This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the
information in books and make it universally accessible.

Google books

https://books.google.com



https://books.google.com/books?id=FA8TAAAAIAAJ

3

uf

[ —
f——"r
——
” ..- ..- q—.

T

'|




B ey e VEEE G

SE———

A
)(_
=
=
et

.




e

e L 1 5

v OOl






& #
S, !
'I'_'-'f_l. _Ili - L]

i
- R






el aaten, WS Mg,







B Iﬂ.r,ulll..






o
o

TR

E L
\.‘,n‘f

N

w.












\ : 1\} .\"

L

SMARTIN FABER

THE

STORY OF A CRIMINAL.

\‘\.jufjfa.l,“[ N ) g:;‘nm; :
" T o - = )

-

s
-

¢ Since then, k¢ AN Uneertain houar,
That ugany returns,
And, *all my phastiy e is 1old,
‘his besat, within me, buras!
Auncient Morinere.

NEW-.-YORK:

PUBLISHED BY J. & J. HARPER,
No. 82, CLIFF-STREET,

A%D S0LD BY THE POORSELLERS GENERMLLYT THAIGLOHOUT
TILE UHITED STATEx.

M DCCC XXXIIL

A

rl -
\;w &. / ) A
T ,\.- . Ladas Ly

< g . .,_.,T_



1!}1309

T; PN
Ll o .}\DnTIOI.‘.‘.
3] 1.2 L

[Entered aceording 1o Aet of Congress, by J. & J. Harper,

in the year 1§33, in the Clerk's Ofce of the Distriet Court off

the United Suates for the Southermn Distiivt of New-York,]

b. TaRLuLKy, VRINTERy N-

HAVEN.



MY DAUGHTER—

To ONE, WHO, A8 YET,

CAN UNDERSTAND LITTLE BUT HIS LOVE,
THESE PAGES ARE YONDLY DEDICATED,

wiTil ALl THE AFFECTIQNS OF

A FATHER.



a Google



ADVERTISEMENT.

The work which follows is submitted with great
deference and some doubt to the reader. It is an
experiment ; and the style and spirit are, it is be-
lieved, something out of the beaten track. The
events are of real occurrence, and, to the judgment
of the author, the peculiarities of character which
he has here drawn—if they may be considered such,
which are somewhat too common to human socie-
ty—are genuine and unexaggerated. The design
of the work is purely moral, and the lessons sought
tobe inculeated are of universal application and im-
portance. They go to impress upon us the neces-
sity of proper and early education—they show the
ready facility with which the best natural powers
may be perverted to the worst purposes—they stim-



2 ADVERTISEMENT.

ulate to honorable deeds in the young,—teach firm-
ness under defeat and vicissitude, and hold forth a
promise of ultimate and complete success to well
directed perseverance. By exhibiting, at the
same time, the injurious consequences directly
flowing from each and every aberration from the
standard of a scrupulous morality, they enjoin the
strictest and most jealous conscientiousness. The
character of Martin Faber, not less than that of
William Harding, may be found hourly in real life.
The close observer may often meet with them.
They are here put in direct opposition, not less
with the view to contrast and comparison, than in-
cident and interest. They will be found to de-
velope, of themselves, and by their results, the na-
ture of the education which had been severally
given them. ‘When the author speaks of education
he does not so much refer to that received at the
school and the academy. He would be under-
stood to indicate that which the young acquire at

home in the parental dwelling—under the parental




ADVERTISEMENT. 3

eye—in {he domestic circle—at the famuly fireside,
from those who, by nature, are best caleulated to
lay the guiding and the governing principles. Tt
is not at the university that the affections and the
moral facultics are to be tutored. The heart, and~—
kes petites morales—the manners, have quite another
school and other teachers, all of which are but too
littde considered by the guardians of the young.
These arve—the father and the mother and the
friends——the play-mates and the play-places.
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MARTIN FABER.

CHAPTER [.

“This 15 a fearful precipice, but I dare
lock upon it. What, indeed, may 1 not
dare-—what have 1 not dared! 1 look be-
fore me, and the prospeet, to most men full
of terrors, has few or none for me. With-
out adopling too greatly the spirit of cant
which makes it a familiar phrase in the
mouths of the many, death to me will prove
a release from many sirifes and terrors. I do
not feardeath. I Jook behind me, and though

I may regret my crimes, they give me no
2 )



8 MABRTIN FABER.

compunctious apprehensions. They were

among the occurrences known to, and a ne-

cessary sequence in the progress of time and

the world’s circumstance. They might have

been committed by another as well as by my-

self. They must have been committed ! T~
was but an instrument in the hands of a power

with which I could not contend.

Vet, what a prospect, does this hackward
glance afford! How fuli of colors and char-
acters—How variously dark and bright. I
am dazzled and confounded at the various
phases of my own life. 1 wonder at the pro-
digious strides which my own feet have taken
—and as ] live and must die, I am bold to de-
clare,—in half the number of instances, with-.
out iny own consciousness,  Should T be con-

sidered the criminal, in deeds so committed ?
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Had not my arm been impelled—had not my
mood been prompted by powers and an agen-
cy apart from my own, I had not struck the
blow. The demon was not of me, though
presiding over, and prevailing within, me. Let
those who may think, when the blood is boil.
ing in their temples, analyze its throbs and the
source of its impulses. I cannot. I amm
fatalist. Enough for me that it was written |
My name is Martin Faber. Iam of good

family—of German extraction—the only son,

1 was bom in M village, and my ga.
rents were recognized as among the first in
respectability and fortune of the place. The
village was small—numbering some sixty fam-
flies; and with a naturally strong and shrewd,
and 2 somewhat improved mind, my father,

Nicholas Faher, became the first man in it.



8 MARTIN FABER.

The village of M , was one of those that
always keep stationary. ‘The prospect was
slight, therefore, of our family declining in in-~
fluence. My father, on the contrary, grew
every day stronger in the estimation of the
people. He was their oracle—their counsellor
~—his word was law, and there were no rival
pretensions set up in opposition to his supre-
macy. Would this had been less the case!
Had Nicholas Faber been more his own, than
the creature of others, Martin, his son, had
not now obliterated all the good impressions
of his family, and been called upon, not only
to recount his disgrace and crime, but to pay
its penalties. Had he bestowed more of his
time in the regulation of his household, and
less upon public zffairs, the numberless vici-

ous propensities, strikingly marked in me
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from childhood up, had, most probably been
sufficiently restrained. But why speak of
this? As I have already said—it was written !

The only child, T was necessarily a favor-
ite. ‘The pet of mama, the prodigy of papa,
I was schooled 10 dogmatize and do as I
pleased frem my earlier infancy. 1 grew
apace, but in compliance with maternal ten-
derness, which dreaded the too soen exposure
of her child’s nerves, health and sensibilities, I
was withheld from school for sometime afier
other children are usually put in charge of a
tutor. When sent, the case was not very
greatly amended. 1 learned nothing, or what
[ learned was entirely obliterated by the na.
ture of my education and treatment at home.
[ cared little to learn, and my tutor dared not

coerce me. His name was Michael Andrews.
2.
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He wasa poor, miserable hireling, who having
a large and depending family, dared not offend
by the chastisement of the favorite son of a
person of so much consequence as my father.
Whatever 1 said or did, therefore, went by
without notice, and with the most perfect im-
punity, I was a truant, and exulted in my
irregularities, without the fear or prospect of
punishment. 1 was brutal and boorish—sav-
age and licentious. To inferiors 1 was wan-
tonly cruel. In my connexion with superiors,
I was cunning and hypocritical. If, wanting
in physical strength, T dared not break ground
and go to blows with my opponent, I, never-
theless, yielded not, except in appearance. 1
waited formy time, and seldom permitted the
opportunily to escape, in which I could revenge

mysel{ with tenfold interest, for provocation
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or injustice. Nor did I discriminate between
those 1o whom this conduct was exhibited. To
all alike, I carried the same countenance. To
the servant, the schoolmaster, the citizen, and
even to my parents, I was rude and insolent.
My defiance was ready for them all, and when,
as sometimes, even at the mest early stages
of childhood, I passed beyond those bounds of
toleration, assigned to my conduct, tacitly, as it
were, by my father and mother, my only rebuke
was in some such miserably unmeaning lan-
guage as this~~* Now, my dear—now Matin
—how can you be sc bad—or, ‘T will be
vexed with you, Martin, if you go on so’
‘What was such a rebuke to an overgrown
boy, to whom continued and most unvarying
deference, on all hands, had given the most

extravagant idea of his own importance. I
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bade defiance to threats—] laughed at and
scorned reproaches. I nidiculed the soothings
and the entreaties of my mother ; ard her gifis
and toys and favors, furnished in ordex to tempt
me 1o the habits which she had not the cou-
rage to compel, were only received as things
of course, which it was her duly to give me.
My fathcr, whose natural good sense, some-
times made him turn an eye of misgiving up-
on my practices, wanted the stern sense of
duty which would probably have brought
about a different habit; and when, as was oc-
casionally the case, his words were harsh and
his look austere, I went, mutlering curses,
from his presence, and howling back my de-
fiance for his threats. I was thus brought up
‘without a sense of propriety—without a feel-

ing of fear. Ihad no respect for authority—
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no regard fur morals. I was a brute from edu-
cation, and whether nature did or not, contri-
bute to the moral constitution of the creature
which I now appear, certain, 1 am, that the
course of tutorship which I received from all
around me, would have made me so. You
will argue from this against my notion of the
destinies, since I admit, impliedly, that a dif-
ferent course of education, would have brought
about different results. I think not. 'The
case is still the same. I was fated 10 be so

tutored.



CHAPTER II

There was at the school to which I went,
a boy about twelve, the same age with myself.
His name was William Harding—he was the
only child of a widow lady, living a retired
life—of blameless character, and a disposition
the most amiable and shrinking. This dispo-
sition was inheriled by her son, in the most
extravagant degree. He had been the child
of affliction. His father had beea murdered
in a night affray in 2 neighbouring city, and
his body had been brought home to the house
and presence of his lady, when she was far
advanced in pregnancy. The sudden and ter-

rible character of the shock brought on the
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pains of labour. Herlife was saved with dif-
ficulty, and, seemingly by miraculous interpo-
sition, the life of her infant was also preserved.
But he was the creature of the deepest sensi-
bility. His nervous organization was peculi-
arly susceptible. He was affected by circum-
stances the most trifling and casual—trem-
bled and shrunk from every unwonted breeze
—withered beneath reproach, and pined under
neglect. So marked a character, presenting
too, as it did, a contrast, s0 strikingly with my
own, attracted my attention, at an early period
of our school association. His dependence,
his weakness, his terrors—all made him an ob-
ject of a consideration which no other character
would have provoked. Iloved him—strange
to say—and with a feeling of singular power.

1 fought his battles—I never permitted him to
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be imposed upon :—and he—could he do less.?
—he assisted me in my lessons, he worked my
sums, he helped my understanding in its defi-
ciencics, he reproved my improprietics—and
I—I bore with and submitied patiently on most
occasions 1o his reproofs. William Harding
was a genius, and one of the first order; but
his nervous susceptibilities left him perfectly
hopeless and helpless. Collision with the
world of man would have destroyed him; and,
as it was, the excess of the imaginative quality
which seemed to keep even pace with his sen-
sibilities, left him continualily struggling—and
as continually to the injury and everthrow of
the latter—with the calm suggestions of his
judgment. He was a creature to be loved and
pitied ; and without entertaining, at this period,

a single seatiment savoring of either of these,
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for any other existing being, I both loved and
pitied him.

One day, to the surprize of all, Wiiliam
Harding appeared in his class, perfectly igno-
rant of his lesson. The master did not pun-
ish him with stripes, but, as the school was
about 10 be dismissed, commanding the trem-
bling boy before him, he hung about his neck
a badge made of card, on which was conspicu-
cusly printed, the word *idler”’—With this
badge he was required to return home, re-ap-
pearing at school with it the ensuing afternoon.

A more bitter disgrace could net, by any
ingenuity, have been put upon the proud and
delicate spirit of this ambitious boy. I never
saw dismay more perfectly depicted upon any
countenance. His spirit did not permit him

1o implore. But his eye—it spoke volumes
3
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of appeal—it was full of entreaty. The old
man saw it not. The school was dismissed,
and, in a paroxysm of grief which secmed to
prostrate every faculty, my companion threw
himself upon the long grass in the neighbour-
hood of the school-house, and refused to he
comforted. T sought him out, and curious to
know the cause of an omission which in him
was 1emarkable, and should therefore have
been overlooked by cur tuter, I enquired of
him the reason. The cruelty of his punish-
ment was now more than €ver, apparent to
my eyes. Iis mother had heenll during the
whole previous night, and lie Lad been keep:
ing watch and attending upon her. I was in-
dignant, and urged him to throw aside the card
beneath the trees, and resume it upon his re-

turn to the school. But he would not descend
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to the meanness of such an act, and resolutely
delermined to bear his punishment. 1 was of
a different temper. Grown bold and confident
by the frequent indulgencies which had so
often sanclioned my own aberrations, I had al-
ready assumed the burdens of my comrades,
escaping myself, while effecting their escape.
Should I now hesitate, when a sense of jus.
tice, and a feeling of foendly sympathy coa-
lesced towards the same end, both calling upon
me for action. Tdidnot. I seized upon the
accursed tablet, I tore it from his bosom, and
hacking i1 to pieces of the smallest dimensions,
I hurled them to the winds, declaring, at the
same time, his freedom, with a shout. He
would have resisted, and honestly and ear-
nestly endeavored to prevent the commission

of the act.  But in vain, and with a feeling of
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thetruest satisfaction, [ beheld him return home
to his suffering parent. But my turn was to
come. I had no fears for the consequence,
having been accustomed to \riolm-c the rules of
school, with impunity. Harding appearing
without his badge, was questioned, and firmly
refused to answer. [ boldly prencunced my
handiwork, no one else venturing to speak,
fearing my vengeance, though several in the
school, had been cognizant of the whole affair.
At the usual hour of dismissal, I was instruct-
ed to remain, and when all had departed, [ was
taken by the master, into & small adjoining
apartment, in which he usually studied and
kept his books, and which formed the passage
way from his school-room to his dwelling-
honse. Here I was conducted, and wonder-

ing and curious, at these preliminaries, here 1
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awaited his presence. 1 had been guilty of
tnsubordination and insurrection, and was not
altogether sure that he would nct proceed to
flog me. Dut not so. He spoketomelikea
{ather——as my father had never spoken to me—
his words were those of monitorial kindness
and regard. e described the evil conse.
quences to his authority if such conduct were
tolerated ; and contented himself with requir-
ing from me a promise of apology before the
assembled school on the ensuing morning. 1
laughed in bis face. He was indignant, as
well he might be, -and, under the momem;ry
impulse, e gave me 2 smart blow with his
open hand upon my check. Iwasbut a boy—
sore thirteen or fourteen years of age,—but,
at that moment, I measured with my eye the

entire man before me, and though swelling
3.
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with fury, coolly calculated the chances of
_success in a physical struggle. Had there
been a stick or weapon, of any description at
hand, T might not have hesitated. As it was,
however, prudence came to my counsel. [
submitted, though my heart rankled, and my
epirit burned within me for revenge ;—and X
had it-~years afterwards [ had it—a dcep, a
dreadful revenge. For the time, however, I
contented myself with one more congenial
with the little spirit of 2 bad and brutal boy.
In school-boy phrase, he kept me in—he 100k
from me my freedom, locking me up safely in
the little study, into which I had been con-
ducted.
While in that room shut up, what were my
emotions ! The spirit of a demon was work-

ing within me, and the passions acting upon



MARTIN FARER. 23

my spirit nearly exhausted my body. 1 threw
myself upon the floor, and wept—hot, scalding
and biler tears. I stamped, I raved, I swore.
On 2 sudden I heard the voice of Harding
mourafully addressing me through the parti-
tion which separated the school room from my
dungeon. He had come to sympathize, and,
if possible, to assist me. But I would not
know--1 would not hear him. The gloomy
fiend was uppermost, and I suddenly became
sitent. I would not answer his inguiries—I
was dumb to all his friendly appeals. In vain
did the aflectionate boy try every mode of
winning me to hear and toreply. I was stub.
born, and, at length, as the dusk came on, I
<ould hear his departing footsteps, as he had
slowly and sorrowfully given up his object in

despair. He was gone, and I rose from the
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floor, upon which I had thrown myself. The
first paroxysms of my anger had gone off, and
their subdued expression gave me an oppor-
tunity more deeply to investigate my injuries,
and meditate my revenge. I strode up and
down the apartment for sometime, when, all
of a sudden, I beheld the two larg®, new and
" beautiful globes, which my teacher had but
alittle while before purchased at a large price,
and not without great difficulty, frem his little
savings. le was a philosopher, and this
study was one of his greatest delights. My
revenge stood embodied before me. 1 felt
that I too could now administer pain and pun-
ishment. Though small in proportion 1o what,
it appeared to me, my wrongs required, I well
knew that te injure his globes, would be al-

most the severest injury I could inflict upon
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their owner. I did not pause—the demon
was impatient. I seized the jug of ink that
stood upon the shelf below them, and carefully
poured its contentz upon the beauwtifully var-
nished and colored outlines of the celestial
regions. ‘They were rined—irreparably ru-
ined; and where the ink, in its course, had
failed to obliterate the figures, I took care that
the omission should be amended by employ-
ing a feather, still further to complete their
destruction. This, you may say, is quite too
trifling an incident for record. No sucl: thing.
“The child’s the parent of the man.” In one
sense, the life of the child is made up of
irifles; but the exercises of his juvenile years
will at sl times indicate what they will be
when he becomes old. The same passions

which prompted the act just narrated, would
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move the grown incend.iar_v 1o the firing of his
reighbor’s dwelling. The same passions
prompted me in after years to exaggeraled
offences. How couid it be otherwise T They
were my fate!

Vainly would I endeavor to describe the
rage, the agony of wrath, which came over the
face of my tutor upon discovering what I had
done. Itisfresh in my memory, as if the oc-
currence had taken place but yesterday. I
was in the study, where he lad left me, upon
his return.  Indeed, I could not effect my es-
cape, or | had certainly doue so. The room
was dark, and for some time, walking to and
fro, and exlorting me in the most parental
manner as he walked, he failed to perceive his
globes or the injury they had sustained. In

this way, he went on, spcaking to me, in a
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way, which, had oot my spirit been acted on
by ie archi enemy of man, must have had the
effect of compeiling me 1o ackrowledge arnd to
atoue, by the only mode in my power, for my
errors and misconduct. I had, indecd, begun
to be touched. T icit a disposition to regret
my act, and alnost inclined to submission and
apology. But on a sudden, he paused—ihe
globes caught his eye—he approached and in-
spected them narrowly. Fassing his hands
over his eyes, he seemed to doubt the cor-
rectness ¢f his vision ; but when Le ascer-
tained, for a truth, the extent of the c.\'il, tears
actually started from the decaving orbs, and
rolled as freely as from the eyes of childheod,
down his lean and wrinkled face. Then was
my triumph. I gloated in his sufiering, and,

actually, under the most involuntary impulse,
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I approached, and keenly watched his suffer-
ing. He beheld my approach—he saw the
demon leck of exultation which I wore; and
human passion triumphed. He turned shortly
upon me, and with a severe blow of his fist,
he smote me to the ground. I was half stun-
ned, but soon recovered, and with a degree of
unconsciousness, perfectly brutish, I rushed
upon him. But he was too much for me. He
held me firmly with onc hand, and, his anger
now more fully provoked by my attack, he in-
flicted upon me a very severe flogging-—al-
most the only one which I had ever received.
It was certainly inost richly deserved; but I
thought not so then. 1 looked upon myself as
the victim of a most unjusiifiable—a most
wanton persecution. 1 did not, for a moment,

consider the vast robbery I had made from
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that poor old man’s small steck of happiness
and enjoyment. My feelings were all concen-
trated in self; and my ideas of justice, where
my own intercsts or emotions were concerned,
were in no degree zbstract. I knew but one
being in the world, whose claims were to be
considered, and that individual, was, of course,
myself.

I was now dismissed, and sore and smarting
in body and mind, I returned to my home. I
showed my bruises; I fabricated a story of
greater wrongs and injuries. I dwelt upon the
unprovoked aggression; taking care to sup-
press all particulars which might have modi-
fied the offence of my tecacher. The flogging
he had given me, had been a most severe one
—and, the cause not being heard, would seem

to have been most brutal. This was another
4
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part of myrevenge, and it had its consequences.
A solemn convocation of the chief men of the
village, of whom my father was the dictator,
incensed at the indignily, as it met their
senses, and relying upon my ex perte repre-
sentation, determined, without further hearing,
upon the offence. Michael Andrews lost his
school with every circumstance of ignominy ;
and in a most pitiable condition of poverty, in
a few weeks, was compelled to leave the place.
I was yet unsatished—my revenge was not
altogether complete—boy as I was—unless 1
could actually survey it. I went to see him
depart. I watched him, as in a miserable wa-
gon, containing all his household gear, he
drove into the adjacent country, attended by a
wife and four young children. T exulted in

the prospect; as, from a little hillock which
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overlooked the road they were compelled to
travel, I locked down upon their departure.
They beheld me, and the faces of all were
immediately turned away. There is a digni-
fied something in decent sorrow, and suffer-
ing borne in silence, which places it above,
while it forbids anything like the spoken taunt
or triumph;—I had otherwise shouvted my
cry of victory in their eara. As it was, they
proceeded on their way into the country. [
was, at lengih, satished with my revenge, and

did not care to follow them,



CHAPTER 1IL

Under the dizection of & more supple tutor
than the first, I finished my education, if so
we may call it. William Harding was still
wy associate. He was still 1he same nervous,
susceptible, gentle youth; and though, as he
grew older, the more yielding points of his
character became modified in his associations
with society, he nevertheless did not vary in
his mental and moral make, from what ] have
alrcady described him., Though disapproving
of many of my habits and propensities, and
continually exhorting me upon them, he yet
felt the compliment which my spirit, invelun-

tarily, as it were, rendered 10 lus; and he was
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not at any time averse tothe association which
1 tendered him. Stll he was like me in few
respects, if any. It is the somewhat popular
nolion that sympathy in pursuit, and opinions
and sentiments in comrmon, bring about the
connexions of friendship and love. I think
differently. Such connexions spring from a
thousand causes which have no origin in mu-
tual sympathies. The true source of the re-
lationship is the dependence and weakness on
the one hand—the strength and protection on
the other. This, I verily believe, was the fact
in our case.

With little other society than that of Wil
liain Harding, years ghded away, and if they
brought little improvement to my moral attri-
butes—they, at least, bringing no provoca-

tion, left in abeyance and doimency, meny of
4.
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those which were decidedly immoral. My
physical man was decidedly improved in their
progress. My features underwent consider-
able change for the better—my manners were
far less ebjectionable—I had suppressed the
more rude and brutal features, and, mingling
more with society—that particularly of the oth-
er sex—I had seen and obeyed the necessity of
a gentlemanly demeanor. But my heart occu-
pied the same place and character—there was
no change in that region. There, all was stub-
borness and selfishness—a scom for the pos-
sessions and claims of others—a resoluie and
persevering impulse which perpetually sought
to exercise and elevate its own. The spell of
my fate was upon it—it seemed seared and
soured—and while it blighted, and sought to

blight the fortunes and the feelings of others,
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without any sympathy, it scemed neverthe.
less, invariably, to pariake of the blight. In
this respect, in the vexation of my spirit at this
strange inconsistency of character, T used to
curse myself, that I was not like the serpent—
that I could not envenom my enemy, without
infecting my own svstem, with the poisonm
meant only for his. Tothis mood, the wantof
employment gave activity if not exercise and
exhibition. The secretions of my malignity,
having no object of development, jaundiced
my whole moral existence ; and a general hos-
tility to humnan nature and the things of society,
at this stage of my being, vented itseif inidle
curses, and bitter but futile denunciations, I
lived only in the night time—my life hasbeen
a long night, in which there has been no star-

light—in which there have been many tem-
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pests. Talk not of Greenland darkness, or
Norwegian ice. The moral darkness is the
most solid—and what cold is there like that,
where, walled in a black dungeon of hates and
fears and sleepless hostility, the heart broods
in bitternesa and solitude, over its own can-
kering and malignant purpeses.

Many years had now elapsed since my ad-
venture with Michael Andrews, my old school~
master. I had grown up to manhood, and my
personal appearance, had been so completely
changed by the forming hand of time, that I
had not the same Icoks which distinguished
me at that period. One morning, pursuing a
favorite amuscment, I had wandered with my
guﬁ for spme distance, intoa part of the coun-
try, which was almost entirely unknown to

me. The game, though plentiful, was rather
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shy, and in s purswit, I was easily seduced
to 2 greater distance fron our village, and on
the opposite side of a stream, which though
not a river, was yet sufficiently large, particu-
larly when swollen by freshets,—a not unfre-
quent event—to make something like a bar-
rier and dividing line between two divisions of
the country. The day was fine, and without
being at all conscious of the extent of my
wanderings, I proceeded some fourteen or fif-
teen miles. My way led through a close and
umbrageous forest. A grove of dwarf or serub
oaks, woven about with thick vines and shel-
tering foliage, gave a delightful air of quiet-
ness to the scene, which could not fail altoge-
ther in its effect on a spirit as discontented and
querulous even as mine. Wandering from

place to place in the silent and seemingly sa-
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cred haunt of the dreamy nature, 1 perceived,
for the firsttime, a clear and beautifully wind-
ing creek, that stole in and out, half sheltered
by the shrubbery growing thickly about it—
now narrowing into a thin stream, and almost
lost among the leaves, and now spreading it-
self out in all the rippling and glassy beauty
of asylvan and secluded lake. 1 was won
with its charms, and pursued it in all its bend-
ings. The whole scene was unique in loveli-
ress, 'The hum of the unquict breeze, now
resting among, and now flying from the slowly

waving branches above, alone broke, at inter-

valg, the solemn and mysterious repose of that -

gilence, which here seemed to have taken up
its exclusive abode. Upon a bank that jutted
so far into thelake by & winding approach, as

almost 1o secm an island, the trees had been
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taught to form themselves into a bower; while
the grass, neatly trimmed within the enclo-
sure, indicated the exercise of that art, whose
hand has given life te the rock, and beauty to
the wilderness. I was naturally aitracted by
the prospect, and approaching it from the
iminl. most sheltercd, came sudd::nly into the
presence of a tall and beautiful girl, about fif-
teen years of age,‘ sitting within its shade,
whose eyes cast down upon some necdlework
which she had in her hands, enabled me to
survey, for sometime before she became con-
scious of my presence, the almost singular
loveliness of feature and person which she
possessed. She started, and trembled with a
childish timudity at my approach, which not a
little enhanced the charm of her beauty in my

eyes. I-apologized for my intrusion; made
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some commonplace inquiry and remark, and
we soon grew familiar. The cottage in which
her parents resided, was but a litile way off,
and I was permitted to attend her heme.
What was my surprize to discover in the per-
son of her father, my old tutor. But, fortun-
ately for me, he was not in & condition to re-
cognize me. His mind and memory were in
great part gone. He still contrived, mechan-
ically as it were, to teach the © accidence’ to
three white-headed urchins, belonging to the
neighborhcod, and in this way, with the in-
dustry of his daughters, the family procured a
tolerable livelihood. I was treated kindly by
the old people, and had certainly made some
slight impression on Emily—the maiden 1
had accompanied. I lingered for some hours

in her company—and, though timid, unedu-
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cated and girlish in a great degree, I was fas-
cinated by her beauty, her gentleness, and the
angelic smile upon her lips.

It was late in the day when I left the house
of old Andrews. He had heard my name,
and showed no emotion. He had evidently
forgotten all the circumstances of my boyhood
in connexion with himself. I could then ven-
ture to return—to repeat my visits—to see
once more, and when I pleased, the sweet ob-
ject, whose glance had aroused in my bosom
an emotion of sense and sentiment entirely un-
known to it before. We did meet, and each
returning day found me on the same route.
Our intimacy increased, and she became my

own—she was my victim.

5



CHAPTER IV.

That girl was the most artless—the most
innocent of all God’s creatures. Strange! that
she should be condemned as a sacrifice to the
wishes of the worst and wildest. But, it was
her fate, not less than mine! Need I say that
I—whose touch has cursed and contaminated
all whose ill fortunes doomed them to any
connexion with me—I blighted and blasted
that innocence, and changed the smile into the
tear, and the hopé into the sorrow, of that fond
and foolishly confiding creature. We were
both, compératively, children.—She was, in-
deed, in all respects a child—but I—I had
lived years—maﬁy years of concentrated wick-

edness and crime. To do wrong was to be
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myself—it was natural. That I should de-
ceive and dishonor, is not therefore matter of
surprize; but that there should be no guard.
ian angel—-no protecting shield for the unwary
and the innocent, would secm to manifest an
unwisc improvidence in the dispenserof things.
A few months of our intimacy only had elap-
sed. In the quiet and secluded bower where
we liad first met, she lay in my arms. I had

rrought her imagination to the utmost. With
a stern sensc and consciousness, all the while,
of what I was doing, I had worked industri-
onsly upen the natural passions of her bosom.
Her lips were breathing and burning beneath
my own. Her bosom was beating violently
against mine. My arm encircled and clasp-
ed her closcly. There was a warm languor

in the atmosphere~—the trees murmured not—
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the winds were at repose—no wamning voice

rose in the woods—no tempest blackened in

the sky—the shrill scream of a solitary bird

at that moment might have broken the spell—
might have saved the victim. But the scream
came not—the fates had decreed it—body and
soul, the victim was mine. She wasno long-
er the pure, the glad, the innocent and un-
stained angel 1 had first known her. Her
eyes were now downcast and fearfnl—her
frame trembled with all the consciousness of
guilt. Bhe gave up all to her affection for
one so worthless—so undeserving as myself:
vet had she not my affections, though loving
ine, even as the young and morning flower
may be scen to link and enmwine itself with
and about the deadly and venomous night-

shade ?
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Qur intercourse was continued in this way
for several months. The consequences pow
began to threaten Emily with exposure, and
she howly besought mic to provide against
them by our mwarriage, as 1 had already fre-
quently promised her to do. But 1 had no
idca of making any such sacrifice. The pas-
sion which had prompted me at first, had no
longer a place in my bosom. 1 did not any
longer continue todeceive myself with the be-
lief that she either was or could be any thing
to me. She had few attractions now in my
sight, and though still beautiful, more touch-
ingly so, indeed, froms an habitual sadness
which her features had been taught to wear,
than ever,—I had learned to be disgusted and
to sicken at the frequency of ber complaints,

and the urgency and extravagance of her re-
5‘
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quisitions.  Still, T could not yet desert her
entirely. 1 saw her frequently, and in va-
rious ways sought, not merely to evade her
entreaties, but to soothe and alleviate her dis-
tresses.

To full manhood 1 had now attained, and it
was thought advisable by my father, that, as I
had nothing else to do, I should employ my-
self in addressing a lady whom he had already
chosen, as worthy to be the consort of so hope-
ful a son.  And she was so, Constance Clai-
borne was not merely young, beautiful and
wealthy—she was amiable and accomplished.
Our parents arranged the matter between
them, before either of the parties most inter-
ested, knew or suspected any thing of what
was going on. [ had as yet heard nothing of

the affair. But that was no objection. It



MARBTIN FABEN. 47

proved none with me. I was not unwilling,
for many reasons, that the marriage should
take place. It will be sufficient to name one
of these reasons. Though liberal, the allow-
ance of money for my own expenditure, which
I received from my father, had, for a long time
past, been ivadequate to the wants which my
excesses necessarily occasioned. I had got
largely into debt. I was harrassed by credit-
ors; and had been compelled to resort to va-
rious improper expedients, to meet my exi-
gencies. My more recent habits rendered a -
still further inerease of stipend essential, for
though, for some months, I had given my time
chiefly to Emily, T had not yet so entirely
divested myself of my old associates as to
do with less money. My pride too, would

not permit her to want for many things, and 1
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had centributed, not a little towards the im-
provement of the condition of her family.
It is well perhaps, that, in a chronicle of
ceime, almost unvarying, I should not alio-
gether overlook those instances of conduct,
whicly, if not praiseworthy, were, at least, not
eriminal. The marriage was thereforc deter-
mined upon. Constance was an obedient
child, and, without an affection existing, she
consented to become my wife. Suill, though
making up my determination, without scruple
on the subject, I confess I was not altogether
at ease when my thoughts reverted to the
condition of the poor girl I had dishonored.
But what was that condition. In pecuniary
matters, I could make her better off than
ever—and, so far as caste was concerned—

she could suffer no loss, for she had known
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no soe%ety. I never thought of the intrinsic
value and necessity of virtie. My considera-
tons were all selfish, and tributary to conven-
tional estimates. With regard to our connex-
ion, I saw no difficulty in marrying the heir-
ess, and still enjoying, as before, the society
of Emily., Matrimonial fidelity was still lesa
2 subject of concern; and, adjusting, in this
way, the business and relations of the future,
1 hurried the arrangements and prepared as.

siduously for the enjoyments of the bridal.



CHAPTER V.

A sense of caution—or it may be of shame
—determined me to keep the marriage, as long
as I well could, from the knowledge of the one
being whom it most injured. A few days be-
fore that assigned for the event, I proceeded
to the place of usual rendezvous. I had not
seen her for several daysbefore ; and her looks
indicated sickness and suspicion. The latter
appearance, I did not scem to observe, but
her indisposition called forth my enquiries and
regrets. I still strove to wear the guise of af-
fection, but my words were cold, and my man-
ner, I feel assured, wore all the features of

the most confirmed indifference. “You look
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unwell, Emily,” I observed, putting my arms
around her—“you have not been so, have
you

“ Can you ask,” was her reply, as her eyes
were mournfully riveted upon my own;
“could I continue well, and not see you for
three days? alas! Martin, you little know
how long a period in time is three whole days
to me in your absence. Where have you been
—have you been sick—you look not as you
are wontto look. You are troubled and some-
thing afflicts you.”

Her manner was tender in the extreme—
the suggestion even by herself of indisposi-
tion as a cause of my absence, seemed to
awzken zll her solicitude, and to male her

regret her own implied reproaches.
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“T have been slightly unwell, Emily,” was
my reply, in a tone gravely adapted to indicate
something of continued indisposition; and
the possibility that this was the case, brought
out all her fondness. How like a child—a
sweet confiding child she then spoke to me.
With what deep and fervid devotion—and,
yet, at the very moment that the accents of
her voice were most touching and tender, I
had begun to hate her. She was in my way
—1I saw how utterly impossible it was, that,
feeling for me as she did, she could ever
tolerate a connexion with me, shared at the
same time with another.

“ But—there is one thing, Martin—-one
thing of which I would speak—and, hear me
patiently, and be not angry, if in what I say, I

may do you injustice and may not have heard
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righdy. Say, now, that you will not be an-
gry with your Emily—that you will forgise her
speech if it seem to call in question your in-
tegrity, for, as I live, Martio, I think you
mtend me no wrong.”

And as she spoke, her hand grasped my
arrn convulsively, while one of her own, as
if with a spasmodic effort, wound itself about
my neck. I saw that the time for stern col-
lision was at hand—that busy tongues had
been about her, and I steeled myself stub-
bomly for the struggle and the strife,

% And, what do they say, Emily-—and who
are they that say, that which calls for such a
note of preparation? Speak out—say on!”

“ I will, Martin—but lock not so upon me.
I cannot bear your frown-—any thing but

that.”
6
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“Now then—what is said. What would
you have, Emily ?”

“There have been those to my mother,
Martin—who have doubted your love for me,
and, ignorant of how much importance it is to
me now, who say, you are only seeking to be-
guile and to mislead me.”

“They do me wrong, Emily—they speak
false, believe me, as I live.”

¥ knew it, Martin—I knew that they did
you wrong, and I told them so, but they
sneered and laughed, and so they left me.
But, Martin—they will speak to others, when
I shall not be there to defend you, and we
shall both suffer under their suspicions.”

She paused here, and her eye sunk under
the penetrating gaze of mine, but suddenly

recqvering, and hurrying herself, as if she
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feared the loss of that momentary impulse
which then came to sustain her—she pro-
ceeded—

“I knew that I should suffer from you no
injustice—I could not think it possible that
you could wrong the poor girl, who had confi-
ded to you so far;—but Martin—do not smile
at my folly—a something whispers me I have
not long, not very long, to live, and I would
be your wife-—your married wife—before the
tine comes when my sin shall stand embod-
ied before me. Let me have the peace—the
peace, Martin, which our lawful union will
bring with it; for now I have none. You have
promised me frequently—say now that we
shali be married this week—say on Thursday,
Martin—on Thursday next that it shall take

place.”
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I started as she concluded the sentence, ag
if X had been stung with an adder. Thursday
was the day appointed for my marriage with
Constance. Had she heard of this. I fixed
my eyes atientively and searchingly upon her
own; but though filled with tears, they quail-
ed not beneath my glance. On the contrary
her gaze was full of intenseness and expres-
sion. They conveyed, in dumb language the
touching appeal of her subdued and appre-
hensive, though seemingly confident and as-
sured, spirit. Disappointment, and the hope
deferred that maketh the heart sick, had wom
Ler into meagreness. Her cheeks were pale
—her look was that of suppressed wretched-
ness, but these things touched me not. I had
no notion of compliance, and my only thought

was how to break off a connexion that promis-
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ed to be so excessively troublesome. I had
now become completely tired of her, and told
hrer peremptorily that it was impossible, for a
wariety of reasons, to grant her request. She
implored—she made a thousand appeals to
every supposed impulse and emotion of man-
hood and affection ; to my pride, to my honor,
tomy love. I was inflexible; and finally, when
she continued to press the matter with awanmnth
and earnestness natural 10 one in her eitua-
tion, particularly as I bad given no reason for
my refusal, I grew brutally stern in my replics.
I repulsed her tendernesses, and peevishly at
length, uttered some threat, I know not what
-~of absence, or indifference, or anger.

She retreated from me a pace, and draw-
ing her hands over her eyes, reemed desirous

of shutting out the prescnce of a character vo
6-
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entirely new and unexpected, as I now appear-
ed to her. For a moment she preserved this
attitude in silence—then suddenly again ap-
proaching, in subdued accents, she spoke as
at first,

“Your words and look, Martin, just now
were so strange and unnatural that I was al-
most afraid of you. Do not speak so again
to your Emily, but oh, grant her prayer—her
last prayer. I do not pray for myself, for
though I could not live without your affections,
I shall not need them long, but I pray you
to give a name, an honorable name, to the
little innocent of this most precious burthen.
Let it not, if it lives, curse the mother for the
boon of a life which its fellows must despise,

and speak of with scorn and ignominy.”
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entirely new and unexpected, as I now appear-
ed to her. For a moment she preserved this
attitude in silence—then suddenly again ap-
proaching, in subdued accents, she spoke as
at first.

“Your words and look, Martin, just now
were so strange and unnatural that I was al-
most afraid of you. Do not speak so again
to your Emily, but oh, grant her prayer—her
last prayer. I do not pray for myself, for
though I could not live without your affections,
I shall not need them long, but I pray you
to give a name, an honorable name, to the
little innocent of this most precious burthen.
Let it not, if it lives, curse the mother for the
boon of a life which its fellows must despise,

and speak of with scorn and ignominy.”
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I stood even this appeal. My leart was
steeled within me, and, though I spoke to
her less harshly, I spoke as hypocritically as
ever. She saw through the thin “iﬂ which 1
had deemed it necessary to throw over my
dishonesty, and a new expression took the
place of tenderness in her featnres,

“Tt is all true then, as they have said,” she
exclaimed passionately. “ Now, O God, do
1 feel my infirmity—now do I know my sin.
And this is the creature I have loved-~this is
the thing—wanting in the heart to feel, and
mean encugh in soul to utter falschoed and
prevaricate—this is the creature for whom I
have sacrificed my heart~~for whom I have
given up, hopelessly and haplessly, my own
soul. Oh, wretched focl—oh, miserable, most

miserable folly. Yet think not,” and as she

ur
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turned upon me, she looked like the Priestess
upon the tripod, influenced with inspiration—
« Think not, mean traito?, as thou art—think
not to triumph in thy farther seduction. Me
thou hast destroyed,—I am thy victim, and I
feel the doom already. Butthou shalt gb
no farther in thy way. I will seek out this
lady, for whose more attractive person, mine
and my honor and affections, alike, are to be
sacrificed. She shall hear from me all the
truth. She shall know whether it be compati-
ble with her honor and happiness, or the dig-
nity of her character, 1o unite herself, in such
bonds with a man who has proved so deadly,
so dishonorable 1o her sex, And, oh, God"—
she exclaimed, sinking fervently on her knee—
‘if it shall so happen that I save one such as

I, from such s folly as mine, may it not expi-



€VEE WETT ITI T Ity I CHOLOND WO
the fFver o 1rr woole Tuel 1l st wewmie
ed, m 2l resmerE e emiodimenr L Dee
agonrs memcrooe [ owes gwai—{ was

alarmel. 1 =ac xever Seripe seen Ter et N

any 1wy ge Spmer or Somoess of TuTTOR.
She was 2w e sriioor persecidoaion of

both. 8te arnsvacied and sov il to passhy
me. I seized her hand. She withdrew
quickly and indignantly.

“ Begone” she exclaimed—* I scorn, I des-
pise you. Think not to keep me back. You
have brought death and shame among my
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pollute me no more. Nay, spenk not. Ne
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more falsehood, no more falsehood, for your
own soul’s sake. T would net that yon shonld
seem meaner in my sight, than you already
are.”

T seized her hand, and retained it by a fierce
Brasp.—

“ Emily,” I exclaimed, * what would you do
—why ia this ? I ask but for delay, give me
but a month, and all will be well-—yon shall
then have what you ask—you shall then be
satisfied.”

“ False—false! These assurances, sir, de-
ceive me not now—they deceive me no more.
My hope is gone, forever gone, that you will
do me justice. Isee through your hypecrisy
—I know all your villainy, and Constance
Claiborne shall know it too. Hal! do you

start when her name is but mentioned, Think

y
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you, I keow it not all—krow I not that you
bave been bought with money—that, vile and
mercenary as you are, you have not only sold
me, and this unborn pledge of your dishonesty
and my dishonor, bat you have sold yourself,
Seek not to keep me back. She shall hear it
all from these lips, that thenceafter shall forev-
er more be silent.”

She struggled to free berself from my grasp,
and endeavored to pass by me, with a despe-
rate effort—her sirengih was opposed to mine,
and in the heat of the struggle I forgot that
victory in such a contest would be the heavi-
est shame. Yet, I only sought, at first, to ar-
rest her progress. As I live, I had then no
other object beyond. I certainly did not intend
violence, far less further crime. But the fate

was upon me;—she persisted in her design,
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and in the effort to prevent her passage, I
hurled her to the ground. I paused, in a
deadly stupor, after this. - I was no longer a
reasoning—a conscious being. She looked
up to me imploringly—the desperate feeling
which heretofore had nerved and strengthen-
ed her, seemed utterly to have departed. The
tears were in her eyes, and, at that moment,
she would have obeyed as I commanded—
she would have yielded to all my requisitions
—she would have been my slave. She met
no answering’ gentleness in my eyes, and with
a choking and vain effort at speech, she turn-
ed her face despairingly upon the still dewy
grass, and sobbed, as if the strings of her
heart were breaking in unison with each con-
vulsion of her breast. Atthat moment, I know

not what demon possessed me. There was
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a dead—a more than customary silence in all
things around me. T felt a fury within me—
a clamorous anxiety about my heart —a gnaw-
ing something that would not sleep, and could
not be silent ; and, without a thought of what
I was to do, or what had been done, I knelt
down beside her. My eyes wandered wildly
around the forest, but at length, invariably set-
tled, in the end, upen her. There was an in-
stinct in all this. She had the look of an ene-
my to the secret and impelling nature within
me, and, without uttering a single word, my
fingers with an infernal gripe, were upon her
throat. She could not now doubt the despe-‘
rate character of my design, yet did she not
struggle—but her eyes, they spoke, and such
a language! A chain which I myself had
thrown about her neck—that neck all syme-
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ing with gazing thousands, all bent down ter-
rifically upon me. I started to my feet in
desperation ; and by a stern impulse I could
not withstand, I pronounced audibly the name
of my crime.

“ Murder !”

Ten thousand echoes gave me back the.
sound. Tongues spoke it in every tree, and
roused into something like demoniac defi-
ance, I again shouted it back to them with
the energies of a Stentor—then leaned eager-
ly forth to hear the replication. But this
mood lasted not long. I was a murderer! I
whispered it, as if in terror, to myself. I de-
sired some assurance of the truth.

“] am a murderer !”

Spoken, however low, it still had its echo.
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* Murderer "—was the response of the trees,
which had now tongues, as weil as eyes.
The agony grew intolerable, and a lethargic
stupor came to my aid. I approached the
vorpse of my victim. Resolutely I approach-
ed it. How different was the aspect which
her features now bore. She looked forth all
her sweetness, and there was something—so
I fancied—Ilike forgiveness on her lips. 'Was
it I that had defiled so pure an image—was it
my hand, that, penetrating the sanctuary of
life, had stolen the sacred fire from the altar?
Oh, strange ! that man should destroy the
beauty which charms—the life that cheers
and gladdens—the affection which won and
nourishes him.

Deep in the centre of that forest stood an

ancient vock. It was little known to the
7.

¥
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neighborhood, and its discouraging aspect and
rude and difficult access had preserved it
from frequent intrusion. I, however, whom
no sterility could at any time deter, had
explored its recesses, and it now suggested
itself to my mind, as the place most calcula-
ted to keep the secret of my crime. A large
‘natural cavity in one of its sides, difficult of
approach, and inscrutable to research, seem-
ed to present a natural tomb, and the sugges-
tion was immediately seized upon. I took
her in my arms—TI pressed her to my heart—
but in that pressure I maddened. I had not
yet destroyed, in her death, the distinct prin-
ciple of life which she carried within her. I
felt the slight but certain motion of her child
—of my child—struggling as it were far free-

dom. I closed my eyes—I suppressed the
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borrible thoughts which were crowding upon
my brain, and hwrying on my way, sought out
the cavity assigned for her repose. But a
single plunge, and she was gone from sight,
from reach. The rock was silent as the grave
-—it had no echoes—for, at that place and mo-
ment, I had no speech,

Will it be believed, the stride I had taken in
crime, contributed largely to the sense of my
own importance. I had never before doubted
my capacity for evil—but I now feli—for I
had realized—I had exercised—thie capaciry.
There is something elevating—something at-
tractive to the human brute, in being a des-
troyer. It was so with me. There was an
incteased vigor in my frame—there was new
strength and elasticity in my tread—I feel as-

sured that there was a loftier, a manlier expres-
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sion in my look ond manner. But, all was
not so in my thought. There every thing
was in uproar. 'There was a strange incohe-
-rence, an insane recklessness about my heart,
where, if I may so phrase it, the spirit seem-
ed prone to wandering abeul precipices and
places of dread and danger. I kept continual-
1y repeating to myself, the name of my crime.
1 caught myself muttering over and over the
word * Murder,” and that, too, coupled with
my own name. *Murderer,” and “ Martin
Faber,” scemed ever to my imagination the
burden of a melody ; and its music, laden with
nevet ceasing echoes, heard by my own ears,

was forever on my own lips.
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I left the rock scwiy amd frequecly
looking belrd me. Zomeimes my fancies
confirmed to my siz2: the prantom of the mu-
dered gurl, issuing from the gaping aperiure,
and with wavriog arms, threatening and dencun-
cing me. But I sternly pur down these weak
intruders. ‘Though the first crime, f so deep
a dye, which I had ever committed, I felt that
the thoughts and feelings which came with
the act, had been long familiar to my mind.
The professional assassin could hardly look
upon lis last murder, with more composure,
thao I now surveyed the circumstances of my

first. I was indeed & veteran, and in & past
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condition of society, I should have been a he-
ro—the savior or the destroyer of a nation.
To be precipitate, was to be weak; so
thought I even in that moment of fearful cir-
cumstances. I went back with all possible
composure to the spot in which the crime had
been committed. I examined the spot care-
fully—took with my eye the bearing and dis-
tances of all the surrounding objects in their
connexion with the immediate spot on whicl
the deed had been done. In this examina-
tion, I found the pocket handkerchief of Em-
ily, with her name written in Indian ink upon
it. I carefully cut it into shreds, dividing
each particular letter, with my pen-knife, and
distributing the several f)ieces at slow inter-
vals upon the winds. Where our feet togeth-

er had pressed the sands, with a handful of
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brush, I obliterated the traces ; and in the per-
formance of this task, I drew off my own
shoes, leaving, only, as I proceeded, the im-
pression of a naked foot. While thus enga

ged, I perceived for the first time, that I had
lost a rich, and large cameo, from my bosom.
The loss gave me no little concern, for, apart
from the fact of its being generally known for
mine, the initials of my name were engraven
on the gold setting. How and where had it
been lost. This was all important, and with
indefatigable industry, I examined the grass
and every spot of ground which I had gone
overin the recent events. But in vain-—it was
not to be found, and with a feeling of uneasi-
ness—not to describe my anxiety by a stronger
epithet—I proceeded on my way home.

The poverty of Emily’s family ; the insulat-
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ed position which they held in society ; their
inability to press an inquiry—were all so many
safeguards and securities in my favor. There
was some little stir, it is true—but I had so
arranged matters that I passed unsuspected.
The inquify was confined to the particular
part of country in which she resided—a lone-
ly and almost uninhabited region—and, but a
distant rumor of the crime reached our village
—in which, the connexion existing between us
was almost entirely unknown. The family
had but few claims upon society, and but lit-
tle interest was excited by their loss. Ina
little while all inquiry ceased; and with a
random and general conclusion that she hal‘l
fallen into the river, the thought of Emily An-
drews gradually passed from the memories of
those who had known her.
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CHAPTER VIIL

The night came, appointed for my marriage
with the beautiful and wealthy Constance
Claiborne. Attended by Wiiliam Harding,
who, strange to say, in spite of the manifest
and radical differences of character existung
between us, was yet my principal companion,
T was punctual to the hour of appointment.
Every preparation had been made by which
the ceremony should be autractive. A large
company had been assembled. Lights in pro-
fusion—tich dresses—gayly dressed and dec-
orated apartments, and the most various mu-
sic, indicated the spirit of joy and perfec

harmony with which our mutual families con-
B
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was motionless, as when I had borne her to
the unhallowed grave in which she did not
reat, I felt that all eyes were upon me—the
bride’s hand was slowly withdrawn from mine,
and that motion restored me. Mine were ter~
rible energies. I seized her hand with a
strong effort, and with a voice of the sternest
emphasis, my eye firmly fixed upon the ob-
trusive phantom, I gave the required affirma-
tive. 'With the word, the figure was gone.—
Thad conquered. You will tell me, as philoso-
phers have long since told us, that this was
all the work of imagination—& diseased and
excited fancy, and in this you are probably
right. But what of that? s it less a matter
of supernatural contrivance, tbat one’s own
epirit should be made to conjure up the spec-

tres which haunt and harrow it, than that the
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dead should actually be made to embody
themselves, as in life, for the same providence?
The warning sound that chatters in my ecar
of approaching death may be, in fact, unutter-
ed; butif my spint, by an overruling fate, is
calculated for the inception of such a sound,
shall we hold it as less the work of a supe-
rior agency ! Isit less an omen for that ?
This was not all. At midvoight, as I ap-
proached my chamber, the same ghastly
spectre stood at the door as if to guard it
against my entrance. For a moment I paus-
¢l and faltered ; but thought came to my re-
licf. T knew that the energies of soul, im-
morta] and fromn the highest as they are,
were paramount, and Ladvanced. I stretched
forth my hand to the key, and all was vacan-

cy again before me. If my fancies conceiv-
8‘-
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ed the ghost, my own energies were adequate
to its control. In this I had achieved a new
conquest, and my pride was proportionately
increased and strengthened. Iwas thus taught
how much was in my own power, in making

even destiny subservient to my will !
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CHAPTER 1IX.

I need not say that no happiness awaited
me in my marriage. Still less is it necessary
that I should tell you of the small amount of
happiness that fell to the lot of my wife. I
did not ill-treat her~~that is to say, I employed
neither blows nor violence; but I was a
wretched discontent, and when I say this I
have said all. She suffered with patience,
however, and I sometimes found it impossi-
ble, and always difficult, to drive her beyond
the boundary of yielding and forgiving humi-
lity. She loved me not from the first, and
only became my bride from the absence of

sufficient firmness of character, to resist the



84 MARTIN FABER.

command. The discovery of this fact, which
I soon made, offended my pride. I did not
distrust, however—I hated her; and, with a
strange perversity of character, which, let phi-
losophers account for as they may—when I
found that she could love, and that feelings
were engendered in her bosom for another,
hostile to her affection for me, though not at
variance with her duties—1 encouraged their
growth. I nursed their devclopement. I stim-
ulated their exercise; and strove, would you
believe it, to make lier the instrument of my own
dishonor.  But lier sense of pride and propri-
ety was greater than mine. Though conscious
that her heart was anothier’s, she unerringly held
her faith to her husband, and my anger and dis-
like were exaggcrated, when I discovered that

my vice, even when allied to and assisted by
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her own feelings, could gain no ascendancy
over her virtue.

She was won by the gentleness, the talent,
the high character of my old friend, William
Harding. Bhe listened to his language with
onreluctant and unconcealed pleasure. She
delighted in hie society; and with a feeling
which she had never dared to name to herseif,
she gave him a preference, in every thought,
in every emotion of her being. Nor—boy as
he was—sensitive and easily wrought upon
by respect and kindnesa—was he at all in-
sensible to her regards. He became, as an
acquaintance, atmost an inmate of our house.
He was always with us—and with the open-
ness of heart common to such a character, he

unreservedly sought for the society of Con-
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check of Constance grow paler, day by day,
and saw, al every visit—the increased wild-
ness of look—the still exaggerated emotions
struggling for utierance and life, in the bosom

of the young and susceptible Harding.



CHAPTER X.

Some months had now elapsed since our
marriage ; and in this time, my house and
young wife had lost most of their attractiona.
My favorite habit, and one which contributed
not a little to my mood of stermness, was to
take long walks into 1he neighboring country ;
and with my fowling-piece on my shoulder as
apologetic for my idle wanderings, the neigh-
boring forests for ten or fiftcen miles round,
soon became familiar to my survey, Some-
times, on these occasions, Harding would be-
come my companion; and as he was highly
contemplative in character, his presence did

not at ail interfere with the gloominess of my
g

L o o o \ gy =
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mood. It was on one of these «ccasions,
while traversing a dense wood, thickly sown
with undergrowth, and penetrable with diffi-
culiy, that we sat down together upon the
trunk of a fallen tree, and fell into conversa-
tion. Our dialogue was prompted by the cir-
cumstances of our situation, and unconscious-
ly I remarked—

“ Harding, this is just such a spot, which
one would choose in which to commit a mur-
der "

“Horrible I was his reply, “what could
put such a thought into your head? This, is
just the spot now which I should choose for
the inception of a divine poem. The awfu
stillness—the solemn gloom—the singular and
swect monotony of sound, coming from the

brecze through the bending tree tops, all
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seem well calculated to beget fine thoughts,—
daring fancies—bold and striking emotions.”
“You talk of taking life, as if it were the
crowning crime—it appears 1o me an ervor of
society by which the existence of a being, lim-
ited to a duration of years, is invested with a0
much importance. A few years lopt from the
life of an individual is certainly no such loss,
shortening as it must, so many of his cares
and troubles ; and the true standard by which
we should determine upon a deed,is the amoum
of good or evil which it may confer upon the
person or persons immediately interested.”
“Thatis not the standard,” was his reply—
“since that would be making a reference to
varying and itnproper tribunals, to determine
upon principles which should be even and im-

mutable. But, even by such a standard,
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Martin, it would be a crisne of the most hor-
rible eomplexion, for, leave the choice to the
one you seek 16 murder, and he will submit,
in most cases, to the Joss of all his worldly
possessions, and even of his liberty, in preler-
ence Lo the loss of life.”

“ What would you say, William if you
knew I had been guilty of this crime ?

“Bay ™ he exclaimed, as his eyes shot
forth an expressien of the deepest horror—
* gay 4-—I could say nothing—I1 could never
lock upon you again.”

I Jooked 2t him with close attention for s
moineat, then, placing my hands upen his
shoulder with a deliberation which was siguifi-
cant of the deepest madress, I spoke:

# Look~—~you shall look upon me again, [



MARTI{N FABER. 93

kave been guilty of this same crine of taking
life. I have been, and am, a murderer.”

He sprung upon his feet with undisguised
korror. His face was ashen pale—his lips
were parted in aflright; and while I hield ene
of his liands, the bther involuntarily was pass-
ed over, entirely concealing his eyes. What
prompted me to the narration I know not, I
could not resist the impulse—I was compeiled
to speak. It was my fate. I described my
crime—1 dwelt upon all its particulars; but
with a caution, strangely inconsistent with the
open confidence I had manifested, 1 changed
the name of the victim—I varied the period,
and falsified, in my narrative, all the localities
of the crime ; concluding with describing her
place of burial beneath a tree, in a certain

ge
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ground which was immediately contiguous,
and well known to ue both.

He heard me out with wonder and asion-
ishment. His terror shook his frame as with
an ague, and at the conclasion he tried to
faugh, and his teeth chattered in the effort.

# It is but a story,” he said chokingly, “a hor-
rible story, Martin, and why do you tell it me?
I almost thouglit it true from the earnest man-
ner in which you narrated it.”

“Jt is true, William—true as you now
stand before me. You doubt, I will swear—"

« Oh, ewear rot—[ would rather not believe
you—say no more, I pray you—tell me no
more.”
¢ With a studied desperation—a malignant
pleasure, increasing in due proportion with the

degree of mental torture which he appeared
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to undergo, I went again over the whele story
as I had before told it—taking care that my
description of each particular should be made
as vivid as the solemn and beld tuth cer-
tainly made it

“] am a murderer ! William Harding I

“ May God forgive you, Martin—but why
have you told me this—would you murder
me, Martin? Hare I done any thing to offend
you?”

His excessive nervousness, at length, grew
painful, even to myself. ¢ Nay, fear not, 1
would not harm you, William, for the world.
[ would rather serve and save you. But keep
my secret—I have 1old it you in confidence,
and you will not hetray me.” L

% Horrible confidence I was his only reply,

as we iook our way from the forest.

e
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Several days had passed since this confet-
ence, and, contrary to his custom, Harding, in
all this time, had kept out of my sight. His
absence was felt by both Constance and my-
self. He had been, of late, almost the only
companion known to either of us. Why I
liked him I knew not. His virtues were
many, and virtues were, at no time, a subject
of my admiration. That he was loved by
Constance, T had no question; that he loved
her 1 felt equally certain—but it was the pas-

Won of an angel ou the part of both; and it
may be that knowing the torture which it

( brought with it to both of them, my malignant
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spixit found pleasure in bringing them togeth-
er. It was not 2 charitable mood, I am satis-
fied, that made me solicitous that he should
be as much as possible an inmate of my
dwelling-

He came atlast, and I was struck with his
appearance. ‘The change for the wotse was
dreadfully obvious. He looked like one, who
bad been for many nights without sleep. He
was pale, nervous in the last degrec, and aw.
fully haggard.

“1 am ipiserable,” said he, “since you
breathed that accursed story in my ears,
Tell me, I conjure you, Martin, as you value
my quiet, that you but jested with me—that
the whole affair was but a fabrication«:ﬁ
fetch of the nightmare-—a mere vision of the

faney.”
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Willit be believed, that having thus an op-
portunity, even then, of undoing the impression
I had created, I took no advantage of it. I
persisted in the 'story—I was impelled to do
s0, and could not forbear. There was an im-
pulse that mastered the will—that defied the
cooler judgment—that led me waywardly, as
it thought proper. You have read that strange
poem of Coleridge, in which the “ Auncient
Marinere” i1s made, whether he will or no, and
in spite of every obstacle, to thrust his terrible
narrative into the ears of the unwilling listener.
It was so with me; but though I was thus
compelled to denounce my crime, the will had
still some exercise, and I made use of it for my

c:'s;curity. I changed the particulars so mate-
rially from the facts, as they really were, that

inquiry must only have resulted in my acquit-
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tal.  The state of mind under which Harding

P
o labored, was of melancholy consequence, to
1 him, at teast, if not to me. Sad and dizap-
o pointed, he loft me without a word, and for
- some davs more I saw him not. Atlength he
i came to me looking worse than ever.
5 “J shall go mad, Faber, with this infernal
I secret. It keeps me awake all night. Tt fills
o my chamber with spectres. 1 am haunted
" with the presence of the girl, you accuse your-
e self of having murdered.
- “Go to—will you be a child all your hife.
" Why should she haunt you it is not you
o who have murdered her—she does not trouble
- me,
i “ Nevertheless, shie does.  She calls upon
al me to bring you to justice. I awake and she
i is muttering in my cars. She implores—she

& 7 i',ﬁ,.‘;g\
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dered girl, couched in the strongest language,
emphatically uttered in my ears. The whole
scene was before me, and the horrors of the
damned, could not exceed those which encom-
passed my spirit. I fled from the chamber—
from the house. In the woods I have passed
the whole night in the deepest prayer. My
determination is the result of the soundest
conviction of its necessity. I can keep your
secret no longer.”

I paused for a moment, and having prepar-
ed myself for all difficulties by a considera-
tion of all the circumstances, I simply bade
him—* Go then—if he was determined upon
the betrayal of his friend and the forfeiture of
his honor.”

“ Reproach me not thus, Martin”—was his

reply. “Forgive me, but I must do so. I
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must either disclose all or commit self-mur-
der. I cannot keep within my bosom that
which makes it an Etna—which keeps it for-
ever in flame and‘ explosion. Forgive—for-
give me!” Thus speaking, he rushed from

. my presence.

e
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must either disclose all or commit self-mur-

der. I cannot keep within my bosom that

which makes it an Kina~which keeps it for- _

ever in flame and explosion. Forgive—for-

give me!” 'Thus speaking, he rushed from

. My presence.

Y I
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¢ 1 was cited before the Justice, and the tes-
timony of William IHarding delivered with
the most circnmstantial minuteness, was taken
down in my presence. Never did I see a
more striking instance of conscience strug-
gling with feeling—never had I conceived of
so complele a conquest of one over the other,
I denied ail. I denied that I had ever made
him such a statement—that we had ever
had any such conversatien; ond with the cool-
ness and composure of veteran crime, won-
dered at the marvellous insanity of his repre-
sentations. He was dumb, he looked abso-

lutely terrified. Of course, hiowever, in such
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an examination, my own statements were una- _
-vailing; and his were to be sustained by a
reference to the localities and such of the de-
tails which he had made, as might ostensibly
coniribute to its sustenance or overthrow.
Search was made under the tree where my
victim was alledged to have been buried.
The earth appeared never to have been dis-
turbed from the creation—upon digging, noth~
ing was found. So, with all other particulars.
Harding’s representations were confuted. He
was regarded by all as a2 malignant wretch,
who envied the felicity, and sought 1o sting
the hand of him who had cherished and be-
friended him. The public regard fell away
from him, and he was universally avoided. I
affected 1o consider him the victim of momen-

tary hallucination, and the christian charity
10*
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thius manifested, becaine the admiration of all.
I almost dreaded that T should be deificd—
made a deacon in life, and a saint after death.

Poor Harding sunk silently to his den.
Scnsitively alive to public opinion, as well as
private regard, his mind reeled to and fro, like
a storim troubled vessel, beneath a shock so
terrible and unexpected.  Ile had lived upon
the breath of fame-——he was jealons of high
reputation—he was tremblingly alive to those
very regards of the multitude, which were
now succeeded by their scom and hisses,
‘What a blow had I given him-—but he was
not yet to escape me. I suffered a day or
two to elapse, and then sought him out in his
chamber. I eutered, and looked upon him
for several minutes uncbscrved. Ilis head

was between his bands, and his chin rested
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upon the table. FHis air was that of the most
woful abandon. The nature of his feelings
might be inferred, along with his personal ap-
pearance, from the nature of the companions
beside, and the general condition of things
around lim. One boot was thrown off, and
lay upon the floor—the other, as if ke had
grown incapable of further effort, was per-
mitted to remain upon his foot. The mirror
lay in the smallest pieces about the room;
the contemplation of his own features, blast-
ed as they had been with the shame of his
situation, having prompted himn, as he came
from the place of trial, to dash his hund through
it. On the table, and on cach side of him, lay
—strangely associatcd-—his bible and his pis-
tols. He had been about to refer to one or to

the other of them for consclaticn. It wasin
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this situation, that I found him out. 1 brought
increased tortures—-while the people, who
saw and wondered, gave me credit for chris-
tian benevolence. How many virtues would
put on the most atrocious features, could
their true motives be pursued through the
hive of venomous purposes that so frequently
swarm and occupy the sceret cells and cav-
erns of the human heart!

He saw me at length, and, as if the aszocia-
tions which my presence had called up, were
too terrible for contemplation, he buried his
head in his hands, and again thrust them on
the table. As I approached, however, he
started from this position—a mood entirely
new, appeared to seize upon him, and snatch-
ing the pistol which lay before him upon the

table, he rushed to meet me. He placed it
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upon my bosom, and deliberately cocked it,
placing his finger at the same moment upon
the trigger. A glare of hellish desperation,
flowed out from kis eyes, as with words that
r_._ccmcd rather shricked than articulated, he ex-
clained—* And what 1s there that keeps me
from destroying you? What should stay my
hand-—what should interpose to protect you
from my just revenge—what should keep you
from the retributive wratl, which you have
roused into fury 77

I madc no movement—precipitation, or any
act or gesture, on mny part, at that moment,
would have been instant death. He would
have felt his superiority. I maintained my
position, and without raising a fnger, 1 re-

plied with the utmost deliberation :—
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“ What should keop you
life ! What & question ! WY
swered T—Your own fears,
would hamt you.”

The pistol dropped from
tresmbled all over. 1 proc

= You should have no po:
repose secure from my int
bour you shoubd eall your o
myself to you, a8 Mezentius
demned and living victim.
tween you and your dearc
for a solitary moment from
unavoidable dutics and perl
We should sit, side 'I:ll-.' sl
=gleap in the same conch,-
dwelling. Would you rise
council, T should prompt your
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happened. Why deny the stor.y, yourself
poured into my cars as the truth.”

“ Tt was the truth!”

“ Yet you swore it was false ”

“ Life is swect—life is necessary, if not to
human joys, at least, to the opporlunitics of
human rcpentanc.c. Would you have me give
mysel{ to an ignominious death upon the scaf-
fold-disgracing my family, dishonoring my-
self, and dooming ail who shared in my com-
munion to a kindred dishonor with myself ¥

“ Why then did you tell me of this crime?”

*1 could not help it. The impulse was na-
tive and involuntary, and I could not disobey
il. It would not be resisted. It bumed in
my bosom as it has done in yours, and, until

1 had revealed it, I could hope for no relief.”
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“ Dreadful alternative! Hear me, Martin
Faber—hear me and pity me. You know my
history—you know my hopes—my preten-
sions—my ambition. You know that for
years, from my boyhood up, in despite of po-
verty, and the want of friends and relatives, I
have been contending for glory—for a name.
You know that the litile world in which we
live, had begun to be friendly to my aspira-
tions—that they looked on my progress with
sympathy and encouragement—that they
pointed to me as one likely to do them honor—
to confer a name upon my country as well as
upon myself. You know that for years, in so-
litude, and throughout the long hours of the
dark azd wintery night, I have pursued my
solitary toil for these objects. That I have

shrunk from the society that has been wooing
11

‘I
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me—that I have denied myself all the enjoy-
ments which are the life of other men—that I
have, in short, been sacrificing the present for
the future existence —the undying memory of
greatness, which it had been my hope, toleave
behind me. This you knew—this you know.
In one hour, you—without an object—to satis-
fy a wanton caprice—you have overthrown all
these hopes—you have made all these labors
valueless—you have destroyed me. Those
who loved, hate me-—those who admired, con-
temn—those who praised, now curse and de-
nounce me as a wanton and malicious enemy,
seeking the destiuction of my friend! T am not
only an exile from my species—I am banish-
ed from that which has been the life-blood of
my being—the possession of a goodly, of a

mighty name! I have no further use in life.”

N
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“ All 1s true—you have said but the truth.
lam conscious of it ail.”

“ Oh, speak not, I conjure you—I need not
your assurances in my confirmation, Ido not
ask your voice. Hear me in what I shall say,
and if you can, heal as far as you may heal,
the wounds you have inflicted.”

* Speak on "

1 will seek to reconcile myself to the con-
dition—to the exile to which you have driven
me. 1 will struggle to give up the high hopes
which have prompted and cheered me, through
the unalleviated and unlighted labors of my
life—I will struggle to be—nothing! Ail]ask
is that you should give me peace—pemnit me
1o sleep once more. Say that you have not
commiited the crime, of whicl: you have ac-

cused yourself. Give me this assurance, and
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free me from this gibbering and always pre-
sent spectre, that, roused for ever by my fan-
cies, refuses to be gone !”

How easy to have granted his request ! How
impossible, indeed, would it appear, to have
refused an appeal, urged under such circum-
stances. But I did refuse—I reiterated the
story of my crime, as I had uttered it before,
without any variation, and the nervously sus-
ceptible youth sunk down before me, in des-
pair, upon the floor. In a moment, however,
he arose, and—a smile was upon his Iips.
There was a fearful energy in his eye, which
had never marked it before, and which it sur-
prised me not a little to survey. With a strong
effort, he approached me.

“1 will be no longer a child—1I will shake off

this fever of feeling which is destroying me.
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T will conquer these fancies—I will no1 be
their slave. Shall I possess a mind, so soar-
ing and absolute, to bow down to the tyrant of
my own imaginings? I will live for better
things. I will make an effort!”

I applauded his dctermination, and peisua-
ded him 10 go with me, as before, to my resi-
dence. This, though good policy with me,
was the heiglht of bad policy with him. The
world looked upon me as the most forgiving
and foolishly weak philanthropist—a benevo-
lent creation of the very finest water. The

_readiness with which Harding again sought
my hospitality, after his charges against me,
was, of course, still further in evidence, against
the honesty of his intentions. They look-
ed upon his depravity as of the most hein-

ous character, and numberless were the warn-
. 11* .
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ings which I hourly received, of the thousand
stings which the—so-called—serpent was
treasuring up for my bosom. But, 1 affected
to think differently. I put all in his conduct
down to a momentary aberration of intellect,
and urged the beauty and propriety of christian
forgiveness. Was I not of a most saint-like

temper ! They thought so.
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It is strange, that, with my extended and
perfect knowledge of human character, and
my great love of mental and moral analysis,
I should have suffered myself to be taken in
by these external shows on the part of my
victim, Strange, that so sudden—-so unlook-
ed for, an alteration from his wonted habit had
not aroused my jealousy—my suspicion of
some hidden motive. But, my blindness was
apart of my fate, or, how should it have been
that & creature so wezk, so utterly dependent
as Harding had ever been, should have deceiv-
ed a spirit so lynx-eyed as mine. Led to con-

sider him too greatly the victim of the nervous
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irritability, by which, indeed, his every action
and impulse was distinguished, 1 Liad not look-
cd for the exercise, in his mind, of any of that
kind of energy, which would carry him unde-
viatingly and perseveringly to the allainment of
any remote or difficult object, or to the accom-
plislument of a far and foreign purpose. I had
neglected entirely to allow for the stimulating
properties of a defeat, to a mind which had
only lived for a single object. Ihad refusedto
count upon the decision of character, which,
might, by probability, arise in a mind, however
in all other respects, variable and vascillating,
when concentrating itsélf upon the attainmert
of a single end, and that, toe, of a kind, so ab-
sotbing, so all impelling as the attainment of
fame. 1 did not recollect that Harding had

himself acknowledged the existence of one

-
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only passion, in his bosom; or, I should have
seen that his present change of manner, was but
a thin veil disguising and concealing some ul-
terior project, subservient to the leading pas-
sion of his spirit. I failed, therefore,—fool that
I was—to perceive the occult design, which
of a sudden had so completely altered all the
obvious characteristics of my companion—his
habits, his temper, and his hopes. Folly to
suppose, that with the loss of public estima-
tion, he would be content with life unless with
a desperate effort to regain his position. And
how could he regain that position? How, but
by establishing my guilt, and his innocence of
all malevolent intention. And such was his
design.  Assured, as he now was, that I
was in truth a criminal—that I had committed

the murder of which I had accused myself,

L
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and that I had only so varied the statement of
its particulars as to mislead and defeat enquiry
—and looking forward to the one single ob-
ject,—that of restoring himself to the popular
regards of which I had deprived him—he was
determined, of himself, to establish my crime—
to trace the story from the very imperfect data
I had myself given him, and by perpetual as-
sociations with myself, and a close examina-
tion into my moral make, to find out the ma-
terials of evidence which should substantiate
his now defeated accusations. How blind was
I not to have perceived his object—not to see
tlirough his unaccustomed artifices! The
genius—the gigantic genius of his mind, will
be hest comprehended from this curious and
great undertaking, and from the ingenuity and

indefatigable industry with which he pursued
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it. Nor, from this fact, alone, but coupled, as
under exisling circumstances was the pursuit
adopted, his strength of character and . firm-
ness of mind, are of the most wonderful des-
eription.  Thetask was attended with an as-
sociation, whicli, for a protracted period of
time, still further exposed him to the scornful
execrations and indignation of those, for wlose
good opinion, alone, he was voluntarnly about
lo undergo all this additional load of obloquy.
Under these aspects the effort was a higi-
souled and sublime one, and furnished one of
the best proofs of the moral elevation of his
genigs. I regard it now, when teo late to
arrest its exercise and progress, with a senti-
ment little short of wonder and admiration,

All these occurrences, had, of course, heen -

made known to my wife; and shocked and
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it. Nor, from this fact, alone, but coupled, as
under existing circumstances was the pursuit
adopted, his strength of character and.firm-
ness of mind, are of the most wonderful des-
cription.  The task was attended with an as-
sociation, which, for a protracted period of
time, still further exposed him to the scornful
execrations and indignation of those, for whose
gouod opinion, alone, he was voluntarily about
1o undergo all this additional load of obloquy.
Under these aspects the effort was a high-
sauled and sublime one, and furnished one of
the best proofs of the moral elevation of his
genius, I regard it now, when too late to
arrest its exercise and progress, with a senti-
ment little short of wonder and adwmiration.

All these occurrences, had, of course, been

made known to my wife; and shocked and
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with me, in telling her the story. I could not
refrain from telling it—in spite of myself I was
compelled to do so—it was my fate.

I shall not attempt to describe her horror.
She was dumb, and in silence descended with
me to the apartment in which Harding had
been left. To him this was a moment of fear-
ful ordeal. The woman he loved, though
hopelessly, he had struck, through her husband.
He was not to know that I had most effectu-
ally acquitted him, 1o her, of the offence, for
which he anticipated her scorn and hatred.
His anxiety and wretchedness were again
manifest until she relieved him, as with a
boldness of spirit which I had never before
seen her manifest, she walked forward, took
his hand, and welcomed him as if nothing had

happened. He looked first to me, then to her
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and silently, with a tearful eye, and frame vio-
lently agitated, he carried her hand to his lips.
She retreated, and was decply confused by
this act. I saw her inmost soul, at that mo-
ment in her face. Why had she not loved
me as she loved him? 'Why, oh, why?

That night, in my chamber, I said to her-—
“You love this youth—speak not—I would
not have you deny it. I will tell you more—
wwould you know it *-—he loves you too, and
there are few persons in the world more de-
serving the love of one another. Were I dead
to-morrow you would most probably make the
discovery, and—"

“Oh, Martin Fabe, I see not why you should
torment me in this manner. For heaven’s
sake, let me have peace. Make not all mise-

rable about you ; or, if you are bent on making
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me 80, let not your malice exercise itself on
this unhappy youth, whose life you have al-
ready em'bittered, whose prospects you have
blighted—and to whom every hour of associ-
ation with yourself, must work additional evil.
Persuade him, for the repose of all, to leave
the country.”

“ Would you fly with him! Beware, wo-
man! Think not to deceive me—I see into
your heart, and understand all its sinuosities.
Look that your interest in this enthusiast gets
not the better of your duty.”

She turned her head upon the pillow, and sob-
bed bitterly :—yet, how wantonly had I uttered
these reproaches. The angels were not more
innocent in spirit than was she at that moment
when I had inflicted upon her the tortures of

the damned.



CHAPTER X1V,

I am now rather to narrate the labors of an-
other than of myself, and to record the pro-
gress of Harding in the newly assumed duties
of his life, of which, to their termination, I had
little, if any suspicion.

" In accordance with his design, and in this
respect, my own habits and disposition favored
him largely, he was with me at all hours—we
were inseparable. He pretended a taste for
gunning, and though a poor sporlsman, provi-
ded with the usual accoutrements, he would
eally forth with me, day after day, in the pur-
suit of the game, in which the neighboring

country was plentifully supplied. Day by
12t
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day, at all hours, in all places, we were still
together, and seemingly in the same pursuit;
yet, did we not always hunt. We chose fine
rambles—pleasant and devious windings of
country, secluded roads, hills and dales and
deep forests, in which a moody and reflective
spirit might well indulge in its favorite fan-
cies. Of this make were we both. To-day
we were in one direction—{0-morrow in an-
other, until the neighboring world and woods,
for an extent in some quarters of twenty miles,
became familiar to us in our excursions. I was
struck with Harding’s new habit of observa-
tion. In our rambles before he had seen,
or appearcd to see, nothing. Now nothing
escaped his notice and attention. Tree and
stump—hill and vale—~wood and water—all

grew familiar, and a subject of large and nar-

g _
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row examination. He seemed particularly so-
licitous of the true relations of things—of par-
allel distances—objects of comparative size,
and the dependencies of a group, in the com-
pass of his survey. Having greal fondness
for landscape drawing and some skill in the
art, I put these peculiarities down to the ac-
count of this propensity, and gave myself no
concern about it; but not unfrequently, turn-
ing suddenly, would I detect the fixed gaze of
his eye, fastened inquiringly upon my own.
On such occasions he would turn aside with
a degree of confusion, which, did not, how-
ever, provoke my suspicions. There was no
object in these wandermgs that seemed too
humble for his survey. He peered into every
cup of the hills—into hollow trees—groped

his way through the most thickly spread and



13z HMARTIN FARER.

secmingly impervious undergrowth, and suf-
fered no fatigue, and shrink back from no dif-
ficulty. Having hit upon a new spot, which
looked impervious or dark, he would, before
its cxamination, closely waich my progross—
the direction which I took and the peculiar
expression of my face. Thess practices wero
not unseen by me then, bul I regarded them
as having no object—] was certainly blind to
their true one. It is only now that the mys-
tery of his mind b= unveiled—that his new-
born daring is accounted for—that he now ap-
pears the rational and strong spint I had not
then regarded him.

We had now, in these rambles, taken, with
the exceplion of o single one, every possible
route, leading into the neighboring country.
Bold and daring as I was, 1 had always

Loogle
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avoided the path which led to the litle islet
and the scenes of my crime, though, certainly
without exception, the most beautiful and at-
tractive among them.  This had not escaped
his attention—though he had so contrived it,
as not to appear to have a care or even to be
conscious, what route we were lo pursve. It
now happened, however, that we were called
upon to retread spots which had grown famil-
iar, and more than once my companion would
exclaim—

“Iave we not been here before—can we
not take some new direction "

S4ll I avoided the roule too well known to
me, and still he had not ventured to prepose
taking it. Ie would not alarm me by a sug-
gestion, though one which would have been

so perfectly natural. He took another mede
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to effect his purpose, and one day, just as we
were about to pass the little hollow in the
woods, which led directly upon the path I so
much wished to avoid, he saw, or pretended
to see, some game upon which to exercise his
skill, and, without saying more, he darted into
the avenue. I was compelled to follow, and,
slowly, and with feelings I was ashamed to
possess, but could not control, I prepared to
call up the whole history of crime and terror,
already sufficiently vivid to the eye of mem-
ory. We pursued the devious route, and once
more I found myself retracing a region, which
though for months untrodden, was still as
freshly in my recollections, as when I made it
the field of exercise for all the black and blast-
ing passions running then riot in my soul. On

we went from point to point, of all the places
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in my memory, each of which had its distinet

“association, and spoke audibly to my spirit of

some endearment or reproach, some sorrow
or delight. Here was the little lake,—here
the islet where I first discovered her. Here
tlie scene of her dishonor and of my triumph—
here the place of our usnal meeting, and here
—the spot upon which she perished under my
hands. I strove not to look. I felt all things
too vividly in my soul, and though I closed
my eyes, I could not shut out the images of
terror which were mormentarily conjured up
by my imagination. I strove to look in ail
quarters but in that which witnessed our
struggle and my crime, but my eyes invaria-
bly turned at last and settled down on the one
apot, where, I beheld, at length, the distinct
outline of her figure, as it had, at the time,
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appeared before me. Slowly it seemed to
rise from its recumbent posture, and, while I
breathed not, I beheld it proceed along the road
which I had taken, when bearing the inani-
mate burden from which that now guiding
spirit had forever departed, to its place of
final slumber in the body of the rock, which
stood rigidly in the distance. I followed it,
unconsciously, with my eyes. My respira-
tion had utterly ceased—my hair was- moist
and active—my lips were colorless and cold,
and my cheeks were ashen. A palsying wind
seemed to penetrate my bones, and though
not a joint trembled, yet they were all power-
less. I became conscious at last of my con-
dition and appearance, from discovering the
eyes of Harding anxiously bent upon mine

and following the direction of their gaze.

7
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There was something so expressive—so eam.
est in his look, that, thougl yet utterly unsus-
picious of his design, I was nevertheless not
a little offended at his seeming curiosity. I
recovered my=elf on the instant of making
this discovery, and turned round abruptly
upon him. As if detected in some impropri-
ety, his eyes fell from the look which I gave
him in evident confusion; and, without a
word, we prepared to proceed in our ramble.
Not willing to suggest a solitary movement
while in this region, which should prompt
doubt or inquiry, I left the choice of road to
himself, and saw with some concern that we
were now taking the direct route to the cot-
tage of old Andrews, the father of Emily, I
had no fear of exposure from any such inter-

view, for, I had so conirived it, that all suspi-
13
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cion was diverted from myself in the minds
of the family. I had busied myself in the
little inquiries that had been made into her
fate—had pretended not a small portion of
sorrow and regret—had made sundry presents,
which in the depressed condition in which
they lived, had readily contributed still more
to their blindness ; and never having been re-
cognized, in the dotage of the old man, as the
boy who had contributed to his first great mis-
fortune, I had escaped all imputations on the
subject of the second. Besides, I had taken
care to visit them frequently, though privately,
for a short period of time after the event, and
felt secure that I had no other position in their
regard, than that of confiding and friendly con-
sideration. But the subject had become irk-

some, and, in addition to this fact, I had, for

S~
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tke first time. pereerved in my mind the pos-
sitZity that my comparion, coupling the con-
versation of the family, which woukl most
probably turu upon the fate of their dauglaer,
with my own story, might be enabled 1o gathier
from the particulars such information as would
open the trail, and prepare the way for further
evidence. But the cautious policy of Harding
silenced my alarm, and indeed, my great error
from the first, consisted in the humble estimate
1 had been taught to make of his character for
firmness. There is no greater mistake, than in
despising him to whom you have given a rea-
son to become an enemy. Where there is
mind, contempt will engender malice, and
where there is malice, there is a ceascless
prompter, which one day will couple the ven-

om with the sting. Self-esteem in exaggeraling
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my own strength to myself, had also taught me
to undervalue that of others—in this way, I as-
sisted his pursuit, and helped him to his object.

‘We came soon upon the cottage. The old
man sat glowering in idiotic abstraction in a
corner chair, which he kept in a continual
rocking motion. His mind seemed utterly
gone, and though he spoke to both, he appear-
ed to récognize neither of us. His wife was
glad to see me, and thanked me repeatedly for
some articles of dress which I had sent her
some months before, since which period, until
then, I had not seen her. An“unavoidable as-
sociation called up the memory of Emily, and
the tears of the old woman were again renew-
ed. Harding with an air of common-place in-
quiry, and a manner of the most perfect indif-

ference, almost amounting to unconsciousness,

("’:\f.
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inguired into the story to which she had refer.
red, and while she told i as far as it was known
to herself, busied himself in plaiting into some-
thing like form, the remains of a handful of
osiers which he had plucked on the way. His
very indifference, had not my fate otherwise
ordained, should have alarmed my watchful.
ness, so utterly different did it appear from the
emotion which he usually expressed when
called to listen to a narrative so sorrowful and
touching. But he heard it, as if in a dream.
His mind seemed wandering, and I was lulled
into the rost complete security. Never was
indifference so well enacted—never had mortal
been more attentive to a history than Harding
to this. Allits details had been carefully treas-
ured up, and where the old lady had associated

me with the adventures of her daughter, his
13*
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mind had taken deep note, and the record in his
memory was ineradicably written. Over the
chimney place stood a rude portrait of the mur-
dered girl, to which, when the old lady called
for his attention to her beautiful features, he
scarcely gave aglance ; and he, whom destiny
selected to bring the murderer of her child to
punishment, provoked openly the anger of the
mother, by his glaring inattention to the story of
her supposed fate. We left the cottage after a
somewhat protracted visit. Ihad no concern—
not the slightest apprehension, so completely
had my companion played his part in the trans-
action—Dbut he had not lost a word, not a look
not an action, in all the events of that morning.
His eye was forever upon me—his thoughts
were dissecting mine, and the most distant as-

sociation of cause and effect, drawn vividly to-
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gether by his intellect, quickened into slecpless
exercise and energy by the influences acting
upon it, supplied hin with the materials for
commencing the true history of my crime.
We passed the rock on our return. I could
not keep my eyes from it; and his eyes were
onmine, He saw the same ashy paleness of
my cheek and look, and he saw that this rock
had something to do with my history. In the
analysis of a story hke mine—so terrbly ro-
mantic as it was—his imaginaticn became a
prime auxiliar, and with its aid, where a dull
man would have paused for fact, with the fe-
licity of truth, it supplhed them, and he grew
confident and strong in each hour of progres-

sion in his labor,



CHAPTER XV.

A week from this had not gone by, when,
while under the hands of our village hair-dress-
er, I beheld a picture crowded among the hun-
dred upon his walls, which filled me with as.
tonishment, and awakened in my mind some
moving apprehensions. I beheld the scene of
may crime truly done to nature, and just by the
little copse upon which the deed had been com-
mitted, stood a female form, pale and shadowy,
and with a sufficient resemblance to Emily,
to have been considered = portrait.  You may
guess my emotion, Having recovered from
the first shock, T inquired, as if without the de-

sire for an answer, where he got and who had
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painted it, and was told in reply that an old
lady had brought it there for sale—the lady was
unknown, Finding the price low—merely no-
minal, indeed, he had readily bought it; rely-
ing onthe merits of the plece to insure it a
ready sale. I affected to be pleased with 1t
and paid him his price. Having secured it in
possession, I examined it closely, and was con-
firmed in the opinion that the whole was copied
from events in my own history. Bey(;nd this
I could perceive nothing farther. The prepa-
ration of the piece was a mystery, and I had
not the courage to seek its developement, I
cut up the tell-tale fabric with my knife, and
witnessed its destruction, fragment by frag-
ment, inthe flames. Fool that I was, I did not
dream that the artist had yet other copies.

And so it was—another and another, to the

| P\’\ y
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number of three, appeared in the crowded
shop of the hair-dresser. 1 was too sagacious,
however, to purchase any more. Ihad begun
to tremble ! Still I had not the slightest sus-
picion of the author, and though my thoughts
were restlessly employed upon the subject,
they wandered to all persons and conjectured
all things but the right. Still, daily, did Hard-
ing and myself pursue our rambles, and, each
, day, through hisadroit ingenuity, yielded some-
thing more to the stock of that evidence which
was to overwhelm me. By degrees, he had
penetrated in all directions of that fatal wood ;
and, at length, our footsteps were bent, as in
the most casual manner, up the steep sides of
the rock, and over the very path, which, bur-
dened with the dead body of Emily Andrews,

I had once journeyed alone. My eyes were

VOV
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again riveted upon that fearful chasm—I heard
the dead fall of her delicate form, as it struck
from side to side in its passage down—1I heard
the clattering of the loosened stones which
had accompanied and followed her; and, at
length, the same subtle imagination which
had revived all the circumstances vividly be-
fore one sense, arrayed her reanimated form
as vividly before another. I saw her arise
from the chasm, pale and ghastly as when I
had seen her descend. For a moment the
spell of terror fixed every faculty, and in that
moment, the searching glance of my compan-
ion, had gathered much towards the formation
of his testimony. He had followed the direc-
tion of my glance, and the chasm,. half con-
cealed in the umbrage, and not very obvious

to the gaze, grew distinctly before him. T re-
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covered from the trance which had for a time
stupified me, and we returned to the village.
In a few days more, and another scene, tome
full of fearful meaning was in the shop of my
hair-dresser. There was the rock—there the
chasm, and just above, in a dim haze that made
vague the expression and outline, but did not
impair the features, stood the phantom person
of Emily, as my imagination had borne it to .
my sight but a few days before. Who wasit,
that, with so much felicity, could embody my
imaginings. I was thunderstruck, and, through
the means of an agent, I secured this new ac-
cuser, and destroyed it in like manner with
the former. But another self made its ap-
pearance, and, in despair, I gave up the hope
of arresting, in this way, the progress of that

inquiry, which, taking so equivocal a form, and
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pursuing a course o mysterious, was donbly
terrible. But Harding, for he was the artist,
did not alone content himself with probing
the secrets of my soul, by exercising my fears
and fancies. He privately took his way to the
family of the murdered girl. He ascertained
the day and date of her absence—he tock care-
ful note of our association~of the expectations
that had been formed in ther minds, not less
than in the mind of Emily herself, from the
attentions I had paid her; and though the
true nature of our connexion had heen totally
unsuspected by the parents, our intimacy
had been such as to warrant a belief, that,
in the progress of events, something must
necessarily grow out of it. He found that
we had been almost in the daily habit of

meeting, and in the very wood in which
14
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pursuing a course sc mysterious, was doubly
terrible.  But Harding, for he was the artist,
did not alone centent himself with probing
the secrets of my soul, by exercising my fears
and fancies. He privately took his way to the
family of the murdered girl. He ascertained
the day and date of her absence—he took care-
ful note of our association—of the expectations
that had been formed in their minds, not less
than in the mind of Emily herself, from the
attentions 1 had paid her; and though the
true nature of our connexion had heen totally
unsuspected by the parents, our intimacy
had been such as to warran! a belief, that,
in the progress of events, something must
necessarily grow out of it. He found thet
we had been almost in the daily habit of

meeting, and in the very wood in which
14
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be had first perceived my terrors. He learn-
¢d, that, in dragging the stream in its neigh-
borhood, ne traces had been found of the
victim—that a search, made shortly after she
had beén missing, and on the same day,
throughout the country, for many miles, had
been ineffectual. He was conscious that few
places of concealment offered themselves in
the circuit so examined, except in the cavity
of rock to which his mind had already advent-
ed ; and, associating the ill disguised appre-
hension and horror which I had exhibited while
upon it, he came to the rapid conclusion that
the mystery was to be developed there. Vet
how was he now to proceed? There waa stil}
something wanting to unite together the sev.
eral links in the chain of testimony which he

had so asziduously and singularly woven.
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The circuxmstances, tiuzh stronz, were not
at all conciusive 2mainst me; and, having
succeeded so poorlv in the first instance,
and with the public prejudice so strongly
against him, he might well dread the overthrow
of his design, in the event of any premature
and partial developrnent. Though perfect-
iy satisfied that the chasm contained the
remains of the murdered girl, he was yet well
convinced how little the mere development
of the body would arvail, unless with some
identifying circumstance, fixing the crime
upon me. Accordingly, he devoted himself
busily to the task of tracing in the dctails of
the mother, all the particulars of my intimacy
with the daoghter. In this scrutiny he hap-
pened upen, read carefully, and copied &

single note baving my initials, merely, but
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without date, which I had sent her, enclos-
ing some ornaments for hér person and enga-
ging to meet her on some day in the ensuing
week. The style of expression was guarded
in the extreme, and indicated the feelings of
one wha esteemed the individual he address-
ed, with a respectful consideration, which
though not love itself, might in 1ime, become
80. 'The absence of a date, alone, presented a
difficulty, which was only overcome, by a single
passage which the note contained. It spoke
of pressing engagements for a term of some
weeks which would so occupy the attention
of the writer as to leave him no opportuni-
ty of seeing her for that period unless that
which the note suggested was embraced.
‘What engagements were there of so pressing

a character upon me? Harding knew as well
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as myself the nature of my employments, and
felt assured that the assertion was either false,
ar that the nate had been written at the time,
when my marriage arrangements had been
made; the only circumstance he conceived
likely to have becn looked toin my mind, as
calculated to interfere with the pursuit of any
hambler object. This was conjectural, how-
ever, yet the conjecture furnished him with
an additional clue which he suffered not to
escape him. The old lady could say nothing
as to the pericd when the note had been re-
ceived—but the jewels were shown him, and
carefully noting down their kinds and quali-
ties, he proceeded to the several shops of our
village in which such articles were sold. He
inspected all of corresponding description, and

submitting those inquestion, he at length found
14*
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out to whom and when they were sold. The
dates were supplied, and were so far found to
correspond with events, that it was indubitable
that but four days after their purchase by my-
self, Emily Andrews had been lost to her fam-
ily. The circumstances were now almost em-
bodied in the estimation of the law; and as-
sured, but still unprecipitate, Harding prepar-
ed calmly and quietly the whole namative, and
awaited impatiently the operation of looked
for events, to unfold the entire history, And

the time came !




o~

CHAPTER XVI.

Fate had me in its power, and I was blind.
IfI were not weak enough, of myself, 1o reveal
the secrets of my soul, and its crimes, 1 was
not lesa the creature of a destiny, which, in the
end, set at nought my profoundest cunning,
and proved my wisdom to be the arrantest fol.
ly. .Ilook back now with wonder at my own
stupidity. A single survey into existing things,
as in all other concerns I had certainly made
it, and I should have laughed all inquisition to
scorn. Now, I am its victim—the shallow
victim of a most shallow design. Thus it is,
however, that the wisest suffer defeat through

a self-esieem which leads them into wrong, not
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the most sacred, not merely to the commu-
nity, but to himself, he had undertalken the
punishment of a criminal with whom he was
in the daily habit of close communion-—to
whom, in worldly matters, he was somewhat
indebted, and in whose welfare, he had at heart,
and sincerely, a deep interest. The task of
hypocrisy which he assumed, sufficiently pain-
ful to a mind like his, was doubly irksome un-
der the operation of such circumstances ; and,
I am assured that could he, at that moment,
have been persuaded of a change of heart in
me—nhad I given him the slightest reason to
believe that my crimes were regretted, and
that it was my {ixed purposz to become a bet-
ter man,~he would, even then, just as the
curtain was ahout 1o be drawn, which would

unveil the whole catastrophe, have stayed his
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uplifted hand—he would have rather suffered
the tortures of his imoagination, and the rebukes
of his arbition, than have cut off the penitent
in his first appreaches te pardon and atone-
ment. But, al this moment, I uttered some
vile jest—discreditable to manhoed and moral-
ity, alike—and the spell was broken. He
was strengthened in his purpose, and solemn.
ly he led the way, I following, unconsciously,
to my own sacrifice.

A sudden turn brought us directly upon the
scene of my crime, and there, to my surprise, a
goodly company were assembled.

“What is this!” was my exclamation. “Why
are so many cf the villagers here. Know you
what is meant by this assemblage ¥

“We shall see I” was his somewhat sudden

and stern reply, as we continued to approach.
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My heart trembled, and leapt convulsively to
my mouth—my knees faltered, but there was no
retreat. We came up to the company before
whom my appearance had scarcely been made,

| when, wildly from the group, rushed forth the
mother of Emily—she seized me by my arm.
“ Give me back my daughter” was her fren-
zied exclamation—*you will not keep her

from me. My daughter~-~my poor sweet Em-

ily.”

They dragged her back to the spot, where,
feebly and with an expression of subdued idio-
cy, old Andrews incessantly shook his stick in
the direction where I stood, while his palsied
head maintained a corresponding metion. 1
recovered myself, but my tones were husky

and thick, and I am satisfied not so coherent

as [ could Liave wished them.
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“ What does all this mean, my friends ; why
this charge upon me—why this gathering—"
was my inquiry.

“This gentleman will explain” said the Jus-
tice, pointing to Harding who had by this time
taken a place midway between the company
and myself, “ you are charged, “continued the
officer, “with having first seduced, then spir-
ited away the daughter of these old people, one
Emily Andrews ; and for your sake, Mr. Faber,
I sincerely hope that youmay be able to es-
tablish your innocence in spite of the strong
circumstances which will be brought against
you.”

I looked to Harding—I sought to crush him
with that look-~but he was untroubled, unap-
palled beneath it ; and, though trembling with

emotion, a# seemingly determined in intention,
15
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as the martyr, fortifying if not establishing his
faith, by the free offering of his blood. He
proceeded, modesily, but confidently to his
narragion. He recounted the history of our
intimacy—described once more the circum-
stances of the revelation which I had made, in
his ears, of my crin%e. How it had burned in
his heart like so many living coals. How
ke had come in his agony to me, and hLow
finally, in order to escape from the sugges-
tions of torture inflicted by conscience and
imagination, he had revealed it as it had before
been heard, to the officers of justice. He
showed how he had becn overthrown by the
search made in accordance wih the story—
how, writhing under the reproaches of the
public and crushed in their opinion, he had

been on the verge of madness and suicide—
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how I had sought him out in his closet—re-
peated my story, and how he had again be-
lieved it. A certain something, he said, assur-
ed him that I had told the truth, hut not the
whole truth—that I had suppressed and alter-
ed, 80 as to defcat inquiry; but that, though
the causes which had led me 10 disclose so
much unnecessarily, were unknown and unac-
countable, he was taught to believe in the com-
mission of the crime. A desire to regain his
station in socicty—to show that notliing of
malice had prompted liim in the firstinstance,
inspired him with the design, whicl, carried
out perseveringly and properly, had resulted in
his being able, he thought, most satisfactorily
t¢ prove the murder of Emily Andrews by
Martin Faber, and accordingly, he procecded

to the developement of his particulars. How
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did I wonder at my own blindness as he pro-
ceeded in his narration. How did 1 wonder at
the ingenuity with which, without any clue, he
had dnravelled, as with my own fingers, all
my secret. He had watched all my mo-
tions—all my looks—all my words. He had
suffered not a glance—not a whisper to es-
cape him. Witk the assistance of his mother,
who, hersel, in disguise had sold them to the
barber, he had carried on the affair of the pic-
tures—he discovered who had bought them,
and conjecturing for what purpose, he defied me
to produce them. He described the involun-
tary terrors which my face had exhibited on
approaching the gpot upon which we stood—
how the same emotion, so exhibited, had led
him to suspect that the rock to which he point-

ed had alsc some connexion with the transac-
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tion. The facts gathered from the conversa-
tions with the family, leading to the final, and,
as he thought, conclusive proof, in reference to
the jewelry, he next dwelt upon; and, with a
brief but compact summary, he so concentrated
the evidence, that, though strictly speaking,
still inconclusive, there was not an individual
present but was persuaded of my guilt.

“ And now,” said he, * there is but one more
witness for examination, and this is the rock
of which I have spoken. I zm persuaded
that the body of Emily Andrews lies there.
The expression of Faber's eye—the whole
look with which he surveyed the chasm,
could not liave come from nothing. That
rock, in some way or other, is associated with
his crime. I have made arrangements for its

examination and we shall soon judge.”
15 -
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Placing a little ivory whistle to his lips, a
shrill sound went through the forest, and after
the lapse of a moment, a sudden flash illumi-
nated, and a loud explosion shook the earth
around us. We proceeded to the spot, and
when the smoke had cleared away, a shout
from those who traversed the fragments, torn ’
from the fissure which had been split by gun-
powder, announced the discovery of the vic-
tim, and in her hands—conclusive evidence
against me—torn from my bosom without my
knowledge, while in the last convulsion of
death,—lay the large brooch, the loss of which
had given me so much concern at the time,
and, on its back, chased finely in the gold

setting, were the initials of my name.




CHAPTER XVII.

He came to me in my dungeon——he, my
accuser—iny enemy-—my friend. In the first
emotions of my wrath, I would have strangled
him, and I shook my chains in his face, and I
muttered savage curses and deep threats in his
ears. He stood patiently and unmoved. His
hands were clasped, and his eyes were dim,
and for a while he had no language, no articu-
lation.

“Think not,” at last he spoke—* think not
I have come to this work with a feeling of sat-
1sfaction. I have suffered more agony in its
progress than I can well describe or you un-

derstand—-I will not attempt it. If you can-
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not, from what you know of my character,
conceive the grief and sickness of heart which
must have come over me, during the long pe~
riod and regular and frequent succession of
hours, in which I was required to play the
hypocrite—I cannot teach it you. I come not
for this. I come to ask your forgiveness—to
implore your better opinion—and that you
may attribute 10 a necessity which gave me
ne other alternatives than death or shame, the
whole of this painful episode in my life!

He was a noble creature, and so I could not
but think at that very moment; but, I was of
the earth, earthy! I was a thing of compre-
hensive malignity, and my impuises were per-
petually warring with the suggestions of my

BEnBE,
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“ My death be upon your head—my igno-
miny be yours—the curses of all of mine be
on you—rmay all things curse you. Talk of
my being a murderer, are you less so? Have
you not hurried me to death—a shameful
death—dishonoring myself, dishonoring my
{family, when I might have atoned for the error
of my youth, in the progress and better per-
formances of my age? Hypocrite, that you
are, begone ! Come not falsely now to ex-
tenuate what you may not excuse--your
priestly cant about forgiveness does not de-
ceive me. Away—I curse you to the last?—
and his head sunk upon his breast, and his
hands were clasped in agony, and I exulted in
the writhing and gnawing of that heart, whose
over-delicate structure, I well knew, could ne-

ver sustain such reproaches.
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* Stay, Harding—1here is one thing—there
is one way in which I can be assured that your
motive was not malicious, and that you have
been stimulated as you say, solely by a belief
in the necessity of what you have done

* Speak-—say, any thing, but grant me your
forgiveness—give me your good opinion !”

“ Ridiculous ! the good opinion of 2 murdex-
er—the hated, the despised of the communi-
ty ;—of what good is it to you or to any hody ¥’

“True—izue '—but even with the murderer
] would be at peace—I would not have him
die with an il feeling towards me. But there
is yet another thought which prompts the de-
sire in this case. It is from my associate
and companion that I would have forgiveness,

for the violation of that confidence which grew
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out of that association. For this I would have
your forgiveness "

« The distinction is somewhat nice, but you
shall have what you ask—cheerfully kave it—
upon one condition "

« What is that, say on—1I will gladly serve
you.”

« Justice dermands a victim and I must die;
but it is not necessary to justice that I should
die in a particular manner. I would not die
by the rope, in the presence of a gaping mul-
tirude—you must provide me with a dagger—
a knife, any thing by which I may free myself
from the ignominy of such a death.”

“ Impossible | that will be wrong—it will
be criminal. Justice, it is true, may not care
whether the rope or the steel shall serve her

purposes, but she requires that her officer, at
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least, shall do it; otherwise it is not her act.
Itis your will, not hers, that would be per-
fermed—her claim would be defeated.”

“ Shallow sophistry l—this then is your
friendship—but 1 knew it would be so—
away, and may—"

He stopped me in my curse.—

“ Stay "—he exclaimed hurriedly, and with
terror—*““any thing but that. I will do asyon

require.”

16

¥



CHAPTER XVIIL

The day of retribution—of a fearful trial,
is come '—Horrible mockery !~~the sunlight
streams through the iron grating, and falls upon
the straw of this accursed dungeon. How
beautifully—how wooingly it looks—Ilovelier
than ever, about to be foreverlost! Dol trem-
ble—would I yet live and linger out the years
in a life of curses, among those who howl
their denunciations forever in my ears ? Could
I survive this exposure, this infamy, and cher-
ish life on any terms and at all hazards ! [
would not die—not thus, not thus—on that
horrible scaffolding, I shudder but to think on.
Yet what hope would I rely upon? 1 have
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nene to whom in this perilous hour, T would
tum in expectation. No fond spirit now la-
bors, unsleepingly, for my relief. T have not
lived for such an interest—I have not sought
to enlist such affections—none hope—none
seeck my escape—none would assist in s
consummation! T am alone—I must die'—
and what,—horrible thought '—if he should
rot bring the weapon 1—if his shiinking and
womarn-like conscience should scruple, tuus,
to interfere with the decree of justice, and 1
should be led outin the accursed cart, through
the jeering muititude, and go through ail the
trials of that death of shame and muscular
agony i—let me not think of it. Let me not
thisk '—

And I closed my eyes as if to shut out

theught, and rushed to the extremest comer
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of my cell, despairing of the appearance of
Harding with the dagger he had promised.
But a few hours were left, and the sharp and
repeated strokes of the hammer, at a little
distance, indicated the rapid progress of the
executioner in his preparations for the terrible
performance of his office. T pgroaned in my
agony of thought, and buried my head still
deeper in the meshes of my couch.—Thanks,
thanks—the fates be praised—he comes—the
bolts =hoot back—the doors are unbarred —he
is here! Ilive again—I shall not stand then on
that fearful fabric. He brings me that which
shall enable me to give it my defiance, and -
disappoint the gaping multitude, already be-
ginning to assemble. ] shall defeat them
still!
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“ Oh, Harding—I had almost given you up
—I had begun to despond—to despair. I
dreaded that the weakness of your spirit had
yielded to your conscience, and that you had
forgotten your pledge. God of terror ! whata
horrible agony the thought b}ought along with
it. It is well you came; I had else cursed
you with spectres that would have fastened on
you like wolves. They would have drained
the blood, at the same moment, from all the
arteries in your system. Give me the knife.”

* It iz here, and, ok, Martin—I have had &
terrible struggle with my own sense of what
is right in the performance of this office. I
have resisted the suggestions of cohscience—
T have overcome the rebukes of my own mind
—I have done wrong, and do not seek to ex-

cuse myself—but I have brought you what
16*
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you desired. Here, take it, take it at once
and quickly before I repent me of having so
weakly yielded in the struggle.”

“I have it—I have it I’ I shouted wildly—
shaking the naked blade as if in defiance, in
the direction of the scaffold. “I am secure
from that shame—I shall not be the capped
and culprit thing of ignominy which they
would make me, in the eyes of that morbid
rabble. I am free from the dishonor of such
a death. Ah, Harding, thou hast almost re-
deemed thy fault—thou hast almost taught me
to forgive thee for thy offending. Nay—I
could almost forbear to howl my curses in thy
ears, and avoid saying to thee, as I do—may
the furies tug at thy vitals, like snakes, in all

hours—"
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“ Forbear, forbear!” he shricked—ol, evucl;
wantonly cruel as thou art—-where is thy
promise, Martin—where is thy honor—wilt
thou deceive me ?’ '

“Ha! ha! ha'-—fool that thou art—didst
thounot deceive and betray me ?  Where was
thy honoar, false hypocrite—where was thy
forbearing mercy? Wert thou not cruel,
wantonly cruel then 7 Hell’s curses be upon
thee—I would have thee live forever to enjoy
them——thou shouldst have an eternity of tor-
ment—thou shouldst have an exaggerated
sense of life for s better appreciation, For-
bearance, indeed! No—I would invent a
curse forthee that—and ha! thou art come in
season, at the fit moment, to be my help in

imprecation. Come forward—thou hast lips
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would make an oath tell—and tell to the quick.
Come hither, come hither, my Constance "
And he dragged forward the young and ters
rified wife, who had just then made her appear-
ance in the dungeon, and forcing her upon
" her knees before him, he stood over her, wa-
ving the gleaming dagger in her eyes.
“Thou shelt kneel, Constance!—it is =
solemn moment, and thou hast that to perform
which requires that word and action should
well suit its solempity. Ay, fold thy hands
upon thy breast—yet I ask thee not to pray—
thou must curse and not pray. Speak then
a8 I tell thee—speak and palter with me not,
for, doomed as I am to death, and hopeless of
escape, a8 I have nothing now to hope, I have
nothing now to apprehend from man. Speak

after me, then, ax thou hast a love for life~—as
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thou hast a leading and a lasting terror of &
horrible death

Agonized with the snuation of Constance,
Harding advanced to interflere, but with o
giant-like strengih, the eriminal hurled him
back with a single arm, while he threatencd, if
ke again approached, to bury the weapon in
the bosom of the knceling and terror-stricken
woman. On a sudden, she recovered her
energies, and in coherent but feeble tonces, she
called upon her husband to procecd.

Tt 15 well thou art thus docile, Thou art
wise, Constance—thou art obedient, as thou
hast ever been. Keep thy hands folded, and
speak. after me-—-say, in thy wonted manner to
thy God—bid him hearken to thy prayer—Dbid
him, in tenderness and love for thee, to grant
it as thou makest it. Promise him largoly of

1



182 MARTIN FPARBER,

thy increased love and obedience for this,
Promise him thy exclusive devotion—say
thou wilt live only for him ; and strive to for-
get all the other attzactions, whalever they
may be, of life and society. 1 care not if thou
keepest these pledges, it is enough for me
that thou makest them.”

She did as she was required. She implor-
ed the Father, fervently to sanction the
prayer she was about to make—she vowed
her whole love and duty, in veturn, so far as
her poor capacities would permit, entirely to
him. 8he spoke in the fullness of accumu.
lated feelings, and with & devotion as deep and
touching, as it was tearless and dignified.

“Well—that i3 enough. Thou hast been
as liberal in promises, as I could well desire

thee; and now for the prayer and petition thou
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hast to offer. Look on this manp—the mur-
derer of thy husband—ithe wreich, who,
wouldst thou beleve i, my Constance, has
the audacity 1o have a love even for thee, in
his cruel heart—the wretch, whom—1thou wilt
be slow to think so, my Constance, but it is
true—whom thou dost love—"

She looked up to him, as he proceeded, with
a most imploring expression—but he had no
touch of pity in his soul. He proceeded—

“It is true, and you dare not deny it, my
Constance. You love the wretch who has
murdered your husband, and, perhaps, when
my bloody grave, which his hands have dug,

has been well covered over, you‘ will take

- shelter in his bosom—"

The wretched woman shrieked in agony,
and fell at length upon the floor—but he al-
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lowed her no respite. After a few moments,
making her resume her position upen her
knees, he continued—

“Him, thou must curse ! Say after me—
God of heaven and earth, if thou be, as thon
art said to be, just in thy provisions— Say
on!”?

She repcated : He went on.—

“If the power be in thee, as I believe, to do
the will of thy creatures on earth—"

She repeated.

“If thou canst curse and bless—build up and
destroy—~yield pleasure or pain—nake happy
or miserable~-"

She repeated.

“I call upon thee, with thy agents and min-
istering powers to curse with thy eternal

wrath—to blister with thy unceasing severi.
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tes—to torture with thy utmost vaneties of
pan—~to make sore the body—to make bitter
the life—to make wretched the spirit—to pur-
sic at all scasons and in all lands, with thy
unceasing and most aggravated asperities, this
bloody man, the destroyer of my lnsband.”

The youlh, upon whom this imprecation
was to fali, rushed forward—

““ Speak it not! oh, speak it not, lady '—in
charity speak it not. I can bear with the
curse from his lips—{rom any lips—but thine.
Sanction not, I pray you, this wantoness of
cruelty—pardon rather, and forgive me that |
have been the unwilling, and, in all imes, the
sad instrument of Providence in this pro-
ceeding.”

« Back, back, William Harding—the curse

must be uttered-—it must be felt—it must be
17

¥



186 MARTIN FABER.

borme. Speak on, Constance FFaber—speak
on—as I have told it thec. She looked up in
his face with the calm resignation of a saint—
and, as cne entering upon the pilgrimage of
martyrdom, she proceeded regularly in the
formula, scntence after sentence, which he
had prescribed; white he, standing above, mut-
tered his gratificalion as every added word
seemed to arouse new agonics in the bosom
of the denounced. But, as she reached the
part assigned to the application of the curse,
she entreated these curses upon the head of
Constance T'aber, if she should ever teach
her lips to invoke other than Messings upon
any being of the human family, whatever, in
the sight of heaven or of earth, his offence
might be! The glare from the eyes of the

disappointed criminal was that of 2 hvena,
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tirely ignorant of the horrors of the scene so
malignantly forced upon her. Inhis cell, the
wretch howled over the unperforming weak-
ness of his hand, which had not only failed 1o
secure him his victim, but had left him with-
out the ability to defeat his doom.

The hour iz come! QO cursed weakness, that
I should fail at that moment of escape—But
the fates had written it—I must fulfil my des-
tiny. My eyes grow dim—1I fail to see any
longer the crowd—all is confused and termible.
What spectres are these that surround me ? It
is Emily,—and why does the old father shake
lus palsied hand in my face—will no one keep
off the intruders T—they have ne concern here.
Ihave raved—but nowall 1s before me. Whata

multitude—does this suffering of a fellow crea-
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ture zive them pleasure! Should I ask—Iwho
have lived ia that enjoyment! WouldIhad also
been weak; I should have escaped this ex-
posure—this pain. Itisbut for a moment, how-
ever—but a momentary thall; and then—{ate
will have no secrets. I shall no lonzer be its
blind vietim—its slave. 'There is an old man
at the foot of the scaffold, that I would not see
there! Itis old Andrews. Would he were
gone—or that I could look elsewhere. Butno
matter—it will soon be over. 1 would I had
a God at this moment—better to have believed
—on earth there 1s nothing for me—such a
faith, though folly, had been grateful. Bu
now-—now it is too late. 'The hour is come!
—The sunlight and the skies are gone—gone

—gone—gone.”

i8
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HIBTORY OF THE JEWS. By the Rev. H H
Meowar. In 3 vols. 18mo.  Illustrated with original Mape
and Engravings.

Dntil the sppearance of Profesaor Milman's admirable work. thers
was no History of the Jews, deserming of the name, excent that
of Josephus: and he lived at a perud too remcte. and too nited m
its knowledge, t0 enable him to do Jastice to 1ke subeel The po-
tices to be found in various Universal Histnries are meager and une
matisfactory ; and a narrative at once Chrstian 3nd Literal in its tone,
wpirited 2nd elegant in its [snpuage, and adequately depieting the

wars, reltgion, and pottey of the most retnarkabie of rations,
wean still wantine. The mature of the present work 15 stnctiy s
torical—oot theoloegial—yer it eluciiates many obscure passages in
the Otd Teatament, employs with zreat akill the casual evidence of
hexthen writers, and throws pew light on the mainners and custotns
of the Hebrews by frequent references to the pages of the oldest
travellers.

“ Professor H. H. Milman is one of the most chaste and classical
writers of the age. The History of the Jews embraced in the vol-
umes before us, has already passed throuzh three ediions in Eng-
Inad, and is highly and justly commended by many of the most
respoctable penodicals."—N, ¥. Journal of Commerce.

#It is written in 2 very interesting manner—in & more phil
sophical spirit, and with more depth of reflection, than is generall
foend in listories of this pature. It is not wanling in hustorical con
denastion, and the colouring of the style is lively and picturesque.”—

"N. Y. Everang Post.

“The nermative of the varions and highly interesting events m
that pericd flows on in a chaste style; and a thorough knowiedge
of his subject is evident in every page. The work is apirited, well
arranged, and full of information, and of a wise and well-culuvated
apirit."— Athenacum,

# Tha style in whick it is written is remarkably lucid and elegant:
ﬁ‘f“‘f. ¥ itsnge-.neral ér‘nuothues.'s and simpieily, yet aninuted

¥




| STANDARD WORKS,

LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 1 4
Locxeiry, Eng. In 2 vols. 18mo. With Engravings.

This colebrated work contains an epitorne of all that has heen
proved ta be true ing the cheracter und wctions of the moet
extraondinary man of the thousand years. The English lan-
guagapommcnootherauthmﬁcmmaqfhhhjstp i and, not-
withstanding the smallness of the Limits within which it is com-

ressod, the narrative throughout is clear, dietinct, and oz‘inua.
ﬁ'he lifa of Napol doubly interesting when relieved the
tedicummess of ‘uwlm has never been better told. :

The work in written with eommendable imparniality, and the
swthor han been cereful to intarweave with his narmtive sll the new
illustrations snd anecdotes furnished by Bourrienne, and other

French writers, whose memoirs have ap d since the publi
of the great work of Sir Walter Scnr.r.,‘fmm which » large portion
of his materials was derived, As an evidence of the amazing popu-
Tarity of this Histary, it is stated that more than 27000 copies have
bean disposed of in Great Brituin alone. .

LIFE OF NELSON. By Rosxzr Sovrazy, Esq., LL.D.
18mo, With a Portrait,

This Biography kas been pronounced ons of the Lunreuts's most
successfil efforts ; the enthusiastic and romantic charcter of Nel
sou furnished a congenial subject, and he has treated it with con-
summate ability. a errors of the fortunate and gelart admira)
are fairly and fgarlessly exposed ; while the nobler elements of hie
mind, his hercic courage, his perseverance, and his insatizbim
tiIl: fﬁr glo:iy. 2] b:dell gs 1%he grl:at acgm;a in thiCh thoe“ym
P y &re described and illustrated with a happy choice of langusge
l.mf wow felicitous effect.

« Southey’s fina and popular biography of Neleon was very mmdh
wanted, and is now m%e had very cheap, in & nost and ctw-
venient form."—-N, Y. Con Advertizer,

LIFE OF ALEXANDER THE GREAT. By the Rer.
Jomx WitLiams, AM. 18mo. With a Mep.

*This velume fills 8 blank in the historicn] library, and fornishes
an excellent menual for the atedent. It is not confined to the merw
exploits and adventures of the Macedonian hero, although they con.
stitute the leading topic, but containa a masterly view of the times
in whick he lived, snd of the manners, srta, and scicoces of the
Greeks, Persizos, Egyptiang, Araby ard [ndians, and other nations
whom he visited or conquered. The story is well and elegantly
told, sand conveys & more diatinct and accurate idem of the amcimt
Napoleon than is to be found in any other history. In the peruesl,
the r.:‘unoai:f‘of the reader is gratified as well ns stimulated,
and bis mind is moved to profitable reflaction.

#Tha style is good, and the narrative well condueted. & modem

of this famoun warrior cannot fail to bo intesosting.”—Nem-
Fork Daily Advertuer,



STANDARD WONER 5

RATURAL HISTORY OF INSECTS. 15mo. Hlos-
trated by numerons Ecgravings.

The study of Natural History ia at all times, and to almost
person, eminently pleasing and instructive: the object m this admi-
tahle volume has been to render it doubly captivating by the plain
znd simple atz}e in which it is treated, and oy the numerous etgra-
vings with which the text is illustrated. Thers is no branch of this
deliphtful science more pleasing than that which exhibits the won-
demgﬂ oodress and wiadom of the Creator, as they are displayed in
the enﬁlesa varieties of insect life—their forms, habita, capacities
xnd works—snd which investigates the nature and peculiarities
thess diminutive tribes of animated existence

# Tt geems Lo us that it wﬂ}vpruva at once agreeable and instru
€0 persons of all classes"—N, Y. Daily Advertiser

LIFE OF LORD BYRON. By Jouxn Gart,Esg. 18mo.

The splendour of Lord Byron's fame, and the intereat attendant
upon the story of his eventful life and early death, have combined ta
render his biography a work of more than usual attraction. Mr.
Galt enjoyed the advanteges consequent upon a long and intimate
sequaintance with the noble poet, and has given a striki and sabi
factory description of his mind and character. One of the greatest
smerits of the work is its atrict impartiality : the writer is evidently
free from prejudice either favourable er adverse io his subject, and
tells what he knows or believes to be the truth, without any bias
from envy, ill-will, or affection

*'The sprightly pea of the zuthor has communicated nncommeon
interest to this work, and ke appears to have done perfect justice 1o
Jte inspired subject."——Albany Daily Advertiser.

-« My, Galt is one of the most fescinating writers of the age’’—
Fonanal of Commerva

LIFE OF MOHAMMED; Founder of the Religion os
[slam and of the Empire of the Saracens. By the Rev
Geonox Busn, AM. 18mo. With a Plate.

" Mhe chjects of the writer in the preparation of this volume have
been conflensation, clearness, and accuracy. It wes written ex-
presely for the publishers by an American author, and, in addi-
tion to the numerous and highly flattering commendations bestowed
upan it by the press, it has received the testimonial of republication
1 Fngland. In one respect, the plan adopted by the anthor pre-
sents &n improvement upon preceding memoirs of the great impostor
in the careful collocation of the chapters of the Koran with the
events of the narrative,—s method by which the history je illustrateg
in & remarkable degree. The a penéi_z, containing a seri#s of pros
phetic investigations, is pec ¥ curious, learned, and valuable.

“ 1 Mr. Bush ia 2 scholar of extensjve acquirements, and well fitteh
for the task which he has undertaken in this volume."—N. ¥. Obs



4 ATANDARD WORKS.,

LETTERS ox DEMONOLOGY axe WITCHCRAPT,
By Sir Wantee Scorr, Bast. 18mo.  With an Engruving.

This is & very curious and interesting work, containing ns it doos
the resuits of much thonght and great research upon ane of the st
exciting topics of buman inquiry. Most of Sir Walter Jcott's un.
rivalied povela betray rhe predilection for the sy with
which bis ming was tunged, and the extent of his reading m works
which treet of * the history of that dark ehapter of human uatore®.
to which this volume.js devoted. In it he han laid open the stores
of his memory, and sirikingly condensed and elucidated the sobject;
in many cases expiaining, by moet ingenions theoriea, occurrences
which eeem to lie beyond Lhe boundaries of nataral-sction.

*This volume is most interesting, and will be read with grest
pleasure by slmoat every class of readers ™ U, §. Glasetre.

“The subject is rmost allaring, and the msuner in which it is han-’
dled is magical "— dzhen. .

HISTORY OF THE BIBLE. By the Rev, G. R. Grme.,
In 2 vols. 18mo, With e Msp of Palestine,

These volumes do pot, as frozs their title one might bmaging, von-
tain merely an sccount of the origin and contenis of the Sacred
Volame : the object of the writer has extended fsr beyond this. He
has_produced, perbaps, the moat elaborate and able exarcinstion
of the various objections urged againat the Scriptares that has ever
been writlen: nncji. at the same tlrae, one of the clearest and mos
satisfactory expositions of the whole Bible, not only as the founda.
tion of ovr faith, but also as & history. In the performance of him
task, Mr. Gleig hes exhibited equai piety and learaing, and his work
is calealated to facilitate to & remarhable degree both ths compre-
hepsion and enjoyment of the inspired writinge.

“The atyle of it is surpsesed by no work with whick we ae
acquainted."— dibany Telegraph and Register, .

POLAR SEAS AND REGIONS. By Profeasors Lasim
and Jaxxsow, and Hoom Musaay, Esg. 18mo. With Mapr
and Engravings.

The plan of thees works would pot be complets withont &
requisite degres of attention to the most recent improvements snd
d.wcovegec: mn :;ery bgnch of acience. Irﬁar;lone have grester ad.
ranced been made, in the present century, than in and the
knowledge of the earth ngich we mhabnirt, ang uﬁmcgo ingly
been taken lo include the best of auch works as treat of thm
coveries. The Polar Sess and Regions have been most feniile i
regults through the cntergn_se and perseverance of & Roas, & Frank!
and a Psrg, and the work in which Iheir investigations wre descrs
is one of the most interesting and Insiructive of the series,

* The writera are gentiemen of first-rate standing in tha seientifle
world, and the sabject 15 one 10 which every curiousgmind is attrncted
w¥ & sort of awvoluntary inpulse."—V. Y. Journal of Commarce,



STANDARD WORKE 3

LYFE AND TIMES OF GEORGE TV. By the Rev,
Geoxon Crory. 1Bmo. With a Portuit.

:+ “The regency and reign of this monarch cecupied one of the oy
awentful and interesting periods of English history, not only from the
magnitude and importance of their political occurrences, but also
from the vast improvements in science and the aris by which they
were distinguished, and the number of eminent individuala whe
flourished at this epoch.  The character of George himeelf was not
the: lanst remarkable among those of the principal personages of tha
timne, and it has been handled by Mr. Croly witr}n:\ a just and fearless,
et not uncharitable spirit.  Hia perceptions are close, keen, and ac
eurste, and his language singularly terse and energetic. His work
will be of the highest value to the wture historian.

“Mr. Croly hen acquitted himeelf very handsomely. His subject

i8 one of much interest, and he has treated it with nnusual impar-

i . The agthor's style is chaste, classical, and heautiful, and i
may be tzken as 3 model of fine writing. "—Mercantile Adoertiser.

DISCOVERY AND ADVENTURE IN AFRICA. By
Prodessor Jameson, and Jawss WiLeoN and Hoen Morkar,
Esgra. 18mo. With s Map and Engravings.

In this volume is recorded every thing that ia known of the interiop
of that dangerous continent which haa been for s0 many ages a terra
tncognitz, and E;gved the grave of so0 man{:nterprising travellers,
except what been revealed to ua by the recent investigations
of John and Richard Lander, whose adventures form the subject
of two of the succeeding numbers of the Libmary., The plan of the
work consists of condensed abstracts of the narratives of all the med-
o African travellers, in which every t.hing1 important or interesti
is preserved, while the unessential details have been o abbrevia
aa to bring the substance of each account within convenient lizits,

“This work we believe will be interesting to ev%y clags of rendern,
especinily to the philanthropist and Christian,”—JXN, ¥, Evangelist.

LIVES or EMINENT PAINTERS axp SCULPTORS
By ALvan Conmanastan, Ja 3 vols, 18me,  With Poriraits,

The author has collected, in thess small volumes, a histary of art
in England, and the lives, characters, and works of ite moest eminent
professore,—the materials of which were previously scattered through
many valimes, inaccessible and uninviting to the mass of readers.
The cntical cbservations profusely scattered through these biog-
raphies will tepder them uzeful to the student, whilge the personal
noecdotes with which they sbound make them egually alluring Lo
the ardinary reader. The labours and struggles of gentus, the suc-
cesa of perseverance, and the nutility of T.afent unallied to prudence,
ns exernplified in these narmatives, afford a useful moral lesson, whils
2‘ idents which illustrate them become the source of plessure

eatertaunment.
“#The whole oarrative is lively and alluring."—XN., ¥. Adas.



g VTANDALD - WORNS,

HISTORY OF CHIVALRY AND THE CRUSADES.
By G. P. R. Jiuge, Esq. 18mo. With Engrovings.

' Nomodemwﬁmis,pernhx,powaﬂ ified to write _this
mubject as the author of * Rieholien,” of the * Life amng
of Charlemagne;” unquestionably, eince the death of Sir Walt
Scott, the best informed historical antiquary of the sge. The presént
work contains, in & emall compass, & ¢lear and concise account of
that calebrated institution which, in process of time, became the
foundation of the modern Evropaan systems of government and juris-
prudence, with a vivid description of thoee amazing ebullitions of
pationsl enthusiasme which poured such immense multitudes of war.
like pilgrims upon the ngiaim of Asig, snd prodoced such extrondi.
nery changes in the condition of mankind. ~The work is eminently
cunious, interesting, leamned, and philosopbical

¢ Tha author of this work has done the public & service, which
we think will ba duly appreciated."—N. ¥. Advertiser,

LIFE OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. ByH. G. Bxrx.
In 2 wols. 18mo, With a Portmit.

It is now generally admitted that great infustice has been done to
the character of Mary, and that there is reason 1o beliove her,
to say the least, guililess of the dark offences ¢ againat hes
Mr. Bell kas undertaken ber vindication, and, having investigated
the facts with uncommon industry and patience, he has soeceeded
in establishing a conviction of ber entire innocence.  The sym.
1:u;th{1 excited by the etory of her beauty and her misforiunes ja
now heightened by the sssurance of her wrongs. Mr. Bell’s is con-
eidered the moat sffecting, sa well as the most unpartial life of Mary
that has been written.

“‘I'be reader will be pleased to learn that the life of Mary hes boent
written anew, by one who appears, both in teraper and talent, ex-
tremely well qualified for the teak."—N. ¥, Auas.

ANCIENT AND MODERN EGYPT. the Rev. M.
Ryssgit, LL.D. 18mo. With a Map and Eogravings. .
Tr this volome is contained a distinct amd well srmnged scconnt

f all that is kncwm with ceminotg respecting the ancient hmmig
wrell as t%e afgmhet conditit?n';f thtl'nat extraordinary country v loss
antiquit ea the rescarc ® Toet peraeYoering explorers,
to\:ﬁicgbo(hllamemdl}mecewmhdebwd for at the ru-
diments of those arts and eciences which were brought in them to
such perfection. The stupendous remains of Egyptian srchitecturs,
and the treasures of knowledge that etill ramnin locked up in the far.
farned hmmglmbl.ws, have long engaged the ettemtion of the most se-
oomﬁ]ijuhed scholars, and every thing relating to them and ths land
in which they exist is in the highest degrow interesting io the in-

quiring mind, R
« Al that is known of Egypt is 2ondensed into this history; emd

€ readers of it will find thempetven well repaid for their isbouy

monty,"—Now-FHovm Adearticer, . -




PRANIRD WORKS. ¥

HISTORY OF POLAND. By Juwes Furronen, Eeq.
l8a0. Witk 3 Purteait of Koscivako, :

The recept unsuccemful effort of the galiamt sxd uofortounete

sornkened the tiew of every fover of freedorn and every friend
0 blummt{{ he wrriter of this history ima brought tn his under-
taking mach learning, grest industry and patience 1 research, and
the most unbissed candour. The voiume is full of intereat and
nsefil information, drawn from an ienense variety of sources, mauy
of which are not accessible to the mam of yeaders, particularly in

?oh-tobruktheirﬁ_hofbmdagthnﬁxedthammionwd

. Americs.

“ Of the writer's faimoeea and research we have a very good
opinion ; and his book is just the thing that is wanted at the prosent
monemt."—N. Y. dmerican.

# No work haa for & lo riod bean published here so deserving

g , i Troveller,

of praise and so replete with laterest,™ ~American

FESTIVALS, GAMES, AND AMUSEMENTS, Ancient
and Modern. By Howario Smrre, Esg.  18mo. With Addi-
tions. By Siuver Woonwonts, Esg,, of New-York. With
Engravings.

# Lavre, institntions, empires pass away and are forgotten, bot the
diversions of a le, being commonly interwoven with some im-
mutable el it of the g ) feeling, or perpetuated by cirenm
stances of climate and locality, will frequently survive when every
other national peculiarity has worn itself out and fallen into oblivion.”
‘This extract shows the spirit in which this captivating volume was

- designed, and ita pretensions to utility. The information imbodied
- in ita pages is curlous and extensive, and not the least attractive por-

tion Is the account of the amusernents, &ce. peculiar to different see

tiona of the United States, added by Mr. Woodworth.

& The book is highly amusing and intereating.”—Pens. Faguirer.

JAFE or BIR ISAAC NEWTON. By Davo Brewsrss,
LL.D. F.R.8. 18mo. With & Porimit and Woodcuts.

This is the only extended Life of the greatest of English philoso-
phets ever g'en to the public, 1n attempting to supply s vac
in philosophic and scientific literatnre, Sir David Brewster, hm::;g
one of the most profound and eminent savans of the age, has not
only sought out from resources bitherto unknown and inaccessible
to previous writers every frosh aud novel particular of Newton's life,
but bas given the coosi lucid explanations of his great discoveries,
#nd the steps by which they were sccomplished ; and han been 1o.
markably succsesful mran(iremlgthaae intelligible to ali classos of

“The feation cannot fail 0
ﬂ‘_N?rl?eMpubhcmm prove sccopiable and o



8 BTANDARD WORMM

PALESTINE, OR THE HOLY LAND. By the Rev,:
M. Rosssre, LL.D. 18mo. With » Map and Engravings.

The early history of that most interesting portion of the globe—
the theatrs of those wounderful events from which our religicn is de-
rived—as well aa ita present atate, is described in thia volume with .
the greateat accurscy. The placesof many of the incidents recarded
io the Bible sre pointed out, and the changes that bave ocewred in -
the lapse of ages are carefully delineated. The work may be tead .
with pleasure and advaptage in connexion with the Sacred Hislogy
which it confirma and iUusirates,

“ This work is the most deairble record of Palestins we hawe
ever seen.”—American Travells.

“ The whole volume will azply repay pornzal"—N. ¥, dmerican,

MEMOJRS OF THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE. By
Joun S. Mexzs, LL.D. 18mo. With Portraits. ;

Amid the turmoils, the vast echievemsnts, the embitious aspirings,
wrd the complzcsteci intriguea which mari the e of Napoleon™
atness, it 1s refreahing to pursae the elegant and gentie course of
osephine, whose effection for the conquercr and native goodness of
heart were so ofter made the instraments of merey, and whose e
sungive yoice was ever reedy to interpose between nis wrath and it
trembling object. Placid in situations peculiarly trying, Josephine
preserveg her character unsuilied, and the story of her iife abounds
with occasions for the respect snd admiration of the reader. The
suthor hes perforced his task with great ability, end the public is
indebted to bim for one of the most delightful biographies.

“ This is the only complete bi hy which bas ever sppeared
of that much admired woman."mgﬁn }P Conateliation.

_*This work will be found to po & beauty of language, s fas.
cination of style, and & depth of inter.st whick fow works of thm
kind can claim."-—Boston Praveiler.

COURT axp CAMP or BONAPARTE. 18mo. Wit °
» Portrait of Prince Talleyrand.

This volume hes been carefully prepared s 2 soitable and indis.
penssble companion to the Life of Napoleon. It comtaine the aul.
stance of the many bundred volumes of Memoirs, Lives, Naratives,
anecdotes, 8tc., connected with the career of Nepoleon, with whick
the press of France has been so prolific during the last fifteen yeams,
It presenta rapid but vigorously drawn skeiches of the emperor's
brothers, wives, siaters, roinisters, mamhale, and gererals; and
those who wish to gain g competent knowledﬁ of # Napoleon and his
times” will nd no work in eny language whick conveys »0 much
information in %o little space or in & more lively xnd sgreenhis
IRADGAL.

* This work ix highly witeresting. ™ —U%, 5. Guzimta -
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STANDARD WORES, o

LYVES AND VOYAGES OF DRAKE, CAVENDISH,
AND DAMPIER; including the History of the Bocaniers.
i8mo. With Portraits

The relxtim of the voyages, discoveries, and adventores of ently
el ealehmied English navigatorsis, m so far, & history of the riee
of Wer naved povwer.  In this volume arc contamed the lives of three
of the mont eminent ; and, from the very natnre of the subject, it pre-
werte poch ecvrious and valvable information, gleaned many
omiroes, ared tn every mmetance verified by scrupuious examination
and reference to original documents. Farly Spanish Discovery in
the Soath Seas, and the fist circumnavigation of the globe by Ma.
gellan, form & subordimate but appropriate branch of the work; and
the subject is completed Eg the History of the Bucsniers,—those
daring rovers whose wild adventures afford so much to eharm the
youthiut mind, and form ore of the most interesting chapters in the
annals of maritime enterprise and adventure.

DESCRIPTION OF PITCAIRN'S ISLAND AND ITS
{NHABITANTS ; with an authentic Account of the Mutiny
of the Ship Bounty, and of the subsequent Fortunes of the
Mutineers. Dy Jous Barpow, Esq. 18mo. With Engra-
wings.

Thie suthor of this volurme has bronght Into one connected view
what had heretofore appeared only in detached fragments, and some
of thesa even not generally accessible. The slory 1s replete with in-
tetest. We are taught by the Book of Sacred History that the dimo-
bedience of our first parents entailed upon our globe a sinful and
euffering vece ; in our own time there bas sprimg up from the most
abandoned of this depraved famnily—from pirates, mutineers, and
murderers—a iittle society which, under the precepte of that Sacred
Volume, i characterized by religion, morality, and ingocence.  The
discovery of this happy pecple, as unexpected as it was accidental,
and every thing relating to their condition and history, partake so
much of the romantic as to render the story not ill-adapted for an
epic poem. .
SACRED HISTORY OF THE WORLD; 29 displayed

in the Creation and subsequent Events ta the Deluge. ~By
Snaron Toesee, F.5.A. 18mo.

‘To exhibit the Divine Mind in connexion with the production and
preservation, and with the laws and agencies of visible nature,
#nd to lead the inguirer to perceive the clear and universal din-
tinction which prevails between the material and immaterial sub-
stances in ou; world, both in_their phenomena and their principles
is the main object of this admirsble volume. In it religicus and
scientific instruction are skilfully and strikingly blended, and facts
and principles zre eo made 1o illusirate each other that the mind and
heart are equaily improved by ita perusal, and the canse of science is,
a8 it were, identified with that of religion. The mformation eon-
tained in it chiefly relates to Natural History, and it is extremsly
copious, te, and g, whils the reflsctions sre sminent
for their depth, wisdomn. and piety.




10 ETANDARD WORXN.

MEMOTRS OF CELEBRATED FEMALE SOVE
REIGNS. By Mre. Jauzson. In 2 vols. 18me.

‘The tntention of this work ie to illustrate the influence which =
famale government has had genernlly on men and nations, and: thet
which the possession of power has had individually on the femais
character. “The didactic Jorm of history or biography has not aways
been adhered to; incidents and characters ars treated rsther in a
moral than in & political or historical point of view; sl poblic
affairs and mational events are not dwelt upon, except us connected
with the destiny, or emanating from the passions or prejudices of the
individual or sovereign. The Lives form an sdmirable itlostration
of the female character, and the lossors they famninh sbonnd with in-
struction, while the incidents recorded are interesting, not oalyin
theraselves, but ae authentic details of remarkable whixa
circumatancea of personal qualities have invested with claims to our
itention.

AN EXPEDITION TO EXPLORE THE COURSE
AND TERMINATION OF THE NIGER. By Rioma»
and Joaw Luwpxw, In 2 vols 18mo. With Maps and £p-
gravings.

With encouragement and sssistance of a very limited deserintion
these adventurous men embarked in an enterpriss whig;t{ B
every previous instance terminated [atally; and all who knew
the nature of the climats, and the grievous hardzhips they must en.
counter, predicted that the only intelligence ever received of them
vﬁwdﬁe oﬁaObrrmpmdi s de:gu . r'gi:)g en.ﬁt:{
showa how n thess chicos were on the point o veri
They were assailed by sichness, imprisoned f:ﬁ.lthy hnts, sold as
elaves, plundered, abused, end nearly aacrificed to the cupidity and
revenge of the ferocious savagen. In spite of all these obataciéa, by
means of paticnce, persoverance, enthuaissm, and courage, ﬁlq
finally triumphed over overy difficulty and completely gained the
ohject of their misaion, thus eﬂecting the most important and sppars
enily the most hopelesa geographicel discovery of the age.

. LEIVES OF CELEBRATED TRAVELLERS. By
Jaugs A. Sr. Joux. In 8 vols. 18mo.

Every msn whose mind can pathize with human natvre nnder
all ite varioua aspects, and can detect passions, weaknasses, and viy.
#ues like his own through the endless disguises effected by styangs
religions, policies, manners, or climates, muet peruse the relations
of veracious truvellers with satisfaction and advantage. The anthor
of these volumes has wilh great industry and judgmaent compiled a
saries of highly interesting narratives, containing the most striki
incidents in the lives and wanderings of all the celebrated traveliams
that have flourished within the last eight centuries, taking thern up
in their rcg(lillu order 0:11 succelsmon, pdresenl.ing only éi;e attractive
portious, and omiitting useless and wnnecessary detajles,
reader will ﬁénfd J.E‘ cthheae volumaa;a tl;;ln"?‘"‘m I: of many popd e
toroea, most of wl ara rare, tq i axtene
Evropean libraries, 4 uid in the o
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-INQUIRIES CONCERNING THE INTELLECTUAL
POWERS AND THE INVESTIGATION OF TRUTH.
By Joan Assxcrouniz, M.D. 18mo.

'-THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE MORAL FEELINGS,
By the Same, 18mo.

The sudy of the phenomena of mind presents = sebject of interme
interest, not only to the mora! philosopher, but to every one who has
m view the enlurvation of his own mental powers. o the pursuit

-f thia stndy ome of the greatest cbstaclas arises from the difficulty
cof procwring facts, and this obstacle it is one of the objects of the
present volumes to assist in #emoving. In the performance of his
wlerizking the accomplished author exhibita tﬁz possession of &
mind thm%a::y versed in the detsiis of the science to which his
ptiention is directed, and farmiliar with abstract inquiry. His des-
criptions of the mental phenomena are singnlayly lucid, precise, and
intereating, and his reasonings sonnd, original, and gersplcuous, He
never seeks to surprise by the ingennity, or to starile by the novely
of hia docirines, but directs all hus force sgainst the mowt prominent
difficulties of hus subject, and never quits his position untz! they ere
enbrued. . Above all, b6 has exhivited philasaphy 28 the handmaid
of teligion, and made it manifeat that all the rays of knowledge
naturally converge towards that one point in which in situated ¢
throne of heavenly and eternai truth.

The most able and influential reviews, both of England and the
nited States, have given the strongest encomi to this admirab!
work, and it has been exiensively adopted in our colleges and
higher establishmente for education.

“ 1t will not ondy feed, but form the public intellect. It cannot be
isseminzated too widely in & nation eager for knowledge, keen in
quiry to & proverb, end accustomed to think no matters too high

for scrutiny, no suthority teg venerable for question.”—Churchmon.

LIFE OF FREDERICK IL,KING OF PRUSSIA. By
Loxp Dover. In 2 vols, I8mo. With = Portrait.

- Frederick Ii. lived in ah sge among the most remarksble in the
annels of the worid. He was one of those men who conetitate an
epoch ; who, by their paramount influence upon the events of a par-

iar peripd, Impreas it, in e degree, with charscteristica resulting
from their own peculinr sentiments, habits, and proceedings; who
may be considered monuments on the road of ages to designate cer-
tain divisions of time. But, apert from the character of Frederic,
the grent incidents in the midst of which he lived and moved, end in
which e was & prominent actor, render thie period of European his-
tory one of the mosr interesting and important; and i hes been abl
delineated by the modern historian of the Prussian monarch. Lo,

Dover has lonp been favourably Enown as the Hon. Mz, Ellis, and
ki Life of Frederick has much enhanced hie reputation. It is hon-
oxreblie to him, considering the irreligious charecter of Frederick,
that he has nowhere rendeved vice attractive, and that mi'la;&n%fn are
studiousty guarded from the slightest coptamination of elity.
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BKETCHES FROM VENETIAN HISTORY. Bythe
Reov. E. BusoLey. In 2 vole. 1Bmo. With Engravings.

Few have the knowledge, the time, or the means to explore for
Ives the treasarea of the Italisn chronicles. The acthor of
this work has laid open their stores for the benefit of those to wham
the ianguage in which they are written renders them a sealed book-—
gleaning from them the most characteristic incidents, amusing sto-
ries, and anecdotes, while, at the same time, he has susisined eli
the dignity of historical research; passing i.ightly aver eveals of
minor (mpogance, and reserving hansel! for those momsantous and
interesting transactions which require to be more fully displayed.
The beauty of the ?)tlyia has been very generally noticed, and has
gained the applause of the moat compelent judges.

INDIAN BIOGRAPHY; OR AN HISTORICAL AC.
COUNT OF THE NORTH AMERICAN NATIVE
ORATORS, WARRIORS, STATESMEN, &c. By B. B.
Trarcuze, Esg. In 2 vols. 18mo. With Engravings.

The exteneive popularity of thess Biographies is one of the
strongest evidences of thelr merit: within s very few montha after
the publication a large edition wae dis of, and the work was xt
once established as & standard.  Until its gppearance there was no
authentic or satisfactory account of the Indians: notices of & few of
the mest distinguished ersong them in earliet times were to be fornd
scattered through the mee of varions historical woris, but the num-
ber was very limited, it might be said that all knowledge of their
true charncter, and of the traits for which wore remarkable, was
locked wp in ripts or in cbeclete publications. The writer
of these voluines has, with great industry and perseverance, explored
those abmost wnknown etores of information, and produced & work
of the highest character for candour, extent, and acc . It has
been truly said, that until Mry. Thatcher took upon himself the office
of their histonian, full justice had never been done to the characters
and actions of the aborigines,

HISTORICAL AND DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF
BRITISH INDIA: from the most remots Period 1o the
present Time. By several eminent Aathars. [n & velm
18mo. With a Map and Engravings,

A history of [ndiz in & convenient form, and in an easy and famd-
Har atyle, hss Jong been considered g desideratum.  This work com.
mences with the early annala of the Hindooe, traces the progrese and
decline of the Mohammedan power, and brings the history of the
British dominion in [ndia down to the time of the permanent estab-
Lishment of the India Company and the foundation of that stupandous
empire. It is divided into departments comprising the history, litors-
tuze, arts, and manners of the Hindoos, and a description of the
oounLr‘ié ita climate, 90il, diseases, productions, and natural featvres:
these departmenta have been committed to distinet writers of emi
nence, and fully quelified to trest of them with distingnished abihity,
and the result Lias been the production of a body of sccurste
complete information, such a8 is not to be found collecied in any
ciber work 1n the English, o7, indeed, in any langusge.
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1ETTERS ON NATURAL MAGIC. By Sir Davm

Brzwerse, LLD,, F.R.S. 18mo. With numerous Engra.

vings.

The author of this vulume passes under review the principal phe-
nomens of nature, and the leading contrivances of art which bear the
impress of a supematural character, und more especially thuse sin-

ar iflusions o%‘ sense in which the most perfect organs fail to per-
rm their functions, or perform them unl’altL:'u lly. These are theines
full of interest, and worthy of the lahour bestowed upon them by the

~ philosaphis writer,
. The eye and ear are, of course, the chief organs of deception, and,
< aesordingly, optical illusions occapy a considerable portion of the
valume. {'hose depernling on the ear succesd, and, after these have
- . been deacribed expluined, we are entertamned with amising
saccounts of feats of strength, of mechanical automata, amd of sorme
of the more popular wonders of chymistry.  Under each of these die
visions nneogates of the most imteresting kind illustrate the author's
explanations, and no subject in itselt grave and important was ever

_ treated in a mere captivating manner,

HISTORY OF IRELAND. By W. C. Tavros, Esq.
With Additions. By Winitam Sawpson, Esq. In 2 vola
18mo. With Plates.

Bedore ita republication, this work was submitted for examination
to severel gentlemen resident in New-York, natives, or the descend-
ante of patives, of the country whose history it contains, and distin.

- guished for their atiachment to the unhappy land to which they

-&rmce their origin, sl for their talents am{) acquirements.  Thelr

-Opinich wes unaalmone, atd highly favouralle, and each of them ex-

pressed In strong terms the pleasure it would afford bim to see

republished in the United States a3 work so [air, 8o copious,
and @0 sccurate. The public at large has confirmed their sentence,
and etamped thie history with the seal of approtiation. The value
of the history as originally published has been greatly enhanced
. the additions of Willtarmn Sampsun, Esq., whose reputation is loow
" -known in the country of his adeption to reguire eulogy.

.. HISTORICAL VIEW OF THE PROGRESS OF DiS8-
COVERY ON THE MORE NORTHERN COASTS OF
NORTH AMERICA. By P. F. Tvyrusr, Esq., and Prof
Wisson, 19mo. With a Map and Engravings.

Among the most remarkable ocenrrences of the nineteenth century
are the various expeditions of discovery 1o the northern coasts of the
westermn continent, so important, although not perfectly satisfactory
in their results. In ne other portion of the earth’s surface han the
aavigator to contend with such formidable difficulties, and in none
does he behold 8¢ peculiar an aspect of nature: it follows, therefore,
of oourse, that expeditions to no ather part of the world furnish 1o
4he historian such ample and interesting materiaia. The present
wolurne exhibits & full and accurate view of all that is imporient I
‘raodern knowledge of the moat remote territories of North i

- -and may be considered as forming a sequel to the * Polar Sees
Ragions,” and as jormishing ail that was waning o a complets ac-
count ofthe whole soriea of porthern discoveries by land and wates,
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TRAVELS AND RESEARCHES OF BARON HUMN-
BOLDT. By W.Micoiwrivray., mo. Ehgmvingw.

The celebrity enjoyed by Baron Humboldt, earned by a life of
Iaborious investigation and perilous enterprise, end by the most ex
tensive contributions to ecience, renders his name familiar 1o every
person whose attention has been drawn to statistice or natural phile.

hy; and his worke are ranked among the very first for the eplen.
did picturea of scenery which they contain, 1he diversified Informa.
tion which they afford respecting objects of universal interest, and
the graceful attractions with which he hae invested the majeaty of
scieace. The pressnt volume contains zn abridged nccount of all
the travels nmf researches of this eminent observer of nalure, in
which nothing is omitted that can be either ' weresting or useful to
the general reader, while the poveral narmtives sre sufficiently coa-
densed to bring them within the compass of a convenient volume.

LETTERS or EULER o NATURAL PHILOSOPHY ;
WITH NOTES AND A LIFE OF EULER. By &ir
Daviv Bazwersn, LL.D.,, F.R.8. With additional Notes.
By J. Griscow, LL.D. In 2 vole. 18mo. With Engravings.

Of 2l! the treatines on Natural Philesophy that have been pub.
lished in the vatious lmgua;gee of Europe there is none that haa en-
Eoyed a more extensive perroanent celebrity than that of the
sinoua mathematician and philosopher Lacnard Euler, contained m
his letters to the Princess of Anlinit They have been. wranslated
into seversl tongues, and edition after edition has been poblished in
Europe with stil) increasing reputation. The most eminent saocse
of England and France have repeatedly borne teatimony to their ex-
callence, not ondy by the strongest e.x;reseions of apirohation, but b
sssuming the task of editing the work.: the istest who has bestow
this mark of commendation wus Sir David Brewster, from whass
edition this now published was printed. The notes edded by him
areé copioua znd valuable; and the publishers of the American
edition, atill more to enhance the ment of the work, have secured
the assigtance of Professor Griscors, whoee totes will be found
numeroue and of great utility.

A POPULAR GUIDE TO THE OBSERVATION OF
NATURE. By Roszer Mostz. With Engravings. 18mo,

"The author 19 &n ardent lover of nature, and » close choerver of e
works of the Creator, and his aim has been toawsken in his readers &
epixit kindred to his own, and to point out to the student the true

h of inquiry ; that which alome can lead to the just perception apd
gill enjoymaent of the innumerable charms that Le scattered o
lavishly rround ws in every forma of animate and inanimate existencs.
In the-accorophishment of his undertaking he has produeed & work,
not more remarkable for its originality and for tha extent and acoy-
racy of the informalion it conveys, than for the povelty of ita views,
the infinite variety and wisdom of its reflections, and the singular
interest with which it flls the mind of the delighted reader. 'To
the tyve this guide is of incaleulable value, and even to the socom-
plished acholsr, it yecommendsiteelf by the newand striking fasteores
with which It invests the sxhaussioss subject of which it treats,
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FAMILY CLASSICAL LIBRARY.
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Tur Publishers have much pleasure in recording
the following testimonials in recommendation of the
Family Classical Library.

“Mr. Valpy hen projecied & Family Clessical Lidrary. Tha !des is
excellent, and the work cannot fail to ba acceptabie 16 youth of boih
& well a5 10 & large portion of the reading comamanity, who bave nm
the benzft of & ) d ed ion. *—Genth 's Magazine, Dec. 1829

“ We have hera the commencsment of sucther undertaking for Lhe more
geoeral distribiniion of knowledge, amd one which, if as well conducted
#s e may expect, bids fuir fe occupy an enlarged station in our j@nve-
dinte tliterttre. The volume belore us 1s & specimen well caloulated to
recommend what are to follow, Leland's I il s an excellent
work."—-Lit. Gazelte,

“ This work will be received with grest gratification by every man whe
knows the value of classical knowindge, All Lhat we call purity of tasie,
vigoar of style, and force of thoughe, has sither been tapght 4o the modern
worlt by the study of the clasaics, or bas been gulded and restrained by
thoee illuatrious models. To extend thwe koowledge of stzh works is 18
do » public wertica,"—Court Jowrnal,

“ PFamily Classical Library is her of thoms chesp, omeful, nod
¢legant works, which we lztaly apoke of aa (ormiog 81 ere lo ofr pub-
lishing Lilstory.”—Spectateor.

“Tha p wsent era scems destined te bs b biy distingaisted bn
Uterary history by she high charactsr of the works to which it is stictes-
mively giving binth,  Proudiy independent of the fecting wante of the day,
they boast subatantial work which ean never be disregurded: Lhey pat
forth B claim to permanent estimetion.  The FVanuly Clasrcal Lidrary i
4 noble undertaking, which the name of the editor Araures us will be axe-
cuted in a style worthy of the great originale.”"—MYorning Fost.

% This in & very pmmiuinf speculation; and as the tmsle of the day runs
Jumt now very atrongty in favour of anch Miscellanies, we doubt not it
wiill meet with praportionate auecess. 1 needs no adventillovs wid, how-
ever infuenttal; it has quite suficient merii ta enable il Lo stand o
#a gwn foundation, and will doubtless assume s lofy grade in poblic
Srour."—Sun.

“This work, published at a low price, Is beatifully gt up. Thou
to profess o be coment with transtations of the Classics bas bean
nounced x8 ‘ihe thin disgunise of indoience,’ thers are thousands who
have no leiwure for stadying the dead languages, who would yet ke ip
know what was thought and eaid by the sages and poets of mntiguity,
To then this work will be n treasure "—Sunday Temes.

“Thin design, which is (¢ commumcale a inowjedgs of the oot
astsemed suthora of Greece and Rome, by the moat approved iranslations,
@ those from Whom their [reasules, withoud such sssistance, would be
bidden, must surely be approved by every (riend of lilersture, by evary
foryr of mankind. We whall only say of the fimt volumae, that a=s the
exscnlion wall accords with the dewgn, It must command genera) appre-
bation."-The Qbaerver.

“Wa mee Do resson why this work should nol flnd its way inio the
boadoit of the lady, na well 8% inta the library of (be learnod. 1L is o
portsble, and altogethar & wark which may safely be placed in ihe m
of persoas of boih poxes.”—Weekiy Free Preas.




FAMTLY CLASAICAL LIBRARY

%4 grester desiderwrnm 1o the English resder exnnot well be heoaghy
W public notice—Hell's Weekly Messenser.

“The Famiy Clasnizal Library may be reckonied ey abe of the taosl
faractive saries of works nowin ihe corrme of publieation ™ —Caniridgy

Aronacie.

“ A& meries of wocke ander the tide of the Fromly Clarsical Livery
i oow in the sourse of publication, which will, 1o doubt, srrest the aites-
flot of k11 the admirers of slegant and polits litarsrgre —of that licarntmre
whtch forma the solid and indispensable Gasisof 2 sound and genlsmanly
adocation,"— Bath Herald,

~F'We are inclined (o sogor the ot deneficiel roeits to the rldg
mm:im from the plan and natore of this publication ; and we dooht

nnder the sble auperintendence of Mr. ¥alpy, the veiue of ibe prosent
wotk wrill nol exceed ita sucossn a5 & mere literary specularion. It ougi
to find & place in every school wnd privata famliy o the ogdom®—Brip
tol Journal,

“ The design of thiz publication !n highTy Iaadable: I it dap iond
secording o ita demerta, we bavs no hesitalion I saylng that e succons
wil! be very considernble ™ — Edinburgh Adverforer.

“ If wre had been caliad on io stsie what In cur opinion was wanted
tomnplete the weversl periodicals now in courme of publication, wa shouald
bave r dedat 1 of the moat approved ancient writars, In
& corresponding atyle. ‘Thig underraking, theretore, of Mr. Valpy's, most
tompielely meets the view we had enteriained on e subject. We
strongly recomemend the produerion to the notics of schools, &y its
mumt tend {0 itnplant on 1Be minds of the prpiis a love for gncient loow,
o Ladica’ Seminaries the sertes will, indeed, be invalgable—the stores of
?:ig}:‘iw being thas thrown apen to them.™— Plymouth and Devonpert
erald.

W Eeonomy ta the order of the day in dooks.  The Family Classical 4
drary will greatly aseist the ciassical labours of tuiors as well &3 pupile,
We suspect thal a period is arriving when the Greek and Latin authors
will be mere generelly read irough the medium of transtatione *—Chel-
tenham Seurnal

“ We tvail ourselves of the enrliest cnportinity of Introdacing to the
naotice of our resdern w work which apperrs 1o promise the gtmost sdvan-
tage 15 the rising generation In particulzr. There I8 no clase of peopte
whotn it ks not calcuinted to be usefui—to the scholar, it will be an agree-
able guide and compamon; while thoss to whom a classical sducstion
has been denied wili Bad in 3t & plessant and & valuable avenue towsrde
thoee sncient modela of literary greainess, which, cven in this ageof
boasted refinement, we are proud (o imitate. " —dberdeen Chromacie.

“'The Family Clatsical Library wiil contsiz the most correct and ole
gant irenalaticas of the immonal works of all the grest authory of Groeos
and Rome ; an acquaintence with whose writings is indiepensable 10 every
man who i desi of acqulring aven mod T i -
Ladverpool Albion.

4 This volurne promises 1o be an ipvefusble neguinition o thowe but
Eﬂlaﬂy mcquaitiied with the Greek and Laiin langnages: wuch of the

7 aex more especlklly em direvt their lzudsble curiosity in the checoal
of classic lHeratnre must fAnd in translation she very key io the inowlndge
they seek. The mere Irifle (or which the iover of literature may wow
furnish bie library with an elegent and unifrm edition of the beat irage-
Intlons [rorm the classion, wikl, it cannst be doubted, ensure the Fomily

farsical Li i ion . *—Woplmer's Eveter Qazelte, -

£ me—y & T
#“Thin work will mappiy a desideratum lu Ittersiure; and we bope §
will meet with g t. The imnsiations of many of {he anctent
wethors, who may be looked on as ibe grest storehoitss of modern Uters-
mn ot of the reack of the Engiiah reader; and tun publivation will
e scoommlble o il '~ Yorkekire Gazrtls, :

—_



LIBRARY OF BELECT NOVELS,

amu. pesision ln now admitted so-form an-saxtannivs and im
of li Wall-wroughs novels s their rank by 1
side of real nurmasives, and are appealed o a8 crvidence in all guestions
ssoarrimg man.  kn e the cumoms of couniriea, the transitions and
whndes of characier, and s¥en 1the vory peculiatilies of costmm and dis
lact, are curouniy preserved ; und the imperishabdle wpirit that surrocnds
and keaps them for she une of auccesyive genermiions rendecs the Turlien
for ever frewh and groen.  In rhem homan lifeds ladd down as an & soap,
Theumng and wivid aabibitons of paseion and of charscter which the
‘:3 reand maintain ibe sironges bold upon the curiosity, uui,,
l.l may be added, 1ha sifcctions of svery cluag ol roaders ; for nol poly s
entertainment inr all the vanous moeods of tragady and comedy provided in
thair pagea, but e who reads thern ateniively tnay often oblawn, wihont
the bitterness and danger of expwricncs, 1hat knowledge of bin fiolioer.
ereaturen witich but for such aid could, in the majorisy of cases, bs only
uined 8t & period of life 100 Iate 1o turn it re nceonnt,

In + Library of Belers Novels” will embrace none but such as have
memved the impross of genersl approbaliou, of Laves besn wHiten b
anthars of established charecter; wnd 1ae publishers hope (o roceive sue
witcourmgement from the pablic paironage #a will guable thewn in :h
avurse of time 1e produce 3 senes of works of BNifeTm appesarance, and
kacluding mowt of ihe ranlly valuable novels and rommnces (hal have beel
or sbell be msuved from the mndern Englioh and Amerltan press,

Fhere in scarcoly any question connecied wilh 1he .nterssta of literature
which has been more thoroughly decussed and inventigated than 1hat of
e utm? ar evil of navel rmdins In its mveur mucl vy be and ke

and it muat be admitied thet the u  heme who De-
thevs novalu to be injunous, or 4t Jousl Lseless, Sre ot wil., ™ fores amd
#Il.l.ﬂ!lllf.}‘ ¥el, if the arguments againnl covels ara ciosn.  3gmioed,
will bg found that they are mors applicable 1A geoeral 10 £x. =aive by
dulpence in the pleasurca afforded by IRe perysal of Briitious ady.-filuras
thun 1o the worka themnselves; and et \vhe evils which ean be juatly
matribed 1o 1ham arive almoal axclosively, not from any pecalizr noxious
gualitieg that an bo firly stinbuted 10 novels as 4 apeciss, BUL Trem (hose
udmdunl worke which in their class wust b propounced to he indif
renL

But aven wore 3t othwrwise—wors novels of weﬁind, the gnod an
woll ow the bad, the stiriking and animaied aot less r Lhe puerils, in-
doed Liabla £o the charge of enfeebling of pervering the mind ; and werw
thore no quatiuss i any which might render shem instructive as well an

the which they have evor roceived, and
il continue tn receive, from all ages and classes of men, would prove
&0 irresstible ipcentivs (o thuit prod The of momd=

Ists and 1he ressonings of pmlowphy have ever been, and will still be

Rund, unaralling againat the desire to purinke of AN enjoymnt B0 LLURSG-

tive, Men will read novels; and theselore the utmost that wisdom sod

itanthropy san do s to cater pridently for the public ite, and, as &

fenn ta pt the exciusion of fetitious wrilings the shelves

of the librery, o s that they are encombersd with She s posalble
wamber of such an have 30 giher menit than (Lat of novalty,

B Sixteen works, by evanent authors, have slready been pub
Kahoa in e ey of Setoe Nveutnrs whih ovt aaty ooparately
aﬁmm:}{rwmmwm"m



LIBRARY OF SELECT NOVELS,

B> The following works are printed and bound -uniformly, and
may be ohtained either sepamately or in complete scta,

YOUTH AND MANHOOD OF CYRIL THORNTON.
Io 2 vols. 12mo.

THE DUTCHMAN'S FIRESIDE. By J. K. Pavioimne
Esq. In 2 vols. 12mo.

THE YOUNG DUKE. By the Anthor of “Vivian
- Grey."” In2 vols. 12mo.

CALEB WILLIAMS. By the Author of “ Cloudesley,”
&c. 1In 2 vaols. 12mo.

PHILIP AUGUSTUS., By G. P. R. Jamzs, Esq. In
2 vola. 12mo,

THE CLUB-BOOGK. By several popular Authors. In
2 vols. 12mo.

DE VERE. By the Author of “Tremaine.” In 2°
vols, 12mo.

THE SMUGGLER. By the Authorof ¥ The O'Hara
Tales,” &c¢. I[n 2 vols, 12mo.

EUGENE ARAM. By the Author of *Pelham.” In
2 vola. 12mo.

EVELINA. By Miss Burner, In 2 vols. 12mo.

THE SPY: A Tale of the Neutral Ground. By the
Author of ¥ Precaution.” In 2 vols. 12mo.

WESTWARD HO! By the Author of “The Dutch-
man’s Fireside,” &c. In 2 vols. 12mo.

TALES OF GLAUBER-SPA. By Miss Senswicks
Magsrs. PauLoine, BeyanT, Sanps, 67T, &c. Iun®
vols. 12mo.

HENRY MASTERTON. By G. P. R. Jamges, Eag,
Author of “ Philip Augustus,” &c. In 2 vols. 12me.

MARY OF BURGUNDY; Or, the Revolt of Ghent.
By the Author of “ Philip Augustus,” “ Henry Maas-
terton,” &ec. In 2 vols. 12mo



VALUABLE WORKS

Posusurp sy J. & J. HARPER, 83 Crirr-sraxzr,
Nzw-York.

-

THE HISTORY OF MODERN EUROPE, from the
Rise of ithe Modern Hingdoms o 1de present Period. Ty WiLLiax Rusartis,
LL.D., and Wiitian Jusks Esq  'With Annotatiooe, by an American, Is
3 voig. Bro.

THE HISTORICAL WORKS OF THE REV. WIL-~
LIAM ROBERT30N, ILD.; coamprising his HIBETORY OF AMERICA ;
CHARLES ¥.; SUCFFLAND, and INDIA. 1n 3 vele, Svo. With Pleren

GIBBON'S HISTORY OF THE DECLINE AND
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. in 4 wols dve.  'With Mape and Plaies

ENGLISH SYNONYMES, with copious Hlustrations
and Expianatiens, drewn from the beat Writars. Hy Gxorox Caandx, NLA.

(Y

LIFE OF LORD BYRON. By THxomis Moore, Fsg.
18 9 valn 8vo. With & Portrsil,

THE BOOK OF NATURE; being a popular 1lus-
tration of Lhe gevera! Lawe and Phowrmea of freation, &¢. By Juan
Mawon Gonp, ALY snd F.R S, Bva, With his Life.

HOOPER'S MEDICAL DICTIONARY. From the

Leat London Edition. With Addinons, by Samuryl Askawy, M. Gve.
COOPER'S SURGICAL DICTIONARY. In 2 vois
New and improved Edition, $vo.

GOOD'S (Dg. Joun Mason} STUDY OF MEDICINE.

In 5 vula, Bvo. A new Edition. With Additions, by Samvss Coorxx.

DOMESTIC DUTIES; or Instructions to Married
Ladies, By Mra. Parkes. 12mo.

WORKS OF THE REV. ROBERT HALL, with
Memoimm of hiv Tife, by Gexdoky and Fustze. Complete edidon. o 3
vols. #vp.  Forirat. :

A MEMOIR OF THE LIFE OF WILLIAM LIV-
ENGSTON, L1.IM. Member of Congress in 1574, 1775, &od 1738 Delaguie to
the Federsl Couvention in 1787 ; and Governor of the Siate of New-Jorsey
from 1776 10 170, By Tukononx Skpewick, Jr, Sve. Portrai.

THE LIFE OF JOHN JAY, with Selections from his
Carrespond and Migceil Papers. Byhie won W, Jar. 1n2vola
#ro. Portrait.

THE PERCY ANECDOTES. Revised edifion. To
which ig added. » Valuabls Collection of American Anscdolos, original and
malected, Poriraite, B¥o. L .

POLYNESIAN RESEARCHES, during a Residence
of Eight ¥ears in ths Society and SBandiwich Islands. By Williaw Koo
Bu4 vols. [imo, Plaies.

THE COMPLETE WORKS OF MARIA EDGE.
WORTH. Inv vols. 12mo. With Engravings.

KEITH ON THE EVIDENCE OF PROPHECY.
¥eom the last Loudon Edition,  13ma, .




WORKS PUBLISOED BY J. & J. HARPER. ]

THE INVALID'S ORACLE; OR, ART OF INVIGO-
RATING AND PROLONGING LIFE. By Witrnuw Kitcumwxe, MD
With Notea by & Physcman of New-York, lemo.

THE COOK'S ORACLE, AND HOUSEXEEPER'S
MANDAL. By Wiaaam Krvomiven, MB.  Adepied to 1be American
Pabllc by & Medicai Genileman of New-York.  12mo.

AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE ON MECHAN.
IO, Transiaied fom the French of M. Houcheriat. With Additions and
Emendaucie by Epware H, Covatenar. 8vo. Numerous Fiaes

LIFE OF WICLIF. By C. W. Lr Has, A.M. 18mo.

'THE CONSISTENCY OF REVELATION with
itewil and with Huiinan Heason, By P N, Bunrruewosik.  ifimo.

- LUTHER AND THE LUTHERAN REFORMA-
TEXX., By Bev. J. B80T, Jnivoin. Portrasia

HISTORY OF THE REFORMED RELIGION IN
FRANCE. By Rev. Epwarp Buxprxy. 1In € vols. Mo, Portraita,

THE COMFORTER ; or, Consolation for the Afflicted.
By » Villsge Pantor.  1fvoo.

LETTERS TO THE YOU'\IG By M,mn Jany
Jewescny. Prom the third Edidi

BROWN’S DICTIONARY OF THL HOLY BIBLE
8xo. {Oniy complete Edition published 30 this country.]

BROWI\’S {3} BIBLE CONCORDANCE. 32moe.
- GIBSON'S SURVEYING. Improved and eniarged.

By Jamxs Rvan. $vo.

ELEMENTS OF SURVEYING. With the necessary
Tables and Pietes, By Cuaniks Davize, Profeseor of Mathemetica st ie
Mlitary ‘cademy 8t West Polnl.  Svo.

DESCRIPTIVE GEOMETRY AND SPHERICAL
PROJECTIONA. By Cuariks Davizs. Bvo,
THEATISE ON SHADOWS AND PERSPECTIVE.

By CHakes Davica, Svo.

FOUR YOYAGES IN THE CHINESE SEA, AT-
LANTIC, PACIFIC, INDIAN, AND ANTARCTIC OCEANS. Together
with 3 Biographical Skeieh of the Author. By Uspt. Bexzamix Morkguy, Jr.
Bro.  With Portrait,

NARRATIVE OF AVOYAGE TO THE ETHIOPIC
ARD BOUTH ATLANTIC QUEAN, INDIAN OCEAN, CHINESE 8EA,
AND XORTH AND SOUTYH PACIFIC OCEAN. By Asey Jane Monaxir,
With o Porveaz, 12w,

WESLEY'S SERMONS and MISCELLANEOUS
WORKS. 6 vola. 8vo.

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. In 3 vols. 18mo. Witha

Porteait.
THE PLAYS COF JOHN FORD. £2vols. 18mo
MODERN AMERICAN COOKERY, I6mo.
gURVEYORS‘ TABLES. [Carefully prepared.]
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8 WORES PUBLISHEY BY Y. & J. HARPER.

VERPLANCK'S HISTORICAL AND LITERARY
DISCOURSES. 12ma. . :

A TREATISE ON THE MILLENNIUM. By Rev.
Graorax Bush. 1dmo.

THREE YEARS IN NORTH AMERICA. By Jamze
Byuant, Eeq. In % vals. i2wme.

SKETCHES OF TURKEY IN 1831 and 1832. By
wu American.  Bve. With Engruviogm.

LETTERS OF THE BRITISH SPY. By W
Wik, Eag.  With a Portrait and Biography of the Atbor. 12mao.

THE LITERARY REMAINS OF THE . LATE
HENRY NEELE, Author of ¥ Romance of History,” &e. dca.  B¥p.

LIVES AND EXPLOITS OF BANDITTI AND
&Oﬂﬂ:ﬂmﬁo ALL PARTH OF THE WORLD. By C, Macrikrame.

HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN THEATRE. By
Wu. Duncar, Sro.

SMART'S HORACE. 2 vols. 18mo.

MEMOIRS OF THE DUCHESS D’ABRANTES.
‘Written by heraelf. Bvo.

CAMPBELL’S ANNALS OF TRYON COUNTY.
- With Maps, &c. Bvo,

. LEsTTERS FROM THE ZEGEAN. By J. Emxnson,
87 Gvo.

THE DOOM OF DEVORGOIL; and AUCHIN.,

DRANE. By the awthor of ¥ Waverley.”  1%mo.
THE CONDITION OF GREECE IN 1827 and 1828,
By J. Mcoer, Eeq. With & Map.  12u0.

FULL ANNALS OF THE FRENCH REVOLU-
TION N FRANCE 1N 1830, To which ia added a Full Accooni of its Cale~
bration in New-York. By Myxa Moske. 12mo. .

LIFE OF LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD. By
Txonss Muorz, Esq. In 9 vola, 12mo. ‘With » Portrait.

THE LIFE AND REMAINS OF EDWARD DAN-
1EL CLAREE. By (he Rev. W, Ov7xs, A.M, F.L8. 8o,

RECORDS OF MY LIFE. Byihe late Jomw Tavvron,
Fay. 8va.

1smE.ELIGIOUS DISCOURSES. By Siz WarTer ScoTT,
PRESENT STATE OF CHRISTIANITY, and of

the Missionary Establiat fot ita Propag o all para of the World,
By, the Rev. Fagprutc SHOBEAL. 12mo.

OBSERVATIONS on Professions, Literature, Man-

tern, and Emigration, in the United Statea and Canads, Mude during a reai-
ence thers In 1832, By the Rev. Ysasc FipLxg, 1%mo.

BKOOKS'POEMS. 12mo. WILLIS POEMS. gvo.
ATALANTILIS. A Poem, 8voQ.




NOVRLS AND TALES,
THE DENOUNCED. By the Anthor of “'The

Bmaoggier™ In T vole 12me.

THE OXONIANS. By the Author of * The Roué.”
1n % voin. [2mo

THE COUNTRY CURATE. By the Author of
%Thn Sobaltart.* In € volu. 12mo.

THE INCOGNITO; or, SINS AND PECCADI .-
LOKS. 1n & vols. [2mo.

WAVERLEY ; on, 'TIS SIXTY YEARS SINCE
a4 vols. 13m0, Revised, earrected, nod enlarged by ske Author,

BTORIES OF A BRIDE. 1In 2 vola. i2mo.

FRANCE, IN 1828-30. By Lady Mosdax, In 9
rota. 12mo,

THE SCHOOL OF FASHION. Ia % vols. 12mo.

RYBRENT DE CRUCE. In 2 vols. 12mo.

THE ENGLISH AT HOME. 1In 2 vols. 12mo.

THE LAST OF THE PLANTAGENETS. AnHis
torbesl Romance. 1In 3 vole. 12mo.

‘PRIVATE LIFE. Tn 2 vols. 12mo.

APICIAN MORSELS; ox, TALES OF THE 'I’ABLE
ETTCHEN, AND LARBER- By Huxktszxowe Sucowos.

MAXWELL. By the Author of “ Sayings and Do-
g 1a 2 vola. Ifmo. ,

WALTER COLYTON. By Homice Swrra, In 3
vole 19oo.

THE HEIRESS OF BRUGES. A Tale. By T.C.
@uarrar, In % vols I2mo.

TALES AND SKETCHES. By a Country School

master. 12mo.
WALDEGRAVE, 1In 2 vols, 12mo.
SEPARATION. By Lady Burv. In 2 vols. {2mo.
'I‘HE ADVEN'I‘URES OF A KING'S PAGE., 129

THE LOST HEIR avn THE PREDICTION. By .

I, Powua. In 2 vols. {Ime.
FOSCARINL In 2 vols. 12meo.

POSTHUMOUS PAPERS, FACETIOUS AND FAN-
CIFUL. Tamo.

ARLINGTON. By the Auzhor of “Granby,” &c.
¥4 X voin. 12me,

ADVENTURES OF A YOUNGER BON. By E
Texrawnxy, Eng. 1o % vols. 12ma,

HAVERHILL. Byl A. Jorzs, Esq. 2 vols. 19mo.

ECARTE; or, the Salons of Paris. Iz 2vols. 12mo.



8 NOTRLS AND TALES.

THE TALBA. By Mrs. Bauv. In 2 vols. 19mo.

THE WHIGS OF SCOTLAND. In 2 vols. 12mo.

RECOLLECTIONS OF A CHAPERON. Edited
b¥ Loy Dacax. o 2 vols. i3R0.

AFFECTING SCENES; being Passages from the
Blary of & Physician. }o 2 vols. {8mo.
: ;I‘IfEigIEFUGEE IN AMERICA. By Mrs. TroLLoPE.
B ¢ vols. i2me.

ZOHRAB THE HOSTAGE. By Jaxzs Moaitz, Esg.
Tn 2 vols. t9mo.

MISERRIMUS. A Tale. 18mo.

IROMANCE AND REALITY. ByL E L Iag%
vols. 12me.

TALES OF THE WEST. In 2 vols. 12meo. :

LAWRIE TODD; or, the Settlers. By Jouw Garr.
I 2 voim, 12me. o

CHRONICLES OF THE CANONGATE. By Boorr.
In % vols. 19mo. "

TALES OF MY LANDLORD. By Scorr. 4thSe-
ries. Comprising Castie Dangerous and Robert of Parie  In ¥ vols. 38mo

DREAMS AND REVERIES OF A QUIET MAN.
By T. B. Far, Eoq.  In % vols. 190,

THE FALSE STEP AND ;THE SISTERS. In %
Yoly. {2mo. .

TRAITS OF TRAVEL. By T. C. Gaarrax. In #
vola. 12mo.

CONTARINI FLEMING. A Pasycological Auio-
;ling!mp]i;y. . By tke Author of ** Vivian Grey," “ The Young e, &c, In
vals. {111+ 8

SOUTHENNAN, By Gavr., 1In 2 vols. 12mo.

‘THE NEW FOREST. By the Author of “ Brambie-
tye-Houre,” 152 vols. 12mo.

THE RIVALS. By the Author of “ The Collegians,”

&c¢. [0 2 vole. 12mo.

- HUNGARIAN TALES. By Mrs. Gore. 2 vols. I2mo.
TALES OF THE EARLY AGES. ByH.Swrs, Esq
TALES OF MILITARY LIFE. In2 vole. 18mo.

" PEACE CAMPAIGNS OF A CORNET. in $vols
;.1

JACQUELINE OF HOLLAND. ByT.C. Gaarran,
Pug, In2 vola, I2mo.

CLOUDESLEY. By the Author of ‘“Caleb Wik
Hame.” &z 1o 1 vols 19mo.

m]ﬁf:grﬁxg& ::m Tals, founded on Fact. By Mm



BOY'S AND GIRL’S LIBRARY.

PROSPECTUS.

Tuz publishers of the “Bov’s anp Giar's T
BRARY” propose, under this title, to issue a serioa
of cheap but attractive volumes, designed espe~
cially for the youog. The undertaking originatea
oot in the impression that there does not aleadp

exist in the treasures of the reading world a large
ronsion for this class of the community. They axe
zllly awere of the deep interest excited at the Present
day on the subject of the mentai and moral tainiog
of the young, and of the amount of talent and labour
bestowed upon the production of works aiming
both at the solid culture and the innocent entertaln-
ment of the inquisitive minds of children. They
would not therefore have their projected enterprise
constiued into an implication of the alightest dis-
paragement of the merits of their predecessors in the
same departmend. Indeed it is to the fuct of the
growing abundancs rather than to the scarcily of
umeful productions of this description that the de-
sign of the present work is to be traced; as they
are desiroys of cresting a chaonel through which
the products of the many able pens enlisted in the



FROSPECTTA.

service of the young may be advantageously con-
veyed to the public.

The contemplated course of publications will
more especially embrace such works as are adapt-
ed, not to the extremes of early childhood or of
advanced youth, but fo that intermediate space
which lies between childhood ard the opering of
maturity. when the trifles of the nursery and the
simple lessons of the schoolroom have ceased to
exercise their beneficial influence, but before the
taste for a higher order of mental pleasure has egs
tablished a fixed ascendency in their stead. - In the
selection of works intended for the rising generam-
tion in this plastic period of their existence, when
the elements of future cheracter are receiving their
moulding impress, the publishers pledge themselves
that the utmost care and scrupulosity shall be exer-
cised. They are fixed in their determination that
nothing of a questionable tendency on the score of
pentiment shall find admission nto pages conse-
cratad to the holy purpose of instructing the thoughts,
regulating the passions, and settling the principles
of the young.

In fine, the publishers of the “Boy’s sud Girl's
Library” would assure the public thet an adequate
patronage alone is wanting fo induce and ensble
them to secure the services of the most gifted pena
in our country in the proposed publication, and thus
to render it sltogether worthy of the age and the
object which call it forth, and of the countenance
which they solicit for it.



BOY'S AND GIRL’S LIBRARY.

Numbers alrscdy Published.—Fach Work con 3 Aad
separately.

LIVES or max APOSTLES .mp EARLY MAR.
TYRS or Tax CHURCH. 18mo. {No. I of the Boy’s
snd Qirl's Library. Designed for Sunday Reading.]
T'his, as well as some of the suhsequent numbers of the Boy's

and Girl's Library, is capecially designed for Sondsy reading,

and the object of the writer has been to direct the minds of
youthini readers to the Bible, by axciting an interest 1n tha lives
and actions of the eminent aposties and martyrs who bore testl
mony to the truth of their missions and of the Redeomer Wy
their preaching snd their righteous death, The atyle ia besuts-
- fully wimple, and the narrative is interspersed with comments
snd refections remnrkable for their devout mpirit, and for the
clearneas with which they elucidate whatever might sppear to

the tender mind either comiradictory or unintelligible. It S

fmpossible for any child to resd these affecting histories withont

becoming interested ; and the interest i ac directsd and im-

proved as to implant and foater the purest principles of religion

sut morality, The moet esteemed religious publications
tionghont the Union have united in cordial expressions of
praise to this as well as the other Scriptural mimbers of the

Library, and the publishers bave had the gratification of re-

teiving from mdiridusls eminent for piaty, the warmest coge

mandations dot only of the plan, but alsg of the maoner i

which it has bosn 9o fiar axscuted



JUYENTLE WORKS,

THE SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON; ox, ADVEN-
THRES or a FATHER 4nv MOTHER axp» FOUR
BONS on 4 DESERT ISLAND. In 3 vols 18mo.
[Now. I1. & IIL. of the Boy's and Girl’s Library.]

The purpose of this pleasing story ia to convey fnstruction by
tha arts and Natural History, and, at the same time, to inculeate
by example principles which tend to the promotion of social
happiness. Every one has read or heard of Robinson Cresos,
and the nnrivalled and long-continved popularity of that adov-
teble narrative, proves that the tastes and feelings to which it
addresses itself are among the atrongest and most universal
which belong to human natare. The adventures of the Bwies
farnily are somewhat similar in character, and, of course, in in-
tereat; and they illustrate, in the most forcible and plessing
manner, the efficacy of piety, industry, ingennity, snd good-
temper, in amoothing difficulties end procuring enjoyrments
urder the most adverse circumsiances. The story shounds
with instruction end entertainment, and well deserves the high
ancorium that has been passed upon it, of baing one of the
beat children’s books ever written,

“ This little work is 2c much of & story, that it will seem 3
telaxstion ruther than s school-task, and at the weme time it
will give the juvenile reader more practical inatruction in
natural history, economy, and the means of contriving end helping
one's relf, than many books of the very best pretensions in the
department of instruction.”— Besten Deily Advecate.

“We do not think a parent could select a more acceptabls or
Jodicions gilt."— New- Haven Religious Intelligencer,

“ The story has afl that wild charm of adventure and dis-
covery which has made Robiuson Crusce such s wooder to
@very generstion eince it was written."— Buptist Repository,

% This work is interesting and truly valuable."—U. 8, Gazate

“Well calculmed to claim the attention of the intereeting
put of the comununity to which it js sddressed™—XN, ¥
JAdercate,



JUVAATLE WORXM,

BUNDAY EVENINGS: or, ax EASY INTRO-
DUCTION 2o rux READING or vee BIBLE. [Nos
IV, and XIV. of the Boy"s and Girl's Library.]

‘The title of thin excellent little work sufficiently ecplaing
itu object. A= an introduction to the knowledge of Scripture
Hirtary, and an fucentive to the study of the Sacred Volume,
it is calculated to produce the most happy effects upon the
minda of children; s the simplicity of the language pre-
werves to the story all those charma which are inherent in the
Barvative, but are sometimes loat to very youthfol readers by
their wam of s perfect understanding of the worde they read.
Benidea 8 developed snd connected view, In easy language,
of the Scripture atory itself, the author has endeavoured to in-
tersperse in the narrative mich notices of the countriea mpoken
of, together with such references to the New Testament and
practical remaris, as would tend 10 make the book either mors
interesting, more intellectually improving, or mors valusble n
» morel and refigicus light : and it capcot fail of obtaining the
approbatio of all judicioua and pious parents, and of proving,
by the blessing of God, an asaistance to the Christian moether,
in giving to her children en early knowledge and love of his
Bacred Word

“The style is eimple, the sentiments sxpressed Beriptom,
and the book every way calculated za an assistant in the in
struction of children..The Presbyterian.

“To be commended cordially.”— The Churchonax,

*We recommend it particularly to mothers and guardians
of the young, confident that it will obtain their approbation, and
prove an assistance to them in giving those under their care an
early knowledge and love of the Sacred Word."——Am. Trovellsr

# The work is well worthy the sttention of parents and in
structers, to whom we tost cheerfully recommend it,"— Bosten
Micror.

* It will b found, we think, & useful auxiliary fp the hands
of paients, and & most winning book o children,™—Conmmsctios
sawrvad

!
||
rl



THE: BON or 1+ GENIUS. Br Mz Horrom

[No. V. of the Boy's and GirP’s Library.)

Thia admirable story has been too long famitiar to the pob-
lo—at leaqt to that portion of it which has advanced beyend
the period of childhood—to require either sulogy or description.
It has for many years maintained its place among the beat amd
most estesined juvenile worka in the English language; and ite
popularity is easily acccnnted for by the iouching interest of the
incidents, and the purity of the principles it inculentea botly
of wisdom end religion, The publishers wers induced Lo re=
print it as one of the numbers of the Boy's and Girl'a Library,
partly by the advice and solicitations of many of their friends,
and tbeir ovm knowledge of ita merits, and partly by the cope
sideration that it has long been out of print, and that it was very
difficult to procurs a copy.

#+The Son of a Genius' will afford a profitable stuly %0
parents, as well as en exquisite treat to youthe, It is an edmi.
rable tale; fascinating in its delineations, admirable in ite moral,
Just as a picture of the mind, a faithful and true portraitsre
of the results of genius vaccilating, unapplied, and torning to
ruln, and the same genius supported by sound moral principle,
strengthened by judicious exercise and continucus eftort, usefal
snd triumphant. [t is & etriking illustration of the importance
of method, perseverance, and industry to prodtce the perfect
fraits of genius; and ihe utter uselesaness of delicete tuste,
wivid conception, rapid perfermunce, sided by genercus affece
tione and engaging marnner, to the stiainment of axcellencwm,
without that stzady application, which nothing but just morad
principle can easure. The story is not, however, & refined, mats
aphysical disquisition oc gemiun; but a aimple, shgaging tnle,
which lets in npon the reader 2 sort  axperisnce warth s hgoe
drwd essays."— Connecticut Journal

“To youth of both sexes this work forme sa excallent pleoe
of rending.”-- The Pemnuyloanian,

*Tw our young friecds it will aford mnch ll-h_.l\
Bustan Mirver, <




JOYENER WORES.

MATURAL HISTORY; ox UNCLE PHILIMS

CONVERSATIONS wira vms CHILDREN ainory
. TOOLS imn TRADES .auwowe tux INFERIOR

ANIMALS. [No YL of the Boy’s and Giri's Library,]

The wonders of God's providence, as they are manifastad
M the fignres, habits, snd performances of the various creatires
Which fill the earth, the air, and the waters,~the endless varicties
of form, the accuracy and ingenuity of their contrivances,
Whether for security or sustenance, and the sdmirable adapts-
thoo of their instrumenta to the works their instinct prownpts
them to construct, aupply an exhanstless thems for chservation
and astonishment, and call forth in the mind the most exaited
Mean of the Supreme wisdom and beneficence, In the capt-
vating volume which forms the sixth number of the Boy's and
Girl’s Library, a portion of this department of scisnce ia treated
of with consummata ahility, ad the work has deservadly re-
c¢eived the highest encomiums, not ovly for the extent, utility,
and interesting nature of the information it conveys, but also for
the ekill with which the ideas snd language are adapted io tha
tastes as well us the capacities of youthful readers. But thase
wre not its only or ita greatest merits; ite highest claima to
praise are the tone of sincere and earnest piety which pervades
the cooversations, and the excellance of the precepts drawn
from the wonders they disclose,

# Tt is written with o thorongh knowledgs of the sabject, and
with that delightful freshness of impression from natural sights
which revives the days of our childbood. Here, then, is »
besutiful and appropriste present for the Christian parent.”-e
Te Presbytarian.

“This work deserves Bigh praise. It displays rouch tact
end ingenuity, guided by scand judgment, and eontrolled by
fervont piety. Such books for the young are searce, mnd Hkely
o bn wo; for fow are sble to prodoce them, Children will de-

- Light in it, aod profit by itV The Churohmon.

“'We look upon this es ono among the best javenile wotks

we have mat with."—-Bagtist Repovicery.
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o STVEETLE WORKM

INDIAN TRAITS; »xme SEETCHES or »un
MANNERS, CUSTOMS, ivp CHARACTER or
ez NORTH AMERICAN NATIVES. Br B. B.
Taarcazx, Bsqa. [Nos. VIL and YIIL of the Boy'l
and Girl's Library.)

The appesrance, character, and habits of the North American
Indians have long been & faveurite and fertils theme for writars
sawell an readers, and sccurate descriptions of them are equally
inatractive and agreeabls. These form the subject of the
saventh and eighth numbers of the Library, and they are ad.
mitted to contain much correct and interesting information. 4
larger work (in the Femily Library), by the same suthor, en
titied “Indiap Biography,” treats of the history of those re-
markable members of the human family : the work now under
copmideration makea no pretensions to that character, but is en-
tirely deacriptive; and it is entitled to high praise, not only as -
being the first attempt to render the subject sttractive ta
youthful rezders, but also for the ability with which !.he objeat
is sceomplished .

#Thess two little volumes furnish the leading traits of Indian
character in a style adapted to instruct while i interests the
youthful reader."—AN. ¥, American.

# Mont entertaining and excellent volumes."—IN. ¥. Waskly
Messerger,

“The suthor has produced a work which will not only e
waluable to the young, but to sll who wish for a concise and
just defineation of what is most desireble to be known respect-
ing the character and customa of the natives of North America™
= Boxton Traveller.

“The Anguage is exsy and familiar, and the descriptions
quite interesting."—Atkinson’s Evening Post.

4 T'wo volumes more interesting or more ussfal were oeves
pincad in the bands of American youth."— Boston Mirror,

#'Thess little volumes equal in intsrest ail that heve guse
Yofore them in the sms family."—Troy Hudget



JUVENTLE WORKL.

TALES reox AMERICAN HISTORY. [Nos. IZ.
X. and XL of the Boy's and Girl’e Library.]

'The writer of these Tales has had in view two chief pur-
posas,—the one to convey to the jovenile reader a general klea
of the incidents connected with the discovery and subsequent
history of the American continent; the other to excits an in-
tezest in the subject which shall create a desire for more minute
~mud extensive information, These purpesea have been effected
with much suceess, and the volumes will be found instroctive
and entertaining. In the majority of instances, the Tales have
been selected with reference to the illustration of some moral
principle ; and the frequent opportunities afforded for the mtro.
duction of reflactions leading to the cultivation of piety and re.
ligion have been ably and zealomaly improved. As s school-
book this collection of Historical Tales is caleulated to be emi-
nently serviceable ; and thera can be no doubt that their mtro.
duction into seminnrien will be attended with both pleasare and
ndvantage to the scholara.

“ 1t is snfficient praise for this work to say that it is by the
author of * American Popular Lessons,’ of whoee powers of pre-
senting keowledge to the young mind in a gracefol and attract.
ive garb the public are not now to be informed.”—N. V. Evening
Post.

u & collection which ie really deserving of ita title, "We have
locked over these Tales with great pleasure, and find them full
of interest and instroction.”—N. ¥, Advocate.

“ One of the best works that can be put into the hands of ovr
“youth. . . . It presents all the circamstances respecting the dis-
cavery of this country, iz a condensed form, clothed in langnage
.ealeulated to interest the young. It ought to be in the hands
of every youth; and it cannot be too early or tco extensively in-
troduced into our schools,”—The Cabinet of Religion,

*'The etoties ere highly interesting, and abound with pleasing
llustrations snd notices of the history, original inhabitanta, pro-
ductionn, and first settlers of our own portion of the globe."—



IRTERESTING BOORA YOR YOUNG PEIRACH

ROXOBEL. By Mrs. Smgrwoop, Author of
“ The Lady of the Manor,” &e. In 3 vols.
18mo, With engravings,

“—An interefting story..... It ia in Mr. Bherwood's
happiest manner, and though intended for the instrmction
and amusement of the young, will rivet the sttention of

readers of unvitiated taste of every age. We recommend
it as an excelient and instructive book.=N. ¥. American. .

“Thera 18 1ot a page or a line in thiz work that the paye
and virtuous may not read with pleasure—dm. Traveller,

o A wein of strict morzlity runs throagh her writings, and
all her sentiments upon the incidents which she chooses
for subjects are ealeulated to draw farth the finest and most
Boneurnble feelings of our natore.”—N. Y. Even. Journal.

NATURAL HISTORY or INSECTS.
Illustrated by numerous engravings. 18mo,
“Of sl studies, perbaps, there is none more captivating

than thet of znimated mature...,.The present volume ie
peculiarly useful and agreeable.”—N, Y. Mirror.

“The subject is full of interest and satisfaction, and is
sdapted to ali claeses of readers.”—A.... eening Journal,

& It is the duty of every person having & family to put thiv
axcelient work into the bands of his children®—Mer, Adw,

1t seemn to us that it will prove ot once agreeabls and
instructive to pervons of all classes.”~~N, Y. Dasly Ado

SIR EDWARD SEAWARD'S NARRA-
TIVE or miz SHIPWRECK, &e. Ed-
ited by Miss Jane Poreer. 3 vols. 12mo.
“We have finished the perusal of this most agreeable

work, and almost regret that the plensure of a first perumal

has gone by though it is one of those books which will
bear reading again and agnin."—Commercial Advertizer,

# 1t is a narmtive of great interest, told in a plain, un-
pretending style, in & religious and moral tone.’— Standard,



NEW RELIGIOUS BOOES, FOR GENETRAL READING,'

J. & J. HARPER, NEW-YORE,

EAVE XOW I¥ TEE COURSE OF REPUBLICATION,

THE

THEOLOGICAL LIBRARY.

THIS PURLICATION WILL BE COMPRISZED IN 4 LIMITED XUTMNER &F
FOLUMEP, AND IE INTENDKD TO FORM, WHEIN CONPLETED,
A& DIGESTED SYATEM OF RXLIGLOUE AXD
ECCLESIAETICAL ENOWLEDGE.

THE LIFE OF WICLIW.

BY CHARLES WEBE LE BAS, M4,
Profeascr in the East Lndia College, Herts ; end late Fellow of Trmuy
College, Cambridze.

THE CONSISTENCY OF THE WHOLE #CHEME OF REVELA-
TION WITH ITSELF, AND W IT# HUMAN REABQN,
Br P. N. Suvrrrewoarn, D.IL

Werden of New College, Quiord,
LUTHER AND TUBE LUTHERAN REFORMATION
By Ber. ). 8cotr. In dvols, Porirniw,

YOLUMES IN PREFARATION.

BIBTORY OF THE INQUISMITION

B Josxew Bravco Winte, MA,
OF the University of Oxlord,

HISTORY OF THE PRINCIPAL COUNCILR
Ev J. Y. Newwawn, M.A.
Fellow of Qriel Coltegs, Gxford,



THEOLOGICAL LISRARY {contimued

PHE LIVESE OF THE CONTINENTAL REFORMERA,
Mo, I LIFE OF MARTIN LUTHEL

By Huron Jamrzs Rose, B.D.
Christian Advocste ju the University of Cnmbridge.

THE LATER DAYS OF TEE JEWIBH FOLITY:

wih = fa?iw. tnireduction and Notea {chiefy derived from the Tul~
mudiatx and Rabbinical Wrilera}, ith & view 10 illustrate
the Language, e Mannera, and general History
of the Nxw TyaTamzsT.

By Tuewan Mitcuery, Bag. AM.
Late Fellow of Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge.

HiSTORY OF THE CHURCH IN IRELAND,

By C. R Eunaton, BB,
Regius Profesaor of Divinity in the i]nivemity of Dukiin.

THE DIVINE ORIGIN OF THE CHRIZTIAN REVELATION

demonacrated in en analyticed Inquiry inte the Evidence on which the
Botief of Cliristianity hus been eatablished,

By Wirriam Rowrx Lyans, MA,
Archdeacon of Colchester, znd Rector of Fairstead 2nd Woeley in Enacx,

EISTORY OF THE REFORMED RELIGION IN FRANCE.

By Epwaap Bzoiry, MA.
Late Feilow of Sidney SBussex College, Canbridge.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF EARTERN MANNERS, SCRIPTURAL
PHRASEOLOGY, &e.

By Bamur:. Lez, B.D. F.R.E. MR.A.8,
Regius Professor of Hebrew in the University of Cambridge,

HIBTORY OF 8ECTS.

By F. E. Trospaow, M.A,
Perpotual Eurale of Brentford,

SXETOH OF THE HISTORY OF LITURGIEB:

eomprising 8 Pasticular Acconnt of the Liruray of the Cavxca of
EnatanD.

Br Hexry Jous Roax, B.D.
Feilow of 8t. Jotw's College, Cambridge.

HI8TORY OF THE CHURCH IN BCOTLAND
Br Micuaxl RusskLl, LL.D.
Auther of the * Cozoexios of Bacred and Frofaps History.”

THE LIFE OF GROTITAR

B Janzs Nicmos, F.8.A.
Amber of * Arminlacivm sod Calvinism compared.
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