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PREFACE.

CHANCE led me to write this work; and ‘to
print, or not to print,’ in days like these, was a
question I debated for some time. The die is now
cast,—the work is lying before me in sheets ; and
as I look at them, I cannot refrain from passing
mentally in review the various divisions of my
future readers.

First then, in fancy, I behold a band of youth-
ful students, aged ten years and upwards, eager
to gaze on pretty wood-cuts, to learn how Prince
Cleomades carried off the Princess Claremond,
and to fathom the mysteries of the Giant-killer,
and of Whittington’s Cat. My eye next rests on
a train of fair and accomplished ladies, whose
studies go beyond the mere novel, and who have
a taste for the light kind of philosophy here to be
found. I lastly view grave philosophers and men
of learning, who know that even here there is
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philosophy, and that a few hours devoted to Po-
pular Fictions may not prove misspent.

Such, with those who have read and been
pleased with my other works, will be my corps
d’armée : there will, of course, be some stragglers
from other quarters, but on these alone I reckon
with any confidence. Thus I give up all hopes of
the lovers of excitement and breathless interest,
my work being rather placid and sedative in its
nature ; and to the supercilious disciples of Uti-
lity I cry with the Sibyl, ¢Procul, O procul este,
profani.....totoque absistite libro!’ for here is
nothing for you, nothing about rail-ways, corn-
laws, circulating medium, or anything that is
useful.”

Without meaning to disparage my other works,
T may state that this has had advantages which
they have not enjoyed. It was written at perfect
leisure, from materials which had gradually col-
lected in my mind, and more than a year before it
was sent to press ; and I had some most important
aid. I am therefore disposed to regard it as my
least imperfect work, and feel that I have no right
to ask for any indulgence at the hands of the cri-
tics. My literary sins are all premeditated ; tastes
differ, and here it may be seen how 7 think Popu-
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lar Fictions should be treated. The manner being
therefore somewhat desultory, and the matter va-
rious, I would advise those who read for mere
amusement to begin at the second and to skip
over the eighth chapter. They cannot then com-
plain of my having deceived them.

Be the reception of this volume what it may,
I think I can assure my readers that it is the
last time we shall meet upon this ground. I
have here, and in the Fairy Mythology, contri-
buted my full quota on the subjects of popular
fiction and superstition ; the days when inquiries
respecting them could attract the general ear are
departed, perhaps never to return, and graver
studies now demand my attention. I have, I be-
lieve, made some few discoveries; and my name
may, possibly, be mentioned by future critics and
commentators. Small, however, in any case, is
the portion of fame to which I can aspire.

Nothing to me is more delightful than the ac-
knowledgement of favours and kindness. In the
preface to my Fairy Mythology, I had to regret my
total want of acquaintance with the learned and
the ingenious. My case is widely different now,
and I could produce a very creditable list of lite-
rary friends. Of these I will venture to mention
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two, namely, Francis Douce, Esq. and Sir Frede-
rick Madden, as, from them I have received most
valuable aid. To enjoy the advantage of Mr.
Douce’s conversation, to be permitted to draw ad
libitum on his stores of knowledge, and to have
the command of his noble library, are privileges
of no common order.

Nor must I, while speaking of friends and obli-
gations, omit my excellent friend and countryman,
W. H. Brooke, Esq., whose elegant and fanciful
designs, exhibited to such advantage as they are
by the admirable wood-engraving of Mr. Baxter,
will, I am inclined to think, form the greatest at-
traction of my volume. Specimens of art to equal
these are not of common occurrence ; and I must
particularly call attention to the beautiful manner
in which Mr. Baxter has printed them. It will
give me much and sincere pleasure to see the fame
of both artist and engraver widely diffused.

T. K.

London, January 1st, 1834.
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POPULAR FICTIONS,

*ue

THEIR

RESEMBLANCE AND TRANSMISSION.

CHAPTER 1.

INTRODUCTION—SIMILARITY OF ARTS AND CUSTOMS—
SIMILARITY OF NAMES——ORIGIN OF THE WORK—IMI-

TATION—CASUAL COINCIDENCE——MILTON-—DANTE.

MANY years ago T chanced to read in a news-
paper an interesting account of the loss of a ship;
but in what part of the world it occurred, I am
now unable to recollect. The narrative stated,
that the crew and passengers saved themselves on
two desert islets at some distance from each other.
They remained for some time separate ; atlength
they joined, and made their way to a friendly port.
To their no small surprise, they found that during
their state of separation they had fallen on pre-
cisely the same expedients for the supply of their
B
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wants. As they had been in a state of nearly total
destitution, the vessel having gone down, these ex-
pedients were necessarily various and numerous,
and many of them were remarkably ingenious.

This little narrative made a strong impression
on my mind. -I often reflected onit: I compared
with'it other phzenomena as they presented them-
selves, and insensibly fell into the habit of view-
ing man ‘as an inventive and independent, rather
than a merely imitative being.

Aristotle—and his authority is high with me—
asserts, in his Politics, that ¢forms of govern-
ment, and most other things, have been invented
over and over again, or rather an infinite number
of times, in the long course of ages; for necessity
would of itself teach such as were indispensable,
and those relating to comfort and elegance would
then follow of course.” Of the truth, to a certain
extent, of these words of the philosopher, I am
firmly convinced ; and I will freely confess, that
I see little strength in the arguments for the ori-
ginal unity of mankind, founded on a similarity
of manners, customs and social institutions; and
am also inclined to reject these arguments, when
brought forward in proof of migrations and colo-
nisation. I know no proof of the former but the
testimony of Scripture and physical characters;
I admit no evidence of the latter but language
and a constant and credible tradition '.

1 Supposing, what has not been demonstrated, that the
ancient inhabitants of “Attica were divided into classes re-

tized by*Microsoft @
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Examples are always agreeable, and sometimes
convincing; I will therefore give a few of the
cases in which I am sceptical.

The similarity of form between the brazen
casque of the Hellenic warrior and the feather-
helm of the Polynesian chief, is to me no proof of
the common origin of the Greeks and the South
Sea islanders. = A branch of olive might be the
symbol of peace among the one people, and a
branch of plantain among the other, and nought
be proved thereby. :The universal employment
of the bow, the spear and the shield, affects me
not. I see not why every tribe who dwelt on the
shores of the sea or of lakes, or on the banks of
rivers, may not have discovered the mode of con-
structing boats. The Egyptians, we are told, were
brewers of beer; so also were the ancient Scan-
dinavians ; and it follows not that they borrowed
from each other, or from a common instructor.
Almost every people of the circle of the earth in
which the vine is indigenous, appears to have dis-
covered the art of making wine. * Mining and
the art of smelting metals may have been prac~
tised by tribes as remote in origin as in position.
Alphabets, I suspect, are an invention to which
more than one people may lay claim. The early
knowledge of gunpowder in the East is no proof
that Schwartz did not discover the mode of ma-

sembling the castes of Egypt, it does not follow that an
Egyptian colony came to that country nearly 1500 years
before we have any account of it.

B2
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king it’. The mariner’s compass may have been
invented at Amalfi, though familiar to the Chinese
from the most remote times. Finally, I cannot
discern in the pyramidal form of the Pyramids of
Egypt, the temple of Belus at Babylon, and the
temples at Cholulu and elsewhere in Mexico, a
proof of anything but of the common perception
of the stability and convenience of that form.

The same is the case with religious and poli-
tical institutions. Attic laws occur in the insti-
tutes of the Hindoo Menoo ; and I do not thence
infer any communication between Attica and Hin-
doostan. Ancient Egypt bhad its Feast of Lamps,
and China has its Feast of Lanterns; yet I see
no connexion between them. There were Vestals
at Rome, and Virgins of the Sun at Cuzco, bound
to chastity ; yet it does not follow from thence
that Peru derived its religion from Asia, or that,
as I have seen it asserted, Rome was founded by
a colony of gypsies from India®. I could cite
many more cases, but these may suffice.

A practice, which has been carried to a most
ludicrous extent, is that of supposing that where
two or more peoples have the same or a similar

1 T am only supposing possibilities, not making assertions.
Were the invention of gunpowder an ancient mythic legend,
I would say that the name Schwartz (Black) looked a little
suspicious; yet Dr. Black was a celebrated chemist,—and a
man’s name and his occupation have often a most curious
coincidence. 3

2 The object of the author was to account for the similarity
between'the Sanscrit’and the Ldtin/languages:
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name, the one is a colony from the other. The
Albanians of Epirus, and the Iberians of Spain,
are confidently deduced from Mount Caucasus.
Scoti happening to resemble Scythi, and Hiberni
Iberi, what is called the ancient history of Ireland
favours us with an account of the Secythic and
Spanish origin of the Celts of that island, per-
fectly heedless of their community of language,
manners and religion with those of Britain and
Gaul ]

I look upon the following coincidences of name
as being purely accidental :—Albani of Caucasus,
Albani of Latium, Albanians of Epirus, Albyn
or Albion a name of Britain, Albis (Elbe) of
Germany, and Alpes ;—Iberi of Caucasus and of
Spain, Hiberni of Ireland, Ibrim (Hebrews) of
Syria;—Veneti of Italy and of Gaul, Venedi
(Vends) of Germany, and Heneti of Asia Minor;
—Germani of Europe, and Germani (Kermanians)
of Persia, and the country of Caramania in Asia
Minor ;—Lygies of Italy and of Asia.

Those may be questioned : no one, I hope, will
deny that the following are accidental :—Brito-
martis was the Cretan name of Diana, and Brito-
martis was a king of the Gauls; Pharphar was a
river of Damascus, and in Italy there was a stream
named Farfarus; Arganthonius was a king of
Tartessus in Spain, and there was an Argantho-
nian Hill near the Euxine Sea. =Mazippa was a
Moorish chief, who at the head of his light horse
gave the Romans some trouble in the time of
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Tiberius ; and who knows not Mazeppa the Cos-
sack ? The North American Indians call a fall or
rapid, Coho; and such is the popular appellation
of a cascade near Spa in Germany.

When chance led me to think of writing the
Fairy Mythology, I had to read a great quantity
of poems, tales, romances, legends and traditions
of various countries and in various languages. I
here met such a number of coincidences where
there could hardly have been any communication,
that I became convinced that the original same-
ness of the human mind revealed itself as plainly
in fiction as in the mechanical arts, or in manners
and customs, civil or religious.

Accordingly, in the Preface to that work, 1
stated how much I had been struck by this simi-
larity, and expressed my dissent from those who
supposed nations of common origin to have brought
these legends with them at the time of their mi-
gration from a common country ; and I reminded
the reader of the sameness which runs through the
thoughts and the actions of man, which wearies
us in history, in fiction, and in common life.

Some legends were, I thought, transmitted ;
others, of independent formation. When in a tale
of some length a number of circumstances are the
same, and follow in the same order, as in another,
I should feel disposed to assert that this is a case
of transmission. Brief fictitious circumstances,
such as shoes of swiftness and coats of darkness,
might, I thought, be independent, and be referred



ORIGIN OF THE WORK. 7

to what I termed the poverty of the human ima-
gination, which, having a limited stock of mate-
rials to work on,; must of necessity frequently pro-
duce similar combinations. 7 A third class of fic-
tions, such as Whittington and his Cat,—a legend
to be found (as I shall show,) in more countries
than one,—I professed myself unable to dispose
of to my own satisfaction: they might be trans-
mitted, they might be independent.

“These,” said I, “are a few hints on a subject,
the full discussion of which would demand a vo-
lume.” Little, at the time, did I think that I ever
should write a volume on it; but ‘thou knowest
not what a day may bring forth’: the volume is
written, and I have only to request that no one
will suppose it intended to be a ¢ full discussion’
of the subject. It only claims to be regarded as
a development of the principles contained in that
Preface, and is designed, by giving a sufficient
number of instances of resemblance, to enable the
reader to judge for himself on this curious sub-
ject.  The tales and legends are given at length;
for what conviction could I hope to convey to the
mind of a reader, by merely telling him that such
a tale in the Neapolitan Pentamerone, for instance,
resembles a Hindoo legend? or that an episode
of the Persian Shah Nameh is founded on the
same circumstance with an Irish poem? How
many readers would, how many could, examine
these different tales and compare them?

I am, certainly, neither so ignorant nor so san-
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guine, as to reckon on a very extensive class of
readers; and if I ¢fit audience find though few,’
I shall be very well content. The direction taken
by what is usually, but incorrectly, termed the
¢ march of intellect’?, is such, that all the lighter
and more elegant branches of literature seem
likely to fall, ere long, into utter neglect. Wild
improbable romance, bit-and-scrap knowledge,
or political disquisitions, alone have attractions.
Never shall I forget the look of mingled pity and
contempt with which I was regarded by a gentle-
man who has written some things on political eco-
nomy, when I chanced, in his hearing, to speak
on the subject of classical mythology. He seemed
altogether amazed at my folly in expecting that
such puerile fictions could find readers in this en-
lightened age.

Yet, though thus despised by the narrow-minded
and intolerant disciples of utility, popular fiction
has attractions for those whose views are more
enlarged, and who love to behold Philosophy ex-
tending her dominion over all the regions of the
human mind. A writer whom I shall frequently
quote in the following pages, and who was no
mere man of letters, thus expresses himself on
the subject?. * Believe me, he who desires to be

11 say so, because with us march is a military term,
whereas the marche of the French, from whom we have bor-
rowed the phrase, merely denotes progression. La marche
de Uesprit can hardly be said to be figurative.

2 Sir John Malcolm, Sketches of Persia, ii. 92,
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well acquainted with a people, will not reject their
popular stories or local superstitions. Depend
upon it, that man is too far advanced into an arti-
ficial state of society who is a stranger to the
effect which tales and stories like these have upon
the feelings of a nation; and his opinions of its
character are never likely to be more erroneous,
than when in the pride of reason he despises such
means of forming his judgement.” Sir Walter
Scott! says, “ A work of great interest might be
compiled on the origin of popular fiction, and
the transmission of popular tales from age to age
and from country to country. The mythology of
one period would then appear to pass into the ro-
mance of the next century, and that into the
nursery tale of the subsequent ages. Such an
investigation, while it went greatly to diminish
our ideas of the richness of human invention,
would also show that these fictions, however wild
and childish, possess such charms for the popu-
lace, as enable them to penetrate into countries
unconnected by manners and language, and hav-
ing no apparent intercourse to facilitate the means
of transmission.” And long since the illustrious
Luther? said, “I would not for any quantity of
gold part with the wonderful tales which I have
retained from my earliest childhood, or have met
with in my progress through life.” Surely then,

1 Note on the Lady of the Lake.
2 Quoted by Grimm, Kinder- und Hausmérchen, iii, 265.

B S
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even though few should be induced to go the
same road, I need feel no shame to travel in such
society as this, and may let those plod on their
weary way, who, knowing but one subject, think
it contains all knowledge.

Those words of the great Reformer reveal the
true cause of the high degree of pleasure which
some minds derive from popular fictions. They
bring back the memory of childhood—of those
innocent and happy days when, as a Swedish poet
most beautifully expresses it, ‘the dew of morn-
ing lay upon life’!: they come surrounded by
a thousand delightful associations, whose effect,
though powerful, is not to be described ; for,
mellowed by distance, every event and every
scene connected with childhood acquires a charm
to the eye of memory. Itis, I apprehend, only
on those who have passed their early days in the
country that this principle operates with its entire
force. May I, since such is the case with myself,
(and it is not totally alien to the matter in hand,)
—may I hope for indulgence while I trace the
origin of my own fondness for popular fiction ?

It was my lot (no unenviable one,) to be reared
in the country, and near the mountains. In Ire-
land we are less aristocratic, and mingle more
familiarly with the lower orders of the people,

1 «In her early dawn, with the ‘dew of her youth’so
fresh upon her....."”"—Robert Hall, of the Princess Charlotte.
Was the passage of Scripture here quoted in the mind of the
Swede also?
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than seems to me to be the case here : one cause
of this I believe to be nearly the same with that
which produces similar affability in the East?,
and which also operates in the South of Europe.
Be this as it may, in consequence of this state of
manners, a great companion of my younger days
was Johnny Stykes, who, like Guse Gibbie of fa-
mous memory, first kept the turkeys, and then,
as his years advanced, was promoted to the more
important office of minding the cows. Johnny,
by the way, though called Stykes, and a good Ca-
tholic 2, knew well that his real name was Sykes?,
and that he derived his lineage from one of the
soldier-saints of the formidable Oliver Cromwell,
to whom the lines had fallen in those pleasant
places where we dwelt. Often, as memory looks
back through the glade of life along which my
course has lain, doth her eye rest on the figure of
my humble companion, returning in the evening
from the stubble with his feathered charge, who
go along yeeping and leisurely picking their steps,
heedless of the hushing and bawling of their
driver. To any one who should then ask Johnny
how many turkeys he had, he would stammer out,’

1 See Sketches of Persia, ii. 185, 186.

2 The lower order of the Irish Catholics are quite proud if
they can prove that they have what they call good Protestant
blood in their veins. They regard the Protestants as a su~
perior caste.

3 It is very amusing to observe the corruption of proper
names. Among the peasantry of the place of which I write,
Archbold had become Aspal, and Hopkins, Hubbuk.
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“Three twenties and a ten” or so,—an answer
which was always sure to produce a laugh, either
on account of his employing twenty for score, or
it may be from the ‘march of intellect,’ which
had taught the peasant to despise his forefathers’
simple mode of counting by dozens and scores.
But it was in Johnny’s bucolic days that he was
favoured most with my society ; partly because
he was a capital player at tip-top-castle, but chiefly
because he had not his fellow in the whole country
for what is called shanahas, or old talk, that is,
tales, legends, and traditions, handed down from
age to age, and transmitted from mouth to mouth.
And let me now fearlessly confess the truth. I
have since seen some of Nature’s finest scenery,
I have conversed with the learned and the inge-
nious, and have read the master-works of the
human mind; and yet I am convinced I have
never, at most very rarely, felt a degree of plea-
sure at all comparable to what I enjoyed, when
sitting with Johnny, of a summer’s day, beneath a
spreading tree, or on the bank of a purling stream,
while his cows were feeding around, and the air
was filled with the melody of birds, and listening
to some wild tale of wonder and enchantment,
Much would I give to”be able to recollect his
tale of The Fair Norah na Vodha and the White
Bear of Worroway (Norway), a Beauty-and-Beast
kind of story, in which the heroine is pursued
by I know not who, and “when he was on the
hill she was in the hollow, and when she was
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on the hill he was in the hollow;” or another

about a princess, (for he had all kinds of high per-
sonages at command,) who was confined in some
dismal place all full of sarpints and toads and
vifers'. Johnny, too, had a story answering to
the Robber-bridegroom in MM. Grimm’s collec-
tion, in which the lady at the bridal banquet
told, as if relating a dream, all that she had seen
when she secretly entered the robbers’ den, and
as she proceeded in her narrative, the disguised
robber would get up and say,

““ Dreams are but feebles, and feebles are but lies ;
By your leave, gentlemen, pray let me by.”

He also knew the Frog-king % and several others
in the same collection; and he had tales of fairies
without end. Poor Johnny ! he grew up, got mar-
ried, died young (no uncommon fate with the Irish
peasant), and lies buried at the ruined church of
Tipper; a place to which, in my serious moods,
I was wont to repair, to meditate among the—
graves, not tombs, for tombs there were none.
These little details—into which I have ventured
to enter, chiefly, I must own, to indulge in the
pleasure which I feel in calling back the happy

1 Animals nearly as unknown to the Irish peasant askan-
garoos and opossums.

2 This story was also related to me by a woman from So-
mersetshire. Dr. Leyden heard it in Scotland. My Somer-
set friend concluded it by saying, *“and I came away.” She
could not tell why ; but it is, I should suppose, a formula
signifying that the narrator knows nothing further.
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days of childhood,—will, I know, expose me to the
scorn of many, doubtless very sage and very sa-
gacious personages ; but there are others (and
they are those whose approbation I most covet,)
by whom they will, I am confident, be received
with indulgence, if not with favour. Begging par-
don, therefore, for my digression, I now proceed
with my subject.

A great coincidence of thought and expression
is often to be observed between writers of the
same age and country, or of different ages and
different countries; and yet there may have been
no imitation whatever. We are, in fact, too apt to
make charges of plagiarism. For my part, I am
slow to make the charge myself, or to admit it
when made by others . It must, to convince me,
be quite certain that the author had read the work
from which he is accused of having borrowed, and
that the number of similar ideas and expressions
should be so great as to leave no room for doubt2.

1 T have myself been charged with taking the simile of a
map of the world, in the Preface to my Outlines of History,
from the work of a similar title in the Library of Useful Know-
ledge ; whereas the truth is, I doubt if I have ever seen that
work. .

2 ¢ There is a pleasure sure in being mad

Which none but madmen know.”
Dryden’s Spanish Friar.
¢ There is a pleasure in poetic pains
Which none but poets know.”—Cowper’s Task.
Though I think there is imitation here, I would not positively
assert it.
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Thus no one can hesitate to believe that Lord By-
ron took the admired description of a shipwreck
in his Don Juan from a narrative which was pub-
lished a short time before at Edinburgh, though
his lordship kindly left to the critics or to poste-
rity the pleasure of making the discovery. It has
never entered the mind of any one to doubt that
Spenser was largely indebted to Tasso for his
Bower of Acrasia, or that Virgil frequently did
no more than translate Homer. The simile of the
reflection of the sunbeams from the water, in the
Aneis, has surely been taken from the Argonau-
tics of that sweet poet Apollonius of Rhodes ; and
Ariosto ! and Camoens? have as surely been in-
debted to Virgil for the use of the same compari-
son, though the latter poet has altered, in my opi-
nion much improved it, by substituting a mirror
in the hand of a boy for the original pot of water.
On the other hand, (to give a single and'a slight
instance,) when Horace says that the Julian star
(the young Marcellus) shines among others like
the moon among the lesser fires®; and when Bo-
jardo, in one of his most pleasing stanzas, says
that all other beauties were to Angelica as the
other stars to the moon, or the moon to the sun?,

1 Orl. Furioso, c. viii. st. 71.

2 Qs. Lusiadas, c. viii. st. 87.

3 %, .eeeeee. micat inter omnes

Julium sidus, velut inter ignes
Luna minores.”
4 ¢« Tal sarebbon con lei qual esser suole

L’altre stelle a Diana e lei co 'l sole.”
Orl. Innam., X, ¢ iii st. 69,



16 TALES AND POPULAR FICTIONS.

—we might say that he had Horace in view ; for
the lord of Scandiano was well read in the classics.
But when, in an Arabian tale, we meet, ¢ Noor-
ed-deen, who shone among his companions like
the moon among the inferior luminaries”!, we see
at once that this is a mere coincidence ; for what
could the Arabian story-teller know of Horace ?
These coincidences are much more frequent
than people in general seem to suppose. I will
give an instance which occurred to myself. Hav-
ing occasion, in the Fairy Mythology, to re-
late an Irish legend in the character of an old
woman, I said, speaking of a field of wheat at
sunset, ““and it was a pretty sight to see it waving
so beautifully with every air of wind that was
going over it, dancing like to the music of a
thrush that was singing down below in the hedge.”
It was not without surprise that some time after
I read, in the Rosendl of Jos. von Hammer, the
following passage from an Arabian author :—
¢ The sun was just setting, and the glow of rubies
was penetrating the emeraldine enamel of the
trees, whose boughs were waving to the sound of
the melody of the birds 2.” Though the language
and colouring are widely different, the idea, it will
be seen, is precisely the same. Here I will ob-
serve, for the benefit of writers of fiction, that
minds operate in so similar a manner, that one

1 Noor-ed-deen signifies ¢ light of religion’: hence the
simile readily presented itself.
2 Fairy Mythology, ii.p. 184. U Rosendl, ii. p. 45.
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may venture, without fear of violating nature, to
give very poetic and even very philosophic ideas
to characters taken from any rank in society, pro-
vided the language in which they are clothed be
such as these persons are in the habit of employ-
ing. An instance may serve to illustrate this as-
sertion.

Coleridge, in a most beautiful poem, when de-
riding the error of those who call the note of the
nightingale melancholy !, exclaims,

“ A melancholy bird! Oh! idle thought !

In nature there is nothing melancholy :

But some night-wandering man, whose soul was pierc’d
With the remembrance of a grievous wrong,

Or slow distemper, or neglected love,

(And so, poor wretch! fill'd all things with himself,
And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale

Of his own sorrow,) he, and such as he,

First named these notes a melancholy strain,

And many a poet echoes the conceit2.”

1 The earliest instance, perhaps the source, of this error
is the passage of the Odyssey, xix. 518 et seq.

3 See Petrarca, son. 270. In ¢ Die Nacht’ of Gothe oc-
curs the following stanza, which contains the whole philoso-
phy of the matter :—

“Wenn die Nachtigall Geliebten
Liebevoll ein Liedchen singt
Das Gefang’nen und Betriibten
Nur wie Ach und Wehe klingt.”
“When the nightingale to lovers
Singeth full of love a lay
That to captives and th’ afflicted
Soundeth nought but Wellaway.”

Had Coleridge read this before he wrote the lines above ?
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I was one evening in a favourite village of mine,
listening with my usual delight to the song of this
¢ Attic warbler,” and I remarked to the mistress
of the house where I was living, how absurd it was
to say that the note was melancholy. She readily
agreed that it was not so; and observed, that it
was probably first regarded as such by some one
who was sitting up at night with a sick friend, and
heard the nightingale singing. My worthy friend
is no great reader, and sure I am she had never
read those lines of Coleridge ; yet how, except
in elegance of thought and expression, does her
hypothesis differ from that of the metaphysical
poet?

“ Deuce take the ancients, they have stolen all
my best thoughts!” was a very natural exclama-
tion ; and Nullum est jam dictum quod non dictum
sit prius was said two thousand years ago. How
constantly, too, do discoverers find that they have
been anticipated!! In my own Mythology of
Greece, (to speak from knowledge,) there is ten
times more originality than I shall ever get credit
for ; but I claim no praise, for I should have
known what had been done by others, and I
must be content to be considered indebted to
them, and that, to make matters worse, without
having ¢whispered whence I stole those balmy

1 Can anything be more surprising than the anticipation
of the theories of Wolf and Niebuhr by Vico, in his Scienza
Nuova? Neither of them, certainly, knew anything of that
work.
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spoils’!. Again, as my style is tolerably lucid,
(for I am never content if I do not' make my
meaning perfectly clear,) I am, by those who
seem to judge of depth by obscurity, frequently
represented as deficient in profundity. I will not
presume to say that the charge is totally devoid
of foundation ; but I would entreat such persons
to reflect that the utmost perspicuity is compa-
tible with considerable depth?; and I would re-
mind them that the limpid animated Thames
flows deeper than the opake ¢sullen’ Mole. I
will cite an instance which bears on the present
subject. A passage was selected from that My-
thology as a proof of my want of depth. Now
the very same thought happens to occur in Plato,
and expressed in so similar a manner that few
would believe I had not taken it from him; yet
most certainly I had not then read that part of
his works.

Though a writer may be indebted for his ideas
and expressions to a work which he has read, it
does not follow that his imitation is direct, or that
the passage was actually present to his mind at
the time. I will again, at the risk of being charged

1 Often have I repeated these words of Neapolis, an old
commentator on Ovid : *“ Hoc olim me primum vidisse crede~
bam, sed repperi postea ab aliis preoccupatum.”

2 I always thought that Cicero had more depth than he
gets credit for; and I am glad to find that the learned
A. Bockh is of the same way of thinking. I doubt if John-
son be very much more profound than Addison.
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with egotism, instance in myself; for I know what
has occurred in my own case, and could only con-
jecture in the case of another.

I remember to have written many years ago
some very indifferent verses; for I except myself
from the number of those to whom it has been
given to be poets. IfI recollect rightly, the first
stanza ran thus :—

As when a storm in vernal skies
The face of day doth stain,
And o’er the smiling landscape flies,
‘With mist and drizzling rain ;
If chance the sun look through the shower
O’er hill and flowery dale, ;
Reviving nature owns his power
And softly sighs the gale.

It will be seen at once that the original of this
are the following beautiful lines of Milton :—

“ As when from mountain-tops the dusky clouds
Ascending, while the north-wind sleeps, o’erspread
Heaven’s cheerful face, the lowering element
Scowls o’er the darkened landskip snow or shower :
If chance the radiant sun with farewell sweet
Extend his evening beam, the fields revive,

The birds their notes renew, and bleating herds
Attest their joy, that hill and valley rings.”

Many even of the words are the very same. I
was familiar with Milton, and yet it was some time
before the similarity struck me. The passage, then,
had been secretly lurking in my mind ; and I was
beguiled with a phantom of originality at the time
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that I was an unconscious imitator.—I consi-
der this case worth recording as a psychological
fact .,

As T do not intend to subject myself to the
trammels of method, and am resolved to digress
when and where 1 please, I will now make an ex-
cursion, and attempt to vindicate the poetic cha-
racter of our great poet; for he has fallen into
the hands of a sad set of literary thief-takers, who
are eager to exercise their vocation on even the
mere suspicion of a possibility. In fact, every one
of those ingenious persons who have undertaken
to elucidate the Paradise Lost, and his other
poems, has shown a most laudable desire to re-
duce him from his high estate, and bring him
down to the condition of a mere centoist, who
went sedulously peering into every nook and
corner of literature in search of words and ideas.
They seem incapable of conceiving the creative
and self-sufficient power of original genius ; they
think that because Milton was a great reader he
must needs have been a great plagiary ; and they
make him like the daw in the fable, with this
difference, that the daw adorned his person with
the feathers of finer birds than himself, while the
eagle of British poetry pilfered the plumage of

1 T however think that a man may have met with thoughts,
images, expressions, or even theories, in books he had read,
which made no impression on him at the time, and which he
afterwards produced of himself.
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birds of every kind, even of the titmouse and the
wren 1.

Now I opine differently. I regard Milton as
being of the Dantean, and not of the Virgilian
class of poets; and I view the Paradise Lost as
one great conception, matured in the maker’s
mind, and poured, as it were, from the furnace
at a cast,—not a mosaic sedulously and painfully
put together from pieces collected in various
quarters. We have, in fact, no proof that Milton
was gifted with any extraordinary powers of me-
mory, (indeed, the errors-into which he falls in
some plain points of classical mythology prove
the contrary %,) and without such he could hardly
have retained all those passages of poets, both
great and small, which it is supposed he imitated.
It is nowhere said that, like Butler, he kept a
commonplace-book ; and his daughters and his

1 It may be said that they meant that unconscious kind of
imitation of which I have just given an instance. Whoever
reads them, however, will see that they had no such idea,
and thought only of plain, palpable, direct imitation.

2 We are told by Toland, that Milton had Homer nearly
by heart. How then could he say,

“ As when Ulysses on the larboard shunn’d
Charybdis, and by the other whirlpool steer’d”?
Surely the Homeric Scylla is not a whirlpool !

Again, where did he learn that Hermiione (Paradise Lost,
ix. 506.) was the name of the wife of Cadmus? In what ro-
mance did he read that

¢ Charlemain with all his peerage fell
By Fontarabbia”?
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friends do not seem to have been in the habit of
reading to him the divers obscure works to which
we are told he was indebted. If I understand
him aright, Milton himself intimates that his read-
ing, at least at the time he may be supposed to be
meditating his great poem, was select: and in the
Paradise Lost he says,

¢ But knowledge is as food, and needs no less
'~ Her temperance over appetite, to know
In measure what the mind may well contain
Oppresses else with surfeit, and soon turns
Wisdom to folly, as nourishment to wind.”

which surely is not the language of a literary
glutton.

By far the larger part of these supposed imi-
tations are nothing more than coincidences, and
often very slight ones. Johnson, in his Life of
Addison, tells us that a schoolmaster once said to
him, speaking of the simile of the angel in the
Campaign, that if he were to give the Battle of
Blenheim as a theme to ten of his boys, it would
not surprise him if eight of them brought him that
simile. I must confess that it would surprise me;
and I should strongly suspect them of being all
copyists but one. = Still ‘it is certain, that when
two or more persons write on the same subject,
there will often be a marvellous similarity of dic-
tion, thought and imagery. This might suffice,
methinks, to account for the resemblance between
a few passages of the Paradise Lost and the Ada-
mus Exsul of Grotius, the Adamo of Andreini,
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and other obscure poems on the same subject. I
think I have seen it hinted, that Milton was under
some obligation to the Batavian poet Vondel, and
to the Anglo-Saxon Cadmon: though he knew not
Dutch, and it may be doubted if his editor Junius,
much less Milton, understood Ceedmon. Were any
passages similar to some in the Paradise Lost to be
found in the Ramayuna or Maha-Bharata, it would
not in the least amaze me to see the course traced
out by which Milton had irrigated his genius by
rivulets derived from these huge tanks.

Milton, who, as Mr. Rossetti most justly ob-
serves, resembled Dante in more points than one,
derived, like him, his inspiration from the Bible.
This was the fount to which he unceasingly re-
paired, and whence he ‘in his golden urn drew
light'; and he who will understand Milton aright,
must study the sacred volume, not merely in the
translation, butin the original languages!. The
higher poetry of Greece and Latium was also fa-
miliar to his mind, and his knowledge of it was
kept up by frequent perusal, and ideas thence de-
rived were mingled with his own original concep-
tions. Very few traces of his obligations to the
minor poets are to be found ; and it is remarkable
how seldom he has adopted the language or ideas
of the ¢lofty grave tragedians’, though Euripides

1 Dante, on the contrary, drew from the Vulgate, which
must be read if we would understand him. Mr. Rossetti has
used it to great advantage. Dante borrowed from it and
Virgil alone; in this independence, too, resembling Milton.
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was one of his greatest favourites, and he had pro-
bably the Prometheus of Zschylus in view when
he conceived his Satan. I doubt if he read much
Italian in his latter years: he very rarely employs
the thoughts or language of Dante!; but some
passages of Tasso seem to have adhered to his
mind. He was evidently fond of Fairfax’s ver-
sion of the Jerusalem Delivered; and expressions
derived from it, the Faerie Queene, and the dramas
of Shakspeare, occur in his heroic poems. I feel
disposed to doubt the extent of his acquaintance
with the old romances of chivalry, as everything
relating to it in his works is to be found in the
Morte d’Arthur and the Italian romantic poems®.
Such are a few of my notions respecting Milton
and his poems. His commentators seem to be all
of a different way of thinking: to prove him to
be the most learned of poets, they have sought to
lower him in the poetic scale, placing nearly on a

! From the terrestrial Paradise of Dante, and its copy by
Ariosto, Milton only took the idea of its being on a hill.
* We are told that Swift showed that—

b eeveeeeensencene. ON @ sudden open fly,
With impetuous recoil and jarring sound,
The infernal doors, and on their kinges grate
Harsh thunder,”—

was suggested by ¢ Open flew the brazen folding-doors, grating
harsh thunder on their turning hinges,” in Don Bellianis of
Greece, Pt. ii. c. 19.- See Todd. Another critic (see Newton)
sends us for it to the castle of Brandezar in that romance. I
have examined three translations of Bellianis, published in
the seventeenth century, and could not find it.

c
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line with Virgil'and Gray, him whose proper sta=
tion is with Zschylus and Dante. I will give an
instance or two of this lust of tracing imitation.

When the gates of hell opened, the poet says,

¢ So wide they stood, and like a furnace-mouth
Cast forth redounding smoke and ruddy flame.”

His last commentator, in his note, refers us to
Dante:—

“ E giammai non si videro in fornace
Vetri o metalli si lucenti e rossi
Come io vidi un che dicea :’—Purg., c. xxiv.

“ Was neer in furnace glass or metal seen
So bright and glowing-red as was the shape
I now beheld.” Cary.
This is certainly worthy of honest Fluellin: ‘there
is a furnace in both’—and there ends the parallel.
On

¢€ iisesseanecnnss U Stood the corny reed,

Embattled in her field,”

all the commentators quote Virgil's
¢ veesesesisnsess QUO COTRE@ SUMMO

Virgulta et densis hastilibus horrida myrtus,”
regarding it, of course, as at least an illustration.
1 confess my apprehension is not acute enough to
discern the secret tie which links the cornel-trees
of the one poet with the corny reed of the other.
This, however, may only prove the obtuseness of
my intellect; but I think, on the other hand, that
T can prove that they have all misunderstood the
¢ corny reed,’ which they assert to be equivalent
with ¢ horny rush.” Johnson, for instance, gives
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in his Dictionary, ‘horny’ as a sense of ¢ corny,’
quoting this very passage of Milton as a proof| to
which Mr. Todd adds, from Lisle’s Dubartas,
¢ (The rain) downward ’gan to rave,
And drowned the corny ranks.”

I however think, that as, in another place of the
poem, ‘balmy reed’ plainly signifies the reed that
bears the balm, so here the most natural sense of
¢ corny reed’ is the reed (calamus, not arundo,) that
produces corn.

I would prove it thus. The angel is describing
to Adam the progress of the vegetable creation :
the ¢ bare earth,’ he says, ‘brought forth the ten-
der grass’; then ¢the herb that flowered’; then

L0 quth; flourished thick the clustering vine, forth crept

The swelling gourd, up stood the corny reed

Embattled in her field, and the humble shrub

And bush with frizzled hair implicit.”
The progression is leaf, flower, fruit; and we find
the ¢ corny reed’ placed with the last. I will only
add, that “embattled in her field’ applies far better
to a field of wheat or barley than to rushes grow-
ing in a marsh or along a stream. The corny
ranks’ of Lisle will also apply best to a field of corn.

Ere I quit the subject of Milton, I will notice an
instance of critical hardihood emulative of Bentley.

Speaking of the infernal artillery, the poet says,

€ asessasisnssscesssssise b €ach behind
A seraph stood, and in his hand a reed

Stood waving, tipt with fire, while we suspense
Collected stood within our thoughts amused.”

c?
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In the last edition, the note on ‘stood waving’
is, “ This is certainly an error ; stood’ occurs in
the line before and after. Bentley would read
‘held’; but wishing to keep as close to the text
as I can, I propose ¢shone’: Mr. Dyce proposes
¢ shook’.”

Now I would crave permission to suggest to
these ‘learned Thebans,” that Milton must have
had the proof-sheets of his poem read out to him,
and that such an enormous error could hardly
have escaped Lis ear, and be repeated in his second
edition. This consideration alone might satisfy us.
But in reality, Milton had not the horror of the
recurrence of the same word which prevails among
us pygmies of these degenerate days: like his
admired ancients, he loved, as numerous instances
show, to repeat the same word; and his object
here was evidently to express the state of pause
and anxious expectation which preceded the dis-
charge of the Satanic ordnance.  Possibly the
second ‘stood’ was meant to express the Italian
stava : it was, however, more probably intended
to indicate the erect posture in which the reed
was held, ‘waved’ by its own weight, or by the
motion of the air.

I have many more arrows in my quiver ready
to discharge at the Miltonian commentators, but
I must not trespass too much on the patience of
the reader. A time may perhaps arrive when I
shall be able to devote my pen to the illustrious
theme, and possibly clear away some of the clouds
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of error and ignorance which still dim the efful-
gence of this other sun of the British heaven of
poetry.

Having mentioned Dante, I cannot refrain from
gratifying (as I know it will) his admirable expo-
sitor, my friend Rossetti, by declaring thus pub-
licly my conviction of the soundness of his views
respecting the true sense of the Divina Commedia.
His commentary on the Inferno commands my
assent : the poem is no longer the pilgrimage of a
Catholic devotee through the abodes of the de-
parted ; it is the keen satire of the ardent Ghibel-
line : the hell is Guelfic Italy, immersed in vice
and misery; the Pope is Lucifer; and Virgil, who
conducts the poet, is a personification of the mon-
archic principle. I have little doubt that Mr. Ros-
setti’s succeeding volumes will, as he promises!,
prove that the Purgatory reveals the means of
political regeneration, and the Paradise pictures
forth the reformed world under one sole head—the
image of God on earth. I must confess, too, that I
am not indisposed to regard the Beatrice of Dante,
the Laura? of Petrarca, the Fiammetta of Boc-

1. In his curious work ¢ Sullo Spirito Antipapale de’ Clas-
sici Italiani.”

2 In the canzone beginning with

“ Una donna pil bella assai che 'l sole,”

the lady is evidently a ¢ donna di mente,’ or personification ;
yet I think it is hinted pretty plainly that she is Laura.

¢ I should be glad,” said an ingenious friend to me, “to
see any theory established which would prove that Petrarch
was not a fool.” There is meaning in this,
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caccio, and all those ladies with significant names
first met in Passion-week, and who die so strange-
ly, all before their lovers, as having more .the air
of abstraction than of reality. I also think it by
no means unlikely that the Ghibellines were a
secret society, and had a gergo, or conventional
language, understood only by themselves. I have
had occasion to make some inquiries into the sub-
ject of secret societies ; and perhaps things which
prove stumbling-blocks to others are plain and
easy to me.

Let not, then, my excellent friend despond :
truth is great, and will prevail ; and if his system
of interpretation be founded in truth, as I believe
it is, his name will go down to the most remote
posterity coupled with that of one of the greatest
poets that have ever existed. To few is such glory
given !
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CHAPTER II.

THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS—BEDOWEEN AUDIENCE
AROUND A STORY-TELLER—CLEOMADES AND CLARE-
MOND—ENCHANTED HORSES—PETER OF PROVENCE AND
THE FAIR MAGUELONE.

It is now more than a century and a quarter since
Europe became, through M. Galland’s French
translation, acquainted with the Thousand and
One Nights !, the EIf Leila wa Leila of the Arabs
—that marvellous collection of tales which has
afforded more delight to mankind than perhaps
any other product of the human imagination. The
avidity with which these tales were read almost ex-
ceeds belief; they were speedily translated into
other European languages; the adventures of Sind-
bad, Aladdin, Agib, and the other heroes of these
brilliant fictions, became as familiar and as attrac-
tive in the West as they were in the East; and by
a curious casualty, the same tale might be listened
to at the same moment in the Syrian or Egyptian
coffee-house, the Bedoween circle, and the French
or British cottage. We are told that in Paris par-
ties used at night to stop before the house in which

1 Or Arabian Nights’ Entertainments, as the Grub-street
worthy who was employed to do them into English chose to
entitle them.



32 TALES AND POPULAR FICTIONS.

M. Galland resided, wake him up from his sleep,
and insist on his relating to them a story.

It is needless to ask whence the charms of the:e
tales arise : the wonderful will always have attrac-
tions, brilliant imagination will always assert its
power ; and the circumstance of our religion, and
the volume in which it is contained, being derived
from the East, raises in the youthful mind an early
predilection for that part of the world. The East,
we are taught, contained the blissful Paradise of
man’s infancy and innocence, which the genius of
Milton has filled with all that can yield delight.
It was in the East that Abraham and the succeed-
ing patriarchs led that life of pastoral ease and
abundance so dear to the imagination of ingenuous
youth.

“ Those pleased the most where by a cunning hand

Depicted was the patriarchal age ;

What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land

And pastured on from verdant stage to stage,

Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage.

Toil was not then: of nothing took they heed

But with wild beasts the silvan war to wage,

And o’er vast plains their herds and flocks to feed.

Blest sons of nature they ! true golden age indeed!”
The East was the scene of the sweet tale of Ruth,
and of theinteresting adventures of David. It was,
in fact, the land of miracle and wonder, favoured
with the choicest regards of the Deity ; and imagi-
nation has always invested its front with a nimbus
of splendour. Such, at least, were my own early
impressions of the East; and I should suppose I
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am but one of the many. The Thousand and One
Nights, and similar collections, come to augment
this illusion ; the noble Vision of Mirza and other
fictions of the same kind lend their aid ; and I ap-
prehend there are few persons fond of reading who
have not exaggerated ideas of the magnificence and
beauty of that part of the world lurking in the
recesses of their imagination. Nor is thisillusion
(asthose who bave lost it well know,)to be deplored.
Many are the dark and cloudy days of life; and
most happy is he for whom they are most frequently
gilded by the rays of fancy. And the brilliant fic-
tions of the East, and the popular tales which amused
our childhood, and still recall its pleasures, have in
this the advantage over the modern novel,—they
go at once beyond the regions of probability, and
cannot therefore injure by exciting romantic ex-
pectations of the fortune of the hero or heroine
being realised in ourselves!. This power of yield-
ing innocuous pleasure they share with the higher
order of poetry, a taste for which has never, T be-
lieve, proved anything but beneficial to any mind
whatever.

In Europe we read these tales; in the Fast,
where the printing-press is unknown, they are

! Few have a clear conception of the evils produced by in-
discriminate novel-reading. Sir Walter Scott, with his usual
felicity, compares novels to opiates. These of course should
be used with extreme moderation ; but, alas! Ifear that the
number of our opium-eaters is considerable. Was he then
totally blameless who supplied so much of the seductive drug,
and gave dignity to the use of it?

()
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mostly listened to from the lips of the story-teller.
The manner in which the story-teller by profes-
sion enacts his narrative to the idle loungers in the
coffee-house, or to the crowd in the streets, has
often been described!; but few have an adequate
conception of the eager attention and breathless
interest with which the unsophisticated children
of the desert listen to tales of love, of war, and of
wonder. T will therefore, in the words of an eye-
witness, place a Bedoween audience and story-
teller on the scene.

¢ When the burning sun,” says M. von Ham-
mer 2, ‘“has sunk behind the sand-hills, and the
thirsty ground is licking up and swallowing the
cooling dew, they no less greedily swallow the
tales and fables which they have perhaps already
heard a hundred times, but which nevertheless—
thanks to the mobility of their imagination and
the expertness of the narrator—operate on them
with all the force of novelty.

¢ One should see these children of the de-
sert, how they are moved and agitated, how they
melt away in feeling and flame up in rage, how
they fall into an agony and then recover their

1 See Jon. Scott’s Introduction to his edition of the Arabian
Nights, Hajji Baba, Sketches of Persia, &c.

2 In a review of the English translation of Antar in the
Vienna Jahrbiicher der Lite(atur, vol. vi. Whenever I have
to treat of matters concerning the East, I am always deeply
indebted to the writings of this distinguished orientalist, with
whose friendship and correspondence I am honoured.
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‘With eager attention they list to the story
Of love, and of war, and of wonder and glory ;

They rush to the field with the hero, they gazo

With delight on the scenes the narrator displays.
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breath, how they laugh and weep, how they par-
ticipate with the narrator and with the hero of the
tale, in the magic of the descriptions, and the
frenzy of the passions. It is a perfect drama, but
one in which the audience are at the same time
the actors. Is the hero of the story threatened
by imminent danger, they shudder, and cry
aloud, ¢ No, no, no, God forbid, it cannot be!’
(La, la, la, istaghferallah !) Should he be in the
midst of the fight, mowing down the hostile
squadrons with his sword, they grasp their own,
and stand up, as if they would fly to his aid.
Does he fall into the snares of treachery and
falsehood, their foreheads contract in wrinkles
of displeasure, and they cry, ¢ The curse of God
on the traitor!’, Does he succumb at last beneath
the multitude of his foes, along and glowing ¢Ah!’
comes from their breast, accompanied by the bless-
ing of the dead,—* May the mercy of God be upon
him! may he rest in peace!’ But if he returns
from the fight victorious and crowned with fame,
the air is filled with loud cries of ¢ Praise God the
Lord of Hosts !’ Descriptions of the beauties of
nature, and especially of the spring, are received
with repeated exclamations of Taib, taib, i. e.
¢ Good, good!’ and nothing can compare with
the satisfaction that sparkles in their eyes when
the narrator leisurely and con amore draws a pic-
ture of female beauty.

‘¢ They listen with silent attention ; and when he
ends his description with the exclamation, ¢ Praised
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be God, who hath created beautiful women !’ they
all, in the enthusiasm of admiration and gratitude,
shout out in full chorus, ¢Praised be God, who
hath created beautiful women!” Forms of speech of
this kind frequently introduced into the course of
the narrative, and lengthened out with well-known
sayings and circumlocutions, serve, as it were, for
resting-places to the narrator, to enable him to
take breath, or to continue quietly and easily spin-
ning on with them the thread of the narrative,
without any new demand on his memory or ima-
gination.  Where the narrator to a European au-
dience would say, ¢ And now they continued their
journey,’ the Arabian orator says, ¢ And now they
went on over hills and dales, through woods and
plains, over meads and deserts, over fields and
pathless wilds, up hill, down dale, from the morn-
ing dawn till the evening came.” While uttering
these forms of speech, which flow unconsciously
from his lips, he collects his attention, and then
goes on with his story, till the declining night, or
the fatigue of his lungs, enjoins him to break off
his narrative, which, with the good-will of his au-
ditors, would never come to a termination. A
story-teller, however, never ends his tale the same
evening, but breaks off in one of tlie most interest-
ing parts, promising to give the continuation or
the conclusion the next evening : and if it should
happen to terminate early in that evening, he im-
mediately begins another, the continuation of which
again is put off till the following evening: and thus
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évening after evening are woven together in a series
of narrations 1.”

It is a general, but I believe an erroneous idea,
that the Thousand and One Nights are familiarly
known all over the Mohammedan East. Mr. Jo-
nathan Scott says that he never heard any of them
in India. I do not recollect that Mr. Morier, or
any of our travellers in Persia, makes any mention
of them as forming a part of the literary funds of
the story-tellers of that country. M. Hammer
says, that when he went to Constantinople in the
year 1799, he was charged by the Austrian mi-
nister for foreign affairs to purchase for him a
copy of these tales, at any price ; and the result
of his inquiries at the book-mart and among the
Meddah, or coffee-house narrators, was, that they
were totally unknown at Constantinople, and were
only to be had in Egypt. And in effect it is only
in Syria, Arabia, Egypt, and the north coast of
Africa, that is, in the countries where the Arabic
language is spoken, that copies of this work can
be procured 2.

Yet Persia is evidently the original country
of the Thousand and One Nights. M. Hammer
quotes the following passage from the Golden

1 This explains the artifice of Shehrzade in the Arabian
Nights.

2 The Arabic Thousand and One Nights is now made
attainable to all orientalists by a very neat edition, published
lately in Germany by Dr. Habicht, from a manuscript pro-
cured from Tunis.
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Meadow of Massoodee, a writer who flourished
in the twelfth century. ¢ The historical work of
Obeid Ben Sheriyeh is in the hands of all the
world ; but many persons class his narrations with
the tales and stories invented for the amusement
of indolent princes, by which people seek to in-
sinuate themselves into their favour. This book,
then, is rather one of the same kind with those
fabulous works which have been translated out of
the Persian, Indian and Greek languages; such,
for example, as the book of the Thousand Arti-
fices (Hezar Efsdineh), called in Arabic the Thou-
sand Tales (EIf Kharafa), and which is usually
known under the name of the Thousand Nights
(EIf Leila). It contains the story of a king, his
daughter Shehrzade, and her nurse Dinarzade.
A similar work 1is that of Jelkand and Sheemas,
that is, the History of an Indian King and his ten
Viziers: such, too, are the Voyages of Sindbad,
and other works of the kind.” The same writer
says in another place, speaking of the Khalif
Mansoor, the father of Haroon-er-Rasheed, ¢ He
was the first who had books translated out of the
Persian, among which was that called Kolaila wa
Dimna'.” M. Hammer infers from these pas-

1 That is, the Fables of Bidpai, or Pilpai, the celebrated
Kartaka Damnaka, or Hitdpadésa of the Hindoos. In the
Sketches of Persia (vol. i, p. 139 et seq.) will be found a
very interesting account of the manner in which this work
was brought to Persia in the time of Noosheerwin the
Just,
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sages that the Thousand Nights, as they were
originally called, could not have been translated
into Arabic before the time of Mansoor; but as
the first passage quoted is not to be found in all
the manuscripts of Massoodee, and as it has been
asserted that the Persian poet Rastee, who lived
at the court of Mahmood of Ghizni (a century
later than Massoodee,) was the author of the
Thousand Tales (Hezar Efsdnek), he will not
maintain that the passage in question is not an
interpolation, an evil to which, he says, manu-
scripts are so very liable. At all events, it is clear
that the work is originally Persian, and some of
the tales (particularly the two presently to be no-
ticed,) bear evident marks of their Persian ex-
traction. As, however, Haroon-er-Rasheed, the
son of Khalif Mansoor, is the hero of the greater
portion of them, M. Hammer is led from this and
other circumstances to infer, that it was at the
court of the later Mamlook sultans of Egypt that
the work received its present form, and the greater
part of its present contents were written. The
Voyages of Sindbad, we may observe, was ori-
ginally a separate work. I will further add, that
I cannot perceive any traces of a Hindoo original
in the tales translated by M. Galland ; but some
of those translated by M. Hammer certainly came
from the land of the Bramins.

I trust the reader will not deem this inquiry
into the origin and history of these celebrated tales
superfluous, It follows from it, that at least the
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Persian portion of them was in existence before
the Decamerone, or any other European collection
of tales, was written. I will now proceed to show
that some of these very Persian tales made their
way to Europe centuries before the appearance
of M. Galland’s translation.

The most distinguished French poet of the thir-
teenth century was Adans, or Adenés, surnamed Le
Roi, either on account of his superior poetic talent,
or, as M. Paris with more probability thinks, be-
cause heheld the post of Roides Ménestrels, or mas-
ter of the band of jongleurs, at the court of France.
Adenés was a native of Brabant; and when the
Princess Mary of Brabant became queen of France,
she took him with her to Paris. Here, to gratify
his patroness and her sister-in-law Blanche of
France, he composed a long romance in verse,
named Cléomades, of which the date may be thus
determined. Mary of Brabant was married to
Philip the Bold in 1274, and Blanche, who had
been married in 1269 to Fernando de la Cerda,
infant of Castille, returned on his death in 1275
to the court of her brother. King Philip died in
the year 1283, so that the romance was probably
composed in the interval between 1275 and that
year.

This romance, of which several copies exist in
France, but not one I believe in this country, con-
tains about 19,000 octosyllabic verses. The scene
is laid in the time of the Emperor Diocletian ; and
the narrative is frequently interrupted by episodes,
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one of the most remarkable of which is the ac-
count of the marvels performed by the poet Virgil,
the greatest magician of his time in Rome. ' Le
Cheval de Fust, or the Wooden Horse, is another
title of this poem, as a steed of that kind is an
important actor in it!.

An Eaxtrait of this story, under the title of
¢ Cléomades et Claremonde’, was given by Count
Tressan in the Bibliotheque des Romans. His ac-
count of it is, that it was originally composed’ in
Spanish verse, and then translated into prose, both
in French and Spanish. From a copy of the former
version in the library of the Marquis of Paulmy,
he made his Extrait. Having perhaps an unjust
suspicion of Count Tressan’s literary integrity,
and not being able to go and personally examine
the poem, I applied to M. Paulin Paris, of the
Royal Library at Paris, who most kindly gave me
all the information I required. The following is
a part of his letter.

¢ Tressan’s imitation, though it gives but a very
imperfect idea of the merit of the romance on
which it is founded, is nevertheless exact as to
the succession and connexion of the events. The
romance imitated by Tressan is not, however, that
of the Roi Adenés, but an imitation in prose, made
at the end of the fifteenth century by an unknown
author after the romance in verse of Cléomadeés,

! For the preceding details I am indebted to the letter pre-
fixed by M. Paulin Paris to his edition of Adenés’ poem of
Li Romans de Berte aux grans Piés. Paris, 1832,
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to travel for his improvement. He visited Greece,
Germany and France, and was proceeding to
Italy, when he was summoned home by the king
and queen to give his presence at the nuptials of
his sisters, whose hands were sought by three
great princes, who were now arrived in Seville,
whither their fame had preceded them. For they
were not only powerful monarchs, but were deeply
versed in astronomy, and well skilled in the art of
magic. The one was Melicandus, king of Barbary;
the second was Bardigans, king of Armenia; the
third, whose name was Croppart, was king of Hun-
gary. This last was ugly and hump-backed ; his
soul was as deformed as his body, and his tongue
was pregnant with falsehood.

These three kings had met together before they
set out for Seville, and had agreed that each should
give such a present to the king and queen as would
entitle him to ask a gift in return. On their ar-
rival they were received with all becoming ho-
nours; and King Melicandus presented the royal
pair with a man of gold, who held in his right
hand a trumpet formed of the same metal, made
with so much art, that if treason lurked within
even a considerable distance of him, he put the
trumpet to his mouth and blew aloud and piercing
blast.

Bardigans presented a hen and six chickens of
gold, so skilfully formed that they seemed to be
alive, He placed them on the ground, and they
instantly began to run-about,to peck, and to clap
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their wings. The hen flew up on the queen’s knee,
cackled, and laid a fine pearl in her lap. ¢ She
will do the same every third day,” said Bardi-
gans.

All present were lost in admiration of these
wonderful gifts. King Croppart now came for-
ward with a large wooden horse, magnificently
caparisoned, with pins of steel on his head and
shoulders. ¢ Sire,” said he in a harsh and dis-~
cordant voice, ‘ with the horse which I offer you
one may mount in the air, cross the seas, and
travel at the rate of fifty leagues an hour.”

The king and queen, who yielded to none in
generosity, offered the strangers in return any-
thing that was in their power to bestow. At once
they craved as a boon the hands of the three fair
princesses of Seville ; and Marchabias and Ectriva
seeing no sufficient reason to justify a refusal, ac-
corded them their demand. The two elder prin-
cesses and the whole court were pleased with the
kings of Barbary and Armenia, who were hand-
some and agreeable in their persons. But the
Princess Maxima, when she saw that she was the
choice of King Croppart, burst into tears, and
running to her brother, implored him to deliver
her from such a hideous monster, or to put her to
death with his own hand. Cleomades, who loved
his sister tenderly, and could not endure the idea
of her being thus sacrificed, arose and declared to
his father that he had bound himself by oath to
defend the liberty of his younger sister, -and that
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he could not consent to such a union. On the
other hand, Croppart insisted on the promise of
the king. The prince, darting at him a look of
indignation, said, ‘The two other kings have
merited by the value of their gifts the performance
of the king’s promise; but what claims do this pal-
try wooden horse, and the fable you have ventured
to tell us, give you?” ¢ My lord,” said Croppart,
gladly seizing the opportunity presented of getting
rid of the prince, * be judge yourself of the merits
of my horse. There is nothing I will not submit
to if I deceive you.” ¢ Yes,” cried the prince, “1
will make the trial of him this very instant.” So
saying, he had the horse brought out into the
garden: the golden man gave a loud blast on his
trumpet, but his warning was unheeded, all being
so occupied about Prince Cleomades. The prince
mounted the horse, but he remained immoveable:
he began to menace Croppart: “Turn the steel
pin in his forehead,” cried the latter :—the golden
man blew his trumpet more fiercely than before.
The king heard it, and called to his son to dis-
mount; but it was now too late, the prince had
turned the pin, and was aloft in the air, carried
along with such velocity that he was speedily out
of sight.

The king and queen, full of grief and indig-
nation, instantly had Croppart seized, menacing
him with the most cruel death in case any evil
should befall their son. But he replied with the
greatest calmness, * The fault is not mine; he
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should have waited till T had told him how to
manage the horse.” There appeared so much
reason in what he said, that they did not feel jus-
tified in having recourse to any measures of ex-
treme rigour against him. He was therefore only
confined in an apartment in the palace, but in other
respects honourably treated. To the two other
kings they made an apology for -deferring the
nuptials till they should have had tidings of the
safety of their son, at the same time assuring them
that they had no idea whatever of not fulfilling
their engagements.

Meantime Prince Cleomades was carried along
with great rapidity. He lost neither his courage
nor his self-possession. At first he expected that
the horse would bring him back to where he had
set out from ; but when he saw the appearance of
the country continually changing beneath him, and
at last found that he was passing over the sea, he
perceived to his grief that he was quitting Spain.
Night was now spread over the earth, but still the
speed at which he was proceeding remained un-
changed. Recollecting, at length, that there were
pins on the horses shoulders similar to that on his
forehead, he took advantage of the first rays of
light to make trial of them. He found that by
turning one of them to the right or the left, the
horse went in that direction; and that when the
one on the other shoulder was turned, he slack-
ened his pace and descended towards the earth.
This discovery cheered the prince; and he even
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began to conceive hopes of some fortunate adven-
ture. The rays of the sun, now reflected from
glittering domes and spires, informed him that he
was passing over some great and magnificent city ;
so, skilfully managing the pins on the shoulders of
his horse, he descended on the leads of a lofty
tower, which stood in the midst of the gardens of
a great palace.

The prince, who was both fatigued and hungry
after so long a journey through the air, dis-
mounted, and leaving his horse on the roof of the
tower, opened a trap-door, and went down a flight
of steps, which led him to a hall, where stood a
table still covered with the remains of a feast. He
sat down and regaled himself, and having drunk
some delicious wine, ventured to enter a chamber,
the door of which was half open. The first ob-
ject that met his view was a huge giant, lying
stretched on the ground, and fast asleep. The
prince softly drew from his hand a key which he
saw init, and coming to a richly ornamented door,
tried the key, and opened it. He there beheld
three beds, on each of which was reposing a young
and beautiful maiden. The prince gazed for a mo-
ment on their charms, and then passed on to a door
which was standing open, and which gave him a
view of a chamber still more magnificent than that
which he was in. He entered, and found a bed with
rich hangings, and occupied by a maiden in the
flower of youth, whose beauty far surpassed that
of her companions. ;She was in a profound sleep.
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Cleomades stood lost in rapture, and then for the
first time felt the influence of love. As he gazed
on her a bee flew into the apartment, and was
going to settle on her bosom: fearing to awaken
her, the prince blew at the bee with his breath :
the insect turned and stung him in the cheek.
Just at that instant the maiden awoke, and seeing
a man in the chamber gave a loud cry.  “ Rash
man,” said she, * how have you presumed to enter
this apartment ? Are you King Liopatris, whose
bride I am destined by my father to be? If you
are not, nothing can save you from death.” ¢ Yes,
Princess,” instantly replied Cleomades, “I am.
By my address, and under cover of the night, I
have penetrated into this chamber. T wished to
see and do homage to the beauty destined for me,
before I offered her my hand. Haply my respect
had led me to retire without awaking you, had
not this cruel bee menaced your bosom; and I
could only avert the stroke by receiving it my-
self.” He took her lovely hand ; the princess was
moved, and said, I pardon you this indiscretion :
retire to the garden, while I summon my attendants
to aid me to rise.”

The prince obeyed without hesitation, and the
three attendants coming at the call of their mis-
tress, prepared to attire her. She related to them
with a blush her adventure, and did not conceal
the impression which the appearance and manners
of her future husband had made on her mind.
When dressed, the fair princess, followed by her

D
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maids of honour, went down to the garden, where
she found Cleomades expecting her. They en-
tered an arbour, and in the course of the conver-
sation which ensued, he learned, by what fell from
the attendants, that the princess’s name was Clare-
mond, and that she was daughter of Cornuant king
of Tuscany, who had engaged her to Liopatris
king of Astrachan.

Cleomades could not avoid secretly reproaching
himself for the deception he had practised ; but
he was too deeply in love to run therisk of losing
his present. bliss. Under his assumed character
he proffered vows of everlasting attachment; and
taking advantage of the momentary absence of the
princess’smaidens, who had risen to gather flowers,
he fell on his knees before her, and drew from the
fair Claremond a confession of corresponding af-
fection, and a vow of eternal fidelity. Just at this
moment a loud noise was heard, the doors of the
garden flew open, and King Cornuant entered, fol-
lowed by his courtiers and a troop of armed men.

The giant on awaking had gone to look after
his fair charge. Not finding her in her apartment
he became uneasy ; but hearing the voices of her
maids in the garden, he looked out at a window,
and beholding a young knight at the feet of the
princess in the arbour, he went with all speed and
gave information to the king,.

Cornuant in a rage demanded of his daughter,
how it happened that he thus found a stranger at
her feet.  Surely,” replied the princess, it must
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be with your own consent that he is come hither,
for he is no other than the prince to whom you
had engaged me.”

¢ Traitor,” cried the king in a fury, turning to
Cleomades, * what madness has induced you to
intrude on the retirement of my daughter, and to
call yourself Liopatris ?”

“ Ah, Sire,” replied Cleomades respectfully,
““have pity on a young and helpless knight, who
is persecuted by the vengeance of the fairies. My
father, one of the sovereigns of Europe, having
given them some offence, they condemned me at
the moment of my birth to be exposed for three
days in each year to the greatest perils, and the
moment in which these perils excite fear in my
soul, is to be the last of my life.

¢ From the time I was knighted they have every
year caused me to be carried off by a wooden
horse, that flies through the air, and takes me all
over the world, exposing me to the most appalling
dangers ; but as yet my courage has never given
way. Deign now, Sire, to send up to the leads
of this tower, and the horse will be found, who of
himself descended in that place. Overcome with
hunger and fatigue, I went down in search of re-
lief. Entering the chamber of your daughter, I
heard her cry out, ‘Rash man, if you are any
other than Prince Liopatris, I will call for aid,
and your head will be cut off.” I must confess,
Sire, that the natural love of life made me have
recourse to a stratagem, which I now strongly con-

D2
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demn, and I submit to whatever you may please
to determine respecting me.”

Cornuant was amazed at this relation, to which
he did not, however, give full credit. He sent
some persons to the roof of the tower, and con-
trary to his expectations, saw them return, bear-
ing with some difficulty a large ill-formed wooden
horse. :

He assembled his council, and their unanimous
opinion was, that the stranger was deserving of
death, for having dared to deceive the Princess
Claremond, and assume the name of King Liopa-
tris. King Cornuant then directed him to prepare
for death, as he had not many moments to live.

“TI expected nothing else,” replied the prince
with calmness; then turning to Claremond, who
seemed overwhelmed with affliction,  Pardon,
divine Princess, the artifice to which I had re-
course. Impute it to love, and believe that the
most devoted of lovers will expire before your
eyes.”

The princess sighed, wept, and unable to speak
covered her head with her veil. The executioners
approached.

*King Cornuant,” cried the prince, “I am a
knight, and of noble blood ; let me die according
to the fashion of my own country, where a knight
always receives death mounted on his war-horse.
Let me mount this instrument of the malignity of
the fairies; it may suffice to save my honour and
that of my country.”
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Cornuant, who felt a secret pity for the prince,
readily granted his request. Cleomades mounted
the wooden horse, turned the pin in his forehead,
and was in an instant high in the air, and beyond
all danger. He hovered about for some time, to
the utter terror and amazement of the beholders;
then cfying aloud, ¢ Charming Princess, I shall
ever remain faithful,”, directed his course home-
wards. As he now perfectly understood the ma-
nagement of the horse, he speedily reached Se-
ville. He dismounted, and left the horse at a
-small country palace, not far from the city, and
hastened to console his anxious parents.

The nuptials of the two elder princesses with
the kings Melicandus and Bardigans were no
longer delayed.  But as the Princess Maxima
persisted in her aversion to King Croppart, and
the golden man blew his trumpet every time he re-
newed his proposal, and Prince Cleomades more-
over still declared himself the champion of his
sister, King Marchabias gave him a positive re-
fusal, accompanied with orders to quit the court
immediately. i

Croppart having been obliged to quit his own
kingdom, and stay away for the space of a year,
on account of some crimes which he had com-
mitted, resolved to remain in the neighbourhood
of Seville. He disguised himself, and passed for
an Indian physician!, and taking up his abode in

1 In the old French romances physicien ‘has the sense of
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one of the villages near the city, watched the
movements of the royal family. He soon learned
that Prince Cleomades had set out on another ex-
pedition. For this young man, unable to control
the violence of his passion for the fair Claremond,
had made a confidant of his mother, who, feeling
that it would be useless to seek to detain him, had
consented to his returning, by means of the wooden
horse, to the abode of that princess, only enjoining
him prudence and cantion.

Cleomades arranged the time of his departure
50 as to arrive by night at the tower of his beloved
Claremond. Instead of alighting on the leads, he
directed his horse to a little garden, whose only
entrance was from the apartments of the princess,
and concealed him in an arbour. Full of hope,
of fear, and love, he then drew nigh to the door.
It was open,—he entered, and advanced towards
the chamber of Claremond. He found her lying in
a gentle slumber : a single lamp gave light in the
apartment. Having gazed for some moments with
rapture on her charms, he gently waked her.
“ Ah! rash youth,” said she, in a tender and af-
fectionate tone, “why will you again venture on
certain death! What do you propose, since you
are not King Liopatris?” * To adore you while I
live,” returned he, ‘‘ and give you a station worthy

our word physician. M. Tressan has perhaps added this
trait from the eastern tale, in which the owner of the horse
is an Indian. They knew nothing of Indian physicians in
the thirteenth century h_l Europe.
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of you. I am Cleomades, son of the king of Spain.
My parents know of my love, and will press you
to their bosom, and make you mistress of one of
the most splendid thrones in the world.” *What!”
cried the princess, “are you that Cleomades whom
fame proclaims to be the most gallant and accom-
plished of knights?” The prince replied by pre-
senting her with a splendid bracelet, containing
his mother’s portrait and his own. The princess
avowed her love; she told him that Liopatris was
to arrive that very day, attended byall the knights
of his court, and that nothing would induce her
father to break his word. Cleomades then in-
formed her of his plan, and she consented to mount
the enchanted horse, and suffer him to conduct
her to Spain.

Day was now approaching: she summoned her
three attendants to her presence, who were greatly
surprised to see there again the young man whe
had already run such a risk. Their surprise was
augmented when their mistress informed them that
he was the celebrated Prince Cleomades. They
made no needless remonstrances, but attired the
princess in her most costly dress. One packed
up her jewels in a small writing-case; another
made ready a basket of proyisions for her to take
with her. The third, more cautious, begged of
Cleomades to defer his departure till the sun was
risen, and to carry off the princess in the sight of
King Cornuant, who every morning walked in the
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gardens adjoining those of the princess; by which
means, she said, she and her companions would
escape all blame. Cleomades consented ; the maids
retired to their beds, and leading the princess out
into the garden, he placed her behind him on the
magic horse.

The sun was now spreading his beams over the
earth. Cleomades turned the pin in the forehead
of his horse, and the steed rose into the air. When
he had ascended as high as the tops of the palace
towers, he beheld the king and his court in the
gardens beneath : “Sire,” cried he, *“ know that I
am Cleomades, prince of Spain. Be not uneasy
about the princess, my father and mother will re-
ceive her with all respect and affection. If King
Liopatris, who has never beheld her, should feel
offended, I will give him satisfaction; or if he
will, T will bestow on him the hand of my sister.”
So saying, he made an inclination to the king;
the princess stretched forth her arms to her father,
but the rapidity of the motion soon made her clasp
her lover round the waist.

The aérial travellers did not arrive at Seville
till early the next morning. The prince descended
as before, at the small summer palace, and leaving
the princess there to take some repose and re-
cover from the fatigues of her journey, he pro-
ceeded to the city to announce her arrival to his
father and mother. Marchabias and Ectriva were
charmed at his success; they ordered their most
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Swift as the shaft flies from the string,
Swilt as the bird is on the wing,
The enchanted steed bears through the air
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splendid equipages to be prepared, and in a few
hours the whole court set forth to conduct the
fair stranger to the city.

Claremond meantime having taken some repose
and refreshment, went forth into the garden, where
she amused herself with gathering flowers and
weaving them into a chaplet, singing the while
some extemporaneous verses. As ill-luck would
have it, the malignant Croppart was at one end of
the garden culling simples, in his assumed charac-
ter of a physician. Hearing a melodious voice, he
drew near unperceived, and the first object that
met his view was his own wooden horse. He then
looked on the princess, and he thought her still
more beautiful than Maxima. Just then Clare-
mond gave a sigh, and began to weep. ¢ Cleo-
mades, beloved Cleomades, where are you? Could
you have deceived me when you said you were
going in quest of those who would receive me
with honour ? Haste, haste, delay no longer!”

Croppart instantly formed his plan; he ap-
proached the princess. ¢ Fair and noble lady,”
said he, “ dry up your tears. The prince on ar-
riving at the palace, finding himself unwell in con-
sequence of fatigue, said to me, who am in his
most secret confidence, ¢ Mount the enchanted
horse, fly to her whom I adore, and bring her
hither with all speed.” He then taught me how
to manage him. So, lady, mount, and I will w:th
speed conduct you to the prince.”

The unsuspijcious Claremond mounted the horse

Do
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without hesitation. Croppart turned the pin, and
they ascended into the air with such velocity, that
the princess was obliged to shut her eyes to avoid
becoming dizzy. But when she at length ventured
to look below, and saw no signs of a city, but on
the contrary forests, lakes and mountains, she be-
came aware of the extent of her misfortune. Crop-
part, heedless of her reproaches, grasped her fair
hands, and turning the head of his horse from the
direction of Hungary, whither he was at first pro-
ceeding, urged his course over Italy towards Africa.
Suddenly the princess gave a piercing cry, and
Croppart found that she had swooned away.

He immediately made the horse descend in a
mead, watered by a fountain. He took her down,
and sprinkled her with water till she revived. He
then began to make proposals of love to her, de-
claring that he had been so captivated by her
charms, that he had considered every stratagem
lawful, but that it was to raise her to the rank of
queen of Hungary that he had carried her off.

The princess, who did not want for talent and
quickness, instantly replied, ¢ Ah! Sir, what are
you thinking of ? Would you make a queen of a
poor peasant girl, whom Prince Cleomades pur-
chased of her parents for his pleasure?” ¢ No
matter,” said Croppart, ‘ your beauty makes you
worthy of the first throne in the universe.”

His respect, however, now in a great measure
vanished, and he urged his suit to the princess in
such a manner that she began to grow terrified.
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She had again recourse to art. * Stop,” said she,
““or I shall expire before your eyes. I consent
to marry you, if you will only wait till we come
to some town where we may. be legally united.”

Croppart, who, bad as he was, did not wish to
be needlessly lowered in her opinion, assented to
this moderate request ; and being nearly overcome
by the heat and fatigue, he went and plunged his
arms into the fountain : he also drank of the water
to quench his thirst, and the cold of it was so great,
that he fell nearly senseless on the ground. Clare-
mond also sat down at a little distance, and ex-
hausted by grief and fatigue, fell fast asleep.

In this state they were found by the falconers
of the king of Salerno, who were in pursuit of cne
of their hawks which had flown away, and had
seen him alight at the fountain to drink. They
awere not a little amazed at finding in this lone-
'some place. an ugly little hunchback, who was
breathing as if struggling against death, and near
him a lady of surpassing beauty lying fast asleep.
‘They immediately dispatched one of their number
with the strange tidings to the king of Salerno,
whose name was Mendulus.

This prince, who was of a voluptuous character,
instantly mounted his horse and flew to the mead,
where he found Croppart and Claremond in the
same state in which the falconer had left them.
The beauty of Claremond astonished him, and for
the first time in his life perhaps he experienced
love mingled with sentiment and with respect.
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On their awaking he interrogated them. Crop-
part asserted that he was a free man, that he had
fallen asleep at the fountain, and that the young
woman was his wife. Claremond, being asked if
this was true, positively denied it, and implored
the king to protect her against him. Mendulus
had them both brought to the palace; the horse,
of which he knew not the use, was not left behind.
The fair Claremond was assigned an apartment in
the palace : Croppart was placed in confinement ;
but the disorder which he had caught at the foun-
tain was so severe, that he expired during the
night.

Next morning Mendulus, all impatience, waited
on Claremond with the offer of his hand and crown.
But she pretended to believe that he was only
mocking her. She told him that she was nothing
but a foundling, picked up by some persons, who
gave her the name of Trouvée (Foundling), and
had afterwards married her to a gentleman ; but
that the hunchback, who was a great clerk and
physician, had carried her off, and brought her
with him from country to country, where he made
a great deal of money by his philtres and tricks of
sleight of hand; so that he had always kept her
well clothed and fed until the evening before, when
he had beaten and abused her without reason.

Mendulus, who was a good sort of man, and
not troubled with too much delicacy, was not at
all repelled from the alliance which he proposed
by this frank confession. Having for form-sake
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held a council, composed of the companions of his
pleasure, and gotten their approval of his design,
‘he returned and announced it to the princess.
Claremond now saw no other means of retarding
the marriage, which she dreaded, than to feign that
joy had turned her brain. She committed acts of
the greatest folly and extravagance, and at length
became so violent, that the king found it neces-
sary to take measures for her cure, and he put her
under the care of ten of the most sensible and
strongest women he could find.

The court of Spain was meantime in the utmost
affliction. When the king and queen arrived with
Cleomades at the summer palace, they sought in
vain' for the Princess Claremond.  Cleomades
picked up one of her gloves, but no other trace
of her or of the enchanted horse could be disco-
vered. His parents brought him back to the pa-
lace in a condition which caused apprehensions to
be entertained for his life.

In the course of a few days came ambassadors
from the court of Tuscany, and the royal family
were filled with shame at being obliged to declare
that they knew not what was become of the prin-
cess. The chief of the embassy, however, who
was a prudent sensible man, saw that reproaches
would be cruel, and he set about giving consola-
tion to the prince. At the same time he could
not refrain from upbraiding him for thus giving
himself up to despair, instead of setting out and
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searching the whole world for a princess so de-
serving of regret.

Cleomades felt his strength and courage revive
at this reproof; and as soon as he was able to
bear the weight of his arms, he mounted a gallant
steed, and directed his course towards the king-
dom of Tuscany, in the hope of there hearing
some tidings of his adored princess. He reached
the lofty mountains which surround it, passed
through them, and it was far in the night when
he came to a castle which stood alone, where
he resolved to demand hospitality. As the draw-

" bridge was raised, he called aloud, and a man an-
swered him from the battlements, and told him
that it was the custom of this castle, that any
knight who was entertained in it should next
morning leave his arms and his horse, unless he
was willing singly to engage two valiant knights
in arms. “The custom is a discourteous one,”
replied Cleomades. ¢ It was established,” said
the other, “in consequence of a traitor who was
entertained here having assassinated the lord of
the castle during the night. When his two nephews
found him next morning weltering in his blood,
he made them swear, ere he expired, to maintain
this custom.”

Cleomades was not to be daunted by the pro-
posed terms of hospitality : the drawbridge was
lowered, he entered, was well received and enter-
tained, and then retired to repose. In the morn-
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ing, the knight who had done the honours of the
house required him to surrender his arms, or to
fight. The prince forthwith mounted his horse,
grasped his lance, and rode forth to where two
armed knights awaited his arrival. Immediately
the two charge him together; their lances are
shivered against his shield, but he remains firm
in his seat, while one of the knights is unhorsed,
and his shoulder put out of joint by the stroke of
the prince’s lance. The other then drew his sword,
and a long and dubious conflict ensued. At length
Cleomades proves victorious, and disarms his op-
ponent, whom he now finds to be a most valiant
knight whom he had met when on his travels.
They both go to the aid of the wounded knight,
who, on being informed of the name of his illus-
trious adversary, assured him that it was against
his will he had aided to maintain that iniquitous
custom ; adding, that he only regretted his wound
because it would prevent his undertaking the de-
fence of a damsel wrongfully accused of treason.
They convey the wounded knight to the castle,
and then Cleomades learns that the damsel is one
of the princess Claremond’s maids of honour.
For on the arrival of Liopatris at the court of
Tuscany, three knights of his train had forthwith
accused the three maids of honour of being ac-
complices in the carrying off of their mistress.
The two knights confess to Cleomades that they
are enamoured of two of the accused damsels, and
the wounded man again bemoans his inability to
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defend the life and innocence of his mistress.
“Ah, sir,” replied Cleomades, * cease to afflict
yourself'; no one is more bound than I to defend
the fair Lyriade. I will depart with your comrade,
and trust speedily to restore her to you.” :

Cleomades having selected a suit of plain ar-
mour, that he might not be known, set out with
his comrade for the court of King Cornuant. On
their arrival, he halted in the suburbs, while the
knight of the castle went forward to announce
that two knights were come to undertake the de-
fence of the accused damsels against the three
accusers. Next morning the combatants appear
in the lists; the word of onset is given, the knights
dart forth and encounter. The strongest of the
champions of Liopatris singly engages Cleomades,
whose lance penetrates his shield and corselet, and
enters his heart. He then flies to the aid of his
companion, whom the other two had unhorsed.
Ere long they cry for mercy, and deliver up their
swords. According to the law of combat, the ac-
cused damsels are now pronounced innocent, and
delivered to their defenders; and mounting their
palfreys, they set forth with them, and accompa-
nied by their relatives, for the castle whence the
victor-knights had come. :

When Cleomades disarmed himself, the damsels;
to their great surprise and joy, recognised in him
the lover of the Princess Claremond. Their gra-
titude to him knew no bounds; but their inqui-
ries after their mistress awoke his grief, and they
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mingled their tears with his. All now began to
consult on the means of getting tidings of her; but
none of the proposed plans seemed to offer a like~
lihood of success. At length an old knight said
he knew at Salerno an astronomer * who saw the
most secret things quite clear.” Cleomades in-
stantly resolved to go and consult this sage ; and
accordingly, next morning, after taking leave of
the lovers, and making them promise to come to
Spain to him if he should find his Claremond, he
set out for Salerno.

On his arrival in that city, Cleomades put up at
an inn in the suburbs. His first care was to inquire
of the host after the sage of whom he was come
in quest. ‘“Alas! sir,” said the host, * it is now
a year since we lost him ; and never did we regret
him more ; for were he now alive, he might be of
the most essential service to our prince, by re-
storing to reason the most beautiful creature that
ever lived ; of whom, though she is of low origin,
he is so enamoured, that he is resolved to marry
her.”

Cleomades was filled with melancholy at hear-
ing of the death of the sage ; and the host, to di-
vert him, related the tale of the hunchback, and
how the king had met with that lovely creature,
and how her head had turned with joy at the idea
of being married to a king. He ended his nar-
rative by what he deemed the least interesting
part of it, namely, by telling of the wooden horse
which bad been found near where the rascally
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hunchback was lying.. When he mentioned the
horse, Cleomades threw his arms about his neck :
‘ Ah! my dear friend,” said he, ‘both your for-
tune and mine are made ; for I possess infallible
cures for madness. Lead me at once to your
prince : but stay,—as my arms might excite some
suspicion, get me a false beard, and the dress of
a physician. Depend upon my success, and on a
full half of the reward.”

The host quickly supplied him with all that he
required, and then going to the court, announced
the arrival at his house of a most renowned phy-
sician, who would undertake the cure of the mad
lady. The king ordered him to be brought to
court without a moment’s delay.

Cleomades, taking with him the glove of Clare-
mond, which he had filled with some common
herbs and flowers, repaired to the palace. King
Mendulus himself conducted him to the apartment
of the fair patient, who, as soon as she saw him
approaching, redoubled her demonstrations of
frenzy. ¢ Sire,” said Cleomades, ‘‘be under no
apprehension, I will soon make her calm.” He
drew nigh to her, and put her glove near her face,
as if to make her smell to it. Surprised at seeing
her own glove, she looked sharply at the physi-
cian, and at once recognised Cleomades. Instantly
she became quite calm: she took his hand, and
he felt the pressure of love and of recognition.
“Doctor,” said she, “ your glove is skilful, for it
has done me some good ; but as for yourself, poor
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creature, I believe you are just as mad as I am.
With all your airs of ‘importance, I bet that my
wooden horse knows more than you do. But,
by the way, I am afraid they will let him die of
hunger. 1 wish they would bring him here to
dispute with you. Oh! how he would argue if
he could get some Seville oats to eat!”—and she
raised her eyes to heaven.

Her lovely countenance had now resumed all its
beauty. Mendulus, enraptured, but at the same
time grieved to hear her, as he thought, talking
more irrationally than ever, implored the physician
to employ all his skill for her recovery. I will,”
replied he ; “but we must begin by giving way
to her little caprices and fancies.—Fair Trouvée,”
then continued he, ““I have not the slightest ob-
jection to argue with your horse. I have often
before now disputed with these animals. It is,
to be sure, no easy matter to convince them; but
by proper management one may succeed in taming
them, and making them useful. Let them lead in
your horse then, and ” “Ha!ha!ha! you
poor fool !” cried Claremond in a fit of laughter,
“my horse is of another sort from those you are
used to hold your arguments with. Lead him in!
He will not let himself be led ; he likes to be car-
ried by asses like yourself. So go fetch him, and
then, if you dare, dispute with him in my pre-
sence.” Cleomades pretended not to understand
her. ¢Sire,” said he to Mendulus, *she has got
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some fancy about a horse into her head : let one
be brought out of your stables.” Mendulus, who
thought himself now wondrous wise, replied, *I
see how it is; T know better than you what she
wants :” and he ordered the wooden horse to be
brought out into the garden.

“Fair Trouvée,” said he then with a smile,
¢ you know the horse might dirty your chamber:
come down to the garden, and he shall be there
for you.” “ Ah!” said she, “ you talk sense, not
like this prig of a physician. Come, give me your
arm and let us go down.” She then caught Cleo-
mades by the ear, as if to pull him after her ; and
all the court followed, laughing at her acts of folly.
When she saw the horse, she ran up and embraced
him. “ Ah!” said she, “how lean youare: they
have half starved you:” and she instantly began
to gather grass and flowers to feed him.

Cleomades, showing the king alittle phial, said,
“ We must lose no time in making her swallow
this.” Claremond instantly changed her tone, and
affected to feel great confidence in the physician
and his remedies. O thou great man,” cried she,
‘““mount the horse with me, and take me away
from this rabble, who are tormenting me. You
will find my cure in the horse’s ear.” Cleoma-
des shrugged his shoulders, as if he now doubt-
ed of her cure; but Mendulus pressed him to
comply with her whim, and he himself placed her
behind him on the horse. The prince, with the
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phial in his hand, affected to search the ear of the
horse ; and watching his opportunity, turned the
pin. ~ The horse rose, like an arrow from a bow,
into th