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filled punctually, although with reluctance, the terms of his compact with
the Chevalier. Mr. Poc’s article concludes with the following words.—
Eds.2¢

It &E be understood that I speak of coincidences and no more. What
I have said above upon this topic must suffice. In my own heart there dwells
no faith in pretemature. That Nature and its God are two, no man who
thinks will deny. That the latter, creating the former, can, at will, control or
modify it, is also unquestionable. I say “at will”; for the question is of will,
and not, as the insanity of logic has assumed, of power. It is not that the
Deity cannot modify his laws, but that we insult him in imagining a possible
necessity for modification. In their origin these laws were fashioned to em-
brace dll contingencies which could lie in the Future. With God all is Now.

I repeat, then, that I speak of these things only as of coincidences. And
further: in what I relate it will be seen that between the fate of the un-
happy Mary Cecilia Rogers, so far as that fate is known, and the fate of one
Marie Rogét up to a certain epoch in her history, there has existed a parallel
in the contemplation of whose wonderful exactitude the reason becomes
embarrassed. I say all this will be seen. But let it not for a moment be sup-
posed that, in proceeding with the sad narrative of Marie from the epoch
just mentioned, and in tracing to its dénouement the mystery which en-
shrouded her, it is my covert design to hint at an extension of the parallel,
or even to suggest that the measures adopted in Paris for the discovery of
the assassin of a grisette, or measures founded in any similar ratiocination,
would produce any similar result.

For, in respect to the latter branch of the supposition, it should be con-
sidered that the most trifling variation in the facts of the two cases might
give rise to the most important miscalculations, by diverting thoroughly the
two courses of events; very much as, in arithmetic, an error which, in its
own individuality, may be inappreciable, produces, at length, by dint of
multiplication at all points of the process, a result enormously at variance
with truth. And, in regard to the former branch, we must not fail to hold in
view that the very Calculus of Probabilities to which I have referred, forbids
all idea of the extension of the parallel,—forbids it with a positiveness strong
and decided just in proportion as this parallel has already been long-drawn
and exact. This is one of those anomalous propositions which, seemingly
appealing to thought altogether apart from the mathematical, is yet one
which only the mathematician can fully entertain. Nothing, for example, is
more difficult than to convince the merely general reader that the fact of
sixes having been thrown twice in succession by a player at dice, is sufficient
cause for betting the largest odds that sixes will not be thrown in the third
attempt. A suggestion to this effect is usually rejected by the intellect at
once. It does not appear that the two throws which have been completed,
and which lie now absolutely in the Past, can have influence upon the throw

24 Of the Magazine in which the article was originally published.

o

TALES OF MYSTERY AND HORROR 63

which exists only in the Future. The chance for throwing sixes seems to be
precisely as it was at any ordinary time—that is to say, subject only to the
influence of the various other throws which may be made by the dice. And
this is a reflection which appears so exceedingly obvious that attempts to
controvert it are received more frequently with a derisive smile than with any
thing like respectful attention. The error here involved—a gross error redo-
lent of mischief—I cannot pretend to expose within the limits assigned me
at present; and with the philosophical it needs no exposure. It may be suffi-
cient here to say that it forms one of an infinite series of mistakes which
arise in the path of Reason through her propensity for seeking truth in
detail.

THE BLACK CAT

. For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to pen,
I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to expect it, in a
case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not—
and very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I would
unburthen my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the world,
plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere household events.
In their consequences, these events have terrified~have tortured—have de-
stroyed me. Yet I will attempt to expound them. To me, they have pre-
sented little but Horror—to many they will seem less terrible than baroques.
Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my
phantasm to the common-place—some intellect more calm, more logical,
and far less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the circumstances
I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural
causes and effects,

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my dis-
position. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the
jest of my companions. I was especially fond of animals, and was indulged
by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I spent most of my
time, and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This
peculiarity of character grew with my growth, and, in my manhood, 1 de-
rived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure, To those who have
cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly be at
the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the gratification thus
derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of a
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brute, which goes directly to the heart of him s&o has had frequent oc-
casion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer mma_.& of mere H.(ma:. .

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a m_%.oaaon =%n _Eum
congenial with my own. Observing my partiality for mon_.mmso vanw M w . Mmm
no opportunity of procuring ?omm%m m_awaom* memmww_m kind. We had birds,

dog, rabbits, a small monkey, an . )
mo%&m%mm”ﬁmmwﬁgmmm remarkably large and wmmcm.mﬁ »Enmm_,. mdﬂ.ﬁ@ black,
and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In mmouwmsm of his .:%&rmanm@ M@
wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured 5.5 superstition, ma M N
quent allusion to the ancient popular notion, ﬁ.zor Hmm»&m@ all .Euo oM :
as witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon ¢.=m point—an '
mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it happens, jus
remembered. ,
nowmawwwm% was the cat’s name—was my favorite pet and playmate. I alone
fed him, and he attended me wherever 1 went about a._m house. It was 9%:
with difficulty that I could prevent him from following me through the
mc.mww.. friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, maﬂnm. s_.zow %w
general temperament and character—through .Eo Smﬁ.saaimwg mw . mm
Fiend Intemperance—had (I blush to confess it) Qnuoumnnm@ a mw ica
teration for the worse. I grew, day by day, more moody, more _5.5 le, Eoma
Hmmmnn:omm of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use msuwmawm_w\_ e
language to my wife. At lerath, 1 even omamo.m her v.naou.um SoHanoM. a<
pets, of course, were made to feel the change in my &.@8&@? Emm 0 w
neglected, but ill-used them. For m.ES.v however, 1 still retained su _Mumnn.
regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no momﬁ&o of Bmw Swr
ing the rabbits, the monkey, or even the mow.v when by accident, Onm HQWW .
affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew upon Bmlv or wh
disease is like Alcoholl—and at .Hasmm, even Pluto, who was now .mnoEM“M
old, and consequently somewhat wao&mrlncms Pluto began to experience
ill temper. ,

ammmwmaowmmwﬁ Hmncnﬂum home, B:ow.mao&omﬁ&, from one of my .ruw:a
about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. 1 seized rw:r % mm.n
in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my han mﬁ
his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly ucmmm&n@ me. I knew Buaav Mo
longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take its m_m.rn from Eww 0 «M
and a more than fiendish malevolence, mE.:nnwEmm,.mﬁz& every fibre Mm
my frame. 1 took from my éwmmnoo»n.mo%an a pen-knife, owoama :.m m—.»mwr
the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the
socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity.

When reason returned with the EoSEml.s_gm: I had slept off the fumes
of the night’s debauch—I experienced a mnsc.Boﬁ rmwm of horror, half of wm.
morse, for the crime of which I 'had been guilty; but it was, at dm.wv a feel M
and equivocal feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I again plunge
into excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the deed.
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In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye
presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to
suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual, but, as might be ex-
pected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so much of my old
heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a
creature which had once so loved me. But this fecling soon gave place to ir-
ritation. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, the
spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit philosophy takes no account, Yet I
am not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of
the primitive impulses of the human heart-one of the indivisible primary
faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the character of Man. Who
has not, a hundred times, found himself committing a vile or a silly action,
for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Have we not a
perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that
which is Law, merely because we understand it to be such? This spirit of
perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. It was this unfathomable
longing of the soul to vex itself—to offer violence to its own nature—to do
wrong for the wrong’s sake only—that urged me to continue and finally to
consummate the injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. One
morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the
limb of a tree;—hung it with the tears streaming from my eyes, and with
the bitterest remorse at my heart;~hung it because I knew that it had loved
me, and because I felt it had given me no reason of offence;—hung it be-
cause T knew that in so doing 1 was committing a sin—a deadly sin that
would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it—if such a thing were
possible—even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful
and Most Terrible God.

On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was aroused
from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in flames. The
whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant,
and myself, made our escape from the conflagration. The destruction was
complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned my-
self thenceforward to despair.

I am above the weakness of secking to establish a sequence of cause and
effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of
facts—and wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On the day suc-
ceeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls, with one exception, had
fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very thick,
which stood about the middle of the house, and against which had rested
the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great measure, resisted the
action of the fire—a fact which I attributed to its having been recently

spread. About this wali a dense crowd were colle

wa cted, and many persons
seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with very minute and

cager attention. The words “strangel” “singularl” and other similar expres-
sions, excited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven in- bas relief
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upon the white surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was
given with an accuracy truly marvellous. There was a rope about the ani-
mal’s neck. o

When 1 first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely regard it as less—
my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my
aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the
house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by
the crowd—by some one of whom the animal must have been cut from the
tree and thrown, through an open window, into my chamber. This rmm. prob-
ably been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. The falling of
other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of
the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and mwm am-
monia from the carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not u#om&.uﬁ. to my
conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fail to make
a deep impression upon my fancy. For months I could not rid S.«aam of
the phantasm of the cat; and, during this period, there came back into my
spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I Sman. so far as
to regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile _:Em&
which I now habitually frequented, for another pet of the same species,
and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply its ano.

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than infamy, my at-
tention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing :vo:.?a head
of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum, which constituted the
chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking steadily at .m.o top of
this hogshead for some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was m.ﬁ
fact that I had not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I approached it,
and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat—a very large one—fully as
large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect but one. Pluto
had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat r».m a large,
although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the
breast.

Upon my touching him, he mgm&mﬁm% arose, .wsn.&._ocm? rubbed
against my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This, then, was the
very creature of which I was in search. I at once offered to mﬁ%&w it of
the landlord; but this person made no claim to it—knew nothing of it—had
never seen it before. . : 5

I continued my caresses, and, when 1 prepared to go home, the mEB&
evinced a disposition to accompany me. I mmazw.w& it to do so; ooomm_wnmzw
stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the _wozma. it do-
mesticated itself at once, and became immediately a great favorite with my
gm%mn my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me. This
was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but I know not how or why
it was—its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted and annoyed. By
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slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness
of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remem-
brance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing
it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill use it; but
gradually—very gradually—I came to look upon it with unutterable loathing,
and to flee silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a pesti-
lence. .

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery, on
the moming after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been de-
prived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it to my
wife, who, as I have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity
of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the source of
many of my simplest and purest pleasures. .

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to
increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be diffi-
cult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch be-
neath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome
caresses. If I arose to walk it would get between my feet and thus nearly
throw me down, or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber,
in this manner, to my breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy
it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my
former crime, but chiefly—let me confess it at once~by absolute dread of
the beast.

This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil—and yet I should be at
a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed to own—yes, even in
this felon’s cell, I am almost ashamed to own—that the terror and horror
with which the animal inspired me, had been heightened by one of the
merest chimaras it would be possible to conceive. My wife had called my
attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of white hair, of
which I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference be- -
tween the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader will re-
member that this mark, although large, had been originally very indefinite;
but, by slow degrees—degrees nearly imperceptible, and which for a long
time my Reason struggled to reject as fanciful—it had, at length, assumed a
rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now the representation of an object
that I shudder to name~and for this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and

would have rid myself of the monster had I dared—it was now, 1 say, the
image of a hideous—of a ghastly thing—of the GALLOWSI—oh, mournful
and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime—of Agony and of Death!

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere Hu-
manity. And a brute beast—whose fellow I had contemptuously destroyed—
@ brute beast to work out for me—for me a man, fashioned-in the image of
the High God—so much of insufferable wol Alas! neither by day nor by
night knew I the blessing of Rest any more! During the former the creature
left me no moment alone; and, in the latter, I started, hourly, from dreams
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of unutterable fear, to find the hot breath of the thing upon my face, and its
vast weight—an incamate Night-Mare that I had no power to shake off—in-
cumbent eternally upon my heart!

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble remnant of
the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole intimates—
the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my usual temper
increased to hatred of all things and of all mankind; while, from the sudden,
frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury to which I now blindly aban-
doned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! was the most usual and the
most patient of sufferers.

One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the
cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The
cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong,
exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath,
the childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at
the animal which, of course, would have proved instantly fatal had it de-
scended as 1 wished. But this blow was amested by the hand of my wife.

Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew
my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon
the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with en-
tire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I could not
remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk of being
observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period 1
thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them
by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar.
Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the yard—about packing
it in a box, as if merchandize, with the usual arrangements, and so getting a
porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon what I considered a far
better expedient than either of these. I determined to wall it up in the
cellar—as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to have walled up
their victims.

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls were
loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered throughout with a rough
plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere had prevented from hard-
ening. Moreover, in one of the walls was a projection, caused by a false chim-
ney, or fireplace, that had been filled up, and made to resemble the rest of
the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace the bricks at this
point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no eye
could detect anything suspicious.

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow-bar 1
easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited the body against
the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while, with little trouble, I re-
laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having procured mortar, sand,
and hair, with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster which could
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not be distinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully wen
the new _unmo_n.éouw. When I had finished, I felt mummmwm that mm was _nmmﬁw
The wall ..&m not present the slightest appearance of having been disturbed.
The Ezu.ar on the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked
around triumphantly, and said to myself—“Here at least, then my labor has
not been in vain.” ’ '
My next step was to look for the beast which had been th
much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to HEM. M» Mwmmmmm
Had 1 wmo.u able to meet with 1t, at the moment, there could have been no
doubt om. its fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed
at the violence om my previous anger, and forebore to present itself in my
present mood. % is impossible to describe, or to imagine, the deep, the bliss-
ful sense of n&:mm which the absence of the detested creature oonwmmou& in
my g.moa. It did not make its appearance during the night—and thus for
one E.mﬂ at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and
tranquilly slept; aye, slept even with the burden of murder upon my soull
The mmm.onm and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not
Osoa. again I breathed as a freeman, The monster, in terror, had fled mﬁ.
premises forever! I should behold it no morel My rwmvmummm.snm supremel
The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had
_.u%ﬂ.ﬁ ﬂ_m%aw vﬁan mmamn had _men readily answered. Even a search had been
instituted—but of course nothin i
ot (o o g was to be discovered. I looked upon my
Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the poli
::a.xwmon&? into the house, and anmmmaw »Mm“w to wa% MMM%MMWJ\MMMN
gation of the premses. Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my place of
concealment, I .mm: no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me ac-
company them in their search. They left no nook or comer unexplored, At
length, En the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar, I a.:?.
.ﬂ& not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who u_EWEQm in
innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon m
bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly mumum@w‘
and prepared to A.Hmwmn. The glee at my heart was too strong to be restrained
I _EBQ.H to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubl ;
m_:amwsw assurance of my guiltlessness. d
- “Gentlemen,” I said at last, as the party ascended the “ i
have allayed your suspicions. I wish you Mw health, and a %Mww?ow%mwmwm .
By .Ea v«n. gentlemen, this—this is a very well constructed house.” [In ﬂww
Swa desire to say something easily, I scarcely knew what 1 ..&Q.m& at all.]
l.u may say an excellently well constructed house. These walls—are .
going, gentlemen?—these walls are solidly put together;” and here m:ow“mw
MM MMQ.M m?a:uwr o.M bravado I rapped heavily, with a cane which ,u held in
nd, upon that very portion ick- i i
e pan il EwnWo woB. of the brick-work behind which stood the

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiendl No
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r had the reverberation of my blows sunk-into silence, than I was an-
“@Mwmm by a voice from within the tombl-by a cry, at man B:E& and
broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly mim_rum into one long,
loud, and continuous scream, utterly mno.S&ocm and Ercm.amnlm. wosmlw :
wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such as Bnm._.: E:Wm arisen
only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the damned in their agony
and of the demons that exult in the damnation. )

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak, méoou_s.m. 1 mgm.mmn& to Fm op-
posite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained motionless,
through extremity of terror and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout arms
were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed
and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the spectators. .Gwo:
its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat Em r_mamcm
beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose Smoaé.am. voice
had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the

tombl

THE GOLD-BUG

What hol what ho! this fellow is dancing madl
He hath been bitten by the Tarantula. o
—All in the Wrong.

Many years ago, 1 contracted an intimacy with a Mr. William Legrand.
He was of an ancient Huguenot family, and had once dmmu €¢&md.u.v:.~ a
series of misfortunes had reduced him to want. To avoid m_.a So&mamﬂoa
consequent upon his disasters, he left New Orleans, the city of his fore-
fathers, and took up his residence at Sullivan’s Island, near Charleston,

rolina. v
mo_.wﬂmwomwum is a very singular one. It consists of little else than the sea
sand, and is about three miles long. Its breadth at no point Qaam%. a quarter
of a mile. It is separated from the mainland by a scarcely uaﬂoamc.zm creek,
oozing its way through a wilderness of reeds and slime, a favorite resort of
the marsh-hen. The vegetation, as might be supposed, is scant, or at least
dwarfish. No trees of any magnitude are to be seen. Near the western ex-
tremity, where Fort Moultrie stands, and where are some miserable frame
buildings, tenanted, during the summer, by the fugitives from Charleston
dust and fever, may be found, indeed, the bristly palmetto; but the whole
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island, with the exception of this western point, and a line of hard, white
beach on the seacoast, is covered with a dense undergrowth of the sweet
myrtle, so much prized by the horticulturists of England, The shrub here
often attains the height of fifteen or twenty feet, and forms an almost im-
penetrable coppice, burthening the air with its fragrance,

In the inmost recesses of this coppice, not far from the eastern or more
remote end of the island, Legrand had built himself a small hut, which he
occupied when I first, by mere accident, made his acquaintance. This soon
ripened into friendship—for there was much in the recluse to excite interest
and esteem. I found him well educated, with unusual powers of mind, but
infected with misanthropy, and subject to perverse moods of alternate en-
thusiasm and melancholy. He had with him many books, but rarely em-
ployed them, His chief amusements were gunning and fishing, or sauntering
along the beach and through the myrtles, in quest of shells or entomological
specimens;—his collection of the latter might have been envied by a Swam-
merdamm. In these excursions he was usually accompanied by an old negro,
called Jupiter, who had been manumitted before the reverses of the family,
but who could be induced, neither by threats nor by promises, to abandon
what he considered his right of attendance upon the footsteps of his young
“Massa Will.” It is not improbable that the relatives of Legrand, conceiving
him to be somewhat unsettled in intellect, had contrived to instil this ob-
stinacy into Jupiter, with a view to the supervision and guardianship of the
wanderer,

The winters in the latitude of Sullivan’s Island are seldom very severe,
and in the fall of the year it is a rare event indeed when a fire is considered
necessary. About the middle of October, 18—, there occurred, however, a day
of remarkable chilliness. Just before sunset I scrambled my way through the
evergreens to the hut of my friend, whom I had not visited for several weeks
—my residence being, at that time, in Charleston, a distance of nine miles
from the Island, while the facilities of passage and repassage were very far
behind those of the present day. Upon reaching the hut I rapped, as was my
custom, and getting no reply, sought for the key where I knew it was se-
creted, unlocked the door and went in. A fine fire was blazing upon the
hearth. It was a novelty, and by no means an ungrateful one. I threw off an
overcoat, took an arm-chair by the crackling logs, and awaited patiently the
arrival of my hosts.

Soon after dark they arrived, and gave me a most cordial welcome. Jupi-
ter, grinning from ear to ear, bustled -about to prepare some marsh-hens for
supper. Legrand was in one of his fits—how else shall I term them?—of
enthusiasm. He had found an unknown bivalve, forming a new genus, and,
more than this, he had hunted down and secured, with Jupiter’s assistance, a
scarabeeus which he believed to be totally new, but in respect to which he
wished to have my opinion on the morrow.

“And why not to-night?” I asked, rubbing my hands over the blaze, and
wishing the whole tribe of scarabei at the devil. :




