanking	  me	  on	  the	  one	  side	  and	  the	  lady	  on	  the	  other,	  while	  the	  clergyman	  beamed	  on	  me	  in	  front.	  It	  
was	  the	  most	  preposterous	  position	  in	  which	  I	  ever	  found	  myself	  in	  my	  life,	  and	  it	  was	  the	  thought	  of	  it	  that	  
started	  me	  laughing	  just	  now.	  It	  seems	  that	  there	  had	  been	  some	  informality	  about	  their	  license,	  that	  the	  
clergyman	  absolutely	  refused	  to	  marry	  them	  without	  a	  witness	  of	  some	  sort,	  and	  that	  my	  lucky	  appearance	  saved	  
the	  bridegroom	  from	  having	  to	  sally	  out	  into	  the	  streets	  in	  search	  of	  a	  best	  man.	  The	  bride	  gave	  me	  a	  sovereign,	  
and	  I	  mean	  to	  wear	  it	  on	  my	  watch	  chain	  in	  memory	  of	  the	  occasion.”	  

“This	  is	  a	  very	  unexpected	  turn	  of	  affairs,”	  said	  I;	  “and	  what	  then?”	  

“Well,	  I	  found	  my	  plans	  very	  seriously	  menaced.	  It	  looked	  as	  if	  the	  pair	  might	  take	  an	  immediate	  departure,	  and	  
so	  necessitate	  very	  prompt	  and	  energetic	  measures	  on	  my	  part.	  At	  the	  church	  door,	  however,	  they	  separated,	  he	  
driving	  back	  to	  the	  Temple,	  and	  she	  to	  her	  own	  house.	  ‘I	  shall	  drive	  out	  in	  the	  park	  at	  five	  as	  usual,’	  she	  said	  as	  
she	  left	  him.	  I	  heard	  no	  more.	  They	  drove	  away	  in	  different	  directions,	  and	  I	  went	  off	  to	  make	  my	  own	  
arrangements.”	  

“Which	  are?”	  

“Some	  cold	  beef	  and	  a	  glass	  of	  beer,”	  he	  answered,	  ringing	  the	  bell.	  “I	  have	  been	  too	  busy	  to	  think	  of	  food,	  and	  I	  
am	  likely	  to	  be	  busier	  still	  this	  evening.	  By	  the	  way,	  Doctor,	  I	  shall	  want	  your	  co-‐operation.”	  

“I	  shall	  be	  delighted.”	  

“You	  don’t	  mind	  breaking	  the	  law?”	  

“Not	  in	  the	  least.”	  
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“Nor	  running	  a	  chance	  of	  arrest?”	  

“Not	  in	  a	  good	  cause.”	  

“Oh,	  the	  cause	  is	  excellent!”	  

“Then	  I	  am	  your	  man.”	  

“I	  was	  sure	  that	  I	  might	  rely	  on	  you.”	  

“But	  what	  is	  it	  you	  wish?”	  

“When	  Mrs.	  Turner	  has	  brought	  in	  the	  tray	  I	  will	  make	  it	  clear	  to	  you.	  Now,”	  he	  said	  as	  he	  turned	  hungrily	  on	  the	  
simple	  fare	  that	  our	  landlady	  had	  provided,	  “I	  must	  discuss	  it	  while	  I	  eat,	  for	  I	  have	  not	  much	  time.	  It	  is	  nearly	  five	  
now.	  In	  two	  hours	  we	  must	  be	  on	  the	  scene	  of	  action.	  Miss	  Irene,	  or	  Madame,	  rather,	  returns	  from	  her	  drive	  at	  
seven.	  We	  must	  be	  at	  Briony	  Lodge	  to	  meet	  her.”	  

“And	  what	  then?”	  

“You	  must	  leave	  that	  to	  me.	  I	  have	  already	  arranged	  what	  is	  to	  occur.	  There	  is	  only	  one	  point	  on	  which	  I	  must	  
insist.	  You	  must	  not	  interfere,	  come	  what	  may.	  You	  understand?”	  

“I	  am	  to	  be	  neutral?”	  

“To	  do	  nothing	  whatever.	  There	  will	  probably	  be	  some	  small	  unpleasantness.	  Do	  not	  join	  in	  it.	  It	  will	  end	  in	  my	  
being	  conveyed	  into	  the	  house.	  Four	  or	  five	  minutes	  afterwards	  the	  sitting-‐room	  window	  will	  open.	  You	  are	  to	  
station	  yourself	  close	  to	  that	  open	  window.”	  

“Yes.”	  

“You	  are	  to	  watch	  me,	  for	  I	  will	  be	  visible	  to	  you.”	  

“Yes.”	  

“And	  when	  I	  raise	  my	  hand—so—you	  will	  throw	  into	  the	  room	  what	  I	  give	  you	  to	  throw,	  and	  will,	  at	  the	  same	  
time,	  raise	  the	  cry	  of	  fire.	  You	  quite	  follow	  me?”	  

“Entirely.”	  

“It	  is	  nothing	  very	  formidable,”	  he	  said,	  taking	  a	  long	  cigar-‐shaped	  roll	  from	  his	  pocket.	  “It	  is	  an	  ordinary	  
plumber’s	  smoke-‐rocket,	  fitted	  with	  a	  cap	  at	  either	  end	  to	  make	  it	  self-‐lighting.	  Your	  task	  is	  confined	  to	  that.	  
When	  you	  raise	  your	  cry	  of	  fire,	  it	  will	  be	  taken	  up	  by	  quite	  a	  number	  of	  people.	  You	  may	  then	  walk	  to	  the	  end	  of	  
the	  street,	  and	  I	  will	  rejoin	  you	  in	  ten	  minutes.	  I	  hope	  that	  I	  have	  made	  myself	  clear?”	  

“I	  am	  to	  remain	  neutral,	  to	  get	  near	  the	  window,	  to	  watch	  you,	  and	  at	  the	  signal	  to	  throw	  in	  this	  object,	  then	  to	  
raise	  the	  cry	  of	  fire,	  and	  to	  wait	  you	  at	  the	  corner	  of	  the	  street.”	  

“Precisely.”	  

“Then	  you	  may	  entirely	  rely	  on	  me.”	  

“That	  is	  excellent.	  I	  think,	  perhaps,	  it	  is	  almost	  time	  that	  I	  prepare	  for	  the	  new	  role	  I	  have	  to	  play.”	  

He	  disappeared	  into	  his	  bedroom	  and	  returned	  in	  a	  few	  minutes	  in	  the	  character	  of	  an	  amiable	  and	  simple-‐
minded	  Nonconformist	  clergyman.	  His	  broad	  black	  hat,	  his	  baggy	  trousers,	  his	  white	  tie,	  his	  sympathetic	  smile,	  
and	  general	  look	  of	  peering	  and	  benevolent	  curiosity	  were	  such	  as	  Mr.	  John	  Hare	  alone	  could	  have	  equalled.	  It	  
was	  not	  merely	  that	  Holmes	  changed	  his	  costume.	  His	  expression,	  his	  manner,	  his	  very	  soul	  seemed	  to	  vary	  with	  
every	  fresh	  part	  that	  he	  assumed.	  The	  stage	  lost	  a	  fine	  actor,	  even	  as	  science	  lost	  an	  acute	  reasoner,	  when	  he	  
became	  a	  specialist	  in	  crime.	  
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It	  was	  a	  quarter	  past	  six	  when	  we	  left	  Baker	  Street,	  and	  it	  still	  wanted	  ten	  minutes	  to	  the	  hour	  when	  we	  found	  
ourselves	  in	  Serpentine	  Avenue.	  It	  was	  already	  dusk,	  and	  the	  lamps	  were	  just	  being	  lighted	  as	  we	  paced	  up	  and	  
down	  in	  front	  of	  Briony	  Lodge,	  waiting	  for	  the	  coming	  of	  its	  occupant.	  The	  house	  was	  just	  such	  as	  I	  had	  pictured	  
it	  from	  Sherlock	  Holmes’	  succinct	  description,	  but	  the	  locality	  appeared	  to	  be	  less	  private	  than	  I	  expected.	  On	  the	  
contrary,	  for	  a	  small	  street	  in	  a	  quiet	  neighbourhood,	  it	  was	  remarkably	  animated.	  There	  was	  a	  group	  of	  shabbily	  
dressed	  men	  smoking	  and	  laughing	  in	  a	  corner,	  a	  scissors-‐grinder	  with	  his	  wheel,	  two	  guardsmen	  who	  were	  
flirting	  with	  a	  nurse-‐girl,	  and	  several	  well-‐dressed	  young	  men	  who	  were	  lounging	  up	  and	  down	  with	  cigars	  in	  
their	  mouths.	  

“You	  see,”	  remarked	  Holmes,	  as	  we	  paced	  to	  and	  fro	  in	  front	  of	  the	  house,	  “this	  marriage	  rather	  simplifies	  
matters.	  The	  photograph	  becomes	  a	  double-‐edged	  weapon	  now.	  The	  chances	  are	  that	  she	  would	  be	  as	  averse	  to	  
its	  being	  seen	  by	  Mr.	  Godfrey	  Norton,	  as	  our	  client	  is	  to	  its	  coming	  to	  the	  eyes	  of	  his	  princess.	  Now	  the	  question	  is,	  
Where	  are	  we	  to	  find	  the	  photograph?”	  

“Where,	  indeed?”	  

“It	  is	  most	  unlikely	  that	  she	  carries	  it	  about	  with	  her.	  It	  is	  cabinet	  size.	  Too	  large	  for	  easy	  concealment	  about	  a	  
woman’s	  dress.	  She	  knows	  that	  the	  King	  is	  capable	  of	  having	  her	  waylaid	  and	  searched.	  Two	  attempts	  of	  the	  sort	  
have	  already	  been	  made.	  We	  may	  take	  it,	  then,	  that	  she	  does	  not	  carry	  it	  about	  with	  her.”	  

“Where,	  then?”	  

“Her	  banker	  or	  her	  lawyer.	  There	  is	  that	  double	  possibility.	  But	  I	  am	  inclined	  to	  think	  neither.	  Women	  are	  
naturally	  secretive,	  and	  they	  like	  to	  do	  their	  own	  secreting.	  Why	  should	  she	  hand	  it	  over	  to	  anyone	  else?	  She	  
could	  trust	  her	  own	  guardianship,	  but	  she	  could	  not	  tell	  what	  indirect	  or	  political	  influence	  might	  be	  brought	  to	  
bear	  upon	  a	  business	  man.	  Besides,	  remember	  that	  she	  had	  resolved	  to	  use	  it	  within	  a	  few	  days.	  It	  must	  be	  where	  
she	  can	  lay	  her	  hands	  upon	  it.	  It	  must	  be	  in	  her	  own	  house.”	  

“But	  it	  has	  twice	  been	  burgled.”	  

“Pshaw!	  They	  did	  not	  know	  how	  to	  look.”	  

“But	  how	  will	  you	  look?”	  

“I	  will	  not	  look.”	  

“What	  then?”	  

“I	  will	  get	  her	  to	  show	  me.”	  

“But	  she	  will	  refuse.”	  

“She	  will	  not	  be	  able	  to.	  But	  I	  hear	  the	  rumble	  of	  wheels.	  It	  is	  her	  carriage.	  Now	  carry	  out	  my	  orders	  to	  the	  letter.”	  

As	  he	  spoke	  the	  gleam	  of	  the	  sidelights	  of	  a	  carriage	  came	  round	  the	  curve	  of	  the	  avenue.	  It	  was	  a	  smart	  little	  
landau	  which	  rattled	  up	  to	  the	  door	  of	  Briony	  Lodge.	  As	  it	  pulled	  up,	  one	  of	  the	  loafing	  men	  at	  the	  corner	  dashed	  
forward	  to	  open	  the	  door	  in	  the	  hope	  of	  earning	  a	  copper,	  but	  was	  elbowed	  away	  by	  another	  loafer,	  who	  had	  
rushed	  up	  with	  the	  same	  intention.	  A	  fierce	  quarrel	  broke	  out,	  which	  was	  increased	  by	  the	  two	  guardsmen,	  who	  
took	  sides	  with	  one	  of	  the	  loungers,	  and	  by	  the	  scissors-‐grinder,	  who	  was	  equally	  hot	  upon	  the	  other	  side.	  A	  blow	  
was	  struck,	  and	  in	  an	  instant	  the	  lady,	  who	  had	  stepped	  from	  her	  carriage,	  was	  the	  centre	  of	  a	  little	  knot	  of	  
flushed	  and	  struggling	  men,	  who	  struck	  savagely	  at	  each	  other	  with	  their	  fists	  and	  sticks.	  Holmes	  dashed	  into	  the	  
crowd	  to	  protect	  the	  lady;	  but,	  just	  as	  he	  reached	  her,	  he	  gave	  a	  cry	  and	  dropped	  to	  the	  ground,	  with	  the	  blood	  
running	  freely	  down	  his	  face.	  At	  his	  fall	  the	  guardsmen	  took	  to	  their	  heels	  in	  one	  direction	  and	  the	  loungers	  in	  the	  
other,	  while	  a	  number	  of	  better	  dressed	  people,	  who	  had	  watched	  the	  scuffle	  without	  taking	  part	  in	  it,	  crowded	  in	  
to	  help	  the	  lady	  and	  to	  attend	  to	  the	  injured	  man.	  Irene	  Adler,	  as	  I	  will	  still	  call	  her,	  had	  hurried	  up	  the	  steps;	  but	  
she	  stood	  at	  the	  top	  with	  her	  superb	  figure	  outlined	  against	  the	  lights	  of	  the	  hall,	  looking	  back	  into	  the	  street.	  

“Is	  the	  poor	  gentleman	  much	  hurt?”	  she	  asked.	  

“He	  is	  dead,”	  cried	  several	  voices.	  
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“No,	  no,	  there’s	  life	  in	  him!”	  shouted	  another.	  “But	  he’ll	  be	  gone	  before	  you	  can	  get	  him	  to	  hospital.”	  

“He’s	  a	  brave	  fellow,”	  said	  a	  woman.	  “They	  would	  have	  had	  the	  lady’s	  purse	  and	  watch	  if	  it	  hadn’t	  been	  for	  him.	  
They	  were	  a	  gang,	  and	  a	  rough	  one,	  too.	  Ah,	  he’s	  breathing	  now.”	  

“He	  can’t	  lie	  in	  the	  street.	  May	  we	  bring	  him	  in,	  marm?”	  

“Surely.	  Bring	  him	  into	  the	  sitting-‐room.	  There	  is	  a	  comfortable	  sofa.	  This	  way,	  please!”	  

Slowly	  and	  solemnly	  he	  was	  borne	  into	  Briony	  Lodge	  and	  laid	  out	  in	  the	  principal	  room,	  while	  I	  still	  observed	  the	  
proceedings	  from	  my	  post	  by	  the	  window.	  The	  lamps	  had	  been	  lit,	  but	  the	  blinds	  had	  not	  been	  drawn,	  so	  that	  I	  
could	  see	  Holmes	  as	  he	  lay	  upon	  the	  couch.	  I	  do	  not	  know	  whether	  he	  was	  seized	  with	  compunction	  at	  that	  
moment	  for	  the	  part	  he	  was	  playing,	  but	  I	  know	  that	  I	  never	  felt	  more	  heartily	  ashamed	  of	  myself	  in	  my	  life	  than	  
when	  I	  saw	  the	  beautiful	  creature	  against	  whom	  I	  was	  conspiring,	  or	  the	  grace	  and	  kindliness	  with	  which	  she	  
waited	  upon	  the	  injured	  man.	  And	  yet	  it	  would	  be	  the	  blackest	  treachery	  to	  Holmes	  to	  draw	  back	  now	  from	  the	  
part	  which	  he	  had	  intrusted	  to	  me.	  I	  hardened	  my	  heart,	  and	  took	  the	  smoke-‐rocket	  from	  under	  my	  ulster.	  After	  
all,	  I	  thought,	  we	  are	  not	  injuring	  her.	  We	  are	  but	  preventing	  her	  from	  injuring	  another.	  

Holmes	  had	  sat	  up	  upon	  the	  couch,	  and	  I	  saw	  him	  motion	  like	  a	  man	  who	  is	  in	  need	  of	  air.	  A	  maid	  rushed	  across	  
and	  threw	  open	  the	  window.	  At	  the	  same	  instant	  I	  saw	  him	  raise	  his	  hand	  and	  at	  the	  signal	  I	  tossed	  my	  rocket	  
into	  the	  room	  with	  a	  cry	  of	  “Fire!”	  The	  word	  was	  no	  sooner	  out	  of	  my	  mouth	  than	  the	  whole	  crowd	  of	  spectators,	  
well	  dressed	  and	  ill—gentlemen,	  ostlers,	  and	  servant	  maids—joined	  in	  a	  general	  shriek	  of	  “Fire!”	  Thick	  clouds	  of	  
smoke	  curled	  through	  the	  room	  and	  out	  at	  the	  open	  window.	  I	  caught	  a	  glimpse	  of	  rushing	  figures,	  and	  a	  moment	  
later	  the	  voice	  of	  Holmes	  from	  within	  assuring	  them	  that	  it	  was	  a	  false	  alarm.	  Slipping	  through	  the	  shouting	  
crowd	  I	  made	  my	  way	  to	  the	  corner	  of	  the	  street,	  and	  in	  ten	  minutes	  was	  rejoiced	  to	  find	  my	  friend’s	  arm	  in	  mine,	  
and	  to	  get	  away	  from	  the	  scene	  of	  uproar.	  He	  walked	  swiftly	  and	  in	  silence	  for	  some	  few	  minutes	  until	  we	  had	  
turned	  down	  one	  of	  the	  quiet	  streets	  which	  lead	  towards	  the	  Edgeware	  Road.	  

“You	  did	  it	  very	  nicely,	  Doctor,”	  he	  remarked.	  “Nothing	  could	  have	  been	  better.	  It	  is	  all	  right.”	  

“You	  have	  the	  photograph?”	  

“I	  know	  where	  it	  is.”	  

“And	  how	  did	  you	  find	  out?”	  

“She	  showed	  me,	  as	  I	  told	  you	  she	  would.”	  

“I	  am	  still	  in	  the	  dark.”	  

“I	  do	  not	  wish	  to	  make	  a	  mystery,”	  said	  he,	  laughing.	  “The	  matter	  was	  perfectly	  simple.	  You,	  of	  course,	  saw	  that	  
everyone	  in	  the	  street	  was	  an	  accomplice.	  They	  were	  all	  engaged	  for	  the	  evening.”	  

“I	  guessed	  as	  much.”	  

“Then,	  when	  the	  row	  broke	  out,	  I	  had	  a	  little	  moist	  red	  paint	  in	  the	  palm	  of	  my	  hand.	  I	  rushed	  forward,	  fell	  down,	  
clapped	  my	  hand	  to	  my	  face,	  and	  became	  a	  piteous	  spectacle.	  It	  is	  an	  old	  trick.”	  

“That	  also	  I	  could	  fathom.”	  

“Then	  they	  carried	  me	  in.	  She	  was	  bound	  to	  have	  me	  in.	  What	  else	  could	  she	  do?	  And	  into	  her	  sitting-‐room,	  which	  
was	  the	  very	  room	  which	  I	  suspected.	  It	  lay	  between	  that	  and	  her	  bedroom,	  and	  I	  was	  determined	  to	  see	  which.	  
They	  laid	  me	  on	  a	  couch,	  I	  motioned	  for	  air,	  they	  were	  compelled	  to	  open	  the	  window,	  and	  you	  had	  your	  chance.”	  

“How	  did	  that	  help	  you?”	  

“It	  was	  all-‐important.	  When	  a	  woman	  thinks	  that	  her	  house	  is	  on	  fire,	  her	  instinct	  is	  at	  once	  to	  rush	  to	  the	  thing	  
which	  she	  values	  most.	  It	  is	  a	  perfectly	  overpowering	  impulse,	  and	  I	  have	  more	  than	  once	  taken	  advantage	  of	  it.	  
In	  the	  case	  of	  the	  Darlington	  Substitution	  Scandal	  it	  was	  of	  use	  to	  me,	  and	  also	  in	  the	  Arnsworth	  Castle	  business.	  
A	  married	  woman	  grabs	  at	  her	  baby;	  an	  unmarried	  one	  reaches	  for	  her	  jewel-‐box.	  Now	  it	  was	  clear	  to	  me	  that	  
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our	  lady	  of	  to-‐day	  had	  nothing	  in	  the	  house	  more	  precious	  to	  her	  than	  what	  we	  are	  in	  quest	  of.	  She	  would	  rush	  to	  
secure	  it.	  The	  alarm	  of	  fire	  was	  admirably	  done.	  The	  smoke	  and	  shouting	  were	  enough	  to	  shake	  nerves	  of	  steel.	  
She	  responded	  beautifully.	  The	  photograph	  is	  in	  a	  recess	  behind	  a	  sliding	  panel	  just	  above	  the	  right	  bell-‐pull.	  She	  
was	  there	  in	  an	  instant,	  and	  I	  caught	  a	  glimpse	  of	  it	  as	  she	  half	  drew	  it	  out.	  When	  I	  cried	  out	  that	  it	  was	  a	  false	  
alarm,	  she	  replaced	  it,	  glanced	  at	  the	  rocket,	  rushed	  from	  the	  room,	  and	  I	  have	  not	  seen	  her	  since.	  I	  rose,	  and,	  
making	  my	  excuses,	  escaped	  from	  the	  house.	  I	  hesitated	  whether	  to	  attempt	  to	  secure	  the	  photograph	  at	  once;	  
but	  the	  coachman	  had	  come	  in,	  and	  as	  he	  was	  watching	  me	  narrowly,	  it	  seemed	  safer	  to	  wait.	  A	  little	  over-‐
precipitance	  may	  ruin	  all.”	  

“And	  now?”	  I	  asked.	  

“Our	  quest	  is	  practically	  finished.	  I	  shall	  call	  with	  the	  King	  to-‐morrow,	  and	  with	  you,	  if	  you	  care	  to	  come	  with	  us.	  
We	  will	  be	  shown	  into	  the	  sitting-‐room	  to	  wait	  for	  the	  lady,	  but	  it	  is	  probable	  that	  when	  she	  comes	  she	  may	  find	  
neither	  us	  nor	  the	  photograph.	  It	  might	  be	  a	  satisfaction	  to	  his	  Majesty	  to	  regain	  it	  with	  his	  own	  hands.”	  

“And	  when	  will	  you	  call?”	  

“At	  eight	  in	  the	  morning.	  She	  will	  not	  be	  up,	  so	  that	  we	  shall	  have	  a	  clear	  field.	  Besides,	  we	  must	  be	  prompt,	  for	  
this	  marriage	  may	  mean	  a	  complete	  change	  in	  her	  life	  and	  habits.	  I	  must	  wire	  to	  the	  King	  without	  delay.”	  

We	  had	  reached	  Baker	  Street	  and	  had	  stopped	  at	  the	  door.	  He	  was	  searching	  his	  pockets	  for	  the	  key	  when	  
someone	  passing	  said:	  

“Good-‐night,	  Mister	  Sherlock	  Holmes.”	  

There	  were	  several	  people	  on	  the	  pavement	  at	  the	  time,	  but	  the	  greeting	  appeared	  to	  come	  from	  a	  slim	  youth	  in	  
an	  ulster	  who	  had	  hurried	  by.	  

“I’ve	  heard	  that	  voice	  before,”	  said	  Holmes,	  staring	  down	  the	  dimly	  lit	  street.	  “Now,	  I	  wonder	  who	  the	  deuce	  that	  
could	  have	  been.”	  	  

III.	  

	  
I	  slept	  at	  Baker	  Street	  that	  night,	  and	  we	  were	  engaged	  upon	  our	  toast	  and	  coffee	  in	  the	  morning	  when	  the	  King	  
of	  Bohemia	  rushed	  into	  the	  room.	  

“You	  have	  really	  got	  it!”	  he	  cried,	  grasping	  Sherlock	  Holmes	  by	  either	  shoulder	  and	  looking	  eagerly	  into	  his	  face.	  

“Not	  yet.”	  

“But	  you	  have	  hopes?”	  

“I	  have	  hopes.”	  

“Then,	  come.	  I	  am	  all	  impatience	  to	  be	  gone.”	  

“We	  must	  have	  a	  cab.”	  

“No,	  my	  brougham	  is	  waiting.”	  

“Then	  that	  will	  simplify	  matters.”	  We	  descended	  and	  started	  off	  once	  more	  for	  Briony	  Lodge.	  

“Irene	  Adler	  is	  married,”	  remarked	  Holmes.	  

“Married!	  When?”	  

“Yesterday.”	  

“But	  to	  whom?”	  
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“To	  an	  English	  lawyer	  named	  Norton.”	  

“But	  she	  could	  not	  love	  him.”	  

“I	  am	  in	  hopes	  that	  she	  does.”	  

“And	  why	  in	  hopes?”	  

“Because	  it	  would	  spare	  your	  Majesty	  all	  fear	  of	  future	  annoyance.	  If	  the	  lady	  loves	  her	  husband,	  she	  does	  not	  
love	  your	  Majesty.	  If	  she	  does	  not	  love	  your	  Majesty,	  there	  is	  no	  reason	  why	  she	  should	  interfere	  with	  your	  
Majesty’s	  plan.”	  

“It	  is	  true.	  And	  yet—!	  Well!	  I	  wish	  she	  had	  been	  of	  my	  own	  station!	  What	  a	  queen	  she	  would	  have	  made!”	  He	  
relapsed	  into	  a	  moody	  silence,	  which	  was	  not	  broken	  until	  we	  drew	  up	  in	  Serpentine	  Avenue.	  

The	  door	  of	  Briony	  Lodge	  was	  open,	  and	  an	  elderly	  woman	  stood	  upon	  the	  steps.	  She	  watched	  us	  with	  a	  sardonic	  
eye	  as	  we	  stepped	  from	  the	  brougham.	  

“Mr.	  Sherlock	  Holmes,	  I	  believe?”	  said	  she.	  

“I	  am	  Mr.	  Holmes,”	  answered	  my	  companion,	  looking	  at	  her	  with	  a	  questioning	  and	  rather	  startled	  gaze.	  

“Indeed!	  My	  mistress	  told	  me	  that	  you	  were	  likely	  to	  call.	  She	  left	  this	  morning	  with	  her	  husband	  by	  the	  5:15	  
train	  from	  Charing	  Cross	  for	  the	  Continent.”	  

“What!”	  Sherlock	  Holmes	  staggered	  back,	  white	  with	  chagrin	  and	  surprise.	  “Do	  you	  mean	  that	  she	  has	  left	  
England?”	  

“Never	  to	  return.”	  

“And	  the	  papers?”	  asked	  the	  King	  hoarsely.	  “All	  is	  lost.”	  

“We	  shall	  see.”	  He	  pushed	  past	  the	  servant	  and	  rushed	  into	  the	  drawing-‐room,	  followed	  by	  the	  King	  and	  myself.	  
The	  furniture	  was	  scattered	  about	  in	  every	  direction,	  with	  dismantled	  shelves	  and	  open	  drawers,	  as	  if	  the	  lady	  
had	  hurriedly	  ransacked	  them	  before	  her	  flight.	  Holmes	  rushed	  at	  the	  bell-‐pull,	  tore	  back	  a	  small	  sliding	  shutter,	  
and,	  plunging	  in	  his	  hand,	  pulled	  out	  a	  photograph	  and	  a	  letter.	  The	  photograph	  was	  of	  Irene	  Adler	  herself	  in	  
evening	  dress,	  the	  letter	  was	  superscribed	  to	  “Sherlock	  Holmes,	  Esq.	  To	  be	  left	  till	  called	  for.”	  My	  friend	  tore	  it	  
open,	  and	  we	  all	  three	  read	  it	  together.	  It	  was	  dated	  at	  midnight	  of	  the	  preceding	  night	  and	  ran	  in	  this	  way:	  	  

“MY	  DEAR	  MR.	  SHERLOCK	  HOLMES,—You	  really	  did	  it	  very	  well.	  You	  took	  me	  in	  completely.	  Until	  after	  the	  
alarm	  of	  fire,	  I	  had	  not	  a	  suspicion.	  But	  then,	  when	  I	  found	  how	  I	  had	  betrayed	  myself,	  I	  began	  to	  think.	  I	  had	  been	  
warned	  against	  you	  months	  ago.	  I	  had	  been	  told	  that,	  if	  the	  King	  employed	  an	  agent,	  it	  would	  certainly	  be	  you.	  
And	  your	  address	  had	  been	  given	  me.	  Yet,	  with	  all	  this,	  you	  made	  me	  reveal	  what	  you	  wanted	  to	  know.	  Even	  after	  
I	  became	  suspicious,	  I	  found	  it	  hard	  to	  think	  evil	  of	  such	  a	  dear,	  kind	  old	  clergyman.	  But,	  you	  know,	  I	  have	  been	  
trained	  as	  an	  actress	  myself.	  Male	  costume	  is	  nothing	  new	  to	  me.	  I	  often	  take	  advantage	  of	  the	  freedom	  which	  it	  
gives.	  I	  sent	  John,	  the	  coachman,	  to	  watch	  you,	  ran	  upstairs,	  got	  into	  my	  walking	  clothes,	  as	  I	  call	  them,	  and	  came	  
down	  just	  as	  you	  departed.	  

“Well,	  I	  followed	  you	  to	  your	  door,	  and	  so	  made	  sure	  that	  I	  was	  really	  an	  object	  of	  interest	  to	  the	  celebrated	  Mr.	  
Sherlock	  Holmes.	  Then	  I,	  rather	  imprudently,	  wished	  you	  good-‐night,	  and	  started	  for	  the	  Temple	  to	  see	  my	  
husband.	  

“We	  both	  thought	  the	  best	  resource	  was	  flight,	  when	  pursued	  by	  so	  formidable	  an	  antagonist;	  so	  you	  will	  find	  the	  
nest	  empty	  when	  you	  call	  to-‐morrow.	  As	  to	  the	  photograph,	  your	  client	  may	  rest	  in	  peace.	  I	  love	  and	  am	  loved	  by	  
a	  better	  man	  than	  he.	  The	  King	  may	  do	  what	  he	  will	  without	  hindrance	  from	  one	  whom	  he	  has	  cruelly	  wronged.	  I	  
keep	  it	  only	  to	  safeguard	  myself,	  and	  to	  preserve	  a	  weapon	  which	  will	  always	  secure	  me	  from	  any	  steps	  which	  he	  
might	  take	  in	  the	  future.	  I	  leave	  a	  photograph	  which	  he	  might	  care	  to	  possess;	  and	  I	  remain,	  dear	  Mr.	  Sherlock	  
Holmes,	  
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“Very	  truly	  yours,	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
“IRENE	  NORTON,	  née	  ADLER.”	  	  

“What	  a	  woman—oh,	  what	  a	  woman!”	  cried	  the	  King	  of	  Bohemia,	  when	  we	  had	  all	  three	  read	  this	  epistle.	  “Did	  I	  
not	  tell	  you	  how	  quick	  and	  resolute	  she	  was?	  Would	  she	  not	  have	  made	  an	  admirable	  queen?	  Is	  it	  not	  a	  pity	  that	  
she	  was	  not	  on	  my	  level?”	  

“From	  what	  I	  have	  seen	  of	  the	  lady,	  she	  seems,	  indeed,	  to	  be	  on	  a	  very	  different	  level	  to	  your	  Majesty,”	  said	  
Holmes	  coldly.	  “I	  am	  sorry	  that	  I	  have	  not	  been	  able	  to	  bring	  your	  Majesty’s	  business	  to	  a	  more	  successful	  
conclusion.”	  

“On	  the	  contrary,	  my	  dear	  sir,”	  cried	  the	  King;	  “nothing	  could	  be	  more	  successful.	  I	  know	  that	  her	  word	  is	  
inviolate.	  The	  photograph	  is	  now	  as	  safe	  as	  if	  it	  were	  in	  the	  fire.”	  

“I	  am	  glad	  to	  hear	  your	  Majesty	  say	  so.”	  

“I	  am	  immensely	  indebted	  to	  you.	  Pray	  tell	  me	  in	  what	  way	  I	  can	  reward	  you.	  This	  ring—”	  He	  slipped	  an	  emerald	  
snake	  ring	  from	  his	  finger	  and	  held	  it	  out	  upon	  the	  palm	  of	  his	  hand.	  

“Your	  Majesty	  has	  something	  which	  I	  should	  value	  even	  more	  highly,”	  said	  Holmes.	  

“You	  have	  but	  to	  name	  it.”	  

“This	  photograph!”	  

The	  King	  stared	  at	  him	  in	  amazement.	  

“Irene’s	  photograph!”	  he	  cried.	  “Certainly,	  if	  you	  wish	  it.”	  

“I	  thank	  your	  Majesty.	  Then	  there	  is	  no	  more	  to	  be	  done	  in	  the	  matter.	  I	  have	  the	  honour	  to	  wish	  you	  a	  very	  good	  
morning.”	  He	  bowed,	  and,	  turning	  away	  without	  observing	  the	  hand	  which	  the	  King	  had	  stretched	  out	  to	  him,	  he	  
set	  off	  in	  my	  company	  for	  his	  chambers.	  	  

And	  that	  was	  how	  a	  great	  scandal	  threatened	  to	  affect	  the	  kingdom	  of	  Bohemia,	  and	  how	  the	  best	  plans	  of	  Mr.	  
Sherlock	  Holmes	  were	  beaten	  by	  a	  woman’s	  wit.	  He	  used	  to	  make	  merry	  over	  the	  cleverness	  of	  women,	  but	  I	  
have	  not	  heard	  him	  do	  it	  of	  late.	  And	  when	  he	  speaks	  of	  Irene	  Adler,	  or	  when	  he	  refers	  to	  her	  photograph,	  it	  is	  
always	  under	  the	  honourable	  title	  of	  the	  woman.	  	  

	  


