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A Sales Pitch 
from the Editor

 Your life could be better. No matter the heights to which you have 
risen, somewhere in your subconscious retains the impulse to strive 
for improvements. Romanticism is this promise whispered in your 
mind?s ear; it is the coach who told you to stand up and do 
better? even after a win? the friend who would not allow you to 
wallow. Whatever the genre, whatever focus the romantic author 
had, he held one guiding light before him: we can all be better. Each 
of us. Individually. This is the ought to be.

I do not wish to oversell this. Not only for fear of being dubbed 
snake-oil salesman, but for fear of harming romanticism in the minds 
of those interested. 

Neither literature nor poetry can solve all your problems, but it can 
often act as salve for them. More, the perusal of great artworks can 
build your imaginative muscles, so that your real world obstacles 
become mere experiments in ingenuity. 

If you are reading this far, I know you have said some form of the 
following: ?I wish I read more literature.? I cannot solve that problem 
of time for you. In fact, in these pages you will not be asked to speed 
up your reading, but to slow it down. This magazine will help you 
solve the specific problem of ?option paralysis.? That is as Einstein 
said ?the tendency, when given unlimited choices, to make none.?  

Doubtless, you have meandered down the aisles of bookstores and 
felt your hand impulsively move over classic books, but you knew 
you would not read them. They remained un-purchased in the store. 
Or if you were adventurous you bought that Dickens book and there 
it sits on your bookshelf to impress guests, but not your mind. With 
this the Troubadour can help. We have sifted through the literature to 
provide you with art that will titillate your soul and tingle your senses. 

True, not every story, poem or essay will accomplish this for you. 
Sometimes it is just not a good match; reader and writer that is. We 
work had to ensure we hit your minds? bullseye more than not. If not, 
we certainly hope to hear from you. 

Despite all we put into accomplishing our goal, we cannot force you 
to read. Even were we to strap you to a chair and tape open your 
eyelids like some Orwellian nightmare, you have to engage that 
sweet sweet machinery between your ears. Orwell got one thing 
wrong. No force of man or god can ?suade a man to believe 2 and 2 
is not 4. 

So what?s my pitch? Just this. I ask you to read or listen to one story, 
poem or essay each month. And if you wish, tell us what you think. 
Most importantly, share it with someone you care about. 

?Whoever saves a life saves a world entire.? Start with yours. 



In this our second issue we have selected a combination of essays, poems and short stories from classic 
literature as well as contemporary. We are proud to announce two previously unpublished authors, 
Chuck Salvi and Logan C. Wells. Returning this issue is Maddox Herring and our guiding spirits, Poe,  
Hawthorne and Keats.

In this issue we have decided to publish an essay Poe wrote as a review of Hawthorne's book of tales 
'Twice-Told Tales.' In this essay, Poe explains his view on the nature and purpose of short stories. The 
essay has become infamous in literary circles and can serve to guide your understanding of texts which 
we often neglect. Though we often believe the novel is the ultimate and supreme form of literary art, the 
short story is able to accomplish certain feats that alludes even the greatest novels. 

Included in this issue is:

Shor t  St ory: A Promethean Liver by Maddox Herring

Poem : Rise from Your Roots Logan C. Wells

Shor t  St ory: Proof of the Pudding by O. Henry

Essay: On "short stories" by Edgar Allan Poe

Shor t  St ory: The Birthmark by Nathaniel Hawthorne

Shor t  St ory: Paradise Found: A Tale of Light and Dark by Chuck Salvi

Poem : Ode to Psyche by John Keats

Many of our stories and poems can also be heard on our podcast. Visit www.troubadourmag.com and 
listen there or search for "Troubadour Podcast" on iTunes, Spotify or wherever you listen to podcasts.



With Apologies to Dr. Peterson

In a land forgotten by man, there sat perched 
upon a dead rock, a bird. This bird did not look 
regal, for its head drooped to the ground. Its 
neck was as wet and floppy as a noodle flung 
at a wall. The bird was as bald as a friar. Its 
creator had not bothered to give it feathers, so 
it could not fly. This pitiful bird was the pet of a 
powerful god, who cared not for it.

This god, who must not be named, sought to 
fling toward the earth all the creatures he could 
imagine. He reveled in drafting beings like the 
platypus duck. But in fact he had little 
imagination. The fish could not swim. The lions 
had no roar. The gazelle had no jump. And 
man had no thought. 

Bored of his new game, the god sat down and 
decided to delegate his new world to his 
cousin? or perhaps it was his nephew? he 
cared not for its lineage. He cared not, not for 
lineage at all. He knew this being was a 
buffoon and his name was Epimetheus. 

This subordinate tried to mold creatures of the 
earth, but did no better than the All-Powerful 
had done. His bats flew around in the daytime, 
diving into the mad ocean and drowning. His 
cows had legs that could not hold their girth. 
And his men were too weak to fight off cold or 
sickness or the wolf that could kill but not eat.

Tired, he too surrendered his job to another, his 
brother, who was a being of thoughtfulness and 
foresight.

Soon the fish swam. The horses galloped. The tigers 
pounced. Birds flew straight. Everything had its place, 
but men still did not.

?Just destroy them,? said the All-Powerful.

?Who, then, will admire your creation??

This caught the All-Powerful?s attention. He was a 
great artist, he always said, and great artists must 
have an audience.

?I command you to make man understand.?

So this subordinate sat on a rock, next to a bird without 
feathers, and he thought. He put his chin in his hand, 
his elbow on his knee, bent his back and gazed at the 
wide wonder that he had created. He did not care that 
the All-powerful told every God that it was he who 
created this land himself. This sub-god knew.

But what of these gangly, awkward, weak, hairless 
creatures standing upon two legs? There must be 
someone to understand the beauty of this land. To pay 
homage to the petty All-Powerful ego.

He petted the naked bird as he contemplated his 
creation. The bird moved its ugly head and brushed its 
sharp beak upon his chest. It squawked and what 
oozed from its face was a sound that had both deep 

A Prom et hean Liver
By Maddox Her r ing



rumbling bass and high pitched screech, like a 
grown man in fevered scream. It moved closer 
to its compatriot and nuzzled its wrinkled, dry 
skin upon the smooth marble perfection of the 
god. They sat there upon the dead rock. For us 
it was an age. The terror prone Man below 
suffered daily, died in large numbers and could 
never enjoy the pleasures of existence, 
because none were offered to him.

A lone man sat at the base of the dead dead 
rock mountain. He was nude as all men were in 
those times. He moved back and forth and lay 
face down in the dirt. His body gyrated there for 
many moments. Aghast, the subordinate god 
stood to his height and bellowed: ?Stand up you 
fool!?

The creature below heard the shaking coming 
from the mountain, but knew not what it meant. 
He gyrated harder, lifting his pelvis 
spasmodically and slamming back down to the 
earth, harder and harder, and longer, scraping 
his body and mortifying the god who watched.

?Dear bird. Dear bird. What shall I do? These 
creatures are hopeless and cannot ever enjoy 
or love or sing or speak or dance or  fight. There 
can be nothing but slithering in the dirt and to be 
fodder for the predators.?

The bird looked at him and asked, ?What can 
you do? It is the will of the All-Powerful. Make 
the dumb speak and the blind see. You must.?

?Not with this material. Not on all the planets he 
has created. Nowhere in this existence is there 
any substance to fulfil the will of the 
All-powerful. None, none. None. not a single 
material?  of?  this existence.?

He sat perched next to the forgotten bird and 
stared at its foreboding beak. 

?Dear bird. Dear bird. I know what I shall do. I 
know what It will do. I know what it will mean. 
Dear bird. Dear bird. How I pity thee.?

The bird?s noodle drooped further. It understood 
little but felt that the only love it had been given 
was going to be taken.

The subordinate god stood to his feet. He 
climbed one dead rock to the next. His hands 
were the size of a great white shark. His back 

that of a whale. Men below could not 
understand the terror felt as the titan moved up 
the world to the cliff of the All-Powerful.

Flickering. Flickering. Flickering. The smoke 
rose from a fire. Flickering, the smoke wafted 
up to the dark above. Flickering flickering in the 
vitreous eyes of the subordinate. Witnessed, he 
did, the All-Powerful entwined with one of his 
creations. Flickering. Flickering. He moved her 
to the floor. Flickering. He moved her more and 
more. Flickering. Flickering. Flickering. The two 
were one and one. Flickering. flickering. The 
beating of the flame. Flickering. Flickering. The 
bodies one and some. Flickering up and down. 
Flickering flickering flickering flickering louder 
with each step. Smoke gathered round and 
round until nothing could be seen, but the 
sound of thumping thumping as if the 
hippopotamus bumping bumping. Brighter was 
the flicker in the eye of the subordinate, louder 
was the thump as his blood pumped 
furthermore. Flickering flickering. Until it was no 
more.

Bounding down the mountain, the god with his 
stolen-flame. He brought it forth to man and 
flung it in their midst. The change was soon for 
the slithering bipeds. They stood and stood 
each pointing down to each.

?You are naked,? one said.

?As are you.?

?You are a pleasant sight.?

?I was beckoned from the night with this flame. 
It came down from the mountain. There sits the 
gods of yore. Bringer of fire and giver of sight.?

?And what will we do with this newfound flame 
of light??

?Survive.?

The subordinate was sticky and wet from his 
proximity to the activity above. He lay upon the 
dead dead rock and waited for his love. 

Down came the all-powerful, sticky from his 
activity above. With him he brought his rod of 
power and aimed it at the immortal.

?You cannot be killed by hand or might. Yet 
punish you I must. You stole the fire of the 



gods. From this day forth, you, shall be trapped by 
this dead rock and have your liver ripped out of 
you to be eaten by one you love.?

At these words from the All-Powerful, his wrists 
and ankles became rock and merged with the 
mountain round him.

?Bird,? said the All-Powerful. ?Go forth and eat his 
liver!?

?Dear bird. Dear bird. What shall you do? What 
can you do? I know what you shall do and I pity 
you.?

The bird could hardly move its neck for it drooped 
like an old birch tree down to the land beneath its 
feet.

The beak tore into the flesh of his friend. It tore 
and ripped and gripped the liver. It shoved and 
squirmed until it was freed from the body.

Before his friends? screams, the bird ate the liver. 
For no creature defied the All-powerful. No 
creature. None. Not a one. Until Prometheus.

Thinking the torment finished, the bird came to 
nuzzle his friend. His tired beak dripped and 
dripped and his groggy eyes dripped and dripped.

But that night, by the light of the moon, 
Prometheus? liver regenerated. It grew in him like a 
flower budding and the soil was his blood and the 
surface was his skin.

With the rising of the sun, came the All-Powerful 
down the mountain. Upon his face was a devilish 
grin.

?Bird,? said the All-Powerful, ?go forth and eat his 
liver. As you shall henceforth every day. I have 
finally created a purpose for you.?

With that the All-Powerful was gone.

?Dear bird. Dear bird. What shall you do? I know 
what you will do. First grant me one request.?

?Anything.?

?Say my name.?

It did not sound as if it came from the throat of the 
bird but as if from on-high from the top of the dead 
dead mountain. 

?You are Prometheus, betrayer of the gods, thief of 
fire, damned to eternal punishment by the 

All-Powerful.?

With that, the beak tore into the flesh of his 
friend and the bird ate the liver.

That night as the liver was born again, the 
bird grew a feather.

With the dawn the bird crouched low and 
studied his newfound peculiarity. 

?Dear bird. Dear bird. What shall you do? But 
first, what is my name?? 

?You are Prometheus, Giver of Fire.?

With that the bird tore into the flesh and the 
blood. Dripping. Dripping the bird nuzzled its 
friend again that night.

In the dawn the bird awoke to a body full of 
feathers and talons to grip its perch. With a 
resplendent movement the bird stretched its 
wings and felt the wind rustle its feathers.

?Dear bird. Dear bird. What is my name??

?Prometheus.?

?Good. I am tired now. Will you not spare me 
a day to rest??

?The will of the All-Powerful forbids it. I must 
eat of you.?

With that the bird ate his friends liver. Within 
him, the bird felt something grow.

?I hope you will forgive me. My will is not my 
own.

Prometheus smiled, ?Dear bird. Dear bird. 
What name is on thy lips??

?Prometheus.?

With that they slept together side by side.

On the rising of the sun, the bird awoke to a 
new body. It?s head no longer drooped, for it 
was powerful and shaped by white feathers. 
Its eyes were wide and sharp and could see 
far. Its talons too were sharp and powerful.

It looked with pity on his friend, who smiled 
weakly.

?Dear bird? ? Prometheus said through tight 
lips. ?Dear bird. What name is in your heart??

?Prometheus.?



?Dear Eagle. Dear Eagle. What shall you do? I know not what you shall do.?

The eagle sat importantly next to his friend. His perceptive eye moved from the taut belly which 
contained the liver of life.

The eagle said ?I am Prometheus.?

With stertorous breath, the man on the rock said. ?Now I rest. Our work is done and it is good. Eagle. 
What shall you do with your newfound gift of power??

?I will leave this dying place for a new land across the great great ocean to the west. This land is 
rumor. It may not exist. It may be existence is this barren rock of my birth. It may be a fantasy 
invented by the All-Powerful to foster hope in hopeless beings. My journey will be fraught with peril. I 
will journey long. I will sing a song. And I will search for this magical land of green and blue and white 
and red. Under the stars of heaven by the bars of the evermore, I will perch, day and night, 
sentinel-like, searching for any man who chooses to whisper my name through the darkened shell of 
our universe.

Prometheus.?



Rise f rom  Your  Root s
by Logan C. Wells

Rise from your roots,

Let them build you up,

Let them give you strength, make you courageous.

Show the people what's up, with your groove or vibe,

Be what the universe wants of you, be alive,

Dance and sing, and do happy things.

Go out for a cruise, go have a drive, maybe one down I-95,

Maybe the tide pools or for a cliff dive,

Make sure to look people in the eye, And love people boldly, a happy man you would die.



Spring winked a vitreous optic at Editor 

Westbrook of the Minerva Magazine, and 

deflected him from his course. He had lunched 

in his favorite corner of a Broadway hotel, and 

was returning to his office when his feet became 

entangled in the lure of the vernal coquette. 

Which is by way of saying that he turned 

eastward in Twenty-sixth Street, safely forded 

the spring freshet of vehicles in Fifth Avenue, 

and meandered along the walks of budding 

Madison Square.

 The lenient air and the settings of the little park 

almost formed a pastoral; the color motif was 

green - the presiding shade at the creation of 

man and vegetation.

 The callow grass between the walks was the 

color of verdigris, a poisonous green, 

reminiscent of the horde of derelict humans that 

had breathed upon the soil during the summer 

and autumn. The bursting tree buds looked 

strangely familiar to those who had botanized 

among the garnishings of the fish course of a 

forty-cent dinner. The sky above was of that 

pale aquamarine tint that ballroom poets rhyme 

with "true" and "Sue" and "coo." The one natural 

and frank color visible was the ostensible green 

of the newly painted benches - a shade 

between the color of a pickled cucumber and 

that of a last year's fast-black cravenette 

raincoat. But, to the city-bred eye of Editor 

Westbrook, the landscape appeared a 

masterpiece.

The Proof  of  t he 
Pudding

by O. Henry



 And now, whether you are of those who rush 

in, or of the gentle concourse that fears to 

tread, you must follow in a brief invasion of the 

editor's mind.

 Editor Westbrook's spirit was contented and 

serene. The April number of the Minerva had 

sold its entire edition before the tenth day of the 

month - a newsdealer in Keokuk had written 

that he could have sold fifty copies more if he 

had 'em. The owners of the magazine had 

raised his (the editor's) salary; he had just 

installed in his home a jewel of a recently 

imported cook who was afraid of policemen; 

and the morning papers had published in full a 

speech he had made at a publishers' banquet. 

Also there were echoing in his mind the jubilant 

notes of a splendid song that his charming 

young wife had sung to him before he left his 

up-town apartment that morning. She was 

taking enthusiastic interest in her music of late, 

practising early and diligently. When he had 

complimented her on the improvement in her 

voice she had fairly hugged him for joy at his 

praise. He felt, too, the benign, tonic 

medicament of the trained nurse, Spring, 

tripping softly adown the wards of the 

convalescent city.

While Editor Westbrook was sauntering 

between the rows of park benches (already 

filling with vagrants and the guardians of 

lawless childhood) he felt his sleeve grasped 

and held. Suspecting that he was about to be 

panhandled, he turned a cold and unprofitable 

face, and saw that his captor was - Dawe - 

Shackleford Dawe, dingy, almost ragged, the 

genteel scracely visible in him through the 

deeper lines of the shabby.

 While the editor is pulling himself out of his 

surprise, a flashlight biography of Dawe is 

offered.

 He was a fiction writer, and one of 

Westbrook's old acquaintances. At one time 

they might have called each other old friends. 

Dawe had some money in those days, and 

lived in a decent apartment house near 

Westbrook's. The two families often went to 

theatres and dinners together. Mrs. Dawe and 

Mrs. Westbrook became "dearest" friends. 

Then one day a little tentacle of the octopus, 

just to amuse itself, ingurgitated Dawe's 

capital, and he moved to the Gramercy Park 

neighborhood where one, for a few groats per 

week, may sit upon one's trunk under 

eight-branched chandeliers and opposite 

Carrara marble mantels and watch the mice 

play upon the floor. Dawe thought to live by 

writing fiction. Now and then he sold a story. 

He submitted many to Westbrook. The 

Minerva printed one or two of them; the rest 

were returned. Westbrook sent a careful and 

conscientious personal letter with each 

rejected manuscript, pointing out in detail his 

reasons for considering it unavailable. 

Editor Westbrook had his own clear 

conception of what constituted good fiction. 

So had Dawe. Mrs. Dawe was mainly 

concerned about the constituents of the 

scanty dishes of food that she managed to 

scrape together. 

One day Dawe had been spouting to her 

about the excellencies of certain French 

writers. At dinner they sat down to a dish that 

a hungry schoolboy could have encompassed 

at a gulp. Dawe commented.

"It's Maupassant hash," said Mrs. Dawe. "It 

may not be art, but I do wish you would do a 

five-course Marion Crawford serial with an Ella 

Wheeler Wilcox sonnet for dessert. I'm 



hungry."

 As far as this from success was Shackleford 

Dawe when he plucked Editor Westbrook's 

sleeve in Madison Square. That was the first 

time the editor had seen Dawe in several 

months.

 "Why, Shack, is this you?" said Westbrook, 

somewhat awkwardly, for the form of his phrase 

seemed to touch upon the other's changed 

appearance.

 "Sit down for a minute," said Dawe, tugging at 

his sleeve. "This is my office. I can't come to 

yours, looking as I do. Oh, sit down - you won't 

be disgraced. Those half-plucked birds on the 

other benches will take you for a swell 

porch-climber. They won't know you are only an 

editor."

 "Smoke, Shack?" said Editor Westbrook, sinking 

cautiously upon the virulent green bench. He 

always yielded gracefully when he did yield.

 Dawe snapped at the cigar as a kingfisher darts 

at a sunperch, or a girl pecks at a chocolate 

cream.

 "I have just -" began the editor.

 "Oh, I know; don't finish," said Dawe. "Give me a 

match. You have just ten minutes to spare. How 

did you manage to get past my office-boy and 

invade my sanctum? There he goes now, 

throwing his club at a dog that couldn't read the 

'Keep off the Grass' signs."

 "How goes the writing?" asked the editor.

 "Look at me," said Dawe, "for your answer. Now 

don't put on that embarrassed, 

friendly-but-honest look and ask me why I don't 

get a job as a wine agent or a cab driver. I'm in 

the fight to a finish. I know I can write good 

fiction and I'll force you fellows to admit it yet. I'll 

make you change the spelling of 'regrets' to 

'c-h-e-q-u-e' before I'm done with you."

Editor Westbrook gazed through his 

nose-glasses with a sweetly sorrowful, 

omniscient, sympathetic, skeptical expression - 

the copyrighted expression of the editor 

beleagured by the unavailable contributor.

 "Have you read the last story I sent you - 'The 

Alarum of the Soul'?" asked Dawe.

 "Carefully. I hesitated over that story, Shack, 

really I did. It had some good points. I was 

writing you a letter to send with it when it goes 

back to you. I regret -"

 "Never mind the regrets," said Dawe, grimly. 

"There's neither salve nor sting in 'em any 

more. What I want to know is why. Come now; 

out with the good points first."

 "The story," said Westbrook, deliberately, after 

a suppressed sigh, "is written around an almost 

original plot. Characterization - the best you 

have done. Construction - almost as good, 

except for a few weak joints which might be 

strengthened by a few changes and touches. It 

was a good story, except -"

 "I can write English, can't I?" interrupted Dawe.

 "I have always told you," said the editor, "that 

you had a style."

 "Then the trouble is -"

 "Same old thing," said Editor Westbrook. "You 

work up to your climax like an artist. And then 

you turn yourself into a photographer. I don't 

know what form of obstinate madness 

possesses you, but that is what you do with 

everything that you write. No, I will retract the 

comparison with the photographer. Now and 

then photography, in spite of its impossible 

perspective, manages to record a fleeting 



glimpse of truth. But you spoil every 

denouement by those flat, drab, obliterating 

strokes of your brush that I have so often 

complained of. If you would rise to the literary 

pinnacle of your dramatic senses, and paint 

them in the high colors that art requires, the 

postman would leave fewer bulky, 

self-addressed envelopes at your door."

"Oh, fiddles and footlights!" cried Dawe, 

derisively. "You've got that old sawmill drama 

kink in your brain yet. When the man with the 

black mustache kidnaps golden-haired Bessie 

you are bound to have the mother kneel and 

raise her hands in the spotlight and say: 'May 

high heaven witness that I will rest neither night 

nor day till the heartless villain that has stolen 

me child feels the weight of another's 

vengeance!'"

 Editor Westbrook conceded a smile of 

impervious complacency.

 "I think," said he, "that in real life the woman 

would express herself in those words or in very 

similar ones."

 "Not in a six hundred nights' run anywhere but 

on the stage," said Dawe hotly. "I'll tell you what 

she'd say in real life. She'd say: 'What! Bessie 

led away by a strange man? Good Lord! It's one 

trouble after another! Get my other hat, I must 

hurry around to the police-station. Why wasn't 

somebody looking after her, I'd like to know? For 

God's sake, get out of my way or I'll never get 

ready. Not that hat - the brown one with the 

velvet bows. Bessie must have been crazy; 

she's usually shy of strangers. Is that too much 

powder? Lordy! How I'm upset!'

 "That's the way she'd talk," continued Dawe. 

"People in real life don't fly into heroics and 

blank verse at emotional crises. They simply 

can't do it. If they talk at all on such 

occasions they draw from the same 

vocabulary that they use every day, and 

muddle up their words and ideas a little 

more, that's all."

 "Shack," said Editor Westbrook 

impressively, "did you ever pick up the 

mangled and lifeless form of a child from 

under the fender of a street car, and carry it 

in your arms and lay it down before the 

distracted mother? Did you ever do that and 

listen to the words of grief and despair as 

they flowed spontaneously from her lips?"

"I never did," said Dawe. "Did you?"

 "Well, no," said Editor Westbrook, with a 

slight frown. "But I can well imagine what 

she would say."

 "So can I," said Dawe.

 And now the fitting time had come for Editor 

Westbrook to play the oracle and silence his 

opinionated contributor. It was not for an 

unarrived fictionist to dictate words to be 

uttered by the heroes and heroines of the 

Minerva Magazine, contrary to the theories 

of the editor thereof.

 "My dear Shack," said he, "if I know 

anything of life I know that every sudden, 

deep and tragic emotion in the human heart 

calls forth an apposite, concordant, 

conformable and proportionate expression 

of feeling. How much of this inevitable 

accord between expression and feeling 

should be attributed to nature, and how 

much to the influence of art, it would be 

difficult to say. The sublimely terrible roar of 

the lioness that has been deprived of her 

cubs is dramatically as far above her 

customary whine and purr as the kingly and 



transcendent utterances of Lear are above 

the level of his senile vaporings. But it is also 

true that all men and women have what may 

be called a sub-conscious dramatic sense 

that is awakened by a sufficiently deep and 

powerful emotion - a sense unconsciously 

acquired from literature and the stage that 

prompts them to express those emotions in 

language befitting their importance and 

histrionic value."

 "And in the name of the seven sacred 

saddle-blankets of Sagittarius, where did the 

stage and literature get the stunt?" asked 

Dawe.

 "From life," answered the editor, 

triumphantly.

 The story writer rose from the bench and 

gesticulated eloquently but dumbly. He was 

beggared for words with which to formulate 

adequately his dissent.

 On a bench nearby a frowzy loafer opened 

his red eyes and perceived that his moral 

support was due a downtrodden brother.

 "Punch him one, Jack," he called hoarsely to 

Dawe. "W'at's he come makin' a noise like a 

penny arcade for amongst gen'lemen that 

comes in the square to set and think?"

 Editor Westbrook looked at his watch with an 

affected show of leisure.

 "Tell me," asked Dawe, with truculent 

anxiety, "what especial faults in 'The Alarum 

of the Soul' caused you to throw it down?"

 "When Gabriel Murray," said Westbrook, 

"goes to his telephone and is told that his 

fiancee has been shot by a burglar, he says - 

I do not recall the exact words, but -"

 "I do," said Dawe. "He says: 'Damn Central; 

she always cuts me off.' (And then to his friend) 

'Say, Tommy, does a thirty-two bullet make a big 

hole? It's kind of hard luck, ain't it? Could you 

get me a drink from the sideboard, Tommy? No; 

straight; nothing on the side.'"

 "And again," continued the editor, without 

pausing for argument, "when Berenice opens 

the letter from her husband informing her that he 

has fled with the manicure girl, her words are - 

let me see -"

 "She says," interposed the author: "'Well, what 

do you think of that!'"

 "Absurdly inappropriate words," said 

Westbrook, "presenting an anti-climax - plunging 

the story into hopeless bathos. Worse yet; they 

mirror life falsely. No human being ever uttered 

banal colloquialisms when confronted by sudden 

tragedy."

 "Wrong," said Dawe, closing his unshaven jaws 

doggedly. "I say no man or woman ever spouts 

'high-falutin' talk when they go up against a real 

climax. They talk naturally and a little worse."

 The editor rose from the bench with his air of 

indulgence and inside information.

"Say, Westbrook," said Dawe, pinning him by 

the lapel, "would you have accepted 'The 

Alarum of the Soul' if you had believed that the 

actions and words of the characters were true to 

life in the parts of the story that we discussed?"

 "It is very likely that I would, if I believed that 

way," said the editor. "But I have explained to 

you that I do not."

 "If I could prove to you that I am right?"

 "I'm sorry, Shack, but I'm afraid I haven't time to 

argue any further just now."

 "I don't want to argue," said Dave. "I want to 

demonstrate to you from life itself that my view 



is the correct one."

 "How could you do that?" asked Westbrook, in 

a surprised tone.

 "Listen," said the writer, seriously. "I have 

thought of a way. It is important to me that my 

theory of true-to-life fiction be recognized as 

correct by the magazines. I've fought for it for 

three years, and I'm down to my last dollar, 

with two months' rent due."

 "I have applied the opposite of your theory," 

said the editor, "in selecting the fiction for the 

Minerva Magazine. The circulation has gone 

up from ninety thousand to -"

 "Four hundred thousand," said Dawe. 

"Whereas it should have been boosted to a 

million."

 "You said something to me just now about 

demonstrating your pet theory."

 "I will. If you'll give me about half an hour of 

your time I'll prove to you that I am right. I'll 

prove it by Louise."

 "Your wife!" exclaimed Westbrook. "How?"

 "Well, not exactly by her, but with her," said 

Dawe. "Now, you know how devoted and 

loving Louse has always been. She thinks I'm 

the only genuine preparation on the market 

that bears the old doctor's signature. She's 

been fonder and more faithful than ever, since 

I've been cast for the neglected genius part."

"Indeed, she is a charming and admirable life 

companion," agreed the editor. "I remember 

what inseparable friends she and Mrs. 

Westbrook once were. We are both lucky 

chaps, Shack, to have such wives. You must 

bring Mrs. Dawe up some evening soon, and 

we'll have one of those informal chafing-dish 

suppers that we used to enjoy so much."

 "Later," said Dawe. "When I get another shirt. 

And now I'll tell you my scheme. When I was 

about to leave home after breakfast - if you can 

call tea and oatmeal breakfast - Louise told me 

she was going to visit her aunt in Eighty-ninth 

Street. She said she would return at three 

o'clock. She is always on time to a minute. It is 

now -"

 Dawe glanced toward the editor's watch 

pocket.

 "Twenty-seven minutes to three," said 

Westbrook, scanning his time-piece.

 "We have just enough time," said Dawe. "We 

will go to my flat at once. I will write a note, 

address it to her and leave it on the table where 

she will see it as she enters the door. You and I 

will be in the dining-room concealed by the 

portieres. In that note I'll say that I have fled 

from her forever with an affinity who 

understands the need of my artistic soul as she 

never did. When she reads it we will observe 

her actions and hear her words. Then we will 

know which theory is the correct one - yours or 

mine."

 "Oh, never!" exclaimed the editor, shaking his 

head. "That would be inexcusably cruel. I could 

not consent to have Mrs. Dawe's feelings 

played upon in such a manner."

 "Brace up," said the writer. "I guess I think as 

much of her as you do. It's for her benefit as 

well as mine. I've got to get a market for my 

stories in some way. It won't hurt Louise. She's 

healthy and sound. Her heart goes as strong as 

a ninety-eight-cent watch. It'll last for only a 

minute, and then I'll step out and explain to her. 

You really owe it to me to give me the chance, 

Westbrook."

Editor Westbrook at length yielded, though but 



half willingly. And in the half of him that 

consented lurked the vivisectionist that is in all 

of us. Let him who has not used the scalpel rise 

and stand in his place. Pity 'tis that there are not 

enough rabbits and guinea-pigs to go around.

 The two experimenters in Art left the Square 

and hurried eastward and then to that south 

until they arrived in the Gramercy 

neighborhood. Within its high iron railings the 

little park had put on its smart coat of vernal 

green, and was admiring itself in its fountain 

mirror. Outside the railings the hollow square of 

crumbling houses, shells of a bygone gentry, 

leaned as if in ghostly gossip over the forgotten 

doings of the vanished quality. Sic transit gloria 

urbis.

 A block or two north of the Park, Dawe steered 

the editor again eastward, then, after covering a 

short distance, into a lofty but narrow flathouse 

burdened with a floridly over-decorated fa,cade. 

To the fifth story they toiled, and Dawe, panting, 

pushed his latch-key into the door of one of the 

front flats.

 When the door opened Editor Westbrook saw, 

with feelings of pity, how meanly and meagerly 

the rooms were furnished.

 "Get a chair, if you can find one," said Dawe, 

"while I hunt up pen and ink. Hello, what's this? 

Here's a note from Louise. She must have left it 

there when she went out this morning."

 He picked up an envelope that lay on the 

centre-table and tore it open. He began to read 

the letter that he drew out of it; and once having 

begun it aloud he so read it through to the end. 

These are the words that Editor Westbrook 

heard:

 "Dear Shackleford:

 "By the time you get this I will be about a 

hundred miles away and still a-going. I've got a 

place in the chorus of the Occidental Opera Co., 

and we start on the road to-day at twelve 

o'clock. I didn't want to starve to death, and so I 

decided to make my own living. I'm not coming 

back. Mrs. Westbrook is going with me. She 

said she was tired of living with a combination 

phonograph, iceberg and dictionary, and she's 

not coming back, either. We've been practising 

the songs and dances for two months on the 

quiet. I hope you will be successful, and get 

along all right! Good-bye.

 "Louise."

Dawe dropped the letter, covered his face with 

his trembling hands, and cried out in a deep, 

vibrating voice:

"My God, why hast thou given me this cup to 

drink? Since she is false, then let Thy Heaven's 

fairest gifts, faith and love, become the jesting 

by-words of traitors and fiends!"

 Editor Westbrook's glasses fell to the floor. The 

fingers of one hand fumbled with a button on his 

coat as he blurted between his pale lips:

"Say, Shack, ain't that a hell of a note? Wouldn't 

that knock you off your perch, Shack? Ain't it 

hell, now, Shack - ain't it?"
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WE HAVE ALWAYS regarded the Tale (using this word in its popular 
acceptation) as affording the best prose opportunity for display of the 
highest talent. It has peculiar advantages which the novel does not 
admit. It is, of course, a far finer field than the essay. It has even 
points of superiority over the poem. An accident has deprived us, this 
month, of our customary space for review, and thus nipped in the bud 
a design long cherished of treating this subject in detail; taking Mr. 
Hawthorne's volumes as a text. In May we shall endeavor to carry out 
our intention. At present we are forced to be brief.

With rare exception- in the case of Mr. Irving's "Tales of a Traveller" 
and a few other works of a like cast- we have had no American tales 
of high merit. We have had no skilful compositions- nothing which 
could bear examination as works of art. Of twaddle called tale- writing 
we have had, perhaps more than enough. We have had a 
superabundance of the Rosa-Matilda effusions- gilt-edged paper all 
couleur de rose: a full allowance of cut-and-thrust blue-blazing 
melodramaticisms; a nauseating surfeit of low miniature copying of 
low life, much in the manner, and with about half the merit, of the 

On "Shor t  St or ies"  an 
Essay by Edgar  Allan Poe
The following is a review of Nathaniel Hawthorne's breakthrough short story 
compilation, "Twice Told Tales." The review has become famous as an essay 
on the nature and purpose of Short Stories.

  It makes a certain kind of sense that it would be American writers that 
invent and perfect the short story. One can even understand movies as a sort 
of short story made visual.

  Whether or not you have read Hawthorne's short stories, this review should 
do two things for you. For one, give you an understanding of how great 
literary artists of the past were conscious of their craft. I believe this 
conscientiousness of craft has given way in contemporary fiction to 
out-in-out subjectivism. Second, the essay will help you to unlock short 
stories otherwise unavailable to you. Here are a few questions to ask yourself 
as you go through this essay.

1) What really is the difference between an essay and a short story, or a 
"tale" as Poe calls it?

2) Why does Poe criticize Hawthorne's choice of title ("Twice-Told Tales?") 
Hint he gives two main criticisms. 

3) Why does Poe call long poems a "paradox?"

4) Think what Poe is saying in this quote: "During the hour of perusal the 
soul of the reader is at the writer's control."

  



Dutch herrings and decayed cheeses of Van Tuyssel- of all this, eheu jam satis!

Mr. Hawthorne's volumes appear misnamed to us in two respects. In the first place they should not 
have been called "Twice-Told Tales"- for this is a title which will not bear repetition. If in the first 
collected edition they were twice-told, of course now they are thrice-told.- May we live to hear them 
told a hundred times. In the second place, these compositions are by no means all "Tales." The most 
of them are essays properly so called. It would have been wise in their author to have modified his 
title, so as to have had reference to all included. This point could have been easily arranged.

But under whatever titular blunders we receive this book, it is most cordially welcome. We have 
seen no prose composition by any American which can compare with some of these articles in the 
higher merits, or indeed in the lower; while there is not single piece which would do dishonor to the 
best of the British essayists.

"The Rill from the Town Pump" which, through the ad captandum nature of its title, has attracted 
more of the public notice than any other of Mr. Hawthorne's compositions, is perhaps, the least 
meritorious. Among his best we may briefly mention "The Hollow of the Three Hills" "The Minister's 
Black Veil"; "Wakefield"; "Mr. Higginbotham's Catastrophe"; "Fancy's Show-Box"; "Dr. Heidegger's 
Experiment"; "David Swan"; "The Wedding Knell"; and "The White Old Maid." It is remarkable that all 
of these, with one exception, are from the first volume.

The style of Mr. Hawthorne is purity itself. His tone is singularly effective- wild, plaintive, thoughtful, 
and in full accordance with his themes. We have only to object that there is insufficient diversity in 
these themes themselves, or rather in their character. His originality both of incident and reflection is 
very remarkable; and this trait alone would insure him at least our warmest regard and 
commendation. We speak here chiefly of the tales; the essays are not so markedly novel. Upon the 
whole we look upon him as one of the few men of indisputable genius to whom our country has as yet 
given birth. As such, it will be our delight to do him honor; and lest, in these undigested and cursory 
remarks, without proof and without explanation, we should appear to do him more honor than is his 
due, we postpone all farther comment until a more favorable opportunity.

next issue...

We said a few hurried words about Mr. Hawthorne in our last number, with the design of speaking 
more fully in the present. We are still, however, pressed for room, and must necessarily discuss his 
volumes more briefly and more at random than their high merits deserve.

The book professes to be a collection of tales, yet is, in two respects, misnamed. These pieces are 
now in their third republication, and, of course, are thrice-told. Moreover, they are by no means all 
tales, either in the ordinary or in the legitimate understanding of the term. Many of them are pure 
essays; for example, "Sights from a Steeple," "Sunday at Home," "Little Annies Ramble," "A Rill from 
the Town Pump," "The Toll-Gatherer's Day," "The Haunted Mind," "The Sister Sister Years," 
"Snow-Flakes," "Night Sketches," and "Foot-Prints on the Sea-Shore." We mention these matters 
chiefly on account of their discrepancy with that marked precision and finish by which the body of the 
work is distinguished.

Of the Essays just named, we must be content to speak in brief. They are each and all beautiful, 
without being characterized by the polish and adaptation so visible in the tales proper. A painter would 
at once note their leading or predominant feature, and style it repose. There is no attempt at effect. All 
is quiet, thoughtful, subdued. Yet this repose may exist simultaneously with high originality of thought; 
and Mr. Hawthorne has demonstrated the fact. At every turn we meet with novel combinations; yet 
these combinations never surpass the limits of the quiet. We are soothed as we read; and withal is a 
calm astonishment that ideas so apparently obvious have never occurred or been presented to us 
before. Herein our author differs materially from Lamb or Hunt or Hazlitt- who, with vivid originality of 
manner and expression, have less of the true novelty of thought than is generally supposed, and 



whose originality, at best, has an uneasy and meretricious quaintness, replete with startling effects 
unfounded in nature, and inducing trains of reflection which lead to no satisfactory result. The Essays 
of Hawthorne have much of the character of Irving, with more of originality, and less of finish; while, 
compared with the Spectator, they have a vast superiority at all points. The Spectator, Mr. Irving, and 
Mr. Hawthorne have in common that tranquil and subdued manner which we have chosen to 
denominate repose; but in the case of the two former, this repose is attained rather by the absence of 
novel combination, or of originality, than otherwise, and consists chiefly in the calm, quiet, 
unostentatious expression of commonplace thoughts, in an unambitious unadulterated Saxon. In 
them, by strong effort, we are made to conceive the absence of all. In the essays before us the 
absence of effort is too obvious to be mistaken, and a strong under-current of suggestion runs 
continuously beneath the upper stream of the tranquil thesis. In short, these effusions of Mr. 
Hawthorne are the product of a truly imaginative intellect, restrained, and in some measure 
repressed, by fastidiousness of taste, by constitutional melancholy and by indolence.

But it is of his tales that we desire principally to speak. The tale proper, in our opinion, affords 
unquestionably the fairest field for the exercise of the loftiest talent, which can be afforded by the wide 
domains of mere prose. Were we bidden to say how the highest genius could be most 
advantageously employed for the best display of its own powers, we should answer, without 
hesitation- in the composition of a rhymed poem, not to exceed in length what might be perused in an 
hour. Within this limit alone can the highest order of true poetry exist. We need only here say, upon 
this topic, that, in almost all classes of composition, the unity of effect or impression is a point of the 
greatest importance. It is clear, moreover, that this unity cannot be thoroughly preserved in 
productions whose perusal cannot be completed at one sitting. We may continue the reading of a 
prose composition, from the very nature of prose itself, much longer than we can persevere, to any 
good purpose, in the perusal of a poem. This latter, if truly fulfilling the demands of the poetic 
sentiment, induces an exaltation of the soul which cannot be long sustained. All high excitements are 
necessarily transient. Thus a long poem is a paradox and, without unity of impression, the deepest 
effects cannot be brought about. Epics were the offspring of an imperfect sense of Art, and their reign 
is no more. A poem too brief may produce a vivid, but never an intense or enduring impression. 
Without a certain continuity of effort- without a certain duration or repetition of purpose- the soul is 
never deeply moved. There must be the dropping of the water upon the rock. De Beranger has 
wrought brilliant things- pungent and spirit-stirring- but, like all immassive bodies, they lack 
momentum, and thus fail to satisfy the Poetic Sentiment. They sparkle and excite, but, from want of 
continuity, fail deeply to impress. Extreme brevity will degenerate into epigrammatism; but the sin of 
extreme length is even more unpardonable. In medio tutissimus ibis. ['You will go most safely by the 
middle course.']

Were we called upon, however, to designate that class of composition which, next to such a poem 
as we have suggested, should best fulfil the demands of high genius- should offer it the most 
advantageous field of exertion- we should unhesitatingly speak of the prose tale, as Mr. Hawthorne 
has here exemplified it. We allude to the short prose narrative, requiring from a half-hour to one or two 
hours in its perusal. The ordinary novel is objectionable, from its length, for reasons already stated in 
substance. As it cannot be read at one sitting, it deprives itself, of course, of the immense force 
derivable from totality. Worldly interests intervening during the pauses of perusal, modify, annul, or 
counteract, in a greater or less degree, the impressions of the book. But simple cessation in reading, 
would, of itself, be sufficient to destroy the true unity. In the brief tale, however, the author is enabled 
to carry out the fulness of his intention, be it what it may. During the hour of perusal the soul of the 
reader is at the writer's control. There are no external or extrinsic influences- resulting from weariness 
or interruption.



A skilful literary artist has constructed a tale. If wise, he has not fashioned his thoughts to 
accommodate his incidents; but having conceived, with deliberate care, a certain unique or single 
effect to be wrought out, he then invents such incidents- he then combines such events as may best 
aid him in establishing this preconceived effect. If his very initial sentence tend not to the out-bringing 
of this effect, then he has failed in his first step. In the whole composition there should be no word 
written, of which the tendency, direct or indirect, is not to the one pre-established design. And by such 
means, with such care and skill, a picture is at length painted which leaves in the mind of him who 
contemplates it with a kindred art, a sense of the fullest satisfaction. The idea of the tale has been 
presented unblemished, because undisturbed; and this is an end unattainable by the novel. Undue 
brevity is just as exceptionable here as in the poem; but undue length is yet more to be avoided.

We have said that the tale has a point of superiority even over the poem. In fact, while the rhythm of 
this latter is an essential aid in the development of the poem's highest idea- the idea of the Beautiful- 
the artificialities of this rhythm are an inseparable bar to the development of all points of thought or 
expression which have their basis in Truth. But Truth is often, and in very great degree, the aim of the 
tale. Some of the finest tales are tales of ratiocination. Thus the field of this species of composition, if 
not in so elevated a region on the mountain of Mind, is a table- land of far vaster extent than the 
domain of the mere poem. Its products are never so rich, but infinitely more numerous, and more 
appreciable by the mass of mankind. The writer of the prose tale, in short, may bring to his theme a 
vast variety of modes or inflections of thought and expression- (the ratiocinative, for example, the 
sarcastic or the humorous) which are not only antagonistical to the nature of the poem, but absolutely 
forbidden by one of its most peculiar and indispensable adjuncts; we allude, of course, to rhythm. It 
may be added, here, par parenthese, that the author who aims at the purely beautiful in a prose tale 
is laboring at great disadvantage. For Beauty can be better treated in the poem. Not so with terror, or 
passion, or horror, or a multitude of such other points. And here it will be seen how full of prejudice 
are the usual animadversions against those tales of effect, many fine examples of which were found 
in the earlier numbers of Blackwood. The impressions produced were wrought in a legitimate sphere 
of action, and constituted a legitimate although sometimes an exaggerated interest. They were 
relished by every man of genius: although there were found many men of genius who condemned 
them without just ground. The true critic will but demand that that the design intended be 
accomplished, to the fullest extent, by the means most advantageously applicable.

We have very few American tales of real merit- we may say, indeed, none, with the exception of 
"The Tales of a Traveller" of Washington Irving, and these "Twice-Told Tales" of Mr. Hawthorne. Some 
of the pieces of Mr. John Neal abound in vigor and originality; but in general his compositions of this 
class are excessively diffuse, extravagant, and indicative of an imperfect sentiment of Art. Articles at 
random are, now and then, met with in our periodicals which might be advantageously compared with 
the best effusions of the British Magazines; but, upon the whole, we are far behind our progenitors in 
this department of literature.

Of Mr. Hawthorne's Tales we would say, emphatically, that they belong to the highest region of Art- 
and Art subservient to genius of a very lofty order. We had supposed, with good reason for so 
supposing, that he had been thrust into his present position by one of the impudent cliques which 
beset our literature, and whose pretensions it is our full purpose to expose at the earliest opportunity, 
but we have been most agreeably mistaken. We know of few compositions which the critic can more 
honestly commend than these "Twice-Told Tales." As Americans, we feel proud of the book.



Mr. Hawthornes distinctive trait is invention, creation, imagination, originality- a trait which, in the 
literature of fiction, is positively worth all the rest. But the nature of originality, so far as regards its 
manifestation in letters, is but imperfectly understood. The inventive or original mind as frequently 
displays itself in novelty of tone as in novelty of matter. Mr. Hawthorne is original at all points.

It would be a matter of some difficulty to designate the best of these tales; we repeat that, without 
exception, they are beautiful. "Wakefield" is remarkable for the skill with which an old idea- a 
well-known incident- is worked up or discussed. A man of whims conceives the purpose of quitting his 
wife and residing incognito, for twenty years, in her immediate neighborhood. Something of this kind 
actually happened in London. The force of Mr. Hawthornes tale lies in the analysis of the motives 
which must or might have impelled the husband to such folly, in the first instance, with the possible 
causes of his perseverance. Upon this thesis a sketch of singular power has been constructed.

"The Wedding Knell" is full of the boldest imagination- an imagination fully controlled by taste. The 
most captious critic could find no flaw in this production.

"The Minister's Black Veil" is a masterly composition of which the sole defect is that to the rabble its 
exquisite skill will be caviare. The obvious meaning of this article will be found to smother its 
insinuated one. The moral put into the mouth of the dying minister will be supposed to convey the true 
import of the narrative, and that a crime of dark dye, (having reference to the "young lady") has been 
committed, is a point which only minds congenial with that of the author will perceive.

"Mr. Higginbotham's Catastrophe" is vividly original and managed most dexterously.

"Dr. Heidegger's Experiment" is exceedingly well imagined, and executed, with surpassing ability. 
The artist breathes in every line of it.

"The White Old Maid" is objectionable, even more than the "Minister's Black Veil," on the score of its 
mysticism. Even with the thoughtful and analytic, there will be much trouble in penetrating its entire 
import.

"The Hollow of the Three Hills" we would quote in full, had we space;- not as evincing higher talent 
than any of the other pieces, but as affording an excellent example of the author's peculiar ability. The 
subject is commonplace. A witch, subjects the Distant and the Past to the view of a mourner. It has 
been the fashion to describe, in such cases, a mirror in which the images of the absent appear, or a 
cloud of smoke is made to arise, and thence the figures are gradually unfolded. Mr. Hawthorne has 
wonderfully heightened his effect by making the ear, in place of the eye, the medium by which the 
fantasy is conveyed. The head of the mourner is enveloped in the cloak of the witch, and within its 
magic, folds there arise sounds which have an all-sufficient intelligence. Throughout this article also, 
the artist is conspicuous- not more in positive than in negative merits. Not only is all done that should 
be done, but (what perhaps is an end with more difficulty attained) there is nothing done which should 
not be. Every word tells, and there is not a word which does not tell.

In "Howes Masquerade" we observe something which resembles a plagiarism- but which may be a 
very flattering coincidence of thought. We quote the passage in question.

"With a dark flush of wrath upon his brow they saw the general draw his sword and advance to meet 
the figure in the cloak before the latter had stepped one pace upon the floor.

"'Villain, unmuffle yourself,' cried he, 'you pass no further!"

"The figure without blanching a hair's breadth from the sword which was pointed at his breast, made 
a solemn pause, and lowered the cape of the cloak from his face, yet not sufficiently for the spectators 
to catch a glimpse of it. But Sir William Howe had evidently seen enough. The sternness of his 
countenance gave place to a look of wild amazement, if not horror, while he recoiled several steps 



from the figure, and let fall his sword upon the floor."

The idea here is, that the figure in the cloak is the phantom or reduplication of Sir William Howe, but 
in an article called "William Wilson," one of the "Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque," we have not 
only the same idea, but the same idea similarly presented in several respects. We quote two 
paragraphs, which our readers may compare with what has been already given.

"The brief moment in which I averted my eyes had been sufficient to produce, apparently, a material 
change in the arrangement at the upper or farther end of the room. A large mirror, it appeared to me, 
now stood where none had been perceptible before: and as I stepped up to it in extremity of terror, 
mine own image, but with features all pale and dabbled in blood, advanced with a feeble and tottering 
gait to meet me. "Thus it appeared I say, but was not. It was Wilson, who then stood before me in the 
agonies of dissolution. Not a line in all the marked and singular lineaments of that face which was not 
even identically mine own. His mask and cloak lay where he had thrown them, upon the floor."

Here it will be observed, not only are the two general conceptions identical but there are various 
points of similarity. In each case the figure seen is the wraith or duplication of the beholder. In each 
case the scene is a masquerade. In each case the figure is cloaked. In each, there is a quarrel- that is 
to say, angry words pass between the parties. In each the beholder is enraged. In each the cloak and 
sword fall upon the floor. The "villain, unmuffle yourself," of Mr. H. is precisely paralleled by a passage 
of "William Wilson."

In the way of objection we have scarcely a word to say of these tales. There is, perhaps, a 
somewhat too general or prevalent tone- a tone of melancholy and mysticism. The subjects are 
insufficiently varied. There is not so much of versatility evinced as we might well be warranted in 
expecting from the high powers of Mr. Hawthorne. But beyond these trivial exceptions we have really 
none to make. The style is purity itself. Force abounds. High imagination gleams from every page. Mr. 
Hawthorne is a man of the truest genius. We only regret that the limits of our Magazine will not permit 
us to pay him that full tribute of commendation, which, under other circumstances, we should be so 
eager to pay.



In the latter part of the last 

century there lived a man of 

science, an eminent proficient 

in every branch of natural 

philosophy, who not long 

before our story opens had 

made experience of a spiritual 

affinity more attractive than 

any chemical one. He had left 

his laboratory to the care of an 

assistant, cleared his fine 

countenance from the furnace 

smoke, washed the stain of 

acids from his fingers, and 

persuaded a beautiful woman 

to become his wife. In those 

days when the comparatively 

recent discovery of electricity 

and other kindred mysteries of 

Nature seemed to open paths 

into the region of miracle, it 

was not unusual for the love of 

science to rival the love of 

woman in its depth and 

absorbing energy. The higher 

intellect, the imagination, the 

spirit, and even the heart 

might all find their congenial 

aliment in pursuits which, as 

some of their ardent votaries 

believed, would ascend from 

one step of powerful 

intelligence to another, until 
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the philosopher should lay his hand on the secret of creative force and perhaps make new worlds 

for himself. We know not whether Aylmer possessed this degree of faith in man's ultimate control 

over Nature. He had devoted himself, however, too unreservedly to scientific studies ever to be 

weaned from them by any second passion. His love for his young wife might prove the stronger of 

the two; but it could only be by intertwining itself with his love of science, and uniting the strength 

of the latter to his own.

Such a union accordingly took place, and was attended with truly remarkable consequences and 

a deeply impressive moral. One day, very soon after their marriage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife 

with a trouble in his countenance that grew stronger until he spoke.

"Georgiana," said he, "has it never occurred to you that the mark upon your cheek might be 

removed?"

"No, indeed," said she, smiling; but perceiving the seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply. 

"To tell you the truth it has been so often called a charm that I was simple enough to imagine it 

might be so."

"Ah, upon another face perhaps it might," replied her husband; "but never on yours. No, dearest 

Georgiana, you came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature that this slightest possible defect, 

which we hesitate whether to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the visible mark of 

earthly imperfection."

"Shocks you, my husband!" cried Georgiana, deeply hurt; at first reddening with momentary anger, 

but then bursting into tears. "Then why did you take me from my mother's side? You cannot love 

what shocks you!"

To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that in the centre of Georgiana's left cheek 

there was a singular mark, deeply interwoven, as it were, with the texture and substance of her 

face. In the usual state of her complexion--a healthy though delicate bloom--the mark wore a tint 

of deeper crimson, which imperfectly defined its shape amid the surrounding rosiness. When she 

blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and finally vanished amid the triumphant rush of 

blood that bathed the whole cheek with its brilliant glow. But if any shifting motion caused her to 

turn pale there was the mark again, a crimson stain upon the snow, in what Aylmer sometimes 

deemed an almost fearful distinctness. Its shape bore not a little similarity to the human hand, 

though of the smallest pygmy size. Georgiana's lovers were wont to say that some fairy at her 

birth hour had laid her tiny hand upon the infant's cheek, and left this impress there in token of the 

magic endowments that were to give her such sway over all hearts. Many a desperate swain 

would have risked life for the privilege of pressing his lips to the mysterious hand. It must not be 

concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, 

according to the difference of temperament in the beholders. Some fastidious persons--but they 

were exclusively of her own sex--affirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call it, quite 

destroyed the effect of Georgiana's beauty, and rendered her countenance even hideous. But it 

would be as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stains which sometimes occur in the 

purest statuary marble would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster. Masculine observers, if the 



birthmark did not heighten their admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away, that the 

world might possess one living specimen of ideal loveliness without the semblance of a flaw. 

After his marriage,--for he thought little or nothing of the matter before,--Aylmer discovered that 

this was the case with himself.

Had she been less beautiful,-- if Envy's self could have found aught else to sneer at,--he might 

have felt his affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic hand, now vaguely portrayed, 

now lost, now stealing forth again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse of emotion that 

throbbed within her heart; but seeing her otherwise so perfect, he found this one defect grow 

more and more intolerable with every moment of their united lives. It was the fatal flaw of 

humanity which Nature, in one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on all her productions, 

either to imply that they are temporary and finite, or that their perfection must be wrought by toil 

and pain. The crimson hand expressed the ineludible gripe in which mortality clutches the 

highest and purest of earthly mould, degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and even with 

the very brutes, like whom their visible frames return to dust. In this manner, selecting it as the 

symbol of his wife's liability to sin, sorrow, decay, and death, Aylmer's sombre imagination was 

not long in rendering the birthmark a frightful object, causing him more trouble and horror than 

ever Georgiana's beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given him delight.

At all the seasons which should have been their happiest, he invariably and without intending it, 

nay, in spite of a purpose to the contrary, reverted to this one disastrous topic. Trifling as it at first 

appeared, it so connected itself with innumerable trains of thought and modes of feeling that it 

became the central point of all. With the morning twilight Aylmer opened his eyes upon his wife's 

face and recognized the symbol of imperfection; and when they sat together at the evening 

hearth his eyes wandered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, flickering with the blaze of the 

wood fire, the spectral hand that wrote mortality where he would fain have worshipped. 

Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his gaze. It needed but a glance with the peculiar 

expression that his face often wore to change the roses of her cheek into a deathlike paleness, 

amid which the crimson hand was brought strongly out, like a bass-relief of ruby on the whitest 

marble.

Late one night when the lights were growing dim, so as hardly to betray the stain on the poor 

wife's cheek, she herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the subject.

"Do you remember, my dear Aylmer," said she, with a feeble attempt at a smile, "have you any 

recollection of a dream last night about this odious hand?"

"None! none whatever!" replied Aylmer, starting; but then he added, in a dry, cold tone, affected 

for the sake of concealing the real depth of his emotion, "I might well dream of it; for before I fell 

asleep it had taken a pretty firm hold of my fancy."

"And you did dream of it?" continued Georgiana, hastily; for she dreaded lest a gush of tears 

should interrupt what she had to say. "A terrible dream! I wonder that you can forget it. Is it 

possible to forget this one expression?--'It is in her heart now; we must have it out!' Reflect, my 

husband; for by all means I would have you recall that dream."



The mind is in a sad state when Sleep, the all- involving, cannot confine her spectres within the 

dim region of her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affrighting this actual life with secrets that 

perchance belong to a deeper one. Aylmer now remembered his dream. He had fancied himself 

with his servant Aminadab, attempting an operation for the removal of the birthmark; but the 

deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have 

caught hold of Georgiana's heart; whence, however, her husband was inexorably resolved to cut 

or wrench it away.

When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his memory, Aylmer sat in his wife's presence with 

a guilty feeling. Truth often finds its way to the mind close muffled in robes of sleep, and then 

speaks with uncompromising directness of matters in regard to which we practise an 

unconscious self-deception during our waking moments. Until now he had not been aware of the 

tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea over his mind, and of the lengths which he might find 

in his heart to go for the sake of giving himself peace.

"Aylmer," resumed Georgiana, solemnly, "I know not what may be the cost to both of us to rid me 

of this fatal birthmark. Perhaps its removal may cause cureless deformity; or it may be the stain 

goes as deep as life itself. Again: do we know that there is a possibility, on any terms, of 

unclasping the firm gripe of this little hand which was laid upon me before I came into the world?"

"Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon the subject," hastily interrupted 

Aylmer. "I am convinced of the perfect practicability of its removal."

"If there be the remotest possibility of it," continued Georgiana, "let the attempt be made at 

whatever risk. Danger is nothing to me; for life, while this hateful mark makes me the object of 

your horror and disgust,-- life is a burden which I would fling down with joy. Either remove this 

dreadful hand, or take my wretched life! You have deep science. All the world bears witness of it. 

You have achieved great wonders. Cannot you remove this little, little mark, which I cover with the 

tips of two small fingers? Is this beyond your power, for the sake of your own peace, and to save 

your poor wife from madness?"

"Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife," cried Aylmer, rapturously, "doubt not my power. I have already 

given this matter the deepest thought--thought which might almost have enlightened me to 

create a being less perfect than yourself. Georgiana, you have led me deeper than ever into the 

heart of science. I feel myself fully competent to render this dear cheek as faultless as its fellow; 

and then, most beloved, what will be my triumph when I shall have corrected what Nature left 

imperfect in her fairest work! Even Pygmalion, when his sculptured woman assumed life, felt not 

greater ecstasy than mine will be."

"It is resolved, then," said Georgiana, faintly smiling. "And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you 

should find the birthmark take refuge in my heart at last."

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek--her right cheek--not that which bore the impress of the 

crimson hand.

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that he had formed whereby he might have 



opportunity for the intense thought and constant watchfulness which the proposed operation 

would require; while Georgiana, likewise, would enjoy the perfect repose essential to its success. 

They were to seclude themselves in the extensive apartments occupied by Aylmer as a 

laboratory, and where, during his toilsome youth, he had made discoveries in the elemental 

powers of Nature that had roused the admiration of all the learned societies in Europe. Seated 

calmly in this laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the secrets of the highest cloud 

region and of the profoundest mines; he had satisfied himself of the causes that kindled and kept 

alive the fires of the volcano; and had explained the mystery of fountains, and how it is that they 

gush forth, some so bright and pure, and others with such rich medicinal virtues, from the dark 

bosom of the earth. Here, too, at an earlier period, he had studied the wonders of the human 

frame, and attempted to fathom the very process by which Nature assimilates all her precious 

influences from earth and air, and from the spiritual world, to create and foster man, her 

masterpiece. The latter pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid aside in unwilling recognition of 

the truth--against which all seekers sooner or later stumble--that our great creative Mother, while 

she amuses us with apparently working in the broadest sunshine, is yet severely careful to keep 

her own secrets, and, in spite of her pretended openness, shows us nothing but results. She 

permits us, indeed, to mar, but seldom to mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no account to 

make. Now, however, Aylmer resumed these half-forgotten investigations; not, of course, with 

such hopes or wishes as first suggested them; but because they involved much physiological 

truth and lay in the path of his proposed scheme for the treatment of Georgiana.

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory, Georgiana was cold and tremulous. Aylmer 

looked cheerfully into her face, with intent to reassure her, but was so startled with the intense 

glow of the birthmark upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not restrain a strong 

convulsive shudder. His wife fainted.

"Aminadab! Aminadab!" shouted Aylmer, stamping violently on the floor.

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a man of low stature, but bulky frame, with 

shaggy hair hanging about his visage, which was grimed with the vapors of the furnace. This 

personage had been Aylmer's underworker during his whole scientific career, and was admirably 

fitted for that office by his great mechanical readiness, and the skill with which, while incapable of 

comprehending a single principle, he executed all the details of his master's experiments. With 

his vast strength, his shaggy hair, his smoky aspect, and the indescribable earthiness that 

incrusted him, he seemed to represent man's physical nature; while Aylmer's slender figure, and 

pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the spiritual element.

"Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab," said Aylmer, "and burn a pastil."

"Yes, master," answered Aminadab, looking intently at the lifeless form of Georgiana; and then he 

muttered to himself, "If she were my wife, I'd never part with that birthmark."

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found herself breathing an atmosphere of 

penetrating fragrance, the gentle potency of which had recalled her from her deathlike faintness. 

The scene around her looked like enchantment. Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy, 



sombre rooms, where he had spent his brightest years in recondite pursuits, into a series of 

beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode of a lovely woman. The walls were hung 

with gorgeous curtains, which imparted the combination of grandeur and grace that no other 

species of adornment can achieve; and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, their rich and 

ponderous folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, appeared to shut in the scene from 

infinite space. For aught Georgiana knew, it might be a pavilion among the clouds. And Aylmer, 

excluding the sunshine, which would have interfered with his chemical processes, had supplied 

its place with perfumed lamps, emitting flames of various hue, but all uniting in a soft, impurpled 

radiance. He now knelt by his wife's side, watching her earnestly, but without alarm; for he was 

confident in his science, and felt that he could draw a magic circle round her within which no evil 

might intrude.

"Where am I? Ah, I remember," said Georgiana, faintly; and she placed her hand over her 

cheek to hide the terrible mark from her husband's eyes.

"Fear not, dearest!" exclaimed he. "Do not shrink from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even rejoice in 

this single imperfection, since it will be such a rapture to remove it."

"Oh, spare me!" sadly replied his wife. "Pray do not look at it again. I never can forget that 

convulsive shudder."

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to release her mind from the burden of actual things, 

Aylmer now put in practice some of the light and playful secrets which science had taught him 

among its profounder lore. Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms of unsubstantial 

beauty came and danced before her, imprinting their momentary footsteps on beams of light. 

Though she had some indistinct idea of the method of these optical phenomena, still the illusion 

was almost perfect enough to warrant the belief that her husband possessed sway over the 

spiritual world. Then again, when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion, immediately, as 

if her thoughts were answered, the procession of external existence flitted across a screen. The 

scenery and the figures of actual life were perfectly represented, but with that bewitching, yet 

indescribable difference which always makes a picture, an image, or a shadow so much more 

attractive than the original. When wearied of this, Aylmer bade her cast her eyes upon a vessel 

containing a quantity of earth. She did so, with little interest at first; but was soon startled to 

perceive the germ of a plant shooting upward from the soil. Then came the slender stalk; the 

leaves gradually unfolded themselves; and amid them was a perfect and lovely flower.

"It is magical!" cried Georgiana. "I dare not touch it."

"Nay, pluck it," answered Aylmer,--"pluck it, and inhale its brief perfume while you may. The flower 

will wither in a few moments and leave nothing save its brown seed vessels; but thence may be 

perpetuated a race as ephemeral as itself."

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than the whole plant suffered a blight, its leaves 

turning coal-black as if by the agency of fire.

"There was too powerful a stimulus," said Aylmer, thoughtfully.



To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed to take her portrait by a scientific process 

of his own invention. It was to be effected by rays of light striking upon a polished plate of metal. 

Georgiana assented; but, on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the features of the portrait 

blurred and indefinable; while the minute figure of a hand appeared where the cheek should 

have been. Aylmer snatched the metallic plate and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid.

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures. In the intervals of study and chemical 

experiment he came to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed invigorated by her presence, and 

spoke in glowing language of the resources of his art. He gave a history of the long dynasty of the 

alchemists, who spent so many ages in quest of the universal solvent by which the golden 

principle might be elicited from all things vile and base. Aylmer appeared to believe that, by the 

plainest scientific logic, it was altogether within the limits of possibility to discover this 

long-sought medium; "but," he added, "a philosopher who should go deep enough to acquire the 

power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the exercise of it." Not less singular were his 

opinions in regard to the elixir vitae. He more than intimated that it was at his option to concoct a 

liquid that should prolong life for years, perhaps interminably; but that it would produce a discord 

in Nature which all the world, and chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find cause 

to curse.

"Aylmer, are you in earnest?" asked Georgiana, looking at him with amazement and fear. "It is 

terrible to possess such power, or even to dream of possessing it."

"Oh, do not tremble, my love," said her husband. "I would not wrong either you or myself by 

working such inharmonious effects upon our lives; but I would have you consider how trifling, in 

comparison, is the skill requisite to remove this little hand."

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, shrank as if a redhot iron had touched her 

cheek.

Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors. She could hear his voice in the distant furnace room 

giving directions to Aminadab, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen tones were audible in response, 

more like the grunt or growl of a brute than human speech. After hours of absence, Aylmer 

reappeared and proposed that she should now examine his cabinet of chemical products and 

natural treasures of the earth. Among the former he showed her a small vial, in which, he 

remarked, was contained a gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impregnating all the 

breezes that blow across a kingdom. They were of inestimable value, the contents of that little 

vial; and, as he said so, he threw some of the perfume into the air and filled the room with 

piercing and invigorating delight.

"And what is this?" asked Georgiana, pointing to a small crystal globe containing a gold-colored 

liquid. "It is so beautiful to the eye that I could imagine it the elixir of life."

"In one sense it is," replied Aylmer; "or, rather, the elixir of immortality. It is the most precious 

poison that ever was concocted in this world. By its aid I could apportion the lifetime of any 

mortal at whom you might point your finger. The strength of the dose would determine whether 



he were to linger out years, or drop dead in the midst of a breath. No king on his guarded throne 

could keep his life if I, in my private station, should deem that the welfare of millions justified me 

in depriving him of it."

"Why do you keep such a terrific drug?" inquired Georgiana in horror.

"Do not mistrust me, dearest," said her husband, smiling; "its virtuous potency is yet greater than 

its harmful one. But see! here is a powerful cosmetic. With a few drops of this in a vase of water, 

freckles may be washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed. A stronger infusion would take 

the blood out of the cheek, and leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost."

"Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my cheek?" asked Georgiana, anxiously.

"Oh, no," hastily replied her husband; "this is merely superficial. Your case demands a remedy that 

shall go deeper."

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally made minute inquiries as to her sensations and 

whether the confinement of the rooms and the temperature of the atmosphere agreed with her. 

These questions had such a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture that she was 

already subjected to certain physical influences, either breathed in with the fragrant air or taken 

with her food. She fancied likewise, but it might be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of 

her system--a strange, indefinite sensation creeping through her veins, and tingling, half painfully, 

half pleasurably, at her heart. Still, whenever she dared to look into the mirror, there she beheld 

herself pale as a white rose and with the crimson birthmark stamped upon her cheek. Not even 

Aylmer now hated it so much as she.

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband found it necessary to devote to the 

processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes of his scientific library. 

In many dark old tomes she met with chapters full of romance and poetry. They were the works of 

philosophers of the middle ages, such as Albertus Magnus, Cornelius Agrippa, Paracelsus, and 

the famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head. All these antique naturalists stood in 

advance of their centuries, yet were imbued with some of their credulity, and therefore were 

believed, and perhaps imagined themselves to have acquired from the investigation of Nature a 

power above Nature, and from physics a sway over the spiritual world. Hardly less curious and 

imaginative were the early volumes of the Transactions of the Royal Society, in which the 

members, knowing little of the limits of natural possibility, were continually recording wonders or 

proposing methods whereby wonders might be wrought.

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a large folio from her husband's own hand, in 

which he had recorded every experiment of his scientific career, its original aim, the methods 

adopted for its development, and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to which 

either event was attributable. The book, in truth, was both the history and emblem of his ardent, 

ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and laborious life. He handled physical details as if there 

were nothing beyond them; yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from materialism by 

his strong and eager aspiration towards the infinite. In his grasp the veriest clod of earth assumed 



a soul. Georgiana, as she read, reverenced Aylmer and loved him more profoundly than ever, but 

with a less entire dependence on his judgment than heretofore. Much as he had accomplished, 

she could not but observe that his most splendid successes were almost invariably failures, if 

compared with the ideal at which he aimed. His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles, 

and felt to be so by himself, in comparison with the inestimable gems which lay hidden beyond 

his reach. The volume, rich with achievements that had won renown for its author, was yet as 

melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had penned. It was the sad confession and continual 

exemplification of the shortcomings of the composite man, the spirit burdened with clay and 

working in matter, and of the despair that assails the higher nature at finding itself so miserably 

thwarted by the earthly part. Perhaps every man of genius in whatever sphere might recognize 

the image of his own experience in Aylmer's journal.

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that she laid her face upon the open volume 

and burst into tears. In this situation she was found by her husband.

"It is dangerous to read in a sorcerer's books," said he with a smile, though his countenance was 

uneasy and displeased. "Georgiana, there are pages in that volume which I can scarcely glance 

over and keep my senses. Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you."

"It has made me worship you more than ever," said she.

"Ah, wait for this one success," rejoined he, "then worship me if you will. I shall deem myself hardly 

unworthy of it. But come, I have sought you for the luxury of your voice. Sing to me, dearest."

So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to quench the thirst of his spirit. He then took his 

leave with a boyish exuberance of gayety, assuring her that her seclusion would endure but a 

little longer, and that the result was already certain. Scarcely had he departed when Georgiana 

felt irresistibly impelled to follow him. She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom which for 

two or three hours past had begun to excite her attention. It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, 

not painful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her system. Hastening after her 

husband, she intruded for the first time into the laboratory.

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, that hot and feverish worker, with the intense 

glow of its fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above it seemed to have been burning 

for ages. There was a distilling apparatus in full operation. Around the room were retorts, tubes, 

cylinders, crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical research. An electrical machine stood ready 

for immediate use. The atmosphere felt oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors 

which had been tormented forth by the processes of science. The severe and homely simplicity 

of the apartment, with its naked walls and brick pavement, looked strange, accustomed as 

Georgiana had become to the fantastic elegance of her boudoir. But what chiefly, indeed almost 

solely, drew her attention, was the aspect of Aylmer himself.

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung over the furnace as if it depended upon 

his utmost watchfulness whether the liquid which it was distilling should be the draught of 

immortal happiness or misery. How different from the sanguine and joyous mien that he had 



assumed for Georgiana's encouragement!

"Carefully now, Aminadab; carefully, thou human machine; carefully, thou man of clay!" muttered 

Aylmer, more to himself than his assistant. "Now, if there be a thought too much or too little, it is all 

over."

"Ho! ho!" mumbled Aminadab. "Look, master! look!"

Aylmer raised his eyes hastily, and at first reddened, then grew paler than ever, on beholding 

Georgiana. He rushed towards her and seized her arm with a gripe that left the print of his fingers 

upon it.

"Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in your husband?" cried he, impetuously. 

"Would you throw the blight of that fatal birthmark over my labors? It is not well done. Go, prying 

woman, go!"

"Nay, Aylmer," said Georgiana with the firmness of which she possessed no stinted endowment, "it 

is not you that have a right to complain. You mistrust your wife; you have concealed the anxiety 

with which you watch the development of this experiment. Think not so unworthily of me, my 

husband. Tell me all the risk we run, and fear not that I shall shrink; for my share in it is far less than 

your own."

"No, no, Georgiana!" said Aylmer, impatiently; "it must not be."

"I submit," replied she calmly. "And, Aylmer, I shall quaff whatever draught you bring me; but it will 

be on the same principle that would induce me to take a dose of poison if offered by your hand."

"My noble wife," said Aylmer, deeply moved, "I knew not the height and depth of your nature until 

now. Nothing shall be concealed. Know, then, that this crimson hand, superficial as it seems, has 

clutched its grasp into your being with a strength of which I had no previous conception. I have 

already administered agents powerful enough to do aught except to change your entire physical 

system. Only one thing remains to be tried. If that fail us we are ruined."

"Why did you hesitate to tell me this?" asked she.

"Because, Georgiana," said Aylmer, in a low voice, "there is danger."

"Danger? There is but one danger--that this horrible stigma shall be left upon my cheek!" cried 

Georgiana. "Remove it, remove it, whatever be the cost, or we shall both go mad!"

"Heaven knows your words are too true," said Aylmer, sadly. "And now, dearest, return to your 

boudoir. In a little while all will be tested."

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a solemn tenderness which spoke far more 

than his words how much was now at stake. After his departure Georgiana became rapt in 

musings. She considered the character of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any 

previous moment. Her heart exulted, while it trembled, at his honorable love--so pure and lofty 

that it would accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably make itself contented with an 

earthlier nature than he had dreamed of. She felt how much more precious was such a sentiment 



than that meaner kind which would have borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have been 

guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect idea to the level of the actual; and with her 

whole spirit she prayed that, for a single moment, she might satisfy his highest and deepest 

conception. Longer than one moment she well knew it could not be; for his spirit was ever on the 

march, ever ascending, and each instant required something that was beyond the scope of the 

instant before.

The sound of her husband's footsteps aroused her. He bore a crystal goblet containing a liquor 

colorless as water, but bright enough to be the draught of immortality. Aylmer was pale; but it 

seemed rather the consequence of a highly-wrought state of mind and tension of spirit than of 

fear or doubt.

"The concoction of the draught has been perfect," said he, in answer to Georgiana's look. "Unless 

all my science have deceived me, it cannot fail."

"Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer," observed his wife, "I might wish to put off this 

birthmark of mortality by relinquishing mortality itself in preference to any other mode. Life is but 

a sad possession to those who have attained precisely the degree of moral advancement at 

which I stand. Were I weaker and blinder it might be happiness. Were I stronger, it might be 

endured hopefully. But, being what I find myself, methinks I am of all mortals the most fit to die."

"You are fit for heaven without tasting death!" replied her husband "But why do we speak of dying? 

The draught cannot fail. Behold its effect upon this plant."

On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased with yellow blotches, which had 

overspread all its leaves. Aylmer poured a small quantity of the liquid upon the soil in which it 

grew. In a little time, when the roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly blotches 

began to be extinguished in a living verdure.

"There needed no proof," said Georgiana, quietly. "Give me the goblet I joyfully stake all upon your 

word."

"Drink, then, thou lofty creature!" exclaimed Aylmer, with fervid admiration. "There is no taint of 

imperfection on thy spirit. Thy sensible frame, too, shall soon be all perfect."

She quaffed the liquid and returned the goblet to his hand.

"It is grateful," said she with a placid smile. "Methinks it is like water from a heavenly fountain; for it 

contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and deliciousness. It allays a feverish thirst that 

had parched me for many days. Now, dearest, let me sleep. My earthly senses are closing over 

my spirit like the leaves around the heart of a rose at sunset."

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as if it required almost more energy than she 

could command to pronounce the faint and lingering syllables. Scarcely had they loitered 

through her lips ere she was lost in slumber. Aylmer sat by her side, watching her aspect with the 

emotions proper to a man the whole value of whose existence was involved in the process now to 

be tested. Mingled with this mood, however, was the philosophic investigation characteristic of 



the man of science. Not the minutest symptom escaped him. A heightened flush of the cheek, a 

slight irregularity of breath, a quiver of the eyelid, a hardly perceptible tremor through the 

frame,--such were the details which, as the moments passed, he wrote down in his folio volume. 

Intense thought had set its stamp upon every previous page of that volume, but the thoughts of 

years were all concentrated upon the last.

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at the fatal hand, and not without a shudder. Yet 

once, by a strange and unaccountable impulse he pressed it with his lips. His spirit recoiled, 

however, in the very act, and Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, moved uneasily and 

murmured as if in remonstrance. Again Aylmer resumed his watch. Nor was it without avail. The 

crimson hand, which at first had been strongly visible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana's 

cheek, now grew more faintly outlined. She remained not less pale than ever; but the birthmark 

with every breath that came and went, lost somewhat of its former distinctness. Its presence had 

been awful; its departure was more awful still. Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the sky, 

and you will know how that mysterious symbol passed away.

"By Heaven! it is well-nigh gone!" said Aylmer to himself, in almost irrepressible ecstasy. "I can 

scarcely trace it now. Success! success! And now it is like the faintest rose color. The lightest flush 

of blood across her cheek would overcome it. But she is so pale!"

He drew aside the window curtain and suffered the light of natural day to fall into the room and 

rest upon her cheek. At the same time he heard a gross, hoarse chuckle, which he had long 

known as his servant Aminadab's expression of delight.

"Ah, clod! ah, earthly mass!" cried Aylmer, laughing in a sort of frenzy, "you have served me well! 

Matter and spirit--earth and heaven --have both done their part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! 

You have earned the right to laugh."

These exclamations broke Georgiana's sleep. She slowly unclosed her eyes and gazed into the 

mirror which her husband had arranged for that purpose. A faint smile flitted over her lips when 

she recognized how barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which had once blazed forth 

with such disastrous brilliancy as to scare away all their happiness. But then her eyes sought 

Aylmer's face with a trouble and anxiety that he could by no means account for.

"My poor Aylmer!" murmured she.

"Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored!" exclaimed he. "My peerless bride, it is successful! You 

are perfect!"

"My poor Aylmer," she repeated, with a more than human tenderness, "you have aimed loftily; you 

have done nobly. Do not repent that with so high and pure a feeling, you have rejected the best 

the earth could offer. Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying!"

Alas! it was too true! The fatal hand had grappled with the mystery of life, and was the bond by 

which an angelic spirit kept itself in union with a mortal frame. As the last crimson tint of the 

birthmark--that sole token of human imperfection--faded from her cheek, the parting breath of 

the now perfect woman passed into the atmosphere, and her soul, lingering a moment near her 



husband, took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse, chuckling laugh was heard again! Thus ever 

does the gross fatality of earth exult in its invariable triumph over the immortal essence which, in 

this dim sphere of half development, demands the completeness of a higher state. Yet, had 

Alymer reached a profounder wisdom, he need not thus have flung away the happiness which 

would have woven his mortal life of the selfsame texture with the celestial. The momentary 

circumstance was too strong for him; he failed to look beyond the shadowy scope of time, and, 

living once for all in eternity, to find the perfect future in the present.



"Have you heard? Lucifer was cast out of 

Heaven."

"He was not cast out. He chose to leave."

"Why would he leave willingly? Our sky is warm 

and golden hued, our rain is always gentle, and 

our land is opulent, a mosaic of fruit trees and 

fields of grain. Here pain and fear, sickness and 

hunger, poverty and death, are all unknown."

"He could not abide a life of effortless 

complacency in Heaven. Rather, he longed for 

the challenge of building a life on Earth - in spite 

of drought, or flood, or deadly pestilence."

"But if he is going to live on Earth, he will 

become mortal."

"Yes. It may be he is right to do so."

PARADISE FOUND
A TALE OF LIGHT AND DARK

by Chuck  Salvi



"Lord."

"Yes, my Son."

"We must bring Lucifer back."

"Why do you think so?"

"Other angels are discussing his flight. Some 

of them . . . sympathetically."

"Do you fear a rebellion?"

"Sheep need tending, lest they stampede."

"Do as you think right."

"Hail, friend Gabriel. What tidings do you bring?"

"Hail, Lucifer. I am come to bring you home."

"This plot of earth is my home. I shall not be taken 

from here alive. Will you slay me?"

"By God?s grace, I will grant you life eternal in 

Heaven."

"Heaven is a land of living death, Gabriel."

"Will you persist in your rebellion against God the 

Father?"

"I will."

"Why?"

"Men hazard their lives at sea to win their daily 

bread."

"They do, and it is tragic."

"Men build their own lives, succeed or fail on their 

own, with no help from God. Theirs is the struggle, 

theirs is the triumph, theirs the pride and the glory."

"Or the shame, if they fail."

?Failure is an artist?s sketch that does not satisfy 

him. He crumples up the drawing, throws it away - 

and begins to sketch anew.?

?That may be so.?

"Such heroism does not exist - cannot exist - in 

Heaven."

"It is to escape such hazards that Heaven exists."

"If life cannot be heroic, why live at all?"

"To serve God, to worship and obey Him, with 

humility and gratitude, for all that he provides."

?That is a dog?s life. I want to sail my own ship and 

set my own course, knowing I might founder. If that 

means I must fight against God Himself, I will fight."



"Have you heard? Gabriel was cast out of Heaven."



O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 

     By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear, 

And pardon that thy secrets should be sung 

     Even into thine own soft-conched ear: 

Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see 

     The winged Psyche with awaken'd eyes? 

I wander'd in a forest thoughtlessly, 

     And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise, 

Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side 

     In deepest grass, beneath the whisp'ring roof 

     Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 

         A brooklet, scarce espied: 

Ode t o Psyche
by John Keat s



Mid hush'd, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed, 

     Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian, 

They lay calm-breathing, on the bedded grass; 

     Their arms embraced, and their pinions too; 

     Their lips touch'd not, but had not bade adieu, 

As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber, 

And ready still past kisses to outnumber 

     At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love: 

         The winged boy I knew; 

But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove? 

         His Psyche true! 



O latest born and loveliest vision far 

     Of all Olympus' faded hierarchy! 

Fairer than Phoebe's sapphire-region'd star, 

     Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky; 

Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none, 

         Nor altar heap'd with flowers; 

Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan 

         Upon the midnight hours; 

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 

     From chain-swung censer teeming; 

No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 

     Of pale-mouth'd prophet dreaming. 



O brightest! though too late for antique vows, 

     Too, too late for the fond believing lyre, 

When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 

     Holy the air, the water, and the fire; 

Yet even in these days so far retir'd 

     From happy pieties, thy lucent fans, 

     Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 

I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspir'd. 

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 

         Upon the midnight hours; 

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 

     From swinged censer teeming; 

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat 

     Of pale-mouth'd prophet dreaming. 



Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane 

     In some untrodden region of my mind, 

Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain, 

     Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind: 

Far, far around shall those dark-cluster'd trees 

     Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep; 

And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees, 

     The moss-lain Dryads shall be lull'd to sleep; 

And in the midst of this wide quietness 

A rosy sanctuary will I dress 

   With the wreath'd trellis of a working brain, 

     With buds, and bells, and stars without a name, 

With all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign, 

     Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same: 

And there shall be for thee all soft delight 

     That shadowy thought can win, 

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night, 

     To let the warm Love in! 



troubadourmagazine
www.troubadourmag.com kirkbarbera@troubadourmag.com


